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Being the unauthorized sequel to Peter A. Kropotkin’'s MEMOIRS OF A REVOLUTIONIST — as
imparted to by Anchee Mahur,

traveler from a distant future,

or

A SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL

In Memoriam: Peter A. Kropotkin 1842-1921

Men passionately desireto live after death, but they often pass away without noticing the fact
that the memory of areally good person alwayslives. It isimpressed upon the next generation,
and istransmitted again to the children. Isnot that an immortality worth striving for ? — PETER
KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist When we got home, we laid the foundation of two large
cities: oneat Shacco's, to be called Richmond, and the other at the point of Appomattox River,
to be named Petersburg... Thuswedid not build castlesonly, but also citiesin theair. —
WILLIAM BYRDII, founder of Richmond, 1733

| Am Reborn

| was suddenly struck by an extraordinary spectacle; on the dark vault of the sky | saw an immense
meteor with along tail and dazzling green light which lit up the sky and the earth. It fell dowly and
disappeared on the horizon. | had never seen anything likeit in my life. We stood asif fixed to the spot. It
seemed to usthat there was a mysterious rel ationship between thefdling star and the dying

revolutionary. BORISLEBEDEV, Kropotkin's son-in-law, in his account of Kropotkin’s death
February 8, 1921

[In prison] | asked, of course, to have paper, pen, and ink, but was absolutely refused.... | suffered very
much from thisforced inactivity, and began to compose in my imagination a series of novelsfor popular
reading.... | made up the plot, the descriptions, the dialogues, and tried to commit the whole to memory
from the beginning to the end. PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist

Since my desth, I’ ve thought agood deal of my childhood in Russia, when | was“Prince” Peter
Kropotkin, atitle | renounced at twelve. These recollections serve to remind methat | have aways been
— from my earliest memoriesto this moment (some hoursinto my new life) — very much thesame. It's
remarkable when | think on it: seventy-eight years, and the same earnest fellow dl dong. It makesme
wonder if I’ll change thistime round, or whether I'll keep working for my heart’ s desire— that the world
should change instead.

My mother died when | was not yet four. | must confess, being so young, | did not really know her. |
have of her amere handful of memories— each one too grand and charged with emotionsto be entirely
trusted even if | could manage to disentangle redlity from legend. But there was nothing illusory about the
effect of my mother’smemory on those servants entrusted with railsing my brother and me. Evenif they
had not repeated it on every occasion, | would have known from the care and concern lavished on her
sonsthat they thought my mother afine woman indeed. Their kindness to me can never be exaggerated,
nor their wisdom rivaled by later, more sophisticated teachers. Asfor inherited traits, | attribute to my
mother whatever characteristics | possess of aworthwhile nature.



My father incarnated the man | did not wish to be. With such afather’ s shadow over me, | could never
subscribe to any form of genetic determinism. Asfor hisliving presence— the parent’ s guiding and
shaping hand — helittle influenced my elder brother Sashaand me, for helargely ignored us.

He was agentleman soldier, an officer naturaly, like most of the lesser nobles of his generation who
could imagine no greater contribution to the world than fine uniforms and close-order drills, abdlet
without music or joy. He was as stingy as my mother was open-hearted; as dull asshewaslively; as
vindictive as she was loving. Hewasrich, however, master of twelve hundred serfs, human beings he
presumed to own, tending to land he presumed to own. There was no end to his ownership and
presumption.

| remember one night at dinner — | was eight or so — he told Sasha and me that he had been awarded
ameda for galantry because Frol, his man, had rushed into aburning house at great risk to himsdlf and
rescued adoomed child. My father’ s commander, witnessing these events, gave my father the Cross of
St Anne graightaway .

“But Father,” my brother and | objected, “it was Frol who saved the child!” Through my childish mind
flitted the fantasy of ajust ceremony — complete with military band and agoodly number of horses—
Frol on aplatform bearing up bravely benesth the burden of an armload of vaorous trinkets.

But Father soon chased that illusion from my brain. “What of that?’ he replied. “Was he not my man? It
isdl thesame.” He bdieved it, you see — that aman such as himself could possessaman like Fral,
when the truth ismy father did not possess the tenth part of Frol’ svirtues.

Asdways, Frol was present that evening, stlanding in hisusud placelike apillar, and just aslikely to
move from his pogt at our father’ s elbow. Every evening, with near-invisible sgnds and gestures, Frol
directed the throng of fifty or so men and women who labored to serve us dinner, who would see usinto
bed and tuck usin liketiny infants. It was aform of suicide, such wealth — the complete abdication of dl
respongbility for one sown life.

My father paused in histale to make some complaint about the mesat, and | attempted to catch Frol’s
eyes, but he avoided my gaze and looked darkly out the window into the night. | looked at my father and
thought, without quite knowing what | meant, Someday Frol will toss you out that window into the
snow. Someday it will be your house ablaze with no one to rescue you.

| hated my father. | have never publicly confessed that fact before. In an effort of fairness| can alow that
my father was far from the worst of the serf owners— that even though he forced dozens of young
women to marry young so that they might breed him new “souls,” he never personally raped awoman to
my knowledge; — that even though, on awhim or for someimagined dight, he wasin the habit of
condemning young men to a quarter-century gtint in the army (a death and torture sentence rolled into
one), he never murdered aman outright. Even on the battlefield.

There were worse men than my father, certainly.

| can further alow that he was a product of histime, an ordinary man who by dl the standards of his
class and kin was agood enough fellow. In the terribly conventiona neighborhood into which | was born
there were hundreds of fine houses, nearly as many princes decorated for gallantry, but scarcely two or
three opinions to go round. Those who thought otherwise could live somewhere e se, preferably in
another country. Bethat asit may, hewas my father, and | wished that he were better than the times,
better than his peers— wished it in vain with al my heart — and | never forgave him for being what he
was.

Inasense, | suppose, | dedicated my lifeto not being my father. In that much, at least, | succeeded.



But what does that matter now? That lifeisover. My father died in 1871. | died in 1921. Thisis 1999,
amost the end of the millennium. Surely, | can forgive him now.

| have been raised from my deathbed and given anew life by a strange benefactor from the future named
Anchee Mahur. I'm resurrected full-grown like a character in anovel. I’ ve kept my name, Peter
Alexeivich Kropotkin, no reason to take another. As Anchee explained, no oneislikely to mistake me
for aman who' s been dead for seventy-eight years. According to the papers Anchee gave me, I’'m from
Dmitrov, ady irony sincethat’swhere| died. But instead of my old birth date of 1842, | have anew
one, 1967, even though it seemsto me I’ ve only been in this new time amatter of hours. Inthislife, |
dart at thirty-two and have no childhood to recollect. At that agein 1874, | wasinjail for thefirst time,
and anything is preferableto that, even if thisfuture, or rather, this present inwhich | find mysdf, isthus
far aterrifying place indeed.

| 9t indde an enormous airplane. It’sthe size of acountry house. A nervous glance out the window
confirmsthat this behemoth is miles above the surface of the earth. Rationdly, | should not be darmed: |
am aman of science. | understand the principles of flight. But till, even though I’ ve been here now for
some hours, aterror lingerslike nothing I’ ve ever felt before, and it won't listen to reason, asif | were
some wretch out of the Stone Age, cowering before the magic of my betters. The image annoys me, and
| grow impatient with my fear.

When | asked Anchee what future age he came from, he said it was so far hence — thousands and
thousands of years, that a date would be meaningless, and his science would seem like magic to meif he
attempted to explain it. He quoted some fellow named Clarke to back him up on this, which meant little
to me. And | objected that perhaps | was not as dim as he supposed. But even now, in thistime, amere
lifetimeinto the future, | must face my humbling ignorance. The sentence Anchee gave meto answer al
inquiries— “1 amflying to America’ — islike someincantation out of 1001 Arabian Nights or elsethe
ravings of amadman.

Butitisnot magic quiteyet. | understand the airfoil well enough to know that it is physics and not magic
that holds this huge airplane aoft. | hypothesi ze that the propellerless engines roaring outside the window
work by propulsion, like arocket. Perhaps most important in quieting my fears, however, isthe
demeanor of my fellow passengers— who look no more aarmed than if they were aboard adow
steamer floating down the Mississippi. Thisairship, however, isagood ded |ess sociable than any vess
of my acquaintance, much to its detriment. | attempt to entertain mysalf with the fantasy of someday
plying the Mississippi. | have agreat fondness for rivers. But theimage will not hold, asif borne awvay on
acurrent. Thereismoreto my fear than thisairplane.

| am an immigrant, my papers say. They make no reference to the fact that | have visted Americatwice
before; nor should I, Anchee advised. Soon, in afew hours| gather, | will arrive in Washington, where |
will get ingde another airplane and proceed to my ultimate detination. RIC, the papers say. An officid of
the airplane company, Alicia— a striking young woman with awarm smile, dressed in amilitary-syle
jacket and dark trousers — explained that RIC isacode for Richmond, Virginia

What an odd choice, | thought immediately.
The Capitd of the Confederacy.

When | waslast in Americain 1901, by acoincidence | met VarinaHowell Davis— widow of Jefferson
Davis, thelate president of the rebellion — in New Y ork City. Booker Washington joined us, and they
spoke briefly of Richmond. Neither had the fondest memories of the place. For the former dave, it had
been aleading center of the davetrade, for the former first lady, it was atest of her saf-proclaimed
abundance of patience. “I could please no one,” she declared. “| have never been anywhere quite so



concerned with questions of etiquette and breeding when there seemed, to an outsider such as mysdlf, so
little of elther to be found within the city limits.” | gathered that an anarchist, even awell-mannered one
such as mysdlf, would not have been welcome there.

But that was dmost a century ago. Whatever | might find in Richmond, | doubt its choiceis random; it,
too, is part of Anchee’ sdesign, whatever that may be.

“Tell no oneyou are an anarchist,” he advised. “ They will not understand what you mean.”
“That will beeasy,” | joked. “That’ sthe state of affairsnow.”

| close my eyesto the frantic images of a.color motion picture flickering everywhere | turn, but | can till
seeit onmy retinalike bursts of flame. When it began, | forced mysdlf to watch for awhile, to seeif |
could sort out its constantly shifting perspectives— by my calculations, the product of no fewer than half
adozen camerasgoing al at once and spliced together in afurious montage. But | could make no sense
of it, and my head throbbed with the effort. Everyone else stares at it transfixed, tubing snaking out of
their ears. | can hear afaint sound coming from the tubing of the man seated beside me. Voices? | can't
be sure. He showed little enough interest in my voice when | attempted to engage him in conversation.
Earlier it was his“lgptop” which gripped his attention. | was curious about the device, but histone when
identifying it was such to discourage further questions.

Wheat have | done? What am | doing here? |’ ve made aterrible mistake. I'm dive, but everyone and
everything I’ ve ever known are gone. Why didn’t | just die and be done with it?

But as| draw in an apprehensive breath — a strong, clear breath, free of the bronchitisthat has plagued
me since my yearsin prison — it doesn't fedl likeamistaketo be dive. | squeeze the arms of my sedt,
made of acurious pliable substance like atiff clay, and there' sno pain in my handsor my joints. Itis
goodtolive. Lifeisgood. | have dways believed this, regardiess of the circumstances.

When Anchee came to my deathbed, | aready knew | was about to die, even if he had not told me. He
knew the time by heart, it occursto me, the day and the hour. Three o’ clock in the morning, February
8, 1921.

Sophie, my dear wife, was with me. Sasha, my daughter, and her husband, Boris. Earlier there had been
another voice, Atabekian, | thought, but couldn’t be sure. My consciousness came and went, | daresay,
at least as often as my caretakers.

Boris and Sashawere talking excitedly about the most remarkable meteor they had just seen blazing
across the sky. Boris babbled some superstitious hokum trying to implicate me and my ill hedthin the
business of the cosmos. | wanted to inquire further concerning the shade of green light the meteor
emanated, but it was too much effort to speak, had been for days. And with speech came the coughing,
and lifeitself had come down to not coughing if one could help it, knowing that soon, very soon, |
couldn’'t helpiit, and | would die coughing. | couldn’t imagine any other death.

They thought | dept, but | was awake, ligtening. It was my last connection with life— their voices.
Certain profound moments of complete solitude have touched mein theway, | imagine, that mystics
claim to be touched by God. But for me the voices of those | love, or even the memories of them, area
aufficient reason to live. | listened. Even when my inner eye could no longer mount ardiableimage of the
speaker, | listened to their words.

So when there was silence, an absolute silence, | forced my eyes open to see what desth |ooked like.

To my surprise, even without my eyeglasses, | saw perfectly, something | hadn’t donein years. There



wereatrio of lights by my bed — the flames of the candles— but they didn’t move, didn’t flicker. Their
light was unnaturaly steady. With surprisingly little effort, | rolled over onto my back, and there was
Boris standing over me, frozen in mid-sentence, his hand poised in a passionate gesture. The tears on the
cheeks of Sashaand Sophie didn’t flow. Atabekian stood motionless, the poker in his hand thrust into
thefire. A cloud of sparks hovered abovethe grate.

The only movement of any kind other than myself was a man, ablack man in awhite robe or gown,
watching meintently, hiseyes blinking. When | caught sight of him, he stepped forward and sat onthe
edge of the bed, Borislooming over him like astatue in a park. “ Peter Kropotkin,” the black man said.
“Do not be afraid. | am afriend. | have come along way to seeyou. | am from the future. My time owes
you agresat dedl. | have stopped time so that we may speak. Y ou are about to die...”

| stopped listening to his precise words— for they scarcely made any sense to me— and attempted to
fathom what was going on. It was quite the speech, rehearsed | would say, but well delivered. Everything
about him bespoke a sense of purpose. Ishe an angel? | asked myself. Does his presence mean thereis
aGod after al? The thought so distressed methat | felt awave of revulsion and anger — to have been so
wrong about such afundamental question right up to death’ s door. Worse to imagine a God who would
willingly preside over such widespread suffering and inequity asfill theworld. No. No God. | refused to
believeit. No angels ether.

“Who areyou?’ | interrupted in English, for he was speaking English, though in an accent strange to me.

“I am Anchee Mahur,” he said, then summarized hisrecitation in dow and precise syllables: “I’ ve come
from the future to offer you a second life. By scientific means, I'll restore your body to what it wasin
younger and hedthier days, then trangport you to adifferent time and place, where you may live out the
balance of anew life. If you so wishit, that is. Weforce no one.”

| wasvainly trying to comprehend what on earth he could be talking about when he laid his hands on my
head, and said, “Allow me,” and al came clear like asudden burst of ingpiration when the most
incredible things seem asif they have been obviousall dong. Of course: my body restored to youth and
fitness, transplanted into some future time like a cutting from an old tree.

But | am not atree, and there was still much | wanted to know. “ A time machine?’ | asked, and it was
then he claimed his science would seem magic to me, magic he could not explain in anything lessthan
hours. “1 wouldn’t even know whereto sart,” he said. “Y ou don’'t have agrasp on the most basic
principlesinvolved.” How odd, | thought. He can stop time, but till bein ahurry. Eager to get on with
things, | would say.

But did it matter, | asked mysdlf, whether | understood the science or not? More important (presuming
thiswasn't just some deathbed ddlirium) was whether he was tdlling the truth and whether he could be
trusted — reminding mysdlf they weren't dways the same thing.

He was very handsome and very dark. Also quite young, maybe twenty, with abit of that cocky
brashness about him, but so old in his bearing — agreet dignity that was no mere haughtiness— that |
had no ideawhat to make of him. I’d never met anyone even vagudly like him before, and | have met a
good number of peoplefrom all over theworld. It was easy to believe he came from the far future. Much
easer than beieving him an angdl.

“But what of them?” | asked of the frozen mourners, for it was as mournersthat | thought of them even
before Anchee showed up. “Mightn't they be alarmed when | vanish atogether? That sort of thing could
arouse the most ridiculous rumors. | don’t wish to be the cause of any new religions sprouting up. There
are quite enough aready.”



Helaughed heartily, and | was glad the future, even his magica future, still possessed a sense of humor. It
wasthat discovery more than anything else that decided me. (That and the likelihood the entire
experience was halucinatory). There was no way to know if he was trustworthy. Whether he spoke truth
or delusion would be clear soon enough. “No one here will know,” he reassured me. “When time
resumesyou' |l sill be herejust so, but you' |l go on to live another life unknown to them, in the future.”

“When in the future? In your time?’

Hefound thisamusing, with alittle laugh and abig smile. “No, not nearly so far. Y ou couldn’t possibly
adapt. Y ou would say the year 1999. April 8. A lifetime from now.”

“My lifetime, to be exact.”

“Ves”

“Isthere some scientific reason for that?’
“Hmm. More aesthetic | would say.”

“Why do you do this? What possible reason could there be for making an old man young again and
inflicting him on future generations?’

“I don't know if you can understand.”

He was beginning to annoy me. “Try me,” | snapped. “I'll concede the science, even the aesthetics, but
not the ethics”

“I’'m sorry. | don’t mean to condescend.”

“Comes naturally, doesit? Take your time. | gather that aslong asyou stay, | don't cough, | don't die.” |
tested thistheory by sitting up, planting my feet on the floor, standing up effortlesdy.

“You don't want to die?’
“Mog definitely not.”

This gpparently encouraged him and gave him renewed patience to answer an old man’s questions.
“Timeisn't asngle stream,” he said, “but an infinite number coexigting. We ve learned to. . .weave them
together by trangplanting lives from one time to another. In thisway we make new times, new redlities.
\We move among them, experience them, learn from them.”

“An experiment?

He made aface. Tact did not come easily for him. “Inasense. Zola, | believe, spoke of his novelsthat
way. You lovethe opera, | believe. It'smorelike that. An experience. A work of art.”

“With red people. Y ou are tampering with redlity itself.” | gestured at our frozen witnesses as evidence of
My accusation.

“No. We re making new redlities. ‘ Redity itself’ doesn’t exist.” He held out one hand and then the other:
“Therée sthe time when Peter Kropotkin isreborn in America, and there sthetime heisn't. Eachisas
red asthe other. Eachisitsowntime.” Heweighed theimaginary timesin his hands and held them out as
if 1 should choose.

“Onceupon atime,” | said.



Helaughed again. “Yes Exactly! You'rejust as| imagined you.”

| gathered | was to take this as acompliment. He had the unsettling look of adisciple about him. “How
do you know so much about me?’

“In my time you're afamous man, Peter Alexeivich Kropotkin. | have studied your life and your works.
That’ swhy I’ ve chosen you. Once we re under way, I'll answer any questions you ask. But before we
go any further, | need to know: Do you want ancther life in Americaon the eve of the twenty-first century
or not?’

He spoke asif offering me apastry or achop, while for me there were still questions within questions, so
many | couldn’t begin to fathom them dl, but at the heart of them stood one question, done: Life or
death? The answer wassmple.

“Yes” | said.

Thenext thing | knew | stood fully clothed in acavernous building he called the Moscow Airport. It, too,
was frozen in time, but it was packed with hundreds of people. Their unmoving aspect was too terrifying
to behold en masse. | looked high up into the raftersto avoid their dead gaze. A finch, trapped insde the
building, caught in amoment of terrified flight, hung over my head like some parody of the soul. Anchee
stood at my shoulder reciting ingtructions, counsel, warnings, strictures— like apriest reciting a
catechism. | only haf listened.

Any questions?

Isthat what Mephistopheles asked Faust? | thought, amost giddy. At least if he were an angel or adevil
| would know what he was up to. Of course, he could have told me he was an angdl, and | would have
had little choice but to believe him. It wasn't redl to me. How could it be? Dead one minute, divethe
next. Not the next minute, amost the next century. This, al around me, wasthe future. Everything— the
colors, the surfaces, the amdlls— dl were different.

| heard the crinkle of paper and redlized | held some documentsin my hands. | wasin aqueue of people
with documentsin their hands. My hands— | couldn’t quit staring at them — were young and strong. |
made and unmade afigt, touched the smooth, taut skin of my face. | looked around for amirror, but
there was none to be seen.

Any questions?

“No,” | said impatiently, and the life and the noise and time started up again, and Anchee had vanished.
In the wake of hisdeparture, | had my first redization of aquestion | wished | had asked: Am | the only
one hereinthis place like me— atrangplant from adifferent time? Am | the only variablein this
experiment? Theonly roleinthisplay?

Overhead the panicked finch scrambled desperately for apurchase on asted girder, screeching...
“Mr. Kropotkin! Areyou dl right, Mr. Kropotkin?’

| must havelet out an involuntary cry and darmed Alicia. She stands over mewith alook of such
heartfelt concern that | momentarily fed asif | am back in my desthbed. | look around and see that afew
of my fellow passengers are regarding me with darm aswell, though most are dtill transfixed by the
motion picture. The man who was gtting beside me hasgone. | spot him loitering inthe aide. He looks
away, embarrassed for me.

“I'mfine” | reassure Alicia. “Just anightmare, an undigested hit of beef. Thank you for asking.”



“Isthisyour firg timeflying, Mr. Kropotkin?’
“Yes Yes itis”

This seemsto please her immensdly. “ Somehow | thought so. Would you care for something to drink,
Mr. Kropotkin? We have Russian vodka.”

| start to tell her 1 no longer drink because of my age and my hedlth, but realize my error. “That would be
lovely,” | say. “And please, cdl me Peter.”

| Learn the Alphabet

Isthere a higher aesthetic ddlight than to read poetry in alanguage which one does not yet quite
thoroughly understand? PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist

Over and over againin my lifel have heard complaints among the advanced parties about the want of
money; but thelonger | live, the more | am persuaded that our chief difficulty isnot so much alack of
money asof men who will march firmly and steadily towards agiven aimin theright direction, and inspire
others. PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist

“ And what isyour job with the airplane company? What are your duties?’ | ask Alicia, who will not join
mein adrink because sheis*on duty.” Thevodkaisredly quite good and comesin tiny thumb-sized
bottles. I’ m drinking the contents of two such bottles over icein avessd made of some sort of flexible
glass. Aliciaisyoung and pretty, and | try to calculate the last time | sat and chatted with a pretty young
woman, not counting the pilgrims who came to see the anarchigt princein his dotage, rather like motoring
out of Cairo to seethetombs. | have studied your life and your works...

