
Eva Colombo, A tale that can’t be told, first chapter: Women whose life 

doesn’t flow 

It is night and I don’t sleep. It is raining no more. All day long the hypnotic 

drumming of rain has smitten my umbrella and now that I am at last 

sheltered it is raining no more. But am I really sheltered? I still hear that 

drumming…it is no more the rain, who knows what it is… It has been one 

of those days of November in which my life rather than flows it curled up 

as a dead leaf…every street which I ran along seemed an Escher’s stair, 

the eyes of everyone I met seemed dead ends. And now I can’t sleep even 

if my eyes are shedding tiredness’s tears…something is still smiting my 

temples with an hypnotic drumming. It is not the rain, they are not my 

tears…neither my heart. Well, I admit…I know what is drumming in the 

heart of the night. It is a tale that can’t be told, a tale that I know…and 

that I will not tell. I can’t… I don’t want to tell it. But its hypnotic 

drumming doesn’t let me sleep and forces me to lean dangerously over it, 

to look at it. And yet I have to let something of this tale come to the 

surface, and yet I have to bring  to light some fragment of this tale if I 

want to deserve a bit of sleep. But my voice is trembling…how can you 

understand what I have to tell you if my voice is trembling with the 

gurgling sound of a clogged wash – basin…my tired eyes are shedding 

hopeless tears while I’m looking some fragment of this tale emerging 

again…well, I will limit myself to describe these fragments, I am not  able 

to do anything else. The drumming is keeping on: clear and precise, so 

real…if only my words could reach you as much clear and precise, as 

much real… 

The first fragment is this. A November night, a young woman whose life 

doesn’t flow that looks at the Lady of Shalott portrayed by John William 

Waterhouse in 1888. She looks at her white dress and red hair, at the 

hand that is unchaining the boat and the lips that are half – opening to 

exhale the swan  song. She looks at the Lady of Shalott who has for a 

moment glimpsed love reflexed in that mirror which was all her life until 



she has glimpsed love on it…and the mirror has been broken…She looks 

at the mournful black boat and the water of the river which will not join 

the Lady of Shalott and real life…And suddenly the young woman whose 

life doesn’t flows remembers something. It was November 1967, in San 

Francisco. The Lady of Shalott of the white dress and red hair waved 

fluently on the poster drawn by Bob Masse for the concert of Janis Joplin 

at the Avalon Ballroom, Saturday 25th of November. Yes, she should has 

seen her there…that night at the Avalon Ballroom there was the Lady of 

Shalott too. The red gold of her hair lightened unknown paths that she 

was looking forward to run along, her hands wove ropes with which 

making an assault on the sky, her bare foots danced on the broken bits of 

the mirror without wounding themselves… 

The second fragment is this. A November night, a young woman whose 

life doesn’t flow that looks at Dante Gabriel Rossetti’s Proserpine 

appeared at one of the windows of the cover of Physical Graffiti, the Led 

Zeppelin’s 1975 album. The young woman looks at her and remembers of 

having already seen her…not in the Manhattan’s tenement which appears 

on the album’s cover but in another Manhattan’s building: which one of 

the Electric Lady Studios. Yes, she is sure of this: Proserpine was a sad – 

eyed groupie wearing a dress which seemed to be made of water rippled 

by rock ‘n’ roll  vibrations. She has seen her going down into a basement 

where this melancholic groupie claimed of being able to hear the swash 

of the Minetta Creek ( the subterranean watercourse which runs across 

Manhattan ). Yes, Proserpine usually went there to listen to the water 

and to think…alone, in the dark. And while the smoke of the cigarette 

caressed her face, she thought. She thought about the artists that in this 

very building were creating their works of art shaping the clay she has 

took for them from the bed of the black river of her melancholy. They 

said that she was a muse, their muse. And she knew that muses are 

goddesses connected with memory and moon…moon disappears and 

appears again, changes her face and remains herself all the same. She 



wondered if her too would reappear in the future, with another face but 

always she herself…she wondered if the artists could recognize her, if 

they would remember her…Then someone else went down into that 

basement, an artist who knew her very well. He approached her without 

talking, he knew that she was listening to the water and thinking…He 

stared her into the eyes lit up by the cigarette’s glow looking for her 

thoughts through the veil of the smoke. She begged him to leave alone 

her thoughts…at least for this time…she begged him to renounce of 

immobilizing her thoughts into the crystal of his art, to renounce of 

damning  them to an ever – lasting stillness. At least for this time, she 

begged, may the thoughts that I’m exhaling along with cigarette’s smoke 

taste the joy of losing themselves and finding out themselves changed but 

always they themselves. She begged the artist to allow her to leave that 

basement, she begged the artist to let her blow her thoughts into the sea 

where everything dies to be born again… Yes, she would reach the 

sea…She went upstairs following the mirage of an escape route, her 

hands against closed doors made the same shuffling sound of that made 

by the wings of a swallow lost into the meanders of transmigration. She 

will succeeded in coming out of there, sooner or later. And she will reach 

the sea. Rivers always reach the sea ( Led Zeppelin, Ten Years Gone, 

Physical Graffiti ). 

 


