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I feel she’s sold her soul, but how much 
for? To whom? I’d be a monster, though 
I think I’ve been one, and it didn’t satisfy.
    ‘Your killing all those people, then 
feeling sorry,’ she says. ‘That gives you 
all the credit you should need.’ 
    When I hear the wo    When I hear the word ‘credit’, I think 
of all my plants, the creeping things, the 
slime of life that’s turning into butterflies. 
It makes me sad. I can’t take them with 
me, I think.
    ‘The Chief did let me run,’ Lili says. 
‘In fact, the running was the point, for if 
you run and run, the demons never catch you run and run, the demons never catch 
you,’ and I think my strength lies in my 
running faster than my demons …

‘I love getting clean,’ shouts Lili, running, 
running, white legs flicking round the 
Tower of Silence, up to the loggia, sleek 
between the pillars, pausing at a balcony 
... What will those musicians play? I see ... What will those musicians play? I see 
a bandoneon, some Chinese fiddles, a 
soprano warming with cicada sounds.
   Lili is naked now, and there are other 
athletes, men and women, running in 
circles, round and countersense, it could be 
dervishes, the light exploding into 
twirling giddiness, though their own gaze twirling giddiness, though their own gaze 
is fixed upon a point, the point from which 
light comes. Somewhere below there must 
be notables, praying or getting drunk, 
and maybe all will end in purification, or 
in sex – a scrummage – or in sleep and 
prayer and dreams of being someone else 
whowho’s not alive and so – this is eternal 
life, but not eternity.
                                            from Runners
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