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PETER CAREY (1943-)
‘Do You Love Me?’

e S,

=
1 The Role of the Cartographers

Perhaps a few words sbout the role of the Cartographers in our present
society are warranted,

To begin with one must understand the n of the yearly census, a
manifestation of our desire to_know, alway&%ere we stand. T:he
census, originally a count of the population, has gradually extended until it
has become a tota! inventory of the contents of the nation, 8 mammoth task
which is continuing all the time - no sooner has one census been announced
than work on another begins. -

The results of the census play an important part in our national life and
have, for many years, been the pivot point for the yearly ‘Festival of the
Corn' (an ancient festival, related to the wealth of the earth). '

We. have a si lists; And nowhere is this more clearly illustrated
than in the ival of the which takes place in midsummer, the
weather always being fine and warm. On the night of the festival, the House-

holders move their goods and possessions, all furniture, electrical goods,
clothing, rugs, kitchen utensils, bathrobes, slippers, cushions, lawnmowers,
curtains, doorstops, heirlooms, cameras, and anything else that can be moved
into the street so that the census officials may the more easily check the
inventory of each household.

The Festival of the Corn is, however, much more than a clerical affair.
And, the day over and the night come, the householders invite each other
to view their possessions which they refer to, on this night, as gifts. It is like
nothing more than a wedding feast — there is much cooking, all sorts of tra-
ditlonal dishes, fine wines, strong liquors, music s played loudly in quiet
neighbourhoods, strangers copulate with strangers, men dance together, and
maidens in vellow robes distribute snall barley sugar corncobs to young an
old alike. :

And in all this the role of the Cartographers is perhaps the most impor-
tant, for our people crave, more than anything else, to know the extent of
the nation, to kng tly, the shape of the coastline, to hear what land
may have beenﬁzﬁm to know what has been reclsimed and what
is still in doubt. e-Cartographers’ report is good the Festival of the Cornt
will be a good festival. If the report is bad, one can always sense, for all the
dancing angl/dn'nking, a feeling of nervousness and apprehension in the rev-
ellers, a ceftain desperation. In the year of a bad Cartographers' report there
\»{ill alwdys be fights and, occasionally, some property will be stolen s
citizens attempt to compensate themselves for their sense of loss.

Because of the importance of their job the Cartographers have become
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an elite — well-paid, admired, envied, and having no small opinion of them-
selves. It is said by some that they are over-proud, immoral, vain and foot-
" loose, and it is perhaps the last charge (by necessity true) that brings about
the others. For the Cartographers spend their years travelling up and down
the coast, along the great rivers, traversing great mountains and vast deserts.
They travel in small parties of three, four, sometimes five, making their own
time, working as they please, because eventually it is their own responsibil-
ity to see that their team’s task is completed in time.
My father, a Cartographer himself, often told me stories about himself or
his colleagues and the adventures they had in the wilderness.

There were other stories, however, that always remained in my mind and,
ese were the stories of the

n outside a very small circle
5t-Carographers and government officials. As a child in a house frequented
by Cartographers, [ often heard these tales which invarisbly made me cling
closely to my mother's skirts.

It appears that for some time certain regions of the country had become
less and less real and these regions were regarded fearfully evefi by the

artographers, who srided themselves on their courage. The regions in ques-
tion were invariably Mieed, unused for agriculture or industry. There
were certain sections of tireHalverson Ranges, vast stretches of the Greater
Desert, and long pieces of coastline which had begun to slowly disappear
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Tt was because of these nebulous areas that the ‘ P
duced. The Fischerscope is not unlike radar in its principle and is able to

detect the presence of any object, no matter how dematerialized or insub-

stantial. In this way the Cartographers were still able to map the question-
retumed with blanks on the maps

able parts of the nether regions. To

would have created such public(anxiety thgt no one dared think what it

might do to_th of our s . eason to believe that J
Suntry disappeared so comple

‘certain areas of the
Fischerscope could not detect them and the Cartographers, at®
political pressure, used old maps to fake-in the missing sections.  m
ory is grounded in fact, and 1 am sure it is, it would explain my father's cyn-

icism about the Festival of the Corn.

2 The Archetypal Cartographer

My father was in his fifties but he had kept himself in goed shape. His skin
was brown and his muscles still firm. He was a tall man with a thick head
of grey hair, a slightly less grey moustache and a long aquiline nose. Sitting
on a horse he looked as proud and cruel as Genghis Khan. Lying on the
beach clad only in bathers and sunglasses he still managed to retain his
authoritative air.

