wtnLAl: [ do not know when you hawe had time to visit
«ll the countries you describe to me. It seems to me yox have
wever moved from this garden.

voLo: Everything I see and do assumes meaning in a men-
tal space where the same calm reigns as here, the same
penumbra, the same silence streaked by the rustling of
laves. At the moment when 1 concentrate and reflect, 1
find myself again, always, in this garden, at this bour of
the evening, im Your august presence, though 1 continse,
without & moment's panse, moving up @ river green with
crocodiles or counting the barrels of salted fish being low-
ered into the hold.
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KUBLAL 1, 200, am not sure I am bere, strolling among the
porphyry founsains, listening o the plashing echo, and not
viding, caked with sweat and blood, at the bead of my
army, conguering the lands you will have to describe, or
cutting off the fingers of the attackers scaling the walls of @
besieged fortress.

POLO: Perbaps this garden exists only in the shadow of our 103
lowered eyelids, and we have never stopped: you, from rais-
ing dust on the fields of battle; and 1, from bargaining for
sacks of pepber in distant bazaars. But each time we half-
close our eyes, in the midst of the din and the throng, we
are allowed to withdraw bere, dressed in 5ilk kimonos, 10




ponder what we are seeing and living, to draw conclusions,
to contemplate from the distance.

KUBLAL: Perbaps this dialogue of ours is taking place be-
tween two beggars nicknamed Kublai Kban and Marco
Polo; as they sift through a rubbish heap, piling up rusted
flotsam, scraps of cloth, wastepaper, while drunk on the
few sips of bad wine, they see all the treasure of the East
shine around them.

POLO: Perbaps all that is left of the world is a wasteland
covered with rubbish heaps, and the hanging garden of the
Great Kban's palace. It is onr eyelids that separate them,
but we cannot know which is inside and which outside.

Cities & Eyes

When you have forded the river, when you have
crossed the mountain pass, you suddenly find before
you the city of Moriana, its alabaster gates traaspar-
ent in the sunlight, its coral columans supporting
pediments encrusted with serpentine, its villas all of
glass like aquariums where the shadows of dancing
gitls with silvery scales swim beneath the medusa-
shaped chandeliers. If this is not your first joutney,
you already know that cities like this have an ob-
verse: you have only to walk in a semicircle and you
will come into view of Moriana's hidden face, an ex-
panse of rusting sheet metal, sackcloth, planks bris-
tling with spikes, pipes black with soot, piles of
tins, blind walls with fading signs, frames of staved-
in straw chairs, ropes good only for hanging oneself
from a rotten beam.

From one part to the other, the city seems to con-
tinue, in perspective, multiplying its repertory of
images: but instead it has no thickness, it consists
only of a face and an obverse, like a sheet of paper,
with a figure on either side, which can neither be
separated nor look at each other.
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