“I'm aflight attendant, Mr. Kropotkin.”
“Isthat like aporter on atran?’

She smiles at this, amused. “Yes, like aporter. It smy job to see that every passenger on board is safe
and happy.”

I"'m quaint, old-fashioned — the silly old man. Then | remember — I’m not old to Alicia, only to
mysdlf. She seesaboyigh-looking manin hisearly thirties. Earlier in the lavatory of thearplane, a
devilishly confusing placeif there ever wasone, | findly found amirror. There | was, only younger, my
hair red again, my beard trimmed to an absurd neatness, suiting Anchee' stastes, no doubt. But that
wasn't the only way | wasn't smply areplicaof theman | was. Therewasn't ascar on my body, even
those I’ d gotten asa boy. | notice atiny crescent-shaped scar beside Alicia sleft eye and redize ' ve
been garing.

“That'sagood job to have,” | say. “ And you are quite good at it. When you saw that | was not only
unhappy, but sharing my unhappiness with everyone insde the airplane and for miles around, you
distracted me from my distress with vodka and conversation. A most effective strategy | would say. |
must inquire, however: If | wereto reassure you that | am completely cured of my unhappiness, may we
dtill continue our conversation?”

Shelaughs. “Of course. At least until the movie' sover.” She settles more comfortably into her seet. She
hasingtaled usin the back of the airplane, beside what she callsthe gdley, ason aship. Anairship. The
other flight attendants hurry about attending to the other passengers. | am Alicia sresponsibility
apparently — keeping the anarchist quiet. The others smile a me asthey pass, glad to see I’m not
bellowing anymore. | fed light-headed and smile back. “Try to look a little unhappy,” Aliciasuggess. “I



don't want the othersto think I'm having agood time.”
| laugh dong. “Will frightened do? I’ m redlly quiteterrified.”
“There snothing to be afraid of. The airplaneis perfectly ssfe—"

“No. It' s not the airplane that frightens me. | understand the airplane. The airplaneissimple physics. It's
everything dse. I'ma...astranger. There’'sso much | don’t know. | don’t know anything about...” |
don’t even know whereto gtart. | raise my handsin frustration, and my vodka lists dangeroudy closeto
thelip of itsvessdl. Theice clatters dully like pebbles on wood, but flatter in tone, and | can fed the
impact in my fingertips. | st the vodka down on the tray, and the surfaces click together. | rub my fingers
onthetray. | must start somewhere.

“What'sthis?’

“Youmeanthetray?’

“The materid, the substance of which it ismade. What do you cdl that?’
Sheisperhapsalittle scared of me at thismoment. My ignoranceisfrightening. “Plagtic?’

“Plagtic.” | tap it with my fingernail. | tap my nail againgt the side of my vodka. “Plastic?’ Shenods. “I
have heard of plastic. Baekland' s Bakdlite. But nothing like this.”

She' sfascinated by someone so unfamiliar with plagtic. “Mogt of the planeisplagtic,” she says, pointing
here and there. | can see she'sright. “It'sjust smple physics, too,” she says reassuringly, “or chemidiry, |
guess. Mogt of America isplastic, asyou' |l soon see”

| try to imaginethis. | want to pursue her remark about chemistry. My guessisthat this plastic— and
there seem to be severd different varieties— is a synthetic substance conceived in the laboratory. But
my scientific curiosity will haveto wait. Clearly I'll have much catching up to do before | can cal mysdf a
scientist again. Other matters are more important now. “Would you be so kind asto tell me about
America?’ | ask.

The question seemsto surprise her. She positively beams at me— no mere duty any longer, if ever |
was. Shelikesto help, as most people do in my experience. She takes amoment considering her answer,
clowning with a pantomime of concentration and tortured thought only to mask how serioudy she takes
my question.

“Y ou know the Americayou seein American TV and movies?” — she begins— “it's almost like that
— not as good in some ways, not as bad in others. Y ou know what | mean?’

“I’'m sorry. | don’t know these things.”

Her question was rhetorical. My ignorance stops her in her tracks. “ American TV and movies? You
don’t know American TV and movies?’

| shake my head no.

“Where are you from? I’ ve been all over the planet, and I’ ve never been anywhere they didn’t have
American TV and movies”

“Dmitrov,” | lie. “Outside Moscow.” Seventy-eight years ago.

“Sothey must have TV there. I'vewatched TV in Moscow. Y ou're pulling my leg, right?



Fortunatdly | know this expression. But not thisword she keeps using. | hesitate to admit to further
ignorance, but see no way around it. “What isTV?’ | ask.

She clagps ahand to her chest, genuindy darmed. “Y ou don’t know what TV is? Television?’
“I have heard theword ‘televison.’ | am familiar with the concept.”
“But you' ve never watched tlevison?’

“I have been out of touch lately.... Working. | write books.” | hope that’ s something people till do. |
shrug and smile. “I’ve never seen atelevison.”

“Movies?’
“Yes. | have seen movies. | like Charlie Chaplin very much. | like...old movies.”
“Is someone meeting you in Richmond, Mr. Kropotkin?’

“Peter, please. No. | know no onethere. But I'll befine. I'm quite resourceful. | lived anumber of years
in Siberia, traveling thousands of miles, with little more than the bare necessities” | hopeto digtract her
from my present ignorance and my uncertain future with tales of my exploring past. Now that I’ m young
again, they seem more gppropriate. They had grown too wistful in my old age.

But sheiswide-eyed. “Sberia? You lived in...Sberia?
“When | was young, yes. Five years, beginning when | was twenty.”
“Y ou poor, poor man.”

“Oh no! It was beautiful, breathtaking. | learned so much there — the land, the people. They were, ina
way, the best years of my life. It was good to be young in the wilderness.”

Something in what I’ ve said touches her in someway | can’'t imagine. Her eyesfill with tears, and panic
overtakesme. “America,” | blurt out, “tell me about Americal” And that seemsto steady her, to bring
her back to her duty.

“It'sbusy,” shesays. “Go, go, go.”
| think of Wordsworth — The world is too much with us late and soon.... “Indudtrious?’

“No. It'snot work or play. It'severything. Everything'sin arush.” My confusion must show on my face,
and she bites her lip in frugtration, reminding me of my daughter Sashawhen she was wrought up about
something. “It'slike...like...atrain — you know trains— it'slike arunaway train.” Shelaughs.
“There¢ sasong | like called that, as amatter of fact.”

| imagine American culture asatrain rushing out of control, jumping the tracks. Perhapsthisiswhy
Anchee has put me here. “Might there be arevolution?’

Shelaughsout loud. “In America? No way. People have it too good.”
“They like everything inarush?
“Not exactly.”

“But dl the people have their needs met?’



Shefindsmy question odd, | cantell. I’'m used to that. “Well...no,” she says. “Not everybody.”
“There are poor people?’

“And homeless people, and old people, and...gangs and violence...drugsand AIDS...” Shegivesmea
wry smile. “It’ s better than most places. My neighborhood' s okay.”

“What city doyou livein?’

“DC,” shesays. “Arlington actudly. | likeit there. | like working the overseasflights. | wasworking out
of New Y ork for awhile, but | hate JFK.”

“JFK?
“I’'m sorry. John F. Kennedy. One of the airportsin New Y ork City is named after him.”
“Heisanimportant American?’

She stares at me, searching my eyes. “Yes,” she says softly. “A presdent.” She givesme abig smile.
“Let me get you another vodka, Mr. Kropotkin — Peter . They’ re on the house.”

“That meansfree of charge, doesn't it?’

Shelaughsagain. “Yesit does”

| laugh aswell, trying to lighten things up. “ That’ s good. Because | have no money!”
Sheisconcerned again. “None? Not even any Russian money?’

“Not aruble,” | say cheerfully. | made this discovery while till in the queue at the Moscow Airport and
thought to make an inventory of my strange pockets. Anchee has dressed mein clothes of his choosing,
auitable, | assume, for the times— blue dungarees, a cotton knit shirt, and a blue denim jacket. Eight
pocketsin al. Besdes my handful of papers, there' s my new passport and a plastic card that says
RESIDENT ALIEN and has my picture on it. The only artifact from my old life Anchee left me, tucked away
in the smallest pocket, isawatch | used to keep in my dresser drawer underneath the socks. I'll have
more to say about this troublesome watch presently.

But he gave me no money. | hoped at the time that perhaps the future had done away with the need for
money, but Alicia' s concern makesit clear matters are not so fortunate.

“Do you have an account somewhere?’
“No. | havenofundsat dl.”
“A credit card?’

| show her my empty hands without confessing | don’t know what she' stalking about. She thinks me
addled enough asit is, and | can imagine what she' staking about — some quick easy way to live on
account at some usurious rate.

“Peter, how will you get by?’

“I will work. I have many skills— surveying, carpentry, journdism.” | have written books in Russian,
French, and English, | want to boast to her. | am a famous man! Thisfit of pride repulsesme, and |
say to mysdlf, Peter, you're a pompous ass!



“Y ou’re most kind to be concerned,” | reassure Alicia, who looks none too convinced. “But redly, I'll
befine” | laugh. “After dl, | survived Siberia”

“But Peter, the immigration people might not let you in without some ‘ visible means of support.’” She
givesme an gpologetic smile. “| used to date an immigration lawyer. He talked shop dl the time— which
iswhy we broke up actudly. But I’ m pretty sure you need money or ajob waiting for you, unlessyou're
seeking asylum.” Theword hangsin the air; the samelook “ Siberia’ conjured earlier transforms her
features once again. She places her hand on my arm in the kindest way. “Isthat what you' re doing, Peter
— seeking asylum?’

Asylum. I’ ve been through that nonsense before — begging one bully to protect you from ancother. |
couldn’t begin to answer the questionsinvolved — Well you see, sir, | can't possibly return to my
country of residence because I’ ve been dead there for seventy-eight years....

“No. | am...l amjust animmigrant. But | cannot go back to Russia, under any circumstances.” There
would be no record of methere, Ancheetold me, and | would risk arrest if | tried to return. In thislife, |
have vowed, no more prisons.

She nods thoughtfully and rises from her seet. “1’ll get you that drink now. Sounds like you' re going to
need it.”

From acart in the gdlley she takes three more tiny bottles, placing one on the tray before me and dipping
acouplemore in my jacket pocket. Promising to return, she hurries down the aide, where| can see her
conferring with her fellow flight attendants. I’ m only alittle bit drunk. Apparently Aliciassemsto think |
should drink myself into astupor. It'stempting. | take the bottle on the tray and put it with the other two
in my pocket. For now, | want my wits about me. Later, perhaps before a cozy fire, I'll savor these at
my leisure,

No money. Thisis aproblem. | can’'t deny it. But nothing new.

Born aprince | might have been, but | never lived off my father sncel left home. I've dways lived smply
and poor, sometimes cold and hungry, but supporting myself by my own labors. As an impediment
between me and what | hoped to accomplish, money or the lack of it has only once been truly significant:
| was crossing atumultuous river in atiny boat, waveslike mountains risng on ether sde threatening to
capsize us, and | tossed aheavy sack full of copper and silver overboard so that | and my companions
might live

There' sagtack of reading materiasin the galley, and | pass the time by reading the publications of the
day. USA Today, Business Week, Cosmopolitan, SkyMall, the Wall Street Journal, Time. Thereare
the usua wars and such that sound discouragingly familiar except for the wegponry. There smuch | don't
understand, but thismuch isclear: | find mysdlf in an age of capitalism triumphant. The theory which
maintains that men can, and mugt, seek their own happiness in complete disregard of other people's
wantsis now the accepted wisdom. Theidedl, apparently, is relentless and sustained consumption, a sort
of conspicuous gluttony, while the rest of the world goes a-begging.

The apparent guiltlessness of the privileged iswhat | find truly appalling — for they don’'t seemto be
uninformed about the economic redlities of the rest of the world. In one grim piece about child labor in
Asa, thefacts of the case sound like something out of Dickens, but instead of that fine novdist’smora
outrage, thiswriter seems chiefly concerned that the controversy might “negeatively impact” on acertain
shoe manufacturer’ s profit margins producing “widespread falout in the marketplace.” I’'m not sure what
all that means exactly. But the gist is he doesn’t give adamn about children, poor ones at any rate.

Americaisdoing very well, spectacularly well — and seems dmost drunk with wedth. There satone



throughout rather like achorus of roosters who' ve dain the fox. Russiais not doing so well, isdoing
horribly, infact. The* collapse of the former Soviet Union” is spoken of asfairly recent history, though |
haven't been ableto pin it down precisdly. | confessto acertain ddight in the failure of the Bolsheviks,
whose authoritarian ideas and hoodlum tactics finished the revolution, but to find themselves a the mercy
of aninternational capitaism the likes of which | could only imaginein my worst nightmares— | can teke
no plessurein that!

| set asde my stack of reading and turn off the light overhead. My brain aches from taking so muchiin. |
wish | had Sophie and Sasha hereto thrash it out with. | missthem terribly. But I’ ve missed them for
months, haven't 1, lying in bed, little more than abag of bones? Now they’ll be able to get on with their
lives

Not now, then, | correct myself. Their lives, like mine, arelong concluded, their grief long spent. |
imagine my own funerd, al my old friendswishing mewell. | hope the damn State didn’t stick itsnose
into the arrangements. Lenin and his cronies must’ ve had dl they could manage containing their glee.
Those bastards. ..

And now, thismoment, my heart full of venom, | redlize that Lenin, too, isdead, that everyone| knew is
most likely dead, and | am deeply ashamed. And done. May they dl rest in peace. | wipe my eyes,
grateful thelightsare low.

The movie ends, the lights brighten, and the other passengers blink like miners emerging from the earth,
gripping the tubing from their ears, filling up the aides. | gather from their excitement and conversation
that thisair voyage will soon be coming to an end. The captain’ s voice from nowhere — one of the bits
of magic I’ ve grown accustomed to — confirmsthat in an hour wewill arrivein America

My sedt is closeto one of the lavatories, and there is a queue at the door for sometime. | eavesdrop on
the conversations to learn about American language and culture. Two men discuss someone named
Skywalker or Vader — | can’t decide whether thisistwo people or one— when one says, much to the
other’ senvy, “I have a Skywaker at my mother’s place must be worth a couple hundred by now — il
inthe origina packaging.” | decide Skywaker must be an artist of some sort whose fortunes are on the
rise. The man with the Skywaker goesinto the lavatory and the second man strikes up a conversation
with the next person in line about some ongoing event they cal “The Bombing.” | listen intently, but they
never mention where thisistaking place. | assume they mean the trouble in the Balkans, but they never so
much as mention the name of acity or acountry. The man who envied the other his Skywalker thinksit
has something to do with “Monica.” Severa othersin the queue spontaneoudy agree, and the discusson
moves up and down the line. Oneis of the opinion that “Hillary” isthe key to understanding the whole
business. | have no ideawhat they are talking about, but still it gratifies me to hear strangers conversing
about matters of the day, to see that man is no less a sociable species than he has ever been. | fed afresh
pang of loneliness, for my ignorance isagulf between mysdlf and them. But | can crossit I'm sure. Class
and distance and custom couldn’t sever mefrom my fellow humansin my old life, and naither will timein
my new one.

Aliciamakes her way down the aide, telling al the passengersto return to their seats, herding them like a
skilled, patient sheegpdog. She kneelsin the aide beside me and presses an envelope into my hands. “I
took up acollection from the crew. It’s only a hundred dollars. Nobody carries any cash anymore.”

There was atime when | wouldn’t have accepted her kindness, but such prideis hurtful. Was sheto
make the rounds on my behalf asecond time, saying | was too good to take their money? It sounds an
enormous sum to me, but sheinsstsit will only get methrough aday or so. “You aretoo kind,” | say. “I
will repay you somehow.”



“Never mind that.” She kisses my cheek and squeezes my hand. “1 have to get back to work now. When
weland, don’t go anywhere. I'll come get you.”

Attheairport, | stand before an officid, a perfect example of the universal species, and hand over
everything in my possesson (save the watch and the money) for hisquick perusal. He asks me a series of
guestions, which | answer with gtrains of the theme Anchee suggested: | have come to America because
it istheland of opportunity, in order to make anew life for mysdlf, to be free and prosperous. | don't
voice my doubts concerning prosperity and freedom for the few at the expense of prosperity and
freedom for the many. | don't voice my beliefsthat a capitalist economy and a strong state combineto
crush dl possihility of ajust progperity and freedom. | lie shamelesdy about the extent of my monetary
assats. The officid’ sonly true concernisthat my documents bein order. Anchee sforgeries are
agpparently flawless. The officid never looks up from amachine with akeyboard like atypewriter where
he records my answers, alarger version of the laptop device. “Welcometo America,” he says. “ Good
luck. Next.”

Alicia, who has been waiting for me during thisinterview, identifies the machine as a computer as she
hurries me aong to the Richmond airplane, and introduces me to ayoung man named Chris, aflight
attendant like hersdlf. “Take good care of him,” shetells Chris. “He doesn't know anything.”

| know she doesn't mean it literally, but she might aswell. | hadn’t expected timetravel to be so
humbling. Aliciagives me acard with her name, address, and telephone number. She points to another
code of some sort: “ That' smy e-mail for when you figure out the computer thing. Gottarun.” She hugs
me and kisses my cheek again. Thistimel return her embrace. She hugs Chrisaswdll, pounding him on
the back. “Thanks,” she says, then she' sgone, receding at a brisk clip down the long carpeted hallway
filled with hundreds of people; even thewalls are carpeted, and seem to swallow everyone up. Go, go,
go. | have aglimpse of what she means.

Chrissays, “ She called the airport and found out who was crewing your flight, saw my name, and called
me a hometo tell me about you while you guyswere ill inthear.” There sno trace of Alicianow
down thelong halway. Chrisand | face each other. “ Shelikesto take in strays,” he says. “We went to
flight attendant school together.”

“Sheismost kind.”
“Thekindest.”

On the much shorter journey to Richmond, Chris, too, iskind and hel pful, and | succeed in not shocking
him with my ignorance. | have many questions about al sorts of things, but I’ ve had enough of feding
stupid for awhile and confine myself to questions anyone who is anewcomer to the country and the town
might ask.

From him | obtain the name and location of an organization that hel ps refugees and immigrants settlein
Richmond. That thereis such an agency | take asahopeful sign. He knows of it because aneighbor of
hisworksthere. He and his*partner” live across the street from her.

“Your wife?’ | inquire, not sure | understand what he means by his* partner.”

“I'mgay,” hereplies, without answering my question. | am further confused by histone, far from gaiety,
more asif hewere gpologizing for something, with atouch of anger.

“That’'sgood, isn't it— to be gay?’
Helaughs “You'redl right, Peter.”



“It'ssome sort of dang, isn't it? What doesit mean?’
“Homosexud,” he says.

“Oh,” | say, for | don’t know what elseto say, and that seemsto suffice. That he should be so candid
about such amatter certainly speaksto aless prudish Americathan | recdl, though | gather from his
initid defensivenessthat things are not completely free and open.

Upon landing, Chris, without my redlizing what he’ s up to, hurries me to the baggage claim area, where|l
must explain that | have no baggage to claim. Churning meta conveyor belts make aterrible racket so
that we must shout at each other to be heard. He shakes hishead in disbelief. “Y ou have nothing?
Nothing at dl?Y ou brought nothing from Russa?’

“I have somemoney,” | say.

That reassureshim, | think, more than it deserves, and he checks hiswatch. “I wish | could help you get
into town and everything, but | have to catch aflight. Y ou going to be okay? Y ou can catch alimo into
town right out there. Just show them the address | gave you.” He points out to the street through awall of
glass. It'sdark and hazy, an odd hue asif a storm approaches.

The conveyor stops and everything isunnaturdly quiet. “1'll befine” | say. “ Thank you for everything.”

As| approach the glass doors, they open of their own accord, and | redlize dl the glassistinted. Through
the doorway it’ sincredibly bright, the sky amost white, heat rippling from the ground. The airports and
arplanes have provided a seamless cocoon up to now. Out there isthe new world, the future, my new
home. | hesitate and find myself rammed from behind by avaise on wheels, awell-dressed man & the
helm, and | scurry out of the way into the open air. | can tell by their clattery pitch when they hit the
sdewak that the whedls are made of pladtic.

| Make My First Acquaintances

The next day, and the next, we rode and walked about [Richmond], which isdelightfully situated on eight
hills, overhanging [the] James River; asparkling stream, studded here and there with bright idands, or
brawling over broken rocks. Although it was yet but the middle of March, the weether in this southern
temperature was extremely warm; the peach-trees and magnolias were in full bloom; and the treeswere
green.... [But] I...went upon my way with agrateful heart that | was not doomed to live where davery
was, and had never had my senses blunted to its wrongs and horrorsin adave-rocked cradle. CHARLES
DICKENS, American Notes

Men are often better than the ingtitutions they belong to. PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist

Outsideit’seven hotter than | imagined. The air is nearly palpable with moisture. | take off my jacket,
and squint in the glare. A broad-brimmed straw hat, such as|’ve seenin sketches of old Virginialife,
might yet be awise purchase. It must bewdll over eighty degrees Fahrenheit out here. Thisisthefirst
time I’ ve been out of doors since my new life began. It smelsdifferent, distinctly different. | don’t know if
thisisVirginiaor the end of the millennium I'm smdlling, but suspect it’ sthelatter. It'sall these
automobiles. They areliteraly everywhere, seem, indeed, to almost outnumber the people, if such athing
were possible. Their exhaust iswhat I'm smelling. The autos are long and low, smaler versions of the
arplanesthat screech by overhead, unremarked by everyone but mysalf and children.

| approach the glass booth and walkway Chris pointed out to me and discover abusy man working
there. He strides up and down the walkway steering travelersinto automobilesthat linetheroad. Heis
portly, and moveswith arolling motion, hisarms out from hissdes asif to keep himsdf from tipping



over. When he' s not walking, he bounces up and down on the balls of hisfeet. He carriesasilver
clipboard he refersto occasionally, though more often he usesit to point the way or hurry someone
aong, dicing theair withit likeametal ssmaphore. Should a conflict arise with passenger or driver, he
claspsit to his chest like a breastplate and wags his head in steedy refusal until the conflict withdraws,
vanquished.

