The director sends the archivist a letter. The archivist must use the direction in the letter to view the objects inside the mortuary. Or be viewed by them. To whisper. Obedient glasses, convincing skirt. Two parallel lines and a perpendicular dash, a part of and apart. To retrace. The preservation of the letter—H—leaves the archivist with a haunting sense of the meaninglessness of the alphabet, until fashioned with some order. Pause with heft. To purge. Even then, the display of sentences seemed only to enhance the artifice of the corpse. To strip. To redress. To save. To covet. Too hard to grasp concepts such as Death or Soul. To project. Tomorrow, they’ll bring in somebody else, pack this one away in a box. To repeat. To repeat. Replicas of mirrors everywhere. Existential mockery! To spit. Disabling potential, how was the archivist to discern the difference between one corpse and the other. Belly and bone wanting weight. To yawn. Is he hungry? The rapidly decaying nose did not tell the whole story and has lost its place in semiotics. Was he a milk and sugar kind of guy, or scotch on the rocks? Did he mind the static on his stereo? What did he refuse, the archivist wondered, that his short life had no dust? To delve. At least the contents of his pockets, and all the letters he had saved, were maps. A posteriori. What if what we can’t see has nothing to do with infinity? What if it’s just a dash framed by two lines, so that everything is at right angles to everything else. Over and over again. First the liquid vowel ‘eh’, then the wound up wind, ‘ch’. The archivist transcribes the letter back. To eulogize. 