Beside him I always felt as if 1 had betrayed him. I was slightly built, more
like my mother. ,
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It was the day before the festival and we lay on the beach, my father, my
mother, ﬁf ﬁ‘g@agi I. As was usual in these circumstances my father
addressed all his remarks td o, He never considered the members of his
own family worth talking to.-always had the uncomfortable feeling that he
was flirting with my girlfriends and T never knew what to do about it.

People were lying in groups up and down the beach, Near us a family of
five were playing with a large beach ball.

‘Lock at those fools,” my father said to Karen.

"Why are they fools?’ Karen asked.

“They're fools," said my father. “They were born fools and they'll die fools,
Tomorrow they'll dance in the streets and drink too much.’

"Sa.’ said Karen triumphantly, in the manner of one who has become privy
to secret information. [t will be a good Cartographers’ report?

My father roared with laugher.

Karen looked hurt and pouted. ‘Am [ a fool?’

‘No,” my father said, ‘you're really quite splendid.’

3 The Most Famous Festival

The festival, as it turned out, was the greatest disaster in living memory.

The Cartographers' report was excellent, the weather was fine, but some-
where something had gone wrong.

The news was confusing. The television said that, in spite of the good
report, various items had been stolen very early in the night. Later there
was a3 news flash to say that a large house had completely disappeared in
Howie Street.

Later still we looked out the window to see a huge band of people car-
rying lighted torches. There was a lot of shouting. The same image, exactly,
was on the television and a reporter was explaining that bands of vigilantes
were out Jooking for thieves. r

My father stood at the window, a martini in his hand, and watched the
vigilantes set alight a house opposite.

My mother wanted to know what we shotdd do.

‘Come and watch the fools,’ my father said, 'they’re incredible.’

4 The 1.CI. Incident

The next day the LC.I. building disappeared in front of a crowd of two thou-
sand people. It took two hours. The crowd stood silently as the great steel

.and glass strycture slowdy faded before them.

Fu

The staff who were evacuated looked pale and shaken. The caretaker who
was amongst the last to leave looked almost translucent. In the days that
followed he made some name for himself as a mystic, claiming that he had
been able_to see other worlds, layer upon layer, through the fabric of the
here and now. —
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5 Behaviour when Confronted with Dematerialization

The anger of our people when confronted with acts of theft has always been
legendary and was certainly highlighted by the incidents which occurred on
the night of the festival.

But the fury exhibited on this famous night could not compare with the
intensity of emotion displayed by those who witnessed the earliest scenes of
dematerialization,

The silent crowd who watched the 1.C1. building erupted into hysteria
when they realized that it had finally gone and wasn't likely to come back,

It was like some monstrous theft for which punishment must be meted
out. ) .

They stormed into t}@g}uilcﬁng next door and smashed desks andS~H ¢ __
ripped down office partitions—Reporters who attended the scene were rarelyCe , 4, <1
impartial observers, but one of the cooler-headed members of the press f
remarked on the great number of weeping men and women who__hurle?c?m v—<

iters frqm{indows and scattered files through-crowds of frightened -
office workers. — T e IR

Five days later they displayed similar anger when &@mcﬁng itself
disappeared. Ak, Lodb
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6 Behaviour of Those Dematerializing

The first reports of{dematerializing pyople were not generally believed and aa,é.‘ S
were suppressed by i ese things were soon common knowl- P

edge and few families were untouched by them. Such incidents were obvi-
ously not all the same but in many victims there was a tendency to exhibit
extreme aggression towards those around them. Murders and assaults com-
mitted by these unfortunates were not uncommon and in most cases they
exhibited an almost unbelievable rage, as if they were the victims of a shock-
ing betrayal.

My friend James Bray was once stopped in the street by a very beautiful
woman who clawed and scratched at his face and said: "You did this to me
you bastard, you did this to me.’

He had never seen her before but he confessed that, in some irrational
way, he felt responsible and didn't defend himself, Fortunately she disap-
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eared before sh id do him much damage. .

peared before she cou u g T ,ZZ.:_L'I

7 Some Theories that Arose at the Time *977 J"_{
afr o

1 The world is merely a dream dreamt by god who is waking after a long\ - (L\:'?

sleep. When he is properly awake the world will disappear completely. When o)

the world disappears we will disappear with it and be happy. s BT

2 The world has become sensitive to light. In the same way that prolonged .ﬁ&vi}\‘

use of say penicillin can suddenly result in a dangerous allergy, prolonged

exposure of the world to the sun has made it sensitive to lightt A7 by g 97
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The advocates of this theory could be seen bustling through the city
crowds in their long, hooded black robes.
3 The fact that the world is disappearing has been caused by the sloppy
work of the Cartographers and census-takers. Those who filled out their cen-
sus forms incorrectly would lose those items they had neglected to describe,
People overlooked in the census by impatient officials would also disappear.
A strong pressure group demanded that a new census be taken quickly before
matters got worse.

