A PASSACGE FROM PRCCRUSTES STRETCHED

by A*n R*nd

| wote this passage in 1955. It was, for reasons of space, deleted
fromthe final draft of ny novel, Procrustes Stretched. It has never
bef ore appeared in print.

| present it as an exanple of Romantic witing at its best.

Romanti ci sm which has al ways been nmy phil osophy of art, takes as
its goal the portrayal of nman as a heroic being. The Romantic arti st
selects facets of reality and reassenbles them “in order to create in
concrete formthe abstraction which is his sense of life'’ (The Virtue
of Rudeness, p. 178). Note this: he selects, much as a physicist selects
the nunbers that go into his mathemati cal equations.

Romanticisms antithesis is Naturalism The Naturalist holds that
every snippet of reality, no matter how trivial, is worthy of inclusion in
a work of so-called art. The difference between the two phil osophies is npst
evident in rmusic. The Romantic pianist carefully chooses the notes he wll
play, while the Naturalist attenpts to strike all of the notes at once.

The first approach produces music; the second, cacophony.

The reader nust decide for hinmself whether these paragraphs better
exenplify the tenets of Romanticism or of its opposite, Naturalism

The context of the passage is as follows. Ellis Island has gone into
hiding, taking with himthe secret of his process for getting bl ood from
a turnip. Canada has declared itself to be a Fool's Paradi se. Dallas Stank
i s headi ng west, searching for a scientist able to reconstruct the ultimte
nouset rap whose plans she and Nk Rrdn found in the abandoned factory.

---A*n R*nd

““Who is John Coat?''

Dal l as turned fromthe wi ndow and | ooked at the man in the seat
besi de her. He had got on at one of the stops outside New York City,
but she had not noticed himbefore now He had a bald head that seened
to rest, |ike an opaque percolator bulb, atop a pillow of fat that had
once been a neck. H's eyes were pale and |ifeless.

* T Pardon nme?"’

““Who is John CGoat?''

71 don't know. Besides, those words are neani ngl ess nonsense.'

The man nodded. Hi s nod seened to reject the possibility of objective
know edge.

Dal | as turned back to the wi ndow and gazed out upon the vast, bl ank
prairies.

A lighted billboard flickered by. Her heart trenbled, and she
remenbered the first tine she had ever heard a radi o commerci al

Her brother had told her that bird songs were prettier. But Francisco
had | aughed and said, “~“Wen | grow up, | wll make birds out of copper and
sell them for noney.'

And, the next day, he had presented her with his first copper bird,
made fromnetal he had mined with his own hands.

"“Does it know any songs?'' she had asked.

"“Only radio conmercials.'



And then they had made | ove .

“*Pardon nme, mss.'

It was the bald nan.

" Yes?'!

"My nane is Wal do Mudge. What's yours?'

"“Stank. Dallas Stank.''

" Stank? The Stank who runs the railroad?

" The sane.''

Dal | as proudly threw back her head.

T Hmph! ' Mudge sniffed.

““What do you do for a living, M. Mdge?

““I'ma humanitarian. | live for others. Wiy do you | ook at ne that
way? | give all ny blood to the poor. Ogans, too. R ght now, |'m nothing
but an enpty balloon. Don't look at ne like that. Do you want to know
what keeps ne alive? My love for mankind---sonething you would never
under st and!"

““You're right, I . . . Wat's that hissing | hear?

" Hissing? Wat? Ch, no!'

Suddenl y, Wal do Mudge defl at ed.

Dal | as turned away, overcone with disgust. A voice inside her head seened
to whisper, "“This is what altruismleads to.'

But---the whole world was defl ating---being sucked down an infinite black
hol e of misery and despair. Nothing worked anynore. Dallas couldn't even get
men to wash her train w ndows . .

Wait, she thought: Her wi ndow was cl ean. She | eaned cl oser

It was perfect: not a single streak or water spot. It shone, and with
an energy that was nore than reflected |ight.

It shone with the energy of intelligence.

Yet the wi ndow puzzled her. It was al nost too clean.

That was it. It was too clean: it had been washed on the outside,
and quite recently.

Nati onal Directive 1089 forbade w ndow washi ng on the outside of
a noving train.

One of her men had broken the law to do his job.

Dal | as knew t hat she had to find him--for her sake, and her w ndows'.

She opened her wi ndow and cli nbed out si de.

The wind nearly blew her off the train. She only smled, and |ighted
a cigarette.

She renmenbered the old man, in New York City, who had once owned a
cigarette factory. It had gone bankrupt when all of his custoners died of
| ung cancer---but that had not broken his spirit

She finished the cigarette and threw it down. She saw t he w ndow washer
t hen.

He was on the next car, at the end of the train. He was clad in what
Dal | as recogni zed to be the robe of a Capuchin nonk. She clinbed toward him

She reached the gap between the cars, and hesitated. She had been

good at car-junping once. That had been years ago. Could she still do it?
She softly whi spered her grandfather's notto.
"1 think | can, | think I can.'

She sprang. The earth and the train screaned past her as she hurtled
t hrough the rushing air. A fingernail snagged on the alum num of the next
car, and she pulled herself to safety. In minutes she was at the side of
t he wi ndow washer .

"7l want to give you a raise,'' she said.

""No, Mss Stank.'

And he threw back his hood and | aughed.

His face was |i ke one she had never seen, but always known. It was



a proud face, with hard, angular cheeks and cold, clear eyes; and it was crowned
wi th bl ack, angular hair. Intelligence shone fromit like Iight from an
expertly-cl eaned w ndow.

“TWhy not?'

"“Because ny mnd is not for sale."’

"7l don't understand.''

""Do you see these tool s?"'

He held up his belt of w ndow washing tools.

"“Who do you think made then? Man did; or, nman's mind did.
Squeegee, wash bottle, soap---each is the product of man's m nd.
Man nakes his tools with his mind. Wth his mnd, man makes his tools.""'

He lifted the belt higher. “"But man, who nmakes his tools---with
his mind!---can also discard them Like this."''
He hurled the belt into the darkness.
““Who is John Goat? If you really want to know, you'll have to cone

with me, Mss Stank."''

He tore the robe fromhis body, and was naked.

Dal | as gave hi m her hand, and he took it. They leapt fromthe train
together, and rose into the objective noonlight.
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