The driverslargely ignore him until — after some quick officia squiggle that could just as easily be made,
| imagine, by a pen thrown at the page from across the road — he tears a sheet from the clipboard and
handsit to one of them. Even then the driver doesn’t really look a him but takes the sheet from his hand
(without looking at it, either), and greets his new passengers, welcoming them to the city, loading their
luggage into the back of the automobile with what seemsto be genuine friendliness. These driversare
mostly black men, most of them with gray or graying hair. They talk, read newspapers or small
paperbound books, though they usualy don’'t have long to wait between fares. The busy man isyounger
and white, and probably makes more money srutting around in his officious way piloting that clipboard
than the drivers do actually getting people where they want to go, though | imagine passengers and
driverswould muddle dong just fine without the services of the busy man with only the dightest
gpplication of common sense.

But the busy man apprehends mein the act of loitering, and demands to know, “Where ya headed?’
“Idliketo go here,” | say, and show him the address Chris wrote down for me.

“Zoneone,” hesaysdecisvely. “That'll be nineteen fifty.”

“Isthisalong journey?’

“Twenty minutes, maybe lessthistime of day.”

Almost adollar aminute. | took note of the prices of thingsin the publications on the plane, and this
seemsno trifling sum. A month’ s subscription to the Internet could be had for that, and athough I’ ve no
clear notion of what the Internet is, it costs as much as the new John Grisham novel, an author much in
demand judging from the size of the advertisements trumpeting hislatest book. From the prices| saw in
my jaunts through two American airports, | would judge that one could et three or four timeson such a
sum. | suspect aswindle, but no matter. Spending dmost afifth of my money merely getting into the city
does not sound like a prudent plan. “Is there a cheaper means? Can | wak?’

The busy man laughs at the suggestion. “It'smilesand miles. There' sno busor train, if that’ swhat you
mean.” He sneers at the very notion that such conveyances would be alowed anywhere near hisairport.
“You by yoursdf?’

“Most decidedly.”

“Too bad. Group rate stwenty-three dollarsfor two, twenty-six for three, eight each for four or more.
Maybe you can hook up with somebody. Y ou know Richmond?’

“No. | have never been here before.”
He checks the address again. “Down by VCU. Maybe some students, faculty, or something.”
“VCU isauniversty?’

“Y eah. Look, you stand over there, and I'll try to hook you up with somebody.” He looks around at my
feet. “Hey, where syour luggage?’



“I have none with me.”
“Damnairlineloseit for you?’
“Y es, something like that.”

“Had aguy out here couple weeks ago — they sent hisluggage to Richmond, California!” He spotsa
man and awoman on the other end of the platform and bears down on them. “Where you folks
headed?’

| takein my surroundings. Everywhere| ook are automobiles, every color imaginable. There must be
thousands and thousands of them. The publications| read on the airplane were filled with advertisements
for automobiles — apped s based shamelessly on vanity, snobbery, power, even sex. Most people pass
the limousines by and proceed to this sea of machines. | witness severd persons getting into automobiles
and driving away, usudly one, sometimes two people per vehicle. | can only assume that’ swhat the rest
of them are doing aswell. It strikes me as aterribly wasteful system, atriumph of what capitaistsliketo
cdl individuadism, anaotion that ensures agood ded of excess consumption so that each individud gets
the chance to express himsdlf to the extent of his assets and beyond. Theair isfusty with this
sef-expression.

Many, however, come seeking alimousine, and though the busy man occasiondly points me out to
various travelers, they decline my company and drive away without me. Apparently the prospect of riding
with agtranger isless atractive than the monetary savings. Between waves of arriving passengers, my
host talks with me. “Name' s Buddy Showadlter,” he says, shaking my hand, bouncing on the bals of his
feet.

“Peter Kropotkin,” | say.
“You Bosnian?’
“No, Russan.”

“Y ou vigting somebody?’
“No, I'vecomeheretolive”

“WEe ve gotten lots of Russansin herelast few years. Guess everybody has. We get dl kinds now. Too
damn many Haitians, if you know what | mean.”

| don't get a chance to ask him what he means, for three young men agpproach and divert his atention.
“Jeez,” Buddy mutters under his breath. “Would you get aload of these guys.”

Although | am new to thistime and place, | am no stranger to young people who strive for novety in ther
appearance. But these three are indeed tartling. Oneis short and heavyset, with aring in his nose. Atop
his shaved head is atattoo of a spider the size of my hand, itsweb covering the rest of his skull. He
wears high boots with siver spikes bristling from the toes. Another istall and rail thin with hair dyed
bright blue and brushed to a cottonlike loft. His eyes are made up after the fashion of an ancient Egyptian
in ashade of blueto match hishair. They are both dressed in long black coatslikevillansina
melodrama. The third one, the obviousleader, isthe most ordinary-looking, dressed in a short brown
coat, blue denim pants, and aleather collar around his neck that looks asif it were made for a mastiff.
From aring attached to the collar, abroken chain dangles before him like a necktie. His close-cropped
reddish brown hair hasthelook of an African’s, and hisfeatures and skin tone belie the fact that heisa
mulatto. Hisbright, intelligent eyesare apdeviolet.



| stand close by as Buddy negotiates their passage, stowing their substantial luggage in the back of the
limousine. In addition to large canvas knapsacks, they carry severa hard casesthat likely contain musica
instruments. On one a cartoon has been painted of awhite-haired man with amaniaca grin dressed in
ancient Greek attire. He holds a stem glass doft in atoast. The words HEMLOCK COCKTAIL arewritten
acrosshischedt. | smilein recognition at this playful portrait of Socrates. They are most certainly
sudents.

“Threefor Zone 1,” Buddy says. “ That’ll be twenty-six dollars.”

The three young men pay their fare, but Buddy neglectsto ask if | may join them. | lean around him, and
inquire, “Areyou bound for the vicinity of the university?’

Buddy takes my arm and pulls me aside before they can answer. “L ook, Pete, you don’'t want to ride
with these punks” he says. “Giveit afew minutes. Somebody esg'll comeaong.”

He has spoken loud enough for the trio to hear him. The mulatto’ s violet eyes meet mine. “You're
welcometo join us punks” he sayswith quiet dignity.

| take out my money, count out eight dollars, and hand them to Buddy. He shakes his head as he pedls
off two of the billsand practically throwsthem at my Samaritan.

“Suit yoursdf,” he saysto me. “You're not in Russiaanymore, you know.”

| have no ideawhat he means, but if | did I’'m sure | would be offended. | enter the limousine with the
three young men, and we drive away. | seethe driver’ sfacein amirror suspended from the celling, and
his broad smileis studded with gold fillings.

“| want to thank you for sharing thisvehiclewith me,” | say to my companions. “ The fare seems quite
hightome”

“It' safucking ripoff,” the felow with the nosering says.
| take thisto be agreement. “1 am Peter Kropotkin,” | say.
“Peter Kropotkin the anarchist?’ he asks.

Before | can reply, the blue-haired one laughs at his companion. “No, you fucking idiot. That Peter
Kropotkin's been dead for ahundred years or s0.”

“Somewhat less,” the mulatto says blandly. “We dl took that course, Dave. No reason to sound so
superior. You can't even spdl anarchist.”

“Course?” | inquire.

The mulatto turnshisintelligent violet eyesonme. “ The History of Anarchy: Godwin to Chomsky.
We'redl students at the university. I'm Mike Cole.” He extends his hand, and we shake. “Wejust got
back from agig in Providence. We' reaband.” He nods toward nose ring: “Brad Speeks.” And blue
hair: “Dave Aikens.” | shaketheir handsin turn. “What brings you to Richmond?’ Mike asksme.

Magic, | antempted to say. “| am an immigrant from Russa.”
“Cool,” saysDave.

“You any relation to Peter Kropotkin the anarchist?’ Brad asks.



| start to say yes, but fear contradicting history. | have only a daughter and don’t know what descendants
my nephew Nicholas may have had. Best not to claim alineage one can't recount. “No. | have heard of
him. But no.”

“Youlook just likehim,” Mike says. “ Areyou familiar with hiswork?

“Y es, somewhat.”

“Mike sabig anarchigt,” Dave says. “ Thinks we should shit-can al government.”

“Not government, the State,” Mike replies calmly, and | am impressed he can make that distinction.

“Whatever. What do | know? Y ou’ re the philosophy magjor. | bombed that fucking course. Ditameyer
didn’'t likeme.” Dave turns his attention to me. “ So you teaching at VCU or something? Y ou look like
the professor type.”

“No, | have no employment at present. Do you know of any work?’

“The place | work’slooking for dishwashers,” Brad says. “ They’re dways looking for dishwashers.”
Davelaughs derisvey. “Does helook like a dishwasher to you, butt munch?’

“Fuck you,” Brad says.

“I am not afraid of manud labor,” | say. “And | need ajob right away. Could you give me the address?’

Brad borrows a pen and asmall pad of paper from Mike and writes down the name and address of a
restaurant.

“All work ishonorable,” Mike says more to himself than to the rest of us, looking out the window at the
hot, hazy day. It sdifficult to determine histone, for there’ salways at least atrace of irony. “Give him our
address, too.” Heturnsto me. “Come over for dinner tomorrow at six. I’ smy turn to cook.”

“Why, thank you very much.”
Dave laughs. “Don’'t thank him. Y ou haven't eaten it yet. Hope you like tofu.”

The address Chris gave me, aredbrick row house, is on the edge of the university on acorner acrossthe
dreet from asmall park. The sign beside the door identifiesit as the Refugee and Immigration Assistance
Agency. There are other notices posted on the door. One in Spanish isaddressed in particular to
Guatema ans, Hondurans, and Salvadorans who meet certain criteria, pelled out in the universal
language of government regulations. Another, in English, isacal for volunteersto work in the agency and
“make adifference” When | voiced some hesitancy at putting mysdf in the hands of the State, Chris
expressed immediate understanding and reassured me that thisis not a government agency, but a
charitable one. | have decidedly mixed fedings about such organizations.

So-cdled charity, with itsimplicit assumptions of high and low, isno remedy to injustice, but itswilling
accomplice. Charity allowsthe privileged the opportunity to buy the silence of their consciencesfor afew
coins (with the added bonus of much to-do being made of their philanthropy) — rather than wrestle with
why, inaworld of plenty, they walow in pampered luxury through no particular virtue of their own, while
most of theworld isinrags, starving, and living in shacks. Jesus advised the rich man to sdll everything he
had and give it to the poor. The numerous charities operating under his name ever since have set a
ggnificantly lower standard.



Those who actudly labor in charitable organizations, however, dmost as poor asthosethey serve, are
usudly, in my experience, the best sort — good-hearted, willing to help, and unlikely to turn meinto the
authorities, in any event. Perhaps| have broken no laws. Who would have dreamed up alaw covering
thefacts of my case? | have appeared asif out of thin air, where | don't belong, bearing forged
documents from a country that has forgotten me. | once spent three yearsin a French prison for
supposedly being an active member of adefunct organization, so | have no trouble believing | could go to
jail for the crime of not exigting.

But | haveto get help somewhere. It occursto methat | would not be nearly so needy if Anchee had
provided me with funds as easly as he gave me documents. | can only wonder why he didn't. Wasit a
matter of principle or sport? What is he up to anyway? | have chastised mysdlf a thousand times over for
not pressing him harder about hisintentions, so eager not to diethat | forgot to think. But it’s pointlessto
waste my energies on him now. When | havefood and lodging, I’ [l put my mind to other matters.

Acrossthe other street is ahandsome cathedral facing the park, its back to the ugly, factorylike
university. The cathedral’ s copper domeis struck by the golden rays of the late-afternoon sun, and its
green patinaglows like aglowworm. How rich lifeis. Inexhaudtible. And herel am, in anew life, witha
lead on ajob and the prospect of ahearty plate of tofu tomorrow evening. | should be full of hope
instead of trepidation. All | lack for the moment is a place for the night.

I’mlucky to be alive at all, | remind mysdlf, damn lucky, and boldly step insde the place whose name
I’ve already forgotten.

A flight of stairsascendsin front of me. A long hallway stretchesto the back of the building. Upstairsand
down, the placeisabustle of activity, dive with the pleasant rumble of several smultaneous
conversationsin diverse languages. Directly before me, a brown-skinned family — aman and awoman
and their three young children — are engaged in Spanish conversation with an American woman. Sheis
trying to explain some bureaucratic rapids the family must navigate to obtain unspecified ad. Her hands
and sentences are full of government forms with aphanumeric names so that she sounds asif sheis
gpeaking in code as she ddlivers each form into the hands of the patriarch who in turn entrustsit to the
matriarch. The American woman is patient and kind and genuindly helpful, the sort of person who exudes
trustworthiness, and | take an immediate liking to her.

I”’m not quite sure what to do with mysdlf. What little room there isto stand by the door is greetly
diminished with computers, or parts of computers, piled chockablock aong the wall and down the
halway for asfar as| can see. My way forward is effectively blocked by the Spanish-spesking family
whose business | do not wish to interrupt. From the sound of things, they have enough obstacles placed
intheir path without having to worry about a crazy Russian coming up the rear. But the business of my
entrance — the banging of the door and the blast of hot air from outside — has roused the degping boy
on hismother’ s shoulder. He opens his eyes, seeswhat the devil’ sblown in, and wailswith unbridled
adam. | back away and ssumble over the computers, which shift and clatter in the now familiar sound of
plastic on plagtic, as one heap cascadesinto another, and the floor is covered in coiled wire and dabs of
plastic. One of the thingslike atypewriter keyboard flies out, lands on end, and sows bouncing letters
acrossthe carpet like dragon’ steeth.

“Areyou dl right?’ the American woman asks me.

“Yes, I'mfine. I'mterribly sorry.” 1 look down at the sprawl of beige plagtic at my feet and fed asif I'm
gtanding in aboneyard.

“Don't worry about those damn things. They were supposed to be out of here weeks ago when we got
the new onesthat don’t work. Y ou can kick them once for me whileyou'reat it. I’'m amost through



here. If you'll wait inthere, I'll beright with you. I’ m afraid everyoneis busy right now.”

She points out awaiting room to the left, and | take a seat beside a stuffed bear the size of a
two-year-old child. There sadesk here, but no oneis manning it. A clock on thewall behind the desk
reads 4:45; the hours on the door gave closing time as 4:30. Above the cold hearth is hung alarge banner
made of pieces of brightly colored felt which says— amidst an array of symbols (adove, atorch, a
bridge) — WELCOME TO RIAA!

What isa Riaa? | wonder, then redlizeit’ s an abbreviation for Refugee Immigration Something
Something.

There are magazines on alow, round table, but they’re dl filled with photographs and gossip of people
who mean nothing to me. People oneiscaled, which | hope will be about The People, the great mass of
humanity, but it concernsitself only with rich people. Rich peoplein skimpy “swim wear.” Rich people
getting in and out of automobiles. Rich peoplein milling herds of rich people. | tossit back in the pile.

There are yet more computers piled dong thewalls. | wonder what iswrong with them. They don’t
appear to be broken. In the corner behind the door, a clearing has been made to park abicycle, quite
different from the one | rode in England with its enormouswhed in thefront and tiny onein therear. This
one splits the difference with two of equa sze. | study itswonderfully complex but elegant system of
gears. One could ride abicycle like that up the side of abuilding, | imagine.

The American woman doesn’t keep me waiting long. When the Spanish-spesking family leaves, she
locks the door behind them and beckons me up the stairswith afriendly swing of her arm and an open
amile, and | redize she sthefirst person I've met in my new life who doesn’'t seem to bein agreat hurry.
A stream of her coworkers pass us on their way down the stairs, wishing her agood evening, confirming
that the office is closed for the day. Her nameis Rache, | discover. Sheleads meinto asmdl officewith
three desks and ahaf dozen chairsjammed into it. “I’m Rachel Pederson,” she says aswe Sit down.
“How may | hep you?’

Her desk reminds me of mine, stacks of books and papers dowly shifting into asingle mound,
overflowing chairsthat get too close. A framed photo standsin this moraine, Rachd with two men who
are unmistakably her brothers.

“My nameis Peter Kropotkin,” | say. “1 am pleased to meet you. | have only just arrived in America
from Russa, and | am looking for a placeto live. Perhaps you could help me secure somelodging for a
day or so until | can get on my feet? | wastold that you help immigrants here.”

“Y ou're not claiming refugee satus?’
1] NO-”

She makes aregretful face so I'll know where | stand up front. “ Our primary mission is helping refugees.
We provide advice aswell aslanguage and citizenship classes for immigrants, but no housing assistance,
I’'m afraid. Who was it who referred you to us, Mr. Kropotkin?’

“Chris. Let'ssee” | take out my collection of paper, and fish out the dip Chris gave me with his name,
address and telephone, and the agency’ s address. “ Chris Billings. He was the— what do you cal them?
— flight attendant on the airplane, the second airplane. He said his neighbor works here.” 1 look at the
paper again, and there’ s his neighbor’ s name, Rachel Pederson. “You're hisneighbor,” | say stupidly.
“I'm sorry to be so addle-pated. I’ ve had quite the day. Just thismorning...” — | was dying. | was a
sick old man, and | was dying — “I...wasin Dmitrov.”



| fed agiggle building up insde me and tel myself to shut up, to quit babbling, to calm down. | smile
desperately at her. Sheisavery dtractive woman with dark, short hair, and large, intelligent eyes, and
she makes me uncharacteristically nervous. There' s a salf-possession about her | find most admirable.
My friend Emma Goldman used to speak of a“woman of thefuture,” and here sheisbeforeme. | blush
toredizeI’m strongly attracted to her. I’'m not only dive again, I'myoung again. | hadn’t exactly
forgotten what that experience entails, but memories of desreweredl | had, and memories, in the case
of desire, don't do it justice.

She gives me acautious smile. | suspect she' snot entirely pleased that Chrisis sending strangersto her
doorstep. “I’'m sorry,” she says. “1 wasalittle thrown. | wasn't expecting areferra from my neighbor.
How did that come about?’ Shelaughs. “1 wouldn’t have thought he would remember what | did.”

“I think he was particularly keen to help mefor Alicia s sske— the flight attendant on the first airplane.
They went to school together, he said. | believe she was quite agood friend to him at onetime.”

“And sheisafriend or relative?’ Sheistrying to puzzlemeout. | only wish | could tell her the truth.

“No. Wemet onthearplane. | had anightmare. She was kind enough to sit and talk with me awhile.” |
amiletrying to lighten things up a bit. “ She gave me some excdllent vodka as well.”

“Y ou seem to have quite away with flight attendants, Mr. Kropotkin.”
“And they were my very first ones, too,” | joke, and she rewards mewith asmile.

“Y ou seem to have some documents there?’ she prompts, pointing at the officia-looking papers Anchee
gaveme.

| hand them over, glad to be relieved of them. Maybe she'll understand them better than |. Anchee's
explanations, I’'m afraid, went in one ear and out the other.

She scansthem expertly. | imagine they are like most government documents — the important
information is concedled in athicket of rubbish, enough to fill the paper to the marginsin afont too small
for the naked eye. “Y ou're alottery recipient,” she says. “Y ou must have agreen card.”

Now | recdll that Anchee explained that in the future a certain percentage of immigrantsto Americaare
selected by lottery. An odd system it seemsto me. Nonethel ess, hisforgeries attempt to pass me off as
one of the winners. But apparently he has neglected some important detail intheruse. | haven't laid eyes
on agreen card. | shake my head and try to keep my voice steady. “| have no green card.”

“That'sodd. Y ou should have gotten it from the American Embassy. It' s about this big and has your
pictureonit?’ She holds her fingersin arectangle. Her handsare smdl, her fingers...

“Ohthat! The onethat says RESDENT ALIEN?’ | unearth it and my passport from inside my pocket and
hold them up.

“Yes. It'scdled agreen card.”
“ButitisTtgreen”

She laughs as she takes my card and passport and examines them. “It used to be,” she explains. “In the
seventies. Now it will aways be the green card. There' satall bridge here in town still called the Nickel
Bridge even though the toll’ sfive timesthat now.” Asshetaksin thisfriendly way, she copies down my
name and the multidigit numbers from my passport and green card on ayelow pad in front of her. She
looks back and forth from the passport to the green card, smiles upon them, and hands them back to me.



“Y ou take a nice photograph, Mr. Kropotkin.”

“Thank you,” | say enthusiastically as| fumble to stow the counterfeit images away, neglecting to mention
| never sat for ether flattering portrait, that they’ re another fiction of Anchee' sdevisng.

“And what made you decide on Richmond as adestination?’ she asks. “Do you have friends or relatives
here?’

| shake my head.
“Then do you have employment here?’

“No, not yet. But | have alead on something. A young man in the limousine knew of an opening where
heworks.” | hold up my last dip of paper, Brad's swirling letters snaking acrossits surface, to
demondtrate | have the matter well in hand.

Clouds of concern are forming on her brow. “In the limousine. So you had no prospects before you
arrived? | don’'t mean to pry, but I'm alittle puzzled why you’ ve come to Richmond, Mr. Kropotkin. Did
you just chooseit a random?”’

“I...1...read about it.”
She' s perfectly willing to believe thislie. “Oh redly? Where?’

| am seized with panic. | can make something up, | suppose, but then | have to keep lying about it. |
desperately dash about my memory searching for anything I’ ve ever read about Richmond. Anything
good, that is. | reachiit like one breathless at thefinish line. “Dickend” | announce. “ American Notes by
Charles Dickens. | read about Richmond there. Do you know it perhaps?’ Surely not, I’'mthinking,
must be a hundred and fifty years old.

Her eyeswiden and contract, and my heart sinks. “Oddly enough, | do know it. | was ahistory mgjor.
As| remember, Dickens hated the place when he visited. He deplored davery.” Sheiseyeing me
suspicioudy, asif | might have taken leave of my senses. *Y ou actually came to Richmond because of
what Dickens said about it?’