8 My Father’s Theory

The world, according to my father, was exactly like the human body and

had its own defence mechanisms with which it defended itself against any-

thing that either threatened it or was unnecessary to it. The LCI. building

and the 1.C.l. company had obviously constituted some threat to the world

or had simply been irrelevant. That's why it had disappeared and not because
some damn fool god was waking up and rubbing his eyes.

'l don’t believe in god,’ my father said. 'Humanity is god. Humanity is

. the only god 1 know. If humanity doesn't need something it will disappear.

Pegple who_are not loved will di PWLMEEMEE not loved will
1

disappear from the face of the earth. We only exist throug the love of oth-

ers and that's what it's all about’

9 A Contradiction

‘Look at those fools, my father said, ‘they wouldn't know if they were up
-t themselves.’
h]
! /
-+ 10 An Unpleasant Scene
The world at this time was full of unpleasant and disturbing scenes. One
that I recall vividly took place in the middle of the city on a hot, sultry
Tuesday afternoon. It was about one-thirty and 1 was waiting for Karen by
the post office when a man of forty or so ran past me. He was dematerial-
izing rapidly. Everybody seemed to be deliberately looking the dther way,
which seemed to me to make him dematerialize faster. I stared at him hard,
hoping that I could do something to keep him there until help arrived. |
tried to love him, because I believed in my father's theory. I thought, I must
- ove that man. But his face irritated me. It is not so easy to love a stranger
and I'm ashamed to say that he had the small mouth and close-together eyes
that | have always disliked in a person. I tried to love him but I'm afraid 1
failed.

While [ watched he tried to hail taxi after taxi. But the taxi drivers were
only too well aware of what was happening and had no wish to spend their
time driving a passenger who, at any moment, might cease to exist. They
looked the other way or put up their signs.

I
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Finally he managed to waylay a taxi at some traffic lights. By this time he
was so insubstantial that I could see right through him. He was beginning
to shout. A terrible thin noise, but penetrating none the less. He tried to
open the cab door, but the driver had already locked it. I could hear the
man's voice, high and piercing: ‘I want to go home.’ He repeated it over and
over again. ‘1 want to go home to my wife.'

The taxi drove off when the lights changed. There was a lull in the traf-
fic. People had fled the corer and left it deserted and it was I alone who
saw the man finally disappear.

[ felt sick.

Karen arrived five minutes later and found me pale and shaken. ‘Are you
all right?’ she said.

‘Do you love me?' I said.

11 The Nether Regions

My father had an irritating way of explaining things to me | already under- .|

stood, refusing to stop no matter how much I said ‘T know' or ‘You told me
before.’
Thus he expounded on the significance of the nether regions, adopting
the tone of a lecturer speaking to a class of particularly backward children,
‘As you know," he said, ‘the nether regions were amongst the first to dis-
appear and this in itself is significant. These regions, I'm sure you know, are

seldom visited by men and only then by people like me whose sole job is:, N

to make sure that they're still there, We had no use for these areas, these *
deserts, swamps, and coastlines which is why, of course; thiey disappéared. =~ "¢
They were mierely possessions of otifs and if they F%Man ¢ was S0

~mrsymbols for olr poets; writers-afid filin-makers. They were used as sym-

~rots &t slienation, lovelessness, loneliness, uselessness and so on. Do you get A

what T 'mean?’

‘Yes,' I .said, ‘I get what you mean.’ <
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But do you?" My father insisted. ‘But do you really, [ wonder” He exam- K
ined me seriously, musing on the possibilities of my understanding him. LL_( T ime

‘How old are you?'
“Twenty,' [ said. #
I knew, of course,” he said. ‘Do you understand the significance of the
nether regions?’ '
~1sighed, a little too loudly and my father narrowed his eyes. Quickly I
said: “They are like everything else. They're like the cities. The cities are
deserts where people are alone and lonely. They don't love one another.’
~—Pion't love one another,’ intoned my father, also sighing. ‘We no longer

-~y

love one another. When we realize that we need one another we will stop <

disappearing. This T5"a fessonto-us.” A hard lesson, but, I hope, an effective
one,’

My father continued to speak, but 1 watched him without listening. After
a few minutes he stopped abruptly: ‘Are you listening to me?' he said. [ was
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surprised to detect real concern in his voice. He looked at me questioningly,
T've always looked after you,” he said, ‘ever since you were little

12 The Cartographers’ Fall

I don't know when it was that { noticed that my father had become
depressed, It probably happened quite gradually without either my mother
or me noticing it.

