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AFTER THE REVOLUTION time was free.
Time had been emancipated. Nobody would
ever need more time again. Those people who
had invested their time carefully before the
revolution now felt bewildered and betrayed.
Those of us who had wasted our time felt
nothing. Now we could no longer buy or spend
time and would have to find other things to
do with it. Time was the only thing we would
never run out of. Long after all the food and
medicine had been stripped from the shelves
we would still have enough time. This was the
time we had always hungered for. Time was
now perfectly elastic. Either we would stretch
it around gigantic projects or it would snap
back and be forgotten in less than a second.
This was time during which novels could be
written or symphonies composed for a world
with no publishers or orchestras but possibly
readers and audiences. For a few weeks some-
one continued to ring the hours on a distant
bell tower and dutifully clocked every hour.
Eventually whoever it was overslept or gave
up or left town like all the other people. It was
impossible. Time meant little more than dis-
tance and the certainty of sunrise and sunset
and the possibility that autumn would grow
colder. Time had been freed from its rules and
measurements and we discovered we needed
other rules and measurements. The order
of the day became the order of the day. We
invented new rules for everything each time.

literature—call numbers of books where we
had scrawled other messages—wild reference
chases in which we would search through
pages for evidence the other had been there—
finding only answers to more urgent ques-
tions—slowly filling the margins of every book
aih commentary—TI left false clues and genu-
natBcalitarings—books I wanted you to read
B AT ilebiyd B ato —maybe when we found
each other at some call nu VG RNRMDBIEES e
brace each other and with wide ey@

each other in the startling new languages =
other texts—we would have met interesting
people and spent time in their carrels learn-
ing about what they had read—we would have
used different reference systems—wandered
apart on lattices of footnotes only to meet up
again—when we last met at 154.63 Sa22:1:E
we charted our separate courses through and
about time and space and found each other in
the poetry of Erasmus Darwin—gaping at the
same stanza—different expressions on our
faces—we would both walk around the stanza
a few times and come face to face between two
lines with different faces and diffg

and we would stay . ere for days—build-
i owers playpens out of books by day-

the dark cold nights on the floor—and—whg
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light—the libraries never closed—cuddling in ||
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We tried new ways of walking talking cooking
eating and sleeping. We found dozens of old
board games and tried to figure out different
ways to play them. We never consulted
old rules. Now that we were able tg
out decisions we began to AN LBWI0Y
them. Those of us whog S CENEIGIE RIS {0(E
A o own rules more zealously
e e, Often the rules didn’t work:
JiiePeat without using your hands or don’t
touch the ground. We finished every game
.. way. We had finally found that the only
way to have 10 accomplish anything was
through rules. The only way 10 Sy
to our creativity was through a labyrinth o
restrictions. We wondered if inventing rules
should have rules. Even casual conversation
had become impossible without rules. With-
out limiting ourselves to four letter words or
a particular verb tense there was too little to
say and too many ways to say it and we would
end up talking about ourselves and each
other and who hadn’t done the dishes and
what rules might get him to. We used strange
rules to become friends. Now the handful of
us were alone together in a world without
automobiles or muzak whose electricity had
died and whose billboards were peeling and
we had to work through the jostling shifting
of our various enmities and alliances until
we each shared a language with every other
person and had learned to enjoy and depend
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of our idiosyncrasies. We managed
[e¥tio this surprisingly quickly. We began to
wonder what we could do as a group on the
day we agreed on the rule to speak without
using singular pronouns.

AFTER THE REVOLUTION I always told
you to meet me at the library—the third larg-
est University library in America—I always
said you'd find me—even though it was now
deserted and the few people you did see were
reading and you respectfully subdued the
urge to greet them—I had hoped we would
never meet (and inevitably discuss what was
ooing on with our friends at home—and how

... why—even now after the
revolution—we couldn’t talk™# them in
front of them—and whether Heisenberg’s Un=
certainty Principle made more sense with in-
terpersonal interaction than subatomic parti- |

cles—or at least—interpersonal relationships

being more urgent—especially now when
there was no electricity to power particle ac-
celerators—whether the principle was a more
useful model when applied to them—etcet-
era—instead I had hoped we would each wan-
der a maze of carrels—wandering oppasite
directions down parallel aisles—researching
old ideas of the new society—reading wait
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knows—maybe occasional moans gasps sighs
would echo down through ten empty floors
and the moon would wane—embarrassed—
then wax—curious—and—who knows—some-
day—when our minds seemed to map per-
fectly—we might disagree on the meaning of
a word—and set off in separate directions to
find definitions and—who knows—not meet
again for days—or weeks—or back at home in
half an hour to ask Jane.

(AFTER THE REVOLUTION I found I was
lonely and confused as before (I couldn’t
Okt because there was too much im-

handfuls of cauliflower))))) but I wondered
whether I belonged here (where I wanted
to be) or whether there was more impor

ent for days rang a great many times and
we counted the hours up through thirteen
(at which point my friends all screamed
(delighted) an
the lawn while [
clock used to...(neve

*mind)))) and I excused

myself to do the dishes in the middle of the
meal and go for a walk) and I wondered about
the other people and what they were doing
(since the rest of east central Illinois had emi-

grated to investigate the rumors of disastérs tuesday
(earthquakes in California floods in Texas)
and communities rising up everywhere (logt-
ing and revelry in New York and Detroit (they
shared the moon with me)) and I walked until
night down dark cobblestones through empty
residential neighborhoods and I stopped in a*
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park and watched the moon pass through a *
gap in the clouds and wondered what it saw

(What did the moon see? Could it tell me any-
thing about the world it was again the only
calendar of?) and I waited for the moon to
wink but it disappeared again and left me in
perfect darkness too treacherous to negotiate
home) and I wondered if the rest of the people

\iPe»forming groups like ours or whether We
were deluding ourselves to believe that ofir
only problems were internal and that every-
thing elsewhere was so good so safe so warmn
and I asked the moon if the other people had
survived a pleasant revolution to enjoy this
peaceful world (or were there other conseh-

suses? (another moon passed through the gap
in the clouds (I wondered briefly how))))[and
then (in the light the moon cast) I ran home).
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