“He spoke mogt admiringly of the James River, as| recdl, that it was an exceptiondly lovey river. | like
rivers” | offer lamely.

She stares at me amoment. “Meto0o,” she says, then looks at the yellow pad again, more, | imagine, to
avoid looking at such an odd duck than to read anything there. “I’'m afraid | can’'t be of much help, Mr.
Kropotkin. As| said, asfar as housing assstance goes, we mainly serve refugees. Immigrants are usudly,
wdl...”

“Better prepared?’
13 YS”

| should just thank her and leave, but | find that | want terribly for this woman to understand me, or a
least not to think me anidiot, and | have to speak up for mysdlf. “When | said ‘I likerivers | meant that
I’m ageographer. | can rattle on about watersheds with the same enthusiasm my father reserved for
race-horses. Living on the banks of ariver, for me, islike apainter living in acity with firs-rate museums.
Do you understand? | know no one. Not here, not anywhere. | have no reason to come here, but here |
am. | know of no other placeto go.”



“I'm sorry, Mr. Kropotkin,” she says quietly.

“No, don’t misunderstand me. I am not complaining. | like meeting new people. Likeyou, today.” |
gmile, and she smiles back.

“It' sabeautiful river with acres of public access. It won't disgppoint you.” She seems genuingly
concerned that | not be disappointed. Shelikesme, | think, or wantsto at least, if | don’t proveto bea
completelunatic.

“I'msaureitwon't,” | say. “Could you, perhaps, recommend an inexpensive hotel 7’
“Youdon't haveacar, right?’
“Right.”

“There are places on the other side of the park where you might be able to get aroom for, oh, fifty
dollars?’

“That’'stoo much, I'm afraid.”
She nods with adight sympathetic wince. “ Thereisashdter close by, but...”

A beeping sound starts up, and she says, “Let me get this. I'm expecting acal.” She answers what must
be amodern telephone. “Rachel Pederson. How may | help you?’

Her end of the conversation consists mostly of affirmative noises. Then veersto, “I understand that, Mrs.
Charles, but...” She closes her eyes and massages her forehead with thumb and forefinger. “But the class
isaready enrolled with adozen students....” Her hand contractsinto afist as she continuesto listen, her
jawsclench. “I assureyou it’s perfectly safe down here, Mrs. Charles. There' salighted parking garage.
The class meetsin the university library. The security is...” | recdl the bottles of vodkain my pocket and
imagine offering her one, massaging her templesfor her. “1 understand. Yes. Yes. Not at dl. Thank you,
Mrs. Charles. Good-bye.” She hangs up the telephone. It, too, is plastic. Her eyes are ill closed. “ Shit,”
shewhispers, atiny puff of air. Shergps on her forehead threetimes asif it were adoor and opens her

eyes.
“Bad news?’

“Oh, one of our volunteer ESL teachers has canceled on us at the last minute. | thought she might.
Wouldn't want to teach an ESL classwould you?’

“ESL?
“English asa second language.”
“Ah! | would be glad to teach such a class, asamatter of fact. It sounds delightful. Just the thing.”

“I was only joking, Mr. Kropotkin. Y our English is very good indeed. But thisisavolunteer position. It
does't pay anything.”

“I redizethat. But | would enjoy it nonetheless. | spesk and write English, German, French, Russian,
Spanish — pero mi espariol es muy malo. | spesk Itdian, Dutch, Norwegian, Finnish, Mongol,
Manchu, and get by inafew others. I'm sure | could be helpful. I’ ve taught languages before.” 1 don't tell
her yet that | taught themin jail to my fellow prisonersin exchange for tutdlage in their languages. She
might get the wrong idea.



She seemsabit overwhelmed by my enthusiasm. “I’ m delighted you want to help. But you don’t even
have aplaceto live yet, Mr. Kropotkin.”

“I"'m sure that will sort itself out. It always does. When does this class meet?’
“Sunday afternoon, three 0’ clock.”

“And today is?’

“Thursday.”

“Sunday sounds splendid.”

“But | couldn’t possibly agreeto let you teach aclass...under these circumstances.”

| bristle a the cowardly phrase. “ Circumstances? Y ou mean because I’'m poor and have no place to
live? I’ ve been poorer, believe me, and lived worse places than no place. The sign on the door asksfor
volunteers. | am volunteering. These people coming to this city without the language — do you think they
care about my ‘circumstances ? Mrs. What' s-her-name — Charles. Her circumstances are none too
shabby I'll wager. Why don’'t you give her aring?’

Miss Pederson is taken aback by my outburst, but she doesn't show methe door. In fact, | seem to have
elevated her opinion of me. “I’'m sorry,” she says. “ That wasterribly rude and insensitive of me. Forgive
me?’

She'squite seriousit seems. “ Of course, certainly.”

“Good.” Shetakesaform out of her desk and handsit to me. “We do need to have some information
from you, however. Fill in what gpplies and bring it in tomorrow, okay?’

“Cetanly.”

“Mr. Kropotkin, areyou sure...”

“Yes?” My returning gaze leaves no question whatsoever of my absolute surety.
“Nothing. Would you like the address of the shelter?’

“No, | don’t think that will be necessary. I'm young and fit, and the westher’ sfine. Can you tell me
somewherein the vicinity | might purchase supplies— ablanket and such? Someplace inexpensive.”

She startsto say something, but doesn’t. “ There’ s athrift store west on Main Street at the corner of
Meadow,” shetellsme.

“That way?’ | point in the direction | believe to be west.
“YS”
“And whichway istheriver?’

She nods, expecting this. “ South. If you go south on Meadow you' Il see Sgns directing you to James
River Park.”

“Thank you very much.” | riseto my feet and offer my hand.

She shakesit, al business at firgt, but she can’'t help hersdlf, and her face pinches with concern. “Mr.



Kropotkin, | fed | should tell you there’ sno camping alowed in the park. Y ou could get in trouble with
thelaw.”

“And would there be many policemen hiding in the bushes enforcing this ordinance?’
Shelaughs. “Not so very many.”
“I'll keep a cautious eye out. West you say, then south?’

She'sdtill smiling. “Would you like amap, Mr. Kropotkin? We have them in the orientation packages for
the refugees. Someone donated a case of them. | don’t seewhy | can’t give you one.”

“If it wouldn’t be too much trouble.”

“Noneat dl. They're downgtairsin the waiting room. My bike' s down there anyway.”
“That' syour bicycle?’

“Yes” shesays.

“What amarvelousmechine!” | exclaim.

“I'mglad you likeit,” she says, laughing, and | suppose my enthusiasm seems excessive, but why should
| contain it when | am rewarded with such laughter?

| follow her downgtairsinto the waiting room. She goes around behind the desk, kicking the scrapped
computers out of the way with what | take to be relish. | wonder what there is about these machines that
invitessuchill will. I suppose I’ ll have the chance to learn firsthand. She finds alarge envelope, takes out
amap, and spreadsit out on the desk. “We' re here.” she says, and points. “The thrift storeishere. The
North Bank Access parking lot ishere.”

| turn the map to get a better look. All the streets are listed at the bottom with aletter and a number
keyed to the grid, and | locate her address. “And you're here,” | say, giving her abig smile, thinking
she'll be pleased, but she' sdefinitely not. All of asudden, | am acutely aware— as, no doubt, is she—
that we are donein the building together.

She folds up the map and handsiit to me as one might deliver an eviction notice. “ Good night, Mr.
Kropotkin. Good luck.”

Innotime at al she has ushered me out the door, and | hear the clunk of alock behind me. | seemto
have frightened her or committed a horrible breach of decorum by the mere fact of knowing her address.
Am| asodd asdl that?| recdl the airplane full of people, their ears plugged, their eyes straight ahead
pummeled by flashing images— dll, it seemsto me, so they could avoid each other until they reached the
anonymity of their persona automobiles. Perhaps |’ m too sociable for thetimes. | could find thisalonely
world indeed.

As| descend the steps, | admire the cathedral awash in agolden glow. The street isfilled with deek,
quick automobiles, glittering, brightly colored, asif the contents of a kaleidoscope had been shaken out
of the sky. But dong the walkways, throngs of university students make their way to evening classeswith
the familiar loping gate of youth. Smiling to mysdif, | plungeinto the thick of them, walking briskly into the
Setting sun.

Aliveagan.



| proceed at alively pace, and years stretch before me. My old life, mostly gone before | |€ft it, now lies
unreachable across a gulf of time— everyone and everything I’ ve ever known, utterly unreachable,
immutable. But every hope, | find, remainsalive. Every mistake calls out to be rectified. Every resolveis
strengthened. Herel am, old enough to take not a second for granted, young enough in body and soul to
accomplish anything | set my mind to. | can’t imagine ahappier sate of affairs, likealucky princeina
fary tde | amileat theirony — | suppose | shdl have to renounce my title al over again!

And then thereisthe lovely and amiable Rachel Pederson, whom | shall see tomorrow with as properly a
filled-out form as| can manage, and perhaps abath, and a change of clothesaswell. | fancy her more, |
daresay, than anyone | have met since Sophie many, many years ago.

Just as| am thinking of her, out of the corner of my eye, | see her; and | turn to watch her sweep past on
her bicycle, deek and strong and beautiful; and | recal the goldfinch in the Moscow Airport, desperate to
reach the sky. In my mind, steel and glass— and plastic too, no doubt — are swept away, and sheand |

areflying.

| Secure Lodgings and a Fishing Pole

My extensive journeys...taught me how little man realy needs as soon as he comes out of the enchanted
circle of conventiond civilization. With afew pounds of bread and afew ounces of teain alesather bag, a
kettle and a hatchet hanging at the side of the saddle, and under the saddle a blanket, to be spread at the
camp-fire upon abed of freshly cut spruce twigs, aman fedswonderfully independent, even amidst
unknown mountains thickly clothed with woods, or capped with snow. PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of
a Revolutionist

Every injustice committed againgt oneindividud is, in the end, experienced by humanity asawhole.
PETER KROPOTKIN, “Prisonsand Their Mord Influence on Prisoners’

T hethrift store proves to be where the “al kinds” Buddy Showalter spoke of shop, and | don't fedl
quite the oddity. Thereisas much variety in the clientele asin the merchandise for sde. | catch phrases of
three or four languages, and theracia diversity islike nothing I ve ever seen beforein aninland city —
though the mgjority here gppear to be of African descent. Everyoneisfriendly aswe navigate the
crowded, cluttered aides, and | fed asif I’'m at some exotic crossroads where continents mest. It' s been
yearssince | could makeit into town under my own power, much lesstravel to adistant land and wander
through the marketplace, and | wish to relish the experience. Unfortunately, | had best get settled by dark
— no more than an hour away — and | don’t havetimeto linger. But as| hunt for supplies| manage to
make the acquai ntance of severa people— ablack woman, hersdlf outfitting anew kitchen, who points
out alightweight pot that will best serve my purposes; two Cambodian youths looking through a bin of
plastic contraptionsthey tell me are games one plays on atelevision, though none of the onesin thebin
areworthy of purchase by discriminating buyers such asthemselves, a middle-aged couple from Bosnia
looking for lightweight clothing for their sonsthat complies with the dress code at their school; and an old
man from Guatemaawho looks exactly like aMayan deity | have seenin drawings, and | tell him so—
which pleases him no end.

All together, | purchase a knapsack, awool blanket, achange of clothes, apot, acup, aplate, afork, a
spoon, and a pocketknife with an amazing diversity of blades. The whole business costs me just over
twenty dollars. | would buy more clothes, but until | actualy have ajobin hand, it sbest to keep some
cash on hand. Money isan evil system, but when it isthe only system, oneignoresit a his peril. The
clerk, akindly Chinese woman who indulges my dreadful Manchu, directs meto asmall grocery nearby
where | purchase bread, coffee, and canned mesat sufficient for afew days...travel | start to say...and
after some consideration, decide thetermisapt. | have traveled in time, place, and culture. What does it



matter if | now stay put? I’ m traveling just the same. Asalast-minute indulgence, | add what | consider
an American délicacy, ajar of peanut butter and abox of crackers.

The grocer, aPakigtani, explains the difference between instant and regular coffee to me after breaking
the newsthat, aas, thereisno good, black tea. He recommends the instant coffee because you can make
it asstrong asyou like one cup at atime, and | adopt his suggestion. “ Soap?’ heinquires. Certainly, |
say, and buy abar of Irish Spring. He gives me handfuls of book matchesfor free. | request candles, but
he suggests an dectric torch instead, since it won't blow out in the wind, and salls me one quite as bright
asany candle for ninety - nine - cents - batteries - included. It takes us some time to straighten out this
mysterious price because he saysit asif it were all oneword. “But what isthe price?’ | keep asking. We
both ache with laughter by the time the dedl is concluded, and I’ m shining the tiny torch about his shop,
bouncing beams off a parabolic mirror he has mounted on the wall to catch thieves. We have no
languages other than English in common, but he teaches me hello and good-bye in Pakistani and
“flashlight” and “ betteries-included” in American.

After agrim stretch on either side of a bridge spanning acanyonlike road where automobileswhiz by like
enormous bullets, Meadow passes through a handsome neighborhood of modest clapboard cottages,
with gardens blooming al around. I’ ve never been in acity morein love with spring than thisone, and it
makes my heart glad. Most of the residents here are of African descent, taking advantage of the waning
light to tend to their gardens or relax on their front porches. | greet them as| pass, and they return my
greetings with enthusiasm.

The entrance to the park is at the end of Texas Avenue, and | stop here to consult my map, which
includes some helpful information on loca sights. I'm just west of Hollywood Cemetery — where Vaina
Davis slate husband and other dignitaries are buried. Acrossfromit lies Belle 1de, alarge bean-shaped
idand inthe middle of theriver. | struggleto recdl why Belle Ideisfamiliar, then it comesto me. Prisons,
unfortunately, are asubject to which I ve devoted some years of study. Belle Idewas aparticularly
gruesome prison camp during the American Civil War. Thousands of Union soldiers died there from the
horrible conditions. | see from the map, that it, too, is now parkland accessible by footbridge. | wonder if
any of these public lands are set asde for cultivation, but don’t find such a designation on the map’s

legend.

Thetrail descends rough stairs fashioned from railroad ties to an iron bridge spanning at treetop height an
abandoned canal and apair of railroad tracks. It then descends a concrete-and-stedl staircase. A few
enigmatic words and symbols are painted on the walls of the echoing shaft, but | don’t pauseto interpret
them. At the bottom | emerge into the comforting gloom of the forest and the sandy soil of the floodplain.
Some time ago, perhaps transplanted from a fine estate upstiream, English ivy took root here, carpeted
the forest floor, and wrapped the tree trunks in dark green shawls. It givesthe wood aquaint fedl to be
done up so fine amid the genera chaos of amuddy, debris-strewn floodplain, rather like those dowagers
of “reduced circumstances’ who populate the novels of Jane Austen.

A fence of heavy iron mesh separates me from the railroad tracks. I’'m pleased to see that someone has
cut the wire and folded it back. But | don't go that way today. | want to go where most of thetrailslead
— to theriver. | wind through the dark woods to the banks of the James, and it’ sjust aswonderful as
Dickens described it. Even now, though | can see upstream and down for a couple of miles, thereislittle
evidencel aminthe heart of acity. An osprey divesfor fish. A heron wadesin the shalows. Dozens of
geese dot the water. Sinking into the river upstream isthe last of afiery sun. Only downstream aretherea
few boxlike buildings peeking over thetop of Bellede, intruding upon theilluson of wildness.

Would you like the address of the shelter?

No, | don’t think that will be necessary.



| head downstream until thetrail gives out, then make my way to asmall idand by hopping rock to rock
and wading across a shdlow channd, my shoes hanging from my neck and my pantsrolled up to my
knees. A beaver dready has afine resdence here, but | don’t imagine he' [l mind the company if | don’t
burn up al thetasty saplings. There is anestlike depression between snagged logs where | take up
resdence. | build atiny fire, dining on amed of bread and sardines and weak coffee. Asnight fals, |
Seitlein to watch the stars coming out on amoon-less night, one of the great pleasuresin life. At first |
despair that the lights of the city will blind meto the heavens, but eventudly I’'m rewarded with the
sghting of Arcturus, and the Big Dipper tilting onitshandle. The stars, at least, have not visbly atered. |
take out one of my tiny bottles and drink off atoast to the familiar Sars.

Asl look up at the vast sky, something in the way it makesmefed bringsto mind thetime | ssumbled
upon my mother’ s things in astoreroom of our country home. They’ d been there, | suppose, undisturbed
since her death years before. | had the vague sense that | was doing something wrong and locked the
door behind me so that | might not be discovered as| mined its secrets. At that timein my life | was near
obsessed with learning who my mother was— what she cared about, what she believed in, and, most of
al, what she would have thought of me had shelived to see me amost agrown man, or so | thought at
thetime. And here were her books and her paintings, signed in her tiny hand — romantic watercolors of
lakes and mountains and mown fields and rivers. Here were ribbons she wore in her hair, gowns she
danced in.

By candldight, | read her diaries, poring over those sections where she spoke of her sorrows and her
thirst for happiness with heartbreaking intengity. She' d copied poems dear to her. | was particularly
affected by the Byron, transcribed from some book of English verses. | had not yet loved, much less
imagined its passing, but my mother had, and copied theselinesin her firm but pretty handwriting:

So, we'll go no more a roving So late into the night, Though the heart be still as loving, And the
moon be still as bright.

For the sword outwears its sheath, And the soul wears out the breast, And the heart must pause to
breathe, And love itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving, And the day returns too soon, Yet we'll go no more a
roving By the light of the moon.

| cried my eyesout when | read that, vividly imagining my mother’ s unhappiness— even while | was
incapable of understanding the heartaches of awoman I’ d never known. My mother was said to be a
passionate woman with an artist’ s temperament. She used to take great pleasure in watching the peasants
dance and would often join them as the night wore on, much to my father’ s disapproval. It was during
such about of dancing that she caught the chill that killed her.

Or s0 the story goes. It used to haunt me — that story, the poems, dl of it. And there was no escaping it,
no putting it to rest. She waslike aheroinein atragic opera— larger than life, unbearably sad, too
passionate for this world. Doomed. That was the opinion of sympathetic and unsympathetic recounters of
thetaealike: Doomed! | and my brother Sashawere the only other charactersin thisdramaasfar aswe
could tell, the Motherless Children. Our older shlingswere largely invisibleto us. It wasimpossible for
meto believe that my father had ever been the object of her passion, and once he remarried, he
scrupuloudy ignored her memory in any event. Sasha used to tell me his memories of her over and over
again at my prompting, for hewas older and had alarger store of them than I. After my brother shot
himsdf, | wasthe sole survivor. The mora of the tale always seemed clear: An excess of passonisso
exquigte, it can kill you. Perhgpsin thislifel can finaly bring down the curtain on that grim little drama

Not surprisingly, passion came lateto my own life. It wasthere dl right, there dl dong, frightening the
daylights out of me. It had, after dl, broken my mother’ s heart and brought her low, made of her a
woman doomed by nature instead of someone who died of consumption — adisease, not an edict from



the gods. Before | met Sophie, it wasasif I'd never let mysdlf out of that locked storeroom, lamenting a
lost love | never had. Sophie dragged me out into the sunlight. | was thirty-six; she was twenty-two. We
had a“rational marriage,” we called it, acontract up for renewal every three years. It seemslaughable
now to think we would have ever considered parting from one another. I’d gladly sign on for three more
centuries.

We used to watch the stars together, sheand |, and | tell myself there’ s no harm imagining her here
beside me. In recent times |’ ve often done as much as| waited for death to come, remembering our life
together.

Are you quite warm enough, Peter? she asks.

“Yes, my love” | say, tucking my blanket around the both of us, imagining her head cradled in the hollow
of my shoulder.

Asayoung man, | dreamed of becoming an astronomer. It was my scientific first love. | plunged into
astronomical reading, especidly during thelast year of my stay at school. The never-ceasing life of the
universe, which | conceived as life and evolution, became for me an inexhaudtible source of higher
poetical thought, and gradually the sense of Man' s oneness with Nature, both animate and inanimate —
the Poetry of Nature — became the philosophy of my life. | later abandoned astronomy for the more
down-to-earth sciences of geography and biology — for revolution is very much adown-to-earth affair
(or better be, if it hopesto succeed). But someday, comes the revolution — | used to tell Sophie—
when the world has cometo its senses and given itself the peace, freedom, and justiceit claims to want
so badly, I’d like to take agood, long look at the stars.

Look, Sophie whispers, and ameteor stresks across the sky east to west, shattering my illusion. Thisis
not a dream, | redlize, and for abrief moment | am filled with terror. | clamp my eyes shut, and soon |
have falen into adeep deep.

| wake to the sound of geese overhead calling to one another, and open my eyes. The sky isovercast;
the sun liesjust below the horizon a my feet. | Sit up and scrub my face with the dew from my beard,
stand and give my clothes a shake to wake whatever boarders | may have taken in overnight. There sa
bit of achill intheair now, but it's going to be another hot, humid one, I’ m guessing, and thisisonly
April. What must the summers be like here?

Thekindling | set asidelast night isdamp, but | manage to get afire going with the cardboard from the
flashlight package and the receipt from the thrift store. I’ [l have to remember to keep some kindling dry
ingde the plastic bag | obtained from the grocer.

(“Plastic?’ | asked the grocer, pointing at the bag, merely to verify another manifestation of thisversdile
substance.

“| am so sorry,” the grocer replied. “1 have no paper.”

| had no ideawhat he meant, but we' d only just managed batteries-included, and other customers were
waiting.)

Oncethewater’ sboiled, | sit down with my back propped comfortably against amossy log and have my
breakfast. The grocer was certainly right about the instant coffee. | find that three spoonfulsin acup of
hot water is absolutely delicious. The bread is soft and lifeless— the crust bresks without a sound — but
itisfilling, and | spend agood while reading the package (another plastic bag) for it is covered with text
and symbols. The bread itsdf was baked in Georgia, and hereitisin Virginia, unnaturaly moist. There's
ashort but enthusiastic treatise on nutrition illustrated by The Food Guide Pyramid. “Visit our web Ste



for moreinformation,” it concludes. Below that isanumerica code under arectangle of pardld linesof
variouswidths. I’ ve noticed smilar markings on the flashlight package, the coffee, and the sardines. But
nothing matches the bread for sheer volubility. From acomplete nutritional analysisfollowed by adizzying
list of ingredientsto a*limited warranty” promised by something called Good Housekeeping — thereis
no end to its mysteries. What sort of entity might cal itsdf Good Housekeeping? Isit some sort of
National Nanny?1 can’t figureit out. | find atriangle formed by three bent arrows, the number 4 inside,
the letters L DPE under the base. | give up. Even a package of bread is beyond me. How will | ever
manage to get by here, now?

| have another cup of coffee and another piece of bread, setting aside my bread-wrapper studiesfor the
moment, taking in the life and beauty of theralling river. | can do this, | tdl mysdf, not quite knowing
what | mean, but what sort of anarchist would | beif | dways had to know what lay in store? If you want
certainty, try prison. There' s certainty for you, dead certain.

| rinse and stow my cup, strip, and wade dowly out into the river with only my bar of soap. The water
feelsagood ded colder thanit did last night. But | have bathed in colder, have even devel oped
something of atechnique. When I'm calf deep, | scoop up handfuls of water and splash my face and
body mercilesdy; when the water’ sto my knees, | set to lathering like amadman, wading on in jerks and
starts into deeper and deeper water; and when the water’ sthigh deep, and | 1ook, | supposg, likea
crazed redheaded snowman, | fling mysdlf backwardsinto the current, its chill embrace immediately
propelling me out of the water with aroar and ashake asif I’ ve been shot from a cannon. Any further
traces of drowsinessand ill temper arejolted out of me, and | stride ashore sputtering, letting the wind
dry mefor dl of aminute before putting on my new clothes, new to me at least — tan trousersand a
collarlesswhite shirt — and they fed fine. A great blue heron, croaking like adisgruntled anarchist first
thing in the morning, flaps by no more than adozen yards away.

| can’'t imagine afiner placeto be.

But as| transfer my things from yesterday’ s pockets to today’ s, there’ s another enigmal must ponder,
one agood deal more mysterious than aloaf of lifeless bread. | make myself comfortable and take out
the only possesson Anchee granted mein thislife besdes the clothes on my back and my forged
documentation — the watch he placed in my pocket.

It srunning, the second hand marching round the did atick at atime like agood soldier walking the
walls. Theright time by thelook of it, seven o’ clock. I’ ve put off confronting this watch — too scared on
the airplane, too bone-weary and light-headed by the time | reached town — for agood reason: Itisn't
just any watch; it' sthe watch that saved my life, or onethat looksjust likeit.

In 1876, | wasin aprison hospital in St. Petersburg, not likely to survive my sentence. An daborate
escape plan had fdlen gpart, and anew plan had to be communicated to me immediately by my
accomplices. The new plan — asuccessful one or | would not be aive today — came written in code on
asmal piece of paper hidden insde thiswatch, or itstwin. | am drawn up short, for | havejust
misspoken: Watch or no, | would not be dive today if it were not for aseries of miracles beyond my
control. No. Thiswatch saved me once, but what isit doing here now? Why, out of al my possessons,
was | bequesthed thislone artifact?

It had no practicd utility in my former life. | hung onto it for yearsasareminder of thetime | spentin
prison and of the terrible risks taken by othersto set mefree. It was a symbol, atouch-stone | keptina
dresser drawer to give me courage when | needed it. But | hadn't carried it or even wound it to my
recollection. And hereitisin thislife, polished by thelook of it — made new again like me. The paper,
origindly inddeof it, | read and ate in 1876.



| open up the back, and | have to laugh out loud, for there is something there al right — not apiece of
paper, but atiny square of plagtic. | hold it up to thelight. It’ stransparent, marked with the tiniest writing
imaginable. | can't possbly read it without amagnifying lens. Perhaps | can borrow one at alibrary or a
jewder’s, But it's hard to mount much enthusiasm for such an expedition. I’'m not sure | want to know
what it says. I'mnot sure| wantitto exist at al. | wanted life. | wanted freedom. Thiswatch and its
contents that demand | solve their mysteries make mefed, in spite of Anchee' sdenids, likeasubject in
an experiment.

No mere souvenir, thiswatch demandsthat | fathom its meaning. On theface of it, by conveying this
watch to me, Ancheeisimplying by analogy that he regards my so-caled new life asaprison, animage
that initself doesn’'t bother me — death’ sawall as good as any other — but that he' stossing messages
over that wal fillsmewith foreboding. Little bits of plastic or stone tablets— it’sal the sameto me— |
want no correspondence with the gods. In my former life, | lived free of the superdtition that adeity runs
the world like some good-intentioned landlord who'll fix the pipesif you petition him in the right tone of
voice or cross his pam with money or favors. The operathat ismy new life, however, is apparently not
without a script, an author, adirector — agod, in short. And gods are notorious enemies of freedom. |
have haf amind to see how far | can throw thiswatch and its plastic cargo upstream before it hitsthe
water. But my curiosity hasthe better of me, and | haveto have alook at it.

A more thorough examination revealsit’ s not the watch of former days, despite the resemblance. It
makes not a sound, and, no matter how hard | try, | can’t removethe crystal. There doesn’t actually
seem to be a seam where meta meets glass— if it isglass, sSnce it won't take ascratch from any rock
onthisidand. Nether will the metd. Maybeit' sal another exotic form of plagtic. The stlemisamere
working ornament, for while it turns and popsin and out just as awatch stem should do, | can neither
wind nor set the damn thing with these operations; still, | suspect it keeps perfect time, and will continue
to do so, without any meddling from me, whether | tossit in the river or bludgeon it with arock. | stow
the square of plastic in its compartment, put the watch back in my pocket, and try to put it out of my
mind. For now, dl it'sgood for istelling the time, and the sun’ s quite adequate for my present needs. I'm
not so foolish to think I’ ve heard the end of this damn watch or the fellow who dipped it into my pocket,
but unless| pawn it, there' slittle it can do to address my immediate concerns. First no money, and now
thiswatch. My host from the future is beginning to try my patience.

| stland up and let out astartled cry, for directly across the channel from me on alarge boulder no more
than five yards away stsaman cross-legged, assill asagatue. And still heremains, in spite of my shout,
and so | study him. Heis gaunt and sinewy, with an untrimmed beard too erratic to have been grown by
choice, streaked with gray, but as sparse as ayoung man's. He wears adark wool business suit — sizes
too large and out at the knees and elbows. Heisnot, | gather, the origina owner of this suit, agiant
gpparently. The deeves and pant legs have been unceremonioudy trimmed (with aknife by the ook of
them) to accommodate my neighbor’ s shorter limbs, though he himsdlf isasleggy asa spider. Beneath his
coat saveral garments compete for attention. A ragged yellow collar spills out of afaded black knit, itself
torn open above the heart to reveal ared woolen ova the size of afist. A plaid scarf, mostly pink with
some gray, istied around hiswaist. There' sagreen cap on hishead — COUNTRY CLUB OF VIRGINIA, it
says— and rubber boots on hisfeet. He holds along bamboo pole planted beside his knee like atriton.
It istied with line— plastic, it ssems— and ahook. | was apparently soimmersed in my investigations, |
took no notice of his approach.

He gtirs, pointing at the pocket where | put the watch. “Nicewatch,” he says.
“Thanks,” | say. “Beautiful morning, don't you think? My nameis Peter Kropotkin.”

“No names.”



“Too late,” | say regretfully. “You dready have mine. Don’t worry. It'son the house. | have a patronym
— amiddle name, if you like, though Peter will do just fine. Or what isit you Americans say? Pete.”

“You Americans.” He mimics my accent. “Where are you from?”’
13 le a”

Helaughs. “Russal” Helaughs again. He talksto himsdlf, facing one way and then the other, using his
accent, then mine: “ Where are you from? Russia!”

“Where are you from?’ | ask.

He quits laughing and eyes me carefully. He points downstream toward Belle Ide, il ahulking shadow
on thewater, blocking out the sun. “Over there,” he says quietly. When he turns back to me, hisface
changes like an actor putting on apart. Only | don’t know which part, if either, isreal. “Y ou want to buy
afishing pole?’ heasks.

“What do you want for it?’
“How about that watch?’

“Thewatch isn't for sale. Besides, why should | buy apole?| can salvage the tackle same asyou — it
must be everywherein al these trees— and | can cut my own pole.”

“Not apolelikethisone, you can’'t. Y ou won't find bamboo like this anywhere around here. This
bamboo’ simported, harvested specid, at least three or four miles from here, and none too easy to find
either. But suit yoursdlf. There' scat big asyour armin thisriver, you know. Bass. Crappie. Course,
maybe you don't like fish. Maybe you never run out of rations. Maybe you never been hungry.”

“What about the winters hereabouts?’ | ask, ignoring his pitch if not histheme. “What arethey like?’

Helooks up and down the river, squinting. HE s not having any of my neighborly overtures. “The winters
are bad enough. Y ou want to buy a pole or not?’

“All right. How about some spirits for it? Some good Russian vodka.”
“How much?’

“Two full bottles”

“Damn! Two bottles?Y ou got yourself aded.”

| take the bottles out of my shirt pocket, and my scruffy entrepreneur shriekswith laughter. “ Those are
the bottles?” He dmost pitches over into theriver. “What are they? Russian bottles?’

| roll up my pant legs, wade across, and exchange the tiny bottles for my new fishing pole. My neighbor
conducts the business with good humor, holding up the bottles to the light, reading the label doud. The
bamboo does indeed have anice spring. As|1’m bouncing it over the water, getting thefed of it, an
enormous catfish glides by. “1 haveto go into the city today. Do you think my thingswill beal right on
thisidand?’

“Youmean, will | steal anything?’

“| should think with the bargain | just struck, it would be you worrying about me. No, it wasn't you | had
inmind. Any police about?’



“Not usudly. Police after you?’
“Not that | know of. You?’

Helaughs, looks over his shoulder. “Maybe they are. Maybe they aren’'t. Hard to keep track. More's
the merrier, my daddy used to say.” He looks quickly over the other shoulder asif he hopesto surprise
an inattentive pursuer, but this performance strikes me as more comic than mad.

“Where was your daddy from?’

He hesitates amoment. “ Tennessee. Sullivan County.” He ducks his head and squints his eyes shut.
When he opensthem, he' slooking past me at my gear, and he waves hishand at it. “Y our stuff’ll bedl
right if you just cover it up and keep it out of Sght. Boats come through here sometimes, but they’re just
passing through, having ahigh old time of it. Playing.” He swayswith anidiot grin on hisface asif ridingin
atossing boat, then scowls at this character floating by. In spite of mysdlf, | halfway expect to see a boat
when | follow the direction of hisgaze.

“Cover things up though,” he says. “It' sgoing to rain, near certain. Maybe alittle today, definitely by
tomorrow.”

We discuss meteorology, an interest of mine, and he points out particular cloud formations, enumerating
the conditionsthat lead him to predict rain, and | can find no fault with hislogic. From his severa
references to previous seasons, | gather he' s been living off thisriver for afew yearsand drawson a
stock of experience. He s probably mad as a hatter, but he’ s a good-hearted fellow nonethel ess, with, |
suspect, more than acommon educeation.

| stow my new pole and my other gear, pack my knapsack with supplies for the day, and follow himto
the north bank. Hisrouteisfar superior to the one | took going out. “ Thanksfor everything,” | say and
offer my hand. “Y ou’ ve been most kind.”

Hishand islike abundle of cautious sticks. “ Earl Hollander,” he mutters. “ Folks cal me...Cdl
me...Eal.”

“Pleasad to meet you, Earl.”

“Same here, Pete. Y ou be careful therein the city, you hear? People there aren’t quite right.”

| Find Employment and It FindsMe

...themodern ided of aworkman seemsto be aman or awoman, or even agirl or aboy, without the
knowledge of any handicraft, without any conception whatever of theindustry he or sheisemployedin,
who isonly capable of making dl day long and for awholelife the sameinfinites ma part of something:
who from the age of thirteen to that of sixty pushesthe cod cart at a given spot of the mine or makesthe
spring of apenknife, or “the eighteenth part of apin.” Mere servants to some machine of agiven
description; mere flesh-and-bone parts of some immense machinery; having no idea how and why the
meachinery performsits rhythmica movements. PETER KROPOTKIN, Fields, Factories, and Workshops
Anarchy isthe politica philosophy of skilled artisans and farmers who do not need aboss; of menin
dangerous occupations, like miners, lumbermen, or explorers, who learn to rely on themsalves and one
another; of aristocrats who can afford to be idedistic and who know what is behind the show of power;
of artists and scientists who respect the facts but are not timid about inventing something out of their
heads. Kropotkin was al of these. PAUL GOODMAN



T he restaurant where Brad works isin the heart of adistrict the map identifies as The Fan, obvioudy
named for the shape of it. With thetiny park across from Rachd’ s office as the fulcrum, severd streets
fan west for about twenty blocks to an eight-block width. The shaded avenues are lined with handsome
two- and three-story residences built around the turn of the century. Severa have shiny brass plagues
announcing the construction date with the blessings of some historical society; 1897 isthe oldest date |
see, and | haveto smileto mysdlf. Evenif | hadn’t traveled intime, | would find it mildly comicd for a
hundred-year-old house to be considered old. It's one of the charms of America, to be like a precocious
child who doesn't redlize how very young heis, because he' sever so clever. “When | wasalad,” | often
prefaced my astute observations on life when | was a man of twelve or thirteen, and understood only
yearslater why such an introduction prompted afit of coughing among adults even before| could deliver
my seasoned opinion.

There s no plague on the restaurant door, however. It isa straightforward establishment with aplain
facade. The message

BREAKFAST LUNCH DINNER
6-117DAYS

ispainted on the glass. A battered cardboard HELP WANTED hangs from a string under that. I'm
directed to William, the owner of the restaurant, who is seated at a back table with coffee, cigarette, and
newspaper. He has an unfortunate smile that brings to mind adog baring itsfangs. Not avicious dog, but
amean one possibly, and dim. He is about my size with dark hair swept back on his head and secured
with ail, or perhaps pladtic. | tell him that Brad referred me, but it takes some time to establish Brad's
identity.

Finaly, it comesto him. “Brad, Brad. Y ou mean thefat little fuck with the nosering?’
“He does wear anosering, yes.”

“I didn’'t even know he still worked here” He cadlsto adrowsy woman polishing the bar. “ Does Brad
dill work here?’

She answersin amachineike monotone. “ Tuesday, Thursday lunches. Monday, Wednesday dinners.
Sunday brunch when hisband is't playing out of town.”

But my references are not an issue. As Brad promised, the only qudification for the job seemsto bethe
willingnessto doit, but for some reason William is hestant to hireme. Findly, asI’min the midst of
telling him what arich and varied work experience I’ ve had, | realize my mistake. He wants somebody to
work, not to think. Moreover, he recognizes afundamental conflict between the two. Hiring an intdligent
dishwasher would be like recruiting akindly soldier.

| deliberately lose my way in the sentence upon which I’ ve embarked and shake my head. “English not
good,” | say, seized by an attack of stupidity. He smiles understandingly. | lay my palms on my chest and
grunt pathetically in athicker-than-mud accent, “Need job today. Y ou have job?” Oncel limit mysdf to
three-word sentences, he starts taking me serioudy, asking me questions. | shake them off like ahorse
shaking off flies. No, | have never donethis. No, | have never operated that. | have no experience, no
references, no car, no driver’ slicense, no socid security number, no telephone, no address, no wife, no
relatives, no pagt, no future, no will of my own. “I learn quick,” | say. “1 work hard. Y ou have job?’

Sinceyou put it that way, yes. Could | possibly start today? Would | mind being paid in cash “to make
thingssmpler for everyoneg’?

Today isgood. Cash isgood. Whatever you say.



Helikesthe sound of that. “ Put on thisapron,” he says. “Follow me.”

In the very back of the restaurant is a smal windowless room with adoor standing open onto the adley. A
sagging screened door pretends to keep out flies. Beside asink with asprayer dangling over it, Stsabig
shiny metal box. Thisisthe dishwasher. | might be more properly described asthe dishwasher’s
assgtant. | take dirty dishes out of plastic tubs, dump the mounds of wasted food down aholeinto a
large plastic cylinder, and load the dishesinto racks (plastic of course— one kind for plates, another for
glasses and cups). | then spray them with water, dide them into the box, close the door, push a button,
pull them steaming out the other side, and stack them up. Cutlery accumulatesin atrough of blue liquid
until there’ senough to fill its own rack. I'm to be ever mindful the cutlery does't get pitched into the
garbage. Every oncein awhile— “when the wash water looks gross’ — | open abaffle and drain out
thewater. Asit drains, | lean against the sink and watch my young coworkers through the screened door
asthey have asmokein the aley, talking about what they’ re going to do later or what they did last night.

| can't actualy hear what they’ re saying over the roar of an exhaust fan in the wal above my head. When
the dishwasher isdrained, | spray out the reservoir, close the baffle, run fresh water, turn back to the tubs
and the sink, and keep washing. A fellow worker has |eft amascot in the form of aplastic frog on a
noose hanging from the spring that holds the sprayer hose aoft. It dances before my eyesas| work.

At first no one speaks to me. Busboys come and go bringing in tubs of dirty dishes, carrying out racks of
clean; rolling away cansfull of garbage, leaving me emptiestofill. A waitress named Deidre asks meiif |
speak English, and when | say yes, she asks meto please, please, please savefood for her dog, so | fill
severd plates with bacon, sausage, eggs, muffins, steak bones, and potatoes. When breskfast is over,
she shovdsit dl into a plastic bag and thanks me profusely. She introduces me around, telling everyone
what asplendid fellow | am. Being a Russian seemsto lend me a cel ebrity beyond the smple curiosity
toward the foreigner | would expect. Everyone does a double take when Deidre announces with a
dramatic flourish, “Peter isfrom Russia!” Severd consider this*awesome.” | can’t imagine why.

A pen | rescued while excavating for cutlery writes perfectly well, and | useit tofill out the RIAA
application for volunteer service as| eat my own fresh plate of bacon, sausage, eggs, and muffins
prepared by Pierce the cook. Pierceis aso amusician and an acquaintance of Brad's. Hetalksto me
about music asl eat. Thereisdways music playing, and he answers my questions at length, identifying
the different exotic instruments— dectric guitars, syntheszers, drum machines— commenting on the
music or the musicians or both. Heis quite discriminating. Of the dozen songs or so that play during our
conversation, hefindsonly two worthy of praise. | gather some sort of rivary exists between hismusical
group and Brad' s, but my total ignorance of what heistaking about alows me the luxury of blissful
neutraity.

| improvise freely on the application. Now that | have both ajob and afishing pole, perhaps my other
shortcomings will be overlooked. For teaching experience, | pass off Russian and French prisons as
universities, and such dl prisons are— universities of crime maintained by the state. For work
experience, | tell the truth — | was afredlance science writer, and | list some of my publications— but |
must lie about the dates. Three persona references pose aproblem, but since | know thefirst and last
names of only eight personsin theworld, it’s not difficult to narrow thefield. | don’t consider Buddy
Showalter. | have Earl Hollander’ s name but no address. | settle on Alicia, Chris, and Mike, leaving out
Brad, Dave, and Rachd hersdlf. | consder Rachd’ sinclusion, but fear she might not think it funny. When
| ask Pierce for William'slast name so that | might name him as my employer, Piercetells meto put
down Doris Bates, the drowsy woman, instead. “William' sadickhead,” heinformsme. “Dorisis okay.
She' sthe one who redlly runsthe place.”

| work through lunch until midafternoon when Doris summons me out front, and we Sit on apair of sools
at the bar. Shelights a cigarette with the same weariness she bringsto all her actions and hands me an



unsealed envelope with my name oniit. | peek insde and find money. “Usudly, payday’ s Seturday, but |
thought you might want today’ s money today. How much work do you want?’

| ponder this. | have alot to learn. Already I’ m brimming with thousands of unanswered questions. |
can't squander dl my time laboring for money. “Work four day.”

“Can you work weekends — Saturday and Sunday?’
“Saturday, not Sunday.”
“How about Saturday €leven to eleven; Wednesday, Thursday, Friday seven to two?’

“That isgood.” | open the envelope and count my pay as she writes down my schedule on a piece of
paper for me.

“Isthemoney dl right?’
“Itismoney,” | say.

It' s midafternoon as | head east toward RIAA, plenty of timeto makeit there beforeit closes. A light
misty rainisfaling. Perhapsit will help wash the smdl of food and soap from my clothes, but it would
take adownpour to accomplish that, | imagine. The apron | was issued — one per shift, little more than a
towel with strings— ceased to be effectivein the first hour, and | set the sodden thing aside after two. |
will obviously need more clothes for work, perhgps something in plastic, or adiving suit. Evenif the sun
comes out, these clotheswill still be wet tomorrow. My shoes and socks are soaked through, and my

feet ache from being planted in one spot for the better part of eight hours. My spine dso is iff and sore,
and | canfed each aching musclein my shoulders. | haven't felt thisgood in years. Far better the young
man’ s pains from honest work, than the old man’s grim attendance at the relentless decay and collapse of
hislifdong home.

Even better, my work isdone for the day, and it feels delicious to walk, to move, to be out of doors,
taking it al in. With these lungs, | do believe, | could walk around the world without coughing once. |
take in adeep breath, and | don’t want to fed it, but | do — gratitude — to Anchee— like Adamin
Eden, | suppose, thefirgt pitiful wretch beholden to his Master, not amyth | wish to emulate. But what's
the dternative? In gratitude? Curse you for giving me life? No, it's when matters turn to Obedience, to
Master and dave, that the tale turns sour for me. Put mein the Garden, you' d need no snake to persuade
me— I’d et the fruit straightaway. | would “ disobey” in order to deny the category had any relevance
to my dealings with anyone who would purport to be my friend. So far Anchee has only failed to be
congderate and shown aflare for the enigmatic; he hasn’t tried to order me about.

There are few people out and about on foot — and the oddest thing — the mgjority of them are running,
some of them dressed asif for afield event. At first | think there must be some cross-country racein the
area, but the runners passin dl directions, quite independently it seems. They generdly have a purposeful
look about them, amost driven, but what they are about | can’t imagine.

But we pedestrians— dow or fast — are far outnumbered by automobiles. Automobiles line the streets
on both sides, parked nose to rump for asfar as| can see on each and every street. They zip by at
incredible speeds, their fat tireshissng loudly on thewet road. | learn quickly that I’'m as good as
invisible to the operators of these vehicles, and | cross the broad streets with the utmost caution. Now
that I’ m in the heart of the resdentia area, | seem to be the only soul on foot.

Thelight rain stops, and the air dmost immediately grows hotter, thicker, heavier. My soaked clothes
seem just the thing. The plants and blossomsin the smal front gardens luxuriate asif in ahothouse. Asl



readjust my knapsack, the lightest breeze blows a my back, and I'm grateful for the shirt’ swet chill. The
day hasgonewell, | think, aswell as can be expected. If | just take things one step at atime, I'll be all
right.

Finaly, I spot someone e se walking — ayoung woman gpproaching in the company of alively dog with
amagnificent white coat. He pulls her dong asif she were an Eskimo dedding acrosstheice, instead of
someone whose entire efforts are consumed in a fruitless attempt to restrain hisforward progress. I’ ve
awaysliked dogs, such sociable crestures, and thisoneisirresigtibly drawn to the smiling man who
smdlslike aplatter of chops. As| scratch his great shaggy head and attempt to exchange agood
afternoon with his human companion, he takes it upon himsdlf to lick clean some delectable deposit on
my right thigh. It iswith much difficulty that the woman drags him off me and away, his great tonguelolling
longingly over his shoulder. His name — she repeatsit with al manner of inflection from stern to pleading
—isBrutus.

| close my eyes, imagining Sophie here beside me, sharing this comedy, and | can hear her husky laugh,
fed her hand squeezing mine. In our old life, The Woman, the Dog, and the Tasteful Trousers would
have found aplace in our persond anthology of comic tales— unpublished, unspoken, perhaps even
unintelligible, to others— like a secret language, asecret world of our own. | imagine usin some playful
tusdein our younger days, her shrieking in mock darm, Brutus! Brutus! Stop that at once! | laugh out
loud here and now, imagining it. Our most intimate moments were filled with such whimsy. Ageand
disease and dashed hopes have made such joy scarcein recent years.

Do you miss me? she asks.
“Terribly,” | say doud.
And she' sgone.

Theillusion collapses, leaving behind aterrible void. My chest condgtricts, and | sumbleto astop, my
eyes wide-open. Sophieisgone. | left her, | |eft everyone, to come here. | |eft her.

When in the future? | asked Anchee. In your time?
No, not nearly so far, he said. You couldn’t possibly adapt.

Maybe this istoo far. Maybe | can’'t adapt to this life. Maybe | don’'t want to adapt. What then? What
choicedo | have?

| St down on alow garden wall and Stare at the Sireet, feeling more donethan I’ ve ever fdtin my life. In
my old life, | remind mysdlf. Thisone syoung yet. | stare at my hands, now puckered and pae for having
beeninwater dl day. I'm till not used to them — s0 young and strong they frighten me. | face them only
because | haveto. | avoid mirrors— full of young Peter looking back a me. He makesthe present seem
likeamemory, asif | don't exist in thismoment, so that I'm frightened, dmost literaly, of my own
shadow.

Another runner pounds by, and | start like a scared rabbit. Where are you going? What are you
doing? | want to cdl after him, but I only watch him recede down the long street — aman, maybe fifty
or sixty, dashing about in little more than boxer’ s trunks on some mysterious mission. Beside me, planted
inastand of tulipsthat would ve cost afortunein my day, isahexagond blue sign reading, SECURED BY
ADT. Where in the hell am1? What do | think I’m doing?

I’ve gone from old sage to young fool in a heartbegat. There was acertain freedom | relished in being the
sck old crank. Some thought me brave for standing up to Lenin and his barbaric ways— me afeeble



old man — but what could he have done to me that a strong wind or merely another day’ s passing might
not accomplish? Why would he bother? Now, young and fit, | talk like asimpleton to win the favor of —
what did Pierce cal him?— a dickhead, for the privilege of wallowing in hisgarbage. | sarted out this
lifelunging like Brutusfor the merearomacf life.

Hereboy! Fetch! | take the watch out of my pocket, take out the little square of plastic insde, hold it up
to thelight, and squint at the miniscule text — amessage for the prisoner. What doesit say? | wonder.
Doesit tell mewhere the guards are posted? Doesit tell mewho' saspy?Isit written in plain English or
in code? Doesit tel mewhere to tunnd to reach adifferent life? Doesit tdll thetruth, or doesit lie? Does
it tell me not to eat from the Tree of Life? It' stoo late for the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil.

“I'learn quick,” 1 say, mocking mysdf. “I work hard.” Toward what? What isit I'm doing here? Now
that I’ ve saved my miserable hide— pale and puckered as it may be at the moment — what isit I'm
supposed to set these handsto do? | scowl at the plastic square. Not what I’ m instructed to do. | put the
plastic square away and heft the watch in my hand. Why this? Why me for that matter? What is his stake
inthis, my new life? To what extent then isthislife not my own?

| look up and down the street. A storm drain gapes at the corner. | consider pitching the watch into it,
griking out on my own to someplace of my own choosing.

An automobile didesto astop in the road directly in front of me, and | look over. | must look odd,
poised at an imagined crossroads, hefting awatch asif it were abaseball. The driver leans out his
window and smiles. “You okay?’ heasks. *You want aride?’

He s an ordinary-looking fellow — freckle-faced, middle-aged, probably not too prosperous. His
automobil€ solder, rudtier, abit noiser than most. There seems something auspiciousin his coming adong
at thismoment that lifts my spirits. | dip the watch into my pocket, walk acrossthe road, and get into his
automobile. Theingde smellslike machine oil and cigarettes. “ Tim Binder,” he says. “I"d shake your
hand, but I’'m amechanic.” He holds up a battered, grimy hand. Hisfingerstremble dightly.

“I’'m Peter Kropotkin,” | say.
“Nicetomeet you,” he says, not looking at me, and we start moving down the road.
“I was lucky you came dong,” | say.

“Yeah,” he says, hiseyes on theroad, and | wonder why someone so unsociable would stop and offer a
ride. We ve gone at least four or five blocks now, and still he hasn’t asked me where I’ m going, though
he seems intent on some destination ahead of us. He notices I’ m staring a him and flashes anervous
amile. “Well bethereinnotime.”

| get asinking sensation in the pit of my stomach. “Y ou can just let me out at the next corner,” | say.
“But i’ sjust afew more blocks to the cathedra .”

“| didn’t say | was going to the cathedrd. Anywhere hereisfine”

“But we'reredly close.”

| start hunting for the door latch, ready to jump out if | can get the damned thing open, and he swerves
over to the curb and stops. | find the release and fling the door open.

“Pleasedon’t go,” he says. “I can redlly usethishundred dollars. | did everything just like he said.”



| freeze. “What are you talking about? Like who said?’

“Y ou don’t know? This guy cameinto the shop. He said you' d be needing aride down to the cathedrd,
and if | just got you there it was a hundred bucks for me. He told me what you looked like, what you'd
be wearing, told me the time and the place. That wasit. Said | didn’t need to know any more than that,
sworeit was nothing illegd. He said | had to get you al the way there, though, or | got nothing.”

“When did he hireyou?’

“Y egterday morning. | comethisway every day at thistime anyway. It was like getting paid to drive
home. | swear | didn’t mean to make any trouble for you or anything. | thought he was afriend of yours.”

A busy friend, apparently. A friend who knowswhat I’ m going to do before | do it, knows the clothes
I’1l be wearing before I’ ve even purchased them, knows where he wants me to go, and when. My friend
the magician. “He described these clothesto you?’

“Yessir. He said they’ d be wet and dirty. That’swhy | got atowel on the seet there for you.”

Thereisaplush green towel underneath me. “Thanks” | say. | absentmindedly dab at the pot Brutus
found so intriguing. “Whet did thisfelow look like?’

“Y oung black guy, tal, good-looking, like amovie star or something. Funny way of talking like he sfrom
some other country.”

| have been in severa prisons but never felt so thoroughly trapped asthis— placed in alife of another’s
devisng, so that smply to be alive isto be imprisoned with no possibility of escape. | settle back inthe
Segt and close the door. | have to find out what' s so damned important about my completing this
pilgrimage. The only way | can understand the game Anchee splaying isto play along, at least for atime.
“All right, Tim Binder. Give me aride to the cathedra. | wouldn’t want to stand between you and a
hundred dollars.

Tim needs no second invitation, and we lurch into motion again. He's content not to speak of our
business, whatever it is, probably figuring quite rightly that the less he knows the better. | have no reason
to doubt Mr. Binder. He seemsto be the hired hand he presents himsdlf to be. It's his employer who
concerns me, a concern that grows the closer we get to the university, and there are more people on the
sreets, any one of them hired, perhaps, to play somerolein my life according to Anchee: Seethe
bearded chap over there? Go sing an aria for him, will you? Here's a bow and arrow. Shoot this
apple off his head. He took a bite out of it, you see, and must be punished.

| haveto find him, speak to him face-to-face, put a stop to this nonsense. He offered me alife, not arole
inaplay. “1 don't think my friend wanted me to know he was doing thisfavor for me,” | say to Tim. “I
won't tell him you gave away his secret if youwon't.”

“Fineby me” he says.

He pulls up beside the cathedral, and | open the door. “By the way, where are you supposed to get your
money?”

“Here, | guess.”
“Y ou're supposed to meet him here?’ | ask, thinking thisistoo easy.

“No. Hesaid you' d giveit to me, said it'd be in an envelope in your pocket.” He cautioudy pointsto my
pay envelope, sticking out of my shirt pocket.



There satingling at the ngpe of my neck as| pull out the envelope, open it, and look inside. In addition
to my pay arefive crigp twenty-dollar billsthat weren't there half an hour ago when | counted this money.
With trembling fingers, | take them out and hand them to Tim. “Thanksfor theride,” | say, and get out of
the automobile. | hesitate before closing the door. “Y ou' re not supposed to meet him again, are you?’

“Hesaid I'd never see him again — made a point of it because he said you’ d ask about that. How do
you suppose he knew?’

“It'sjust aguess, but I’d say we' ve taken thisride before some other time.”

“I don't recall it.”

“It was adifferent universe, gpparently. Did he say whether he’ d be seeing me agan?’
“No, hedidn’t say aword about that.”

| close the door gently, and he drives away, accelerating rapidly, glad to be done with me | suspect. I'm
il stlanding in the Street, staring after acar that’ swell out of sight. I look the other way and notice a
policeman in the park, watching me. | turn and mount the curbstone, and there’ s Rachel, coming toward
me. Her eyeslight up with recognition, she amiles, and I’m at once delighted and horrified. She must be
the reason Anchee has maneuvered meto this place, this moment.

1789 Texas Avenue

Andredly, it isone of the two; ether the mora conceptions of man are merely the further devel opment
of themora habits of mutua aid, which are S0 generdly inherent in socia animalsthat they may be called
alaw of Nature— and in that event our moral conceptions, in so far asthey are the product of reason,
are nothing but the conclusion arrived at from man’s observation of nature, and in so far asthey arethe
product of habit and ingtinct, they condtitute a further development of ingtincts and habitsinherent in socid
animals. Or our moral conceptions are revelations from above, and dl further investigations of mordity
become merdly interpretation of the divinewill. PETER KROPOTKIN, Ethics

“M r. Kropotkin, isthat you? Areyou al right?'Y ou look awful.”

| want to tell her: | am awful, horrible, to be avoided at all costs. Whatever you' re thinking of
doing, do its opposite. Ignore my existence. Someone from the distant future has contrived for us
to meet. Run for your lifel

| want to tell her dl this, but | can't, because | am, in spite of everything, so very glad to seeher. “I'm
fine, thank you. | was on my way to seeyou. To bring you this.” 1 hand her my gpplication, somewhat
damp and crumpled from its sojourn in my knapsack.

| study the top of her head as she gives the application a cursory glance and handsit back to me, and |
wonder, Does she know? |s she too a spy in my life? My ingtinctstell me she'snot, perhgps only
because | want them to deceive me. My ingtincts haven't expressed themsdalves so forcefully in quitea

longtime.

“I wasjudt leaving the office,” shesays. “If you'll givethisto Nancy at the front desk, she'll make surel
getit. I'll contact you after I've had achanceto look it over.” My disappointment islike a stone sinking
through me. Shelooks away, clearly wanting to go.

| must look like amadman in my current mental state— | certainly fed like one— afilthy oneto boot. |
should walk away, tossing this application she doesn't want anyway and Anchee' s blasted watch into the



nearest trash bin. That would be afitting end to the Adventure of the Abducted Anarchist: Anchee
maneuvers me here with the clumsy contrivance of Tim Binder, asif lifeitsdf depends on this meeting,
and | sabotage the whole business, like Huckleberry Finn, by smply alowing the current to sweep me
away downstream.

But | can’t bring mysdf to smply wish her farewell and walk away. That would be its own unendurable
defeet. “How will you contact me?’ | ask.

She touches her forehead with her fingertips. “Oh that’ s right. Y ou don’t have a phone. Maybe you could
come by on Monday?’

“The class begins on Sunday, doesit not? Perhaps | could walk aong with you, and you could look over
the application, and | could answer any questions you might have. | have ajob now, by theway. | just
got off work.” | gesture at the Tasteful Trousers apologetically. “Asyou can see” | screw up my facein
exaggerated disgust, and she smiles at my antics, though | suspect she’ strying not to.

“What kind of work are you doing?’ she asks.

“It'sredly quiteinvigorating. Not too far from here there’ safrog pond where huge quantities of garbage
are dumped by aband of wasteful gluttons. It smy job to divein, fully clothed as you can see, and
rescue the dishes and cutlery and bring them to shore safe and clean. Wonderful job redly. Gets me out
inthe world, doing my part. Kegpsmefit.” | come up on my toes and throw out my chest like a preening
lifeguard. | can't slop mysdlf. | desperately want to charm this woman even though it doesn’t ssemwise.
When she rewards me with alaugh, wisdom is sent packing.

“Y ou'rewashing dishes?’ she says, placing acomforting hand upon my arm. “I’'msureit’ll only be
temporary.”

“I don't know. It' sa pretty large pond.” Our eyes meet, and she withdraws her hand and looks away.
“But I'msorry,” | say. “You were on your way somewhere, and I'm keeping you.” | take astep
backward and dmost tumbleinto the street.

When she rescues me by seizing my arm, and I” ve managed to right mysdlf, she acknowledgesfor the
firgt timein the look she givesmethat I'm aman clearly attracted to her — acknowledges but regrets,
perhaps rather deeply, but regrets nonetheless. She would probably at this point have to push mein front
of aspeeding automobile to be quit of me.

She steps back, putting alittle distance between us, as |’ m till tegtering on the curb. “Actualy,” she says.
“I’'m headed over to afood cart by thelibrary. | missed lunch, and | have to stay late to meet with anew

Cuban family. Thisismy only chanceto get abite. Y ou can wak with meif you like, and | can look over
your gpplication. How' sthat?’

“That would be wonderful.” | offer my arm, but she plucks my application from my hand. She'sdl
business, reading as she waks. She doesn’t comment on the lack of an address, but she comments
gpprovingly on therest. “ Y ou wrote for Nature?I’mimpressed.... All theselanguages... The
Geographic Society.” But when she comes to more delicate matters her tone grows cautious. “ These
references— ChrisBillings and Alicia Cykowski are your helpful flight attendants— but who isMike
Cole?

“Hée sone of the three young men | met a the airport. He struck me asthe most intelligent and
responsible. They are gudents at the university, musicians.”

“Y ou met them yesterday sharing alimo?’



“That'sright.”

“IsMike the one who told you about your job?’

“No, that was Brad.”

“I’'m surprised you didn’t use me as areference.”

“I conddered it, but | was afraid you wouldn’t find it funny.”

Shewinces. “Do | seem asstern asdl that? I’ m sorry. It sthisjob.” She doesn’t explain her meaning,
but she does seem sorry. Shelikesme, | think. But... Thereisa“but,” clear enough. Whatever it s, it
can't be any more off-putting than the truth: An escaped lunatic from another time shows up in your life
and becomesterribly infatuated with you.

Now that she' sfinished reading the application, she quickens our pace, and the silence builds. When the
food cart issafely in view, shewaves my gpplication in the air and sayswith someforce, “I think it'sa
terrible waste that aman of your abilitiesiswashing dishes. I'll talk to the employment specidi,
informally of course, and seeif he can’'t come up with something better.”

Whether she' strying to distract me or hersalf with this non sequitur, | don’'t know. | stop walking. “But |
don’t want something ‘better.” ” She stops a pace and a haf ahead and turns around. “1 want to be a
dishwasher. | want to swimin the pond. | understand it. No subtleties elude me. | come out of the
garbage, wash up, change my clothes, and my lifeismy own. | can spend my time learning about more
important things. | know I’m odd, that I'm not quite like other people. | have been awvay avery long time
in avery remote place. | need to catch up. If | havea'better’ job, | will be running faster, but | will

never catch up. Do you understand?’

| hadn’t intended to get so carried away. Sheislooking a me very intently. “More than you can possibly
imagine,” she says, then smiles and shakes her head, pointing at my clothes. “Now whenisit you get to
the ‘wash up and change clothes part?’

We both laugh. “I was afraid | would missyou if | took the time to wash and change before | came here.
| knew the class starts on Sunday, and | didn’t want to missyou.”

| would' ve missed her, actudly, if Anchee hadn't intervened. | was on the verge of turning around and
heading the other way, someplace out of town, a place of my own choosing, aplace far awvay from her,
into the past, into my memories, anywhere but here. In spite of mysdlf, in spite of al common sense, I'm
glad I didn't. Inthislife, | have no past.

We have reached the food cart. The woman serving the food is as self-promoting as the bread wrapper,
with acongtant chatter that sounds dmogt religious. Theword “organic” keegps cropping up, but with an
indeterminate meaning | can’t sort out. As Rachel enduresthe sermon stoically, | study her striking
profile. It seems clear that Anchee wants meto carry out my intention to call on thiswoman, going so far
asto enlist Mr. Binder to makeit so. | can’'t imaginewhy, and | would rebd with every fiber of my being
againg being so manipulated, if | weren't so taken with her, if | weren't so curiousto discover what

happens next.

When she has her food, we st down at an open-air table, and | alow her privacy to eat her mea whilel
observe the students coming and going. The day is still warm, and many of them don’t wear much, just
like the people in the magazines. Somehow I’ d assumed ordinary people would be more modest. | find it
somewhat unnerving, though Rachd does’t seem to pay it any mind. Looking past such surface
differences, however, these could be studentsin St. Petersburg or Zurich acentury and ahaf ago.



Except for the number of women, of course, and blacks. Inthis, | suspect, Virginia, not so long ago,
would be quite like Russa— abunch of felowswho look like me.

Rachel wads up the paper wrapper that contained her meal and tossesit in atrash bin. “I inhaed that,”
she says. She places her fingertips on my gpplication. My interview has begun.

“That isthe university library?’ | ask, pointing behind her. “Where the classisto be hed?’
“Yes. They'reletting us use one of their conference rooms.”
“Can anyone usethelibrary, or only students and faculty?”

“Y ou can't check anything out, but you can use the materiasthere. The public library isthree or four
blocks east. What do you want to research?’

“Everything.”
“I'm sorry. | don’'t meanto pry.”

“Oh no, no. | didn’t mean to imply any such thing. I’m just so ignorant. Politics and science, | guessyou
would say. Hitory aswell. Literature. Musc...” | laugh a mysdlf. “Everything.”

“Somehow | doubt your great ignorance. But why do you want to teach thisESL class when you have so
much you want to learn yoursdl {7’

“I will help them learn English. They will help melearn about everything e se. They won't take so much
for granted as people who' ve lived here dl thar lives.”

She amiles at that, studies me, approvingly, | think, then looks again at the application, but she' snot
actualy reading anything there. She sghs. She hasajob to do, unfortunately, unpleasant dutiesto carry
out: “Do you have aplaceto live, Mr. Kropotkin?’

“A very nice place asamatter of fact. Scenic. Lots of fresh air. I’ ve even met one of my neighbors—
one of the human ones, that is. | purchased afishing pole from him.”

“Mr. Kropotkin, you realy should be careful down there.”
“Would | be safer and hedlthier in the shelter you spoke of 7’
“Wél no, probably not. But you wouldn't be breaking the law.”

“Thelaw ismy least concern, particularly such astupid one. I'm as careful as| can afford to be, Miss
Pederson. When | have enough money, I’ [l find a cheap room. How much is a cheap room, would you
say?’ My toneisabit combative, I'm afraid, but | want to quash this assumption that | long for a better
job or abetter dwelling.

“I prefer Ms.,,” she says.

“I beg your pardon?’

“You caled me*‘ Miss Pederson.’ | prefer to be called Ms. Pederson.”

“| prefer to be called Peter, Ms. Pederson. So what do you think? How much would aroom cost me?’

She smileswarmly — at my persistence, | suppose. “All right, Peter. Onefit to livein, more or less safe?



— three hundred amonth, at leadt, I’ d guess. Maybe including e ectric, maybe not.”
“Somedon’t have dectricity?”

“No, | meant...” She givesme aquizzical ook and seemsto lose her train of thought. “I’m sorry. | don’t
meanto...I’mjust concernedisdl.”

“Don’'t worry about me. | can have three hundred dollars saved in acouple of weeksor so. I’'minno
hurry, to tel the truth. Aslong asthe weether isso mild, | likeit wherel am. Asyou promised, it has not
disappointed mein theleast. | believe you expressed afondness for theriver yourself, Ms. Pederson?’

“Yes yes| did”

“I have dl day Sunday off from work; | made a point of it because of the class. | was planning to explore
Bdleldeinthe morning. Do you know it?’

“Yes, it' svery nice” Shelooksaway. She knowswherethisisgoing.

| go there anyway. “Would you be so kind asto join me for an outing Sunday morning?’
Shelooksat me oddly. “Where did you learn to speak English, Mr..... Peter?’

“Did | misspesk?’

“No, no, not at al. You just have away about you — kind of old-fashioned, | guess. Areyou
old-fashioned?’

“I’ve dwaysfancied mysdf aradica — agood, old-fashioned radicd.” She laughsand smilesa me.
Thereisno question that shelikesme. “ Sunday then?” | ask, surprisng myself thistime. But what have
tolose?

“Y ou seem like a very nice man, Peter, but | can’'t go out with aclient.”

“But I’'m not aclient. Y ou said yesterday there was nothing you could do for me, and I’ ve just declined
your kind offer to inquire after abetter job on my behdf. | gather from your doubtful tone that even my
gatus asavolunteer ishighly unlikely, if not impossble. So we have no professiond relaionship
whatsoever — and share afondnessfor rivers. And | know no onein thiscity but the names on that
paper, dmost strangers, as you know.”

Her distressis manifest, her lips compressed, her head wagging. “I’'m sorry. | can't. | don't think it would
be agood idea.”

“It'snot just because I’'m ‘aclient,” isit? May | ask what makes me not ‘agood idea ?’

Shedghs. “You seem...l don't know how to put this. Y ou seem...| don't know...s0...intense.
S0...needy.” She givesme alook both searching and apologetic. “ Are you recently divorced, Peter?’

I’'m stunned by the question. Sophie and | never considered such athing. It takes me a moment to recall
the word for what | am, longer il to say it. Findly, | manage, “I’m awidower, Ms. Pederson.”

Shedrawsin abreath, equally stunned by my answer. “I’m s0 sorry,” she says. “I had no idea. How long
hasit been?’

Thequestion dizziesme. For whom? | want to say. For whom? | don't know how long she survived
me, mourned me. | don’t know how she died. | don’t know where she' s buried.



“Peter?’ Rachd gently prompts. “Areyou al right?’
“Two days,” | blurt out. “I lost my wifetwo daysago.” For me, at leas, it’ sthe truth.
“Ohmy God,” she whigpers, taking my hands. “Y ou poor man.”

My life with Sophie flashes through my memory like the crazy patchwork of the airplane movie, and | fed
asif I'mfdling out of the sky. | don’t know how I’ ve held in these sobs so long, but | can't stop them
now that they’ ve started. Rachel keegps hold of my hands, squeezing them tight. “ Go ahead and cry,” she
whispers. “It’sdl right, Peter. Just go ahead and cry.”

| have no choice but to obey.

By thetime I’ ve cried myself out, | see matters more clearly, much to my shame. If only I’ d seen them
before | dismissed Anchee's Any questions? with aresounding No!

Sophie was quite young when | met and fell in love with her, even though, aswe used to say, shewasold
for her yearsand | was young for mine. When we were first married, we had many discussonsto the
effect that the fourteen-year difference between uswastotaly without significance, though mysterioudy
we continued to talk of it for many years. But somehow, even so, we grew old together. Always
together . Even when | wasin prison in Clairvaux, she sacrificed her hedlth and studiesto be closeto me,
vigting daily. Thosevisits, | do believe, saved my life. For severd years now, | have been saying along
farewel| to her, knowing | was soon to die, soon to leave her — herself grown old and unwell. But now
I’'m young and fit, and she is the one gone — dead and buried.

It' sabitter irony my host has made of us.

He' sraised me from the dead — me aone— but if we' re canceling death, why not the two of us,
together?

Sophiedidn’'t haveto die.

Perhaps one word from me— something like a prayer on bended knee, an earnest appesl to his
aesthetic sengbilities— would have saved her. I'll never know.

| didn’t ask.

I’ve been reborn, it seems, with asin on my head. But even if it’ strue, as Anchee says, that redlity itsdlf
doesnot exig, that there areinfinite redities (littered like aminefield, no doubt, with hisinterference) they
have as much bearing on the conduct of my life as grains of sand in the Sahara or on the far side of the
moon. | can only make my way in this one redity, this one time and place— this one life. And sadly, |
know only one way out, and it wasto avoid that dark passage that | wasin such ahurry to come herein
thefirst place.

I’m dead. Y ou can visit my grave somewhere, I'm sure. Lay some flowersonit for me, if you like; or on
second thought, put the soil to some good use and plant something there— whatever will grow. I'm
dead, but | haven't died, an experience | am willing to postpone indefinitely.

Asl say, dl thiscomesto me during my good long cry, rendered longer, no doubt, by the impossibility of
my sharing aword of theseingghtswith Rachdl.

“Areyou dl right?” she asks me quietly. Such isher sympathy for my bereavement that she has warmed
to me considerably, sitting beside me, her arm around my shoulders. Buit | try not to put too much stock
init. What is sheto do — her shoulder still wet with my tears— say Kropotkin, quit your whining or



we' Il ship you back to where you came from?

“I"'m feding much better, thanks” | say. “I’m terribly sorry for faling apart on you like that. Now you've
sguandered dl your time on my difficulties, and you' |l surely be missed at your office”

She amiles. “A nicethought, but not likely. If | fall adeep at the staff meeting— then I'm missed.” She
gives my shoulders ahug and releases me. “Y ou didn’t fal apart — you cried. Y ou have good reason. |
do need to be getting back though. I’'m supposed to meet anew family. Are you going to be okay?’

“Never better.”

Shelooks at me differently now. I’ m strange, without adoubt, but she has set my strangeness aside. She
bdlieves she' s seen the essence of me, the sort of man | am, and | believe she has.

Asavery young manin Manchurial spent the evening in the company of a hundred Chinese soldiers
who earlier in the day with great good humor helped me free abarge my incompetence had stranded
upon arock. Aswe smoked their tobacco and communicated by pantomime only, they regarded me, a
total stranger in every way, much as Rachel regards me now. | was a crazy young Russian, to be sure,
but more importantly, | was adecent fellow down on hisluck.

“| appreciate your kindness more than you can know,” | say to her, and — | swear | can’t help mysdlf
— I risg, give alittle bow, and offer my arm. “Perhaps | might accompany you back to your

workplace?’ | can’t imagine what she must think of me— pursuing her on the hedl's of my wife' spassing.
How can | explain that not only did Sophie die, but Sophi€' s husband aswell? | was older then, | wish|
could tdl her, much, much older. This fellow who courts you now wasn’t even born yet!

But my fears prove groundless. She presses her hands against her chest and smiles at my proffered arm
asif it wereaprecious child. “What isit you' d say?— ‘1 would be pleased and ddlighted if you would
escort me hence” ” She mimics me with charming skill, smooths imaginary skirts as she rises, and takes
my armin hers. Wewak awaysin silence, comfortably close, our trouser legs brushing against one
another. She gives my arm an affectionate squeeze. | suppose | should be analyzing the chain of events
that has brought the two of usto this moment, but instead | wonder what Rachel might be thinking and
feeling aswe wak aong entwined — while | imagine she wonders much the same about me. It'samost
pleasant sort of wondering — and quite unchainlike— though | confess mysdlf tangled in it like akittenin
abal of yarn.

Andif | could tdl her what I’ m thinking, what I'm feding, it would smply bethis. I'malive! I'm
blissfully alive! In someways liveier than is dtogether convenient, perhaps, but I'm helplessto do
anything but rgjoiceinit. | smileat her, and she smiles back a me, and | am flooded with goodwill for the
wholeworld, in thistime, or any other, for | believe her to be atruefriend. Someday, | redlize, | hopeto
tell her thewhole truth about myself. Someday, | try to imagine, shewill believe me.

Aswe near her office, she asks, asif we ve been discussing the issue the wholetime: “Y ou have your
heart set on teaching thisESL class, don't you?’

“Yes | do,” | say enthusiasticaly. 1 lovethat phrase to set your heart on something. Englishissuch an
evocative language, don't you think?”

“Yes,” she sayssadly. We stop at the bottom of the steps to her office. She turns her back on them and
faces me, taking in adeep breath. | know what this means. Application Denied. “| haveto be honest
with you,” shesays. “I can't take on ahomeless man as avolunteer teacher. | should bereferring you to
another agency, not putting you to work for thisone.” She speaksin confidentia tones, though the only
other people about are whizzing by in their automobiles or sitting well out of earshot in the park. Once



again | wonder about spies— but the only secret | haveisthat | have absolutely no ideawhat is going
on!

Declining to follow Rachel’ sexample, | pesk a anormal volume, or perhaps dightly eevated. “I
wouldn't go to another agency. I'm not homeless. | was homeless yesterday — up in that airplane
without afriend in theworld. All told, I’d say I’m doing rather well a the moment — ajob, aneighbor, a
dinner engagement...” Our eyesmest. “A friend.”

We hold our gaze for several moments, then it' s several more before | can find my voiceto go on. “But
all those things came to me because | speak the language. The peoplein this class— maybe they have an
gpartment, maybe even ahouse, which isto say they have alandlord or a mortgage — but when they go
to the store they can’t talk to the clerk; when they pass a newspaper, they can’t read the headline; when
they arelogt, they can’t ask directions. And when they have agrievance with their preciouslandlord, he'll
ghrug his shoulders and walk away, making little or no effort to understand their foreign speech — though
he'll hold them to every word of the contract they signed but cannot read. The way it seemsto me, they
aremore homelessthan 1.”

Sheisstaring at me with rapt attention. She shakes her head, her face creased with regret, and sighs,
running her hands through her cropped hair. | wonder what it would fed like to touch her hair...

“I know, | know,” she says. “ Everything you' re saying is absolutely true, and you' d be a wonderful
teacher, but when | turnin your file, Nancy must enter it into the computer. When she seesthere sno
address, she'll ask for it. When | tell her you don’t have one, my bosswill hear of it just assurdly asif
I’d put your occupation as drug dedler or thief, and that will be the end of your gpplication. All files,
without exception, must be complete, she'll tell me. The grant requiresit. We have reportsto make. I'm
sorry. We could lose our funding. | am redlly and truly sorry. But | can't give you aclass until you can
give me an address. We have classes sarting up adl theti —”

“So dl you need isan address? A number and a street?’ She doesn’'t answer, stopped midword, looking
asif she doesn't understand the question, but then | seein her intelligent eyesthat she understands
perfectly, and is deciding her next move. | take the gpplication from her hand, and my pen from my
pocket. “May | use your back asawriting desk?’ She hesitates only a moment before turning her back
to me. | spread the paper across her shoulders. Sheislean and strong; the smell of her hair is
intoxicating; the proximity of her bare neck makes my fingerstremble as| put pen to paper. 1789 Texas
Avenue, | write on the application and hand it to her over her shoulder. “I wouldn’t want you to lose
your funding,” | say.

Shereadsit and turnsto me, her conspiratorid smile warming my heart. “ Texas Avenue isthe park
entrance; 1789 — what made you choose that number?’

“Itsayear.”

She laughs and shakes her head a me. “ The French Revolution?’
“Exactly.”

“I’ve never met anyone like you, Peter.”

“Nor | likeyou, Ms. Pederson.”

“Cdl me Rachd, please”

“Sodo | get the class, Rachd?’



She searches my eyes and seemsto find what she' slooking for. “ Of course.”
“Y ouwon't regret your faith in me.”

“I know. They’re getting awonderful teacher, and you' ve rescued them from my teaching. | arrange all
these classes, but I'm terrible at it myself.” She sticks out her hand, and we shake. “I’ll meet you in front
of thelibrary alittle before three on Sunday, and get you started with the class.”

I’m adozen paces away when | remember and make an about-face. She' s till standing where | |eft her,
watching me go. “Belle Ide on Sunday morning?’ | ask.

“I"dloveto,” she saysimmediately. “What time?’
“Nineo’clock.”
“On theidand by the footbridge.”

“I'll look forward toit.”

Dinner with Hemlock Cocktail

At the university | had not friends, properly spesking; | was older than most of my companions, and
among young people adifference of afew yearsis dways an obstacle to complete comradeship. PETER
KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist

| used to stay with them at Harrow and though | think they were very poor then, they aways had friends
gtaying or vidting them. ... Madame Kropotkin was kindness itsalf, but was of a somewhat melancholy
temperament and even asachild | was conscious of it, whereas Kropotkin was gay and brimming over
with life and interest in everything — very warm and affectionate. His vast knowledge, hisvast
experience and his great powers of thought, | was quite oblivious of them. It was enough for meto listen
to his stories and play the delightful game he taught me, where he was a bull-fighter and | the bull, hurling
mysdlf invanonhim. MISSE. M. HEATH

After leaving Rachel, | go to the thrift store to purchase additiona clothes. A round-trip to the river
would make me late for dinner, and besides, the dungarees | have stowed there are too heavy for this
westher. It' still an hour or more until sunset, and the temperature must be approaching ninety degrees. |
consider purchasing short pants like everyone else seemsto wear, but in the end can’t do it, selecting the
lightest weight trousers| can find — they aremudin and tie at thewaist. The amplicity of their design
gppeasto me, and they weigh next to nothing.

While searching for a short-deeved shirt, | hold up one— moreto take in its bright splashes of color
than to consider its purchase — but when | start to return it to the rack, afellow customer takesup its
causeinthefriendliest way. He calsit aHawaiian shirt and claimsits particular mix of colorsisquite
striking with my red hair and beard. He sathin black man, perhaps sixty years old. He' swith his mother,
he explains, nodding toward an ancient woman moving glacialy among the dresses. He seemsto meto
be a gentle man and quite sincere. | wonder idly if he might be another of Anchee’ semployees, but | buy
the shirt anyway. Its colors may brighten the banks of the frog pond, and its garish pattern should tolerate
any number of stains. Besides, one must choose his battles, and wardrobe hardly seemsto be amatter of
aufficient gravity to warrant manning the barricadesjust yet.

| changeinto my clean clothes— stowing my soiled onesin my knapsack inside the plastic bag intended
for the new — and they cheer me up considerably. Standing in front of the mirror in my new outfit, | fed
like anew man. Not only are they clean and dry and comfortable, but they are clothes | would never



have worn in my old life, and that fact alone pleases me. Perhaps because it makes me fed free— rather
like my young friends putting rings through their noses and spiders on their heads, dyeing their hair blue or
shaving it off — it makes usfed free, even though we' re not.

| arrive ontime for my dinner at the residence of Mike, Brad, and Dave. | pause after my brisk walk and
make asurvey of the neighborhood. The houses are high and narrow three-story affairs, aging none too
gracefully. While afew sport shiny plagues confessing their age just like their betters a couple of blocks
west, the buildingsin this area are seedier, more fecund — habitat for students and artists and others with
littlemoney. | fed right a home.

It bringsto mind my daysin a sparsdly furnished room writing propaganda for students and workers,
dtirring calsto action, attacks on the wage system, war, and other rituals of capitaism. | haveto smile a
how little progress | made — ending up my lifein asparsely furnished house with two rooms, writing
booksfor...pogterity, | guess you would say — the people living on this street. | waswriting my Ethics
when | died. | can Hill recdl thelast sentence | wrote:

The fact is, that while the mode of life is determined by the history of the devel opment of a given
society, conscience, on the other hand, as| shall endeavour to prove, has a much deeper origin —
namely in the consciousness of equity, which physiologically developsin man asin all social
animals.

Perhaps you might think it odd that | can recall the sentence, but not the moment | wroteit, or why it was
exactly — afit of coughing, afaint, aseizure— that | failed to write the next one. | wroteit, and thereit
turned, pirouetting in my mind. The next thing | knew Sophie was bending over me, reassuring mel was
finein tonesthat told me | certainly wasn't. | never wrote another word after that, though the sentence
continued to turn and turn in my mind, awaiting apartner. | couldn’t say how long | lived after | wroteit.
Not long, | think. Not long at al.

| dwayswrote. My brother wrote poetry, beautiful poetry. | tried my hand &t it, but made a poor
showing. The two of us collaborated on several dramas— based on the gorier episodesin the saints
lives. We specidized in depictions of the sufferingsin Hell, with every candle we could find blazing and
smoking aswe delivered lines conssting amost entirely of bloodcurdling shrieks. | penned severd
childish journas, with Frol aregular and discriminating subscriber. But my true literary ambition wasto
write novels, like Turgenev or Tolstol or Dickens— | attempted my first at twelve— but set such
agpirationsasade when | found my political caling. Perhaps, like my Hawaiian shirt, | will takeit upinmy
new life

Most of the porches here arein need of paint and are cluttered with something — furniture, cardboard
cartons, machines, beer bottles, flags and banners of various allegiances. The porch | seek is crowded
with potted plants— perched on therailing, hanging from the ceiling, sitting on the windowsills and steps.
A row of tiny cacti stand adong the porch’sedge asif upon the rim of adesert canyon. In the midst of this
greenery Dave sbright blue hair is an exotic bloom. He and ayoung woman lounge upon whét | believe
to be aseat from an automobile. They are smoking cigarettes with aheavy Turkish aromain the company
of anumber of cats— precise calculation isimpaossible— who might al appear dead if it were not for
the dow sway of onefluffy cdico tall, rather likeacobrainfurs.

“Whoa! Peter!” Dave exclaims, cdling into the house through the open window behind him — “Check it
out, everybody: Peter’ sjust back from theidands! Y ou bring back any ganja, mon?’

“Don’'t beadick,” thewoman saysto Dave. “I’'m Caitlin,” she saysto me. “Y ou must be Peter. Mike's
in the kitchen — all theway in the back.” She gives me afriendly smile, but doesn’'t move, not to disturb
the cats | suppose. Her hair isunnaturally black and cut straight across at her shoulders and just above
her eyes. Her eyes are done up in the same Egyptian motif as Dave's, and | speculate she may bethe



artist for both. She could easily mount the stage in the role of Cleopatra, especidly with al these disciples
of Bast piled about her. They emit a soft chora snore.

Pants, cats, humans— no one ftirsas | mount the steps, flanked on both sides by pots of basil and
rosemary. As| reach the door, Brad's smiling face appears on the other side of the screen. The gauzy
mesh filters details so that hisfaceisafleshy circle, asmaler slver circle (hisnosering) &t its center, and
acrescent of white teeth below that. “ Cool shirt, Peter.” He holds open the door, and behind me apride
of paws hitsthe porch in acascade of soft thuds. A feline torrent flows round my legs and into the house,
and | follow them insde only to find they’ ve vanished without atrace.

Brad gestures at the mismatched armchairs, sprung love seet, and carpet from the threadbare and faded
Orient that comprise the room’ sfurniture, and says, “Here sthe place.” A place Sophieand | might have
decorated ourselves. Entirdly catless.

“Where did they go?’ | ask. “The cats.”
“They heard Mike using the can opener. Only one kind of food comesin acan around here.”

That they could hear anything isremarkableinitself. A rattling electric fan swegpsthe parlor, music
thumps from the back of the house asif atubaband istrapped insde an elevator. “I’ ve never seen such
solidarity among cets before.”

“They grew up in the house together. TJ— you' [l meet TJ— he and his uncle decided the place needed
some cats and went down to the shelter and took a dozen home. That was five years ago. There' s eight
left. They'retotally cool. They’relikein their own world next to ours, you know? Y ou totdly blew
everybody away at the restaurant, by the way. Doris caled to thank mefor sending you in. Even Mr.
Dorisliked you, and he hates everybody.”

“Mr. Doris?’

“Sorry. William. Everybody calshim Mr. Doris. Hiswife doesdl thework and paysal thebills, he has
al the problems and spends dl the money.”

“Thosetwo are married?’

“Waeird isn't it? Don't expect them to tell. They don't et on. I’ ve worked there over ayear, and I’ ve
never seen them touch each other. If you even mention oneto the other, they like change the subject
immediately. They' re worse than my parents. Come on back. Mike' sin the kitchen. He' stotally wound
about having Kropotkin for dinner, even if you're not redlly the Dude himself.”

| follow Brad down a halway made narrow by coatracks and a bass viol and several bookcases stuffed
to overflowing. There salarge photograph of aman in wire-rimmed glasses, avery interesting-looking
fellow | takeastrong liking to. | o like the poster’ s single word text, IMAGINE. At the end of the hall,
arow of wooden African masks gives off adistinct sympathetic buzz to the bass tones of the music —
much louder here, throbbing like a pulse through the soles of my shoes.

Future music excites me— its abundance and variety, its brashness and energy. | am ignorant of its
nuances, of course. But this piece seems particularly complex, multilayered — the tone dternatdly angry
and hopeful. The melodly, if such it can be called, takeswild, unpredictable turns. | rather likeit.

Brad opensaswinging door, and music gushes out, filling the hal with sound. | imagine, acrossthis
threshold, agreat hal filled with musicians, but guess | will likely find the same electronic reproduction
I’ve heard everywhere, but writ larger and louder.



| follow him into the room, once adining room it appears, and let the door swing shut behind me. It' sas
if we ve stepped into a crashing surf. Like the masks, | vibrate — every inch of me a part of the sound
itself — though | can't distinguish asingle instrument, asingle note, asingle word in what seemsto bea
song. It snot entirely an unpleasant sensation, but | keep moving, my eyes on Brad, my unlikely Mosesin
this Red Sea of sound. Somewhere in the stacks of ectronic machinery that tower on either Sde of usis
the source of the music, though it seemsto be welling up from the earth itself like magmaerupting. |

imagine the nails shaking from the floorboards, the paint showering from thewalsand celling in flakes,
my solesburgting into flame.

At thefar end of the room, we pass through a swinging door and enter the kitchen asif washed ashore.
The music swells and fades with the interval of the door’ s swinging open and closed, open and closed,
open and closed. | can more clearly distinguish avoicein the music, now that it's muted by the door, but
the words, heavy with rhyme, come too fast and furious to disentangle the sense:

...greed
...Speed
...feed
...consume
...exhume
...bridegroom

Mikeisat the stove working over asizzling pot. Pungent oriental spicesfill theair. A middle-aged black
man sits at the table. The catsfill acorner, gathered around asingle dish like eight petals on adaisy from
which four have been plucked. Every variety of thefelinetribe from Tabby to Sam isrepresented in their
number.

“Hey, Peter! You madeit!” Mike shouts to be heard over the music’s thumping rumble, and the
explosive sound of double handfuls of broccoli hitting smoking-hot oil. He gestures with hishead ashe
girsthe pot, tossng in aflurry of additiona ingredients from arow of little dishes beside the stove.
“Peter, thisismy Dad, Robert Cole. Dad, Peter Kropotkin.”

Pleased to meet you, Robert mouths, as he rises from his seat at the kitchen table and shakes my hand,
making no attempt to be heard over the bedlam. He smiles proudly. My son, he seemsto say, isquite
the character, isn’'t he? He remains standing, and so do I. Helooks agood dedl like his son, only older
and heavier and darker, with aslver moustache | envy for its neatness. | smooth mine with my fingertips,
my beard with my palms. Brad opens the icebox, taking out two bottles of beer, giving me one and sitting
at thetable with the other.

The music has reached an intensity reminiscent of driving rain on atin roof. And then the instrument
Pierce taught me to recognize as an e ectric guitar plays a staccato sequence of chords, and the music
stops. Mike ceases his clatter and empties a cascade of spicy vegetablesinto an enormous crockery
bowl with apleasant dosh. And then out of nowhere, the singer can be heard to say quite distinctly, No
morals without justice, no justice without equity. Other voices take this up, weaving it into around,
switching the terms back and forth, cresting atumultuous chant that buildsin intensity until, likethe guitar,
it comesto an abrupt stop with dl the voices shouting in unison: Justice! The song isover.

The ensuing silenceis enormous. No one speaks. No one moves. I’'m reminded of the moment Anchee
stepped into my bedchamber and stopped time.



“Sounds good, Mike,” Robert Cole says, bresking the silence. 1 think it’ s your best song yet.”
“That was your song?’ | blurt out.

“Yes” Mikesays. “Did you likeit?’

“Yes, | did. Very much. Theending particularly.”

“It' sfrom Kropotkin's Ethics.”

“I know.”

“| thought you might.”

Robert Colelaughs. “Well, | can see you two have alot to talk about. | was just leaving, Peter. Niceto
meset you. Enjoy your dinner.”

“Will you and Mom makeit to the show tonight?’ Mike asks. “WEe re playing a bunch of new stuff.”

“I'll try to make it. No promises. Y our mother isflying to Seettle tonight.” | gather from the way he says
this, and the way Mike reacts, that there’ s nothing unusud in Mike' s mother flying across the continent. It
seems that agood number of people nowadays spend the mgjority of their livesin some conveyance or
other — when they’ re not running about aimlesdy.

Robert sartsto leave out the swinging door at the same time that Dave and Caitlin arrive from the front
porch, and four more peoplefile in through another door at the other end of the kitchen. A genera
hubbub ensues as everyone exchanges their farewellswith “Mr. Cole,” while | — * Peter Kropotkin
From Russa’— am introduced al around by Brad who seems to have taken me under hiswing.
Meanwhile, the young people mill about the kitchen in seeming chaos fetching plates and slverware and
tumblers and such, laying out the med in the most agreegbly informa way. The swinging door seemsto
come open of its own accord, and I’m not surprised to see the cats pushing the door — too heavy for
any one of them to manage — in concert, so that they might depart the kitchen en masse.

Everyone takes a seat, and Mike steers me into a place between someone named Sondra and himsdif.
The other newcomers are Zipper and Wendy and TJ. | ask the latter fellow if heisrelated to TV, and
that draws alaugh from al but Sondra, who seemsto bein the midst of some conflict with Mike. The
nature of the relationships among these young people (except for Dave and Caitlin, who are clearly a
couple) | can only guess. Mot likely they arein aconstant Sate of flux.

Sondra has straight white hair she seemsto use to obscure her features — perhaps because sheis angry
— and alow, quiet voice. Wendy is quite striking, with ashaved head and large dmond eyesand a
playful, ironic way about her. Zipper isasmal, precise young man with Latin festuresand athin
moustache. He reminds me in gppearance and manner of acowboy | saw in the West performing deft
trickswith abullwhip. TJisadreamy fellow, smelling of turpentine, with shaggy brown hair brushed back
like Lizst, an amiable amile, and dumping posture.

The table, which might comfortably seat Six, is snug with nine, but it feels good to be jostling up against
my fellow creatureslikeapupin alitter. They areaboisterouslot, and it'sal | can do to keep their
names straight and to follow the genera topics of their dang-laden, telegraphic conversations— often
three or four a once — but when they laugh | join in whether | “get it” or not, and if | can make some
contribution to the various discussions that surround me, | offer it whether I'm certain of itsrelevance or
not. And I think to mysdlf, thisiswhy | choseto live again — to be among my fellow creatures exactly
0.



The food — broccoli and tofu in garlic sauce over mounds of steaming rice— isso delicious| eat asif
possessed, transported to another realm. | ddmost cry for joy. | have not eaten so well in recent years—
and could not have tasted such vibrant tastes if | had. These young taste buds, however, arelike an
enthus astic multitude set on overwheming me with sensations. I compliment the cook profusely as does
everyone dse. Brad telsme, “Wedl trade our turns cooking with Mike because he' s a better cook than
weae.”

“Thefucker never washesadish,” Dave comments, not without admiration.
“Or cleans atoilet,” Wendy adds.

“Turns?’ | ask. “Y ou share the household duties?”’

“Welive commundly,” Mike says.

“All eight of you?’

They look a each other askance in mock surprise and burst out laughing. “ The whole fucking crew,”
Dave says.

“Dave sthe mascot,” Caitlin says.

“I’ve never seen these people beforein my life,” says Zipper.
“| was here, and they just kept moving in,” says TJ.

“That wasyour old girlfriends,” says Wendy.

“No,” TJlaments. “They kept moving out.”

“Don't ligen to them,” Brad says, in case | don't redize they’ rejust having their fun. “It' sredlly
wonderful.”

“How splendid,” | say.

Anditis— along and leisurely med with friends such aswerethejoy of my old life, and | grow
sentimental, and drink, perhaps a bit too much. Whenever my beer nears empty, another full bottle
appears courtesy of Brad, who can reach the icebox from where he sits by leaning back in his chair until
itisamost to the point of pitching over — acaamity which (owing to hisgreat skill acquired no doubt
through long evenings of practice) never befals, in spite of the catcalls and heckling from his companions.

It is perhapsto hisgood offices| owe the decision, at a particularly raucous point in the proceedings,
when I’ ve been toasted and officially welcomed to the table and cries of “ speech! speech!” are
ill-advisedly offered in my genera direction, to rise and propose atoast to the very fine Kitchen Table
around which we are so companionably gathered. After Brad ensures that everyoneis properly
provisoned, | begin:

“Tome,” | announce with aloving stroke of the table’ swooden surface, “the Kitchen Tableismoretruly
anoble and sacred place than any monument or shrine ballyhooed for our edification by Church or
Sate”

(Applause)

“The Church would have you vist, at no smal expense and discomfort, the moldering bones of some
pious ascetic at the site of his gruesome deeth at the hands of infidels (who more than likely merely



wished to beleft alone) in order to pay homage to the dead fellow who, never having much enjoyed his
own life, saw fit to inflict thiswisdom on others by quashing joy wherever it might reer itslaughing head
— including, | must point out, the sort of frivolity that goes on at thisfine Kitchen Table around which we
are gathered here thisevening!”

(Applause and table banging and a chorus of Rock of Ages)
“The State —"
(boos and hisses)

“Thank you, thank you. The State, not to be outdone, transforms some innocent cow pasture into a
Hallowed Battleground by the generous application of the blood of Common Men who fought and died
so that the rich might continue to thrive and to ddliver fine speeches about Sacrifice— aritua known as
Patriotism — as essentia to the State as miracles to the Church — inspiring othersto take up the
Hallowing trade, when, if the truth were told, al the Common Man holds dear could be found around his
Kitchen Table where he, sadly turned Peatriot, will sup no more!”

(Loud applause and diverse impressions of explosions and whistling shells and battlefield deaths)

“The Kitchen Table, on the other hand, isthe site of dl that’ sbest in Man — his sociability, hisintellect,
his good humor, and his generosity — not amonument to death but a celebration of living, not the theft of
life but its sharing, not the jingoistic cant that generadly passesfor history but here and now, together in
solidarity, this very moment! | giveyou: The Kitchen Table!”

(A bedlam of hurrahs and table banging the likes of which would reduce a lesser table to kindling)

Wedrink off atoast to Kitchen Tables everywhere to consecrate the matter, and | settle blissfully into my
seet, basking in the approving smiles of my young hodts.

AsMike serves coffee, Zipper rollsacigarette and lightsit, passing it to Brad on hisleft. | catch awhiff
of the smoke and redlizeit’s not tobacco but cannabis. | have smoked hashish a couple of times, but
usualy shied away from such indulgences. | watch the cigarette move from hand to hand and decide that
perhapstonight | will indulge. The second time it reachesme | am struck with afit of coughing, and |
declineit thereafter, though it has aready accomplished its purpose in spectacular fashion.

Meanwhile, they explain the workings of their commune to me — how jobs are determined and rotated,
how grievances are settled, the history of their experiment. TJ, somewhat older than the others, is one of
the origina founders of the household. He haslived here dmost Six years. Sondrais the most recent
arrival, having lived here eight months. Most have been heretwo or three years.

They have agreenhouse and a garden in the small backyard from which they harvest avariety of
vegetables, canning the surplus for the winter months. Herbs are their principa cash crops, restaurants
their principal customers. The potted plants on the porch (they fill the kitchen windows aswell) areaso a
source of revenue, sold wholesdle to various merchants around town. Everyone in the house works five
hours aweek in the gardens, and the profits cover al household expenses. The discussion of gardens
soon has me describing the various gardens Sophie and | tended with much success and affection. This
time when the subject comes up, | find it somewhat easier to say I’'m awidower. At least | don’t bresk
downintears. But | unearth memoriesthat leave me pensive and slent.

But not for long. Like achild, I am brought out of my funk by the serving of dessert — an ingenious treat
| recal frommy last vist to America— theice-cream cone — though my hostsingst with someforce
that itis not ice cream but something called tofutti. Specifically, Fudge Ripple.



“We' revegan,” Caitlininformsme. “Do you know what that iS?’
“I have severd friendswho are vegetarian,” | assure her, licking my cone.
“In Russia?’

“In England.” The melting of the ice cream — tofutti — has reached the point that it requires my constant
attention.

“Youlivedin England?’
“Mmmhmmm.”
“Wheredse haveyou lived?’

| rattle off al the countries |’ ve lived and traveled — showing off abit, | suppose— as| try to subdue
the remainder of my cone.
“France...Switzerland...Itdy...Belgium...Siberia...Manchuria. .. Spain...Finland. .. Sweden. .. Canada

Caitlinisquite impressed, but so, | notice out of the corner of my eye, isMike, who has been listening to
our conversation. | turn, and he looks away guiltily asif eavesdropping on some intimate revelation. How
odd, | think. It occursto methat if heisfamiliar with my biography, he might note the coincidence that |
have lived and traveled al the placesthe “ Anarchist Prince” did. | chide myself for being so indiscrest.

Fortunately, the conversation moves on to other matters. But | continue to question my anxiety over
being discovered, my secret reveded. How will | go through life without being able to answer the
smplest questions about my past? Not that | haven’t had to conceal my identity before. But there can be
no “among friends’ here. | am, asfar as| know, afaction of one.

But more disturbingly, how can | possibly be discovered when no sane person will believe the truth
should they discover it?1 could tell the whole tale now and not asoul at thistable would believeit to be
anything other than another H. G. Wells scientific romance. The beer and the cannabis combine to render
thislatter paradox with particular clarity, aswell asitscorollary: Since | am clearly impossible, the red
risk | runisto be found out to be someone I’ m not — amuch worse fate it seemsto me— too
common among men asit iswithout my adding to the store. And dready it struethat I'm not who | am
— for even as gregarious afellow as mysdlf is effectively slenced by such ddliberations, and | Sit asslent
asasdtcdlar for what seems an eternity.

But no one notices, for they are passionately arguing some controversy involving the university art
department — something to do with requirements and credits, tracks and programs. Most of them seem
to be artists of one sort or another, though | gather Wendy is not since she shows her boredom with the
subject through addightful repertoire of exaggerated yawns. | find the discussion difficult to follow and
wonder what it hasto do with the making of art. But after awhile, when the names of faculty are used as
shorthand for the various factions asiif they were the commanders of contending armiesin pitched battle
to the degth, it al startsto sound familiar. | have heard this sort of talk before, in one context or another,
only to later come upon the supposedly warring commandersin apub commiserating over their woes and
afew pints, denouncing the various potentates above them in much the ssmeterms. Thusmany a
splendid evening passes, but no oneisastep closer to freedom, for al accept the hierarchy and their
placesinit, and never come together to resolve their common difficulties.

Caitlin thinks to ask my opinion. “Perhaps, art does not need a department, atrack, arequirement, or a
credit,” | say. “I should think it might prefer its freedom.”



“That isso true,” Caitlin says, and she and the otherstalk unabashedly of freedom. That'swhy | like
young people. They’ll till talk about freedom. They haven't resigned themsel ves to bondage or, worse,
deluded themsdlvesinto believing it' s freedom.

| notice Sondra staring at me. She has secured her hair behind one ear so that she may accomplish this
feat. “How old areyou?’ she asks.

“Thirty-two,” | say, aliel’ ve sufficiently rehearsed by now to haf believe it mysdlf.

“I’ve been watching you,” she says. “ Sometimes you seem like an old man. Other timesyou'relikealittle
boy. Y ou don't seem like some guy in histhirties. Do you know what | mean?’

“Yes | do.”

“Isthat aRussan thing?’

“I don't think s0.”

“It'sinteresting,” she says. “It makes you seem. ..complete— wired and smooth at the sametime.”
“This gathering has cheered me considerably.”

She nods soberly. “1 don't think anything just happens, you know? 1 think things happen becauise people
want them to happen. Like you coming here tonight for dinner. Y ou wanted to be here, or otherwise you
wouldn't be.” She watches me carefully for the least Sgn of disagreement.

“That isundeniably true,” | say.

Her eyes narrow as she poses her question, the question it would seem by the way she asksit, “ So why
did you want to have dinner with aweird bunch of strangers?’

It s;ems a sincere question, prompted by an insatiable curiosity, without any intention of rudeness. “1 am
adranger mysdf.”

She studies me for amoment. “But we could ve been like Manson or something. | live with these people,
but till, you know, they aretruly strange.”

| don’t know who Manson is and decide not to ask. “But Mike and the others had just done me agood
turn by sharing their limousine. Their eccentricities mattered little. I'm sure | seem equaly odd to them. In
any event, thisevening has certainly turned out well, so I am confirmed in my trusting ways, however
unusud they may be.”

“I guess s0,” she says, though she hardly sounds convinced. “1 hope you don’'t mind that | ask so many
questions. I'm apoet. | try to understand people, you know?’

“A splendid goa. My brother used to say that poetry requires a discriminating mind as much asaway
with words.”

“ likethat. Ishein Russa?’
“Heisdead.”

Sheflinches ever so dightly at theword. “Y ou said. . .about your wife earlier. Isanyone till living, in your
family | mean?



“No. Noone.”

She stares at me. | fear she might start crying, but she does not. “1’m twenty-two, and no one close to
me has ever died.”

“Don't bein any hurry for that experience,” | say.
“See?’ she says, attempting asmile. “ Just what an old man would say.”

Shortly thereafter, when I"m occupied in another conversation, she leaves the table. “Has Sondra gone?’
| ask Mikewhen | discover her absence.

“Who knows?’" he sayswith ascowl. “ She's probably holed up in her room writing about the moment.”
He packs as much dismissal into his utterance of this phrase as he possibly can, and | redlize that despite
histaent and intelligence, Mike is nonetheless a young man. Emmaused to say that it was arare man
who could accept awoman as hisequd, and I’ m saddened to find it may ill be so.

“It' sher turn to do the dishes,” Dave comments, asif that explains her absence.

Just as spontaneoudy asit was set, the tableis cleared, and the dishes are stacked in the sink. Thistimel
take part in thelabors. All but TJ (who iswaiting to meet afriend) and Sondraare going out to aclub (1
gather they mean anightclub) where Hemlock Cocktall will be performing. “Y ou want to come hear us
play?’ Mike asksme.

And up to that moment, | no doubt would have said yes, but suddenly I’ m aware of how tired | am, that
night hasfalen, and that | must make my way homein the dark. With pleasure| recall abit of American
baseball dang | learned my firgt timein America: “I’ll take arain check on that. | have work inthe
morning, and | want to go to the library beforehand.”

| thank everyone profusely and wish the band a successful performance. | linger until it's down to me and
TJ(and Sondraup in her room writing). | ask TJif it would be all right if | washed the dishes.

“That' sawful nice of you,” he says. He points out soap and sponge, and leaves meto them. | havelong
been an advocate of the benefits of |abor-saving machinery, but after aday with adish-washing machine,
| confess a certain pleasure in washing these dishes the ol d-fashioned way. There' sawindow above the
snk where | can see my face reflected, and it' s not so bad as before to see the redheaded fellow there. It
is|, Peter Kropotkin, thirty-two years old, arecent immigrant from another planet, in al important
respects not so very different from the one where | was born.

Accidental Encounters

If two hours after sunset of any day adave befound in this city absent from hisowner’sor employer’s
tenement without such passinwriting asis herein after mentioned, he may be punished with stripes. From
An Ordinance concerning Negroes, Richmond, 1859

Now, here, you seg, it takes dl the running you can do, to keep in the same place. If you want to get
somewhere else, you must run at least twice asfast asthat! LEWISCARROLL, Through the
Looking-Glass

| walk into the muggy night headed west. Whileit is not quite raining, the stregts are dick from the
moisture hanging in the air, condensing on every surface. The streetlamps are haloed in mist, and the
amells of automobiles and animd urine are borne through the air asif adirty rag were being held beneath
my nose. Keeping to the quieter residentia streets, | meet no one. I'm afew blocks east of Meadow,



which I'll have to take across the canyonlike road between me and theriver, Caitlin referred to asthe
RMA, but for now | prefer thisquiet street to the lights and traffic of the more heavily traveled
thoroughfare.

| enjoy the solitude. No one dseisout of doors at what strikes me as an early hour — ten o’ clock I'd
say, but don’t bother to verify it with the watch in my pocket. The leafy canopy blocks most of the light
from the streetlamps and dapples everything with shadows, muting even my riotous shirt, so thet | fed
amoginvisble, likeaghost. But | anred. | am here, in the future. | lived my wholelifewanting to
reach the future— ajust and equitable future. | haven't reached it yet, obvioudy, but it standsto reason
I’m that much closer, or so it seemsto me.

The powerful revere the past and distrust the future, for it' sthe past that’ s yielded them power, andit's
the future that will take it away. So they try to put a stop to the future where it begins— in the minds of
men. In ‘86 my brother Sasha committed suicide while exiled in Siberiafor a“political offence” — the
crime of wanting afuture better than the past. Sashawas exiled for histhoughts, for the mere dream of
that future. He was no revolutionist, amuch more moderate man than mysdlf, and yet hislife was wasted
in exile. When he shot himsdlf, it was because he despaired of that future ever coming to passin eventhe
smallest, most persond way.

One of the last times we spoke before his exile, hewasin adark mood. Comes the revolution, | used
to say, to preface any evocation of a better world. He stopped me midsentence just as | uttered the
catchphraseto ask if | redlly meant it, or whether it wasjust a metaphor, like aliberal Christian’s
“Second Coming.” Did | redly believe, he wanted to know, in that revolution, in that future? It was a
question | had asked myself athousand times, and | was ready with an answer. “I couldn’t ask mento
risk arrest or death for ametaphor,” | said. “I couldn’t dedicate my lifeto ametaphor.”

He placed his hand on the side of my face asif we were boys again, and he the consoling elder brother.
“Don’'t despair,” he said, though it was clear that he was the one despairing, and it wasn't until years
later, when | heard of hisdesth, that | understood he wasn't offering encouragement, but awarning.

“Don’t despair,” | remind mysdlf now. The futureis not what | thought it would be. In someways,
perhaps, things are worse. But comes the revolution, the future will be better than the past.

| am joined in my ruminations by a belled cat who follows me, hops atop alow brick wall, then quickens
his pace, drawing abreast of me at hand height so that | might scratch hishead if | like. | oblige him, and
he purrs a pleasant rumble— of hisown free will. We part at the corner as| turn south toward theriver;
| hear him jingling off to the east to await the next passerby.

In some of the homes | can see people about their business, often lounging before aflickering glow. |
stop and stare into one of these parlors as | seethe glow for what it is. It' stelevison. An enormous
automobileisrumbling up a beautiful mountainsde to no gpparent purpose except to demongrate the
sheer power of the thing, spewing rocks and gravel in dl directions, bouncing over boulders. The
geographer in meis horrified. Isthere no concern of avalanche or eroson? What havoc might these
behemoths wreak on awatershed? In the center of theimage theword MUTE in red hovers
mysterioudy. | fed achill.

“Ugly, in'tit?’

I’m not entirely surprised to find Anchee standing beside me. | suspected he couldn’t manage to stay out
of things and would show up sooner or later. With hislong white robes, he would appear quite the oddity
if anyone wereto turn away fromthe TV and look out the window. He doesn’t appear concerned,
however, even though timeisclearly flowing: Thetregtopsrustiein alight breeze; images continue to



pew fromthe TV likerocks and gravel.
“It sworsethan ugly,” | say.

Helooks doubtful whether anything could be worse than ugly. “It’san infestation actually. The carcasses
will endure for millennia. But | haven’'t cometo discuss cars. Y ou' re not happy with me. | thought we
might talk thingsover.” He puts hisarm around