Even when I did become aware of it [ attributed it to 2 woman. My father
had a number of lovers and his moods usually reflected the success or fail-
ure of these relstionships.

But | know now that he had heard already of Hurst and Jamov, the first
two Cartographers to disappear. The news was suppressed for several weeks
and then, somehow or other, leaked to the press. Certainly the Cartographers
had enemies amongst the civil servants who regarded them as over-proud
and overpaid, and it was probably from one of these civil servants that the
press heard the news.

When the news finally broke I understood my father's depression and felt
sorry for him.

I didn’t know how to help him. I wanted, badly, to make him happy. 1
had never ever been able to give him anything or do anything for him that
he couldn’t do better himself. Now I wanted to help him, to show him [
understood.

1 found him sitting in front of the television one night when I returned
from my office and I sat quietly beside him. He seemed more kindly now
and he placed his hand on my knee and patted it.

I sat there for a while, overcome with the new warmth of this relation-
ship and then, unable to contain my emotion any more, | blurted out: ‘You
could change your job.' '

My father stiffened and sat bolt upright. The pressure of his hand on my
lﬁrét;e increased until I yelped with pain, and still he held on, hurting me ter-
ribly.

‘You are a fool,’ he said, ‘you wouldn't know if you were up yourself’

Through the pain in my leg, I felt the intensity of my father's fear.

13 Why the World Needs Cartographers

My father woke me at 3 am. to tell me why the world needed
Carttlographers. He smelled of whisky and seemed, once again, to be very
gentle. :

__‘The world needs Cartographers, he said softly, ‘because if they didn’t

have Cartographers the_fools. wouldnit know where_ they .were. They

“ivouldn't know if they were up themselves if they didn’t have a Cartographer

to tell them what's happening. The world needs Cartographers,’ my father
said, ‘it fucking well needs Cartographers.’
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» " 14 One Final Scene

Let me describe a final scene to yow: I am sitting on the sofa my father
brought home when [ was five years old. I am watching television. My father
is sitting in a leather armchair that once belonged to his father and which
has always been exclusively his. My mother is sitting in the dining alcove
with her cards spread across the table, playing one more interminable game
of patience,

I glance casually across at my father to see if he is doing anything more
than stare into space, and notice, with a terrible shock, that he is showing

the first signs of dematerializing. ~ & C2fAl¢ b, Are gkt oA
“What are you staring at?” My father, in fact, has been staring at me.
‘Nothing.'
“Well, don't.

Nervously I return my eyes to the inanity of the television. I don't know
what to do. Should I tell my father that he is dematerializing? If I don't tell
him will he notice? [ feel I should do something but I can feel, already, the
anger in his voice. His anger is nothing new. But this is possibly the begin-
ning of a tide of uncontrollable rage. If he knows he is dematerializing, he
will think I don’t love him. He will blame me. He will attack me. Old as
he is, he is still considerably stronger than I am and he could hurt me badly.
I stare determinedly at the television and feel my father's eyes on me.

I try to feel love for my father, I try very, very hard.

I attempt to remember how [ felt about him when I was little, in the days
when he was still occasionally tender towards me.

But it's no good,

Because [ can only remember how he has hit me, hurt me, humiliated
me and flirted with my girlfriends. [ realize, with a flush of panic and guilt,
that I don't love him. In spite of which I say: ‘T love you’

My mother looks up sharply from her cards and lets out 2 surprised cry. &2 21,

I turn to my father. He has almost disappeared. I can see the leather ofj
the chair through his stomach. |

I don't know whether it is my @riconvincing declaration of love or my
mother's exclamation that makes my~fathef laugh. For whatever reason, he
begins to laugh uncontrollably: ‘You bloady fools," he gasps, ‘1 wish you could
see the looks on your bloody silly faces.

And then he is gone. "

My mothef Tooks across at me nervously, a 2agd still in her hand. ‘Do you
love me?* she asks. x

§ Cartographies Tranter; Can: Birney (2), Reaney; SA: Ghosh; TransC:
Ondaatije (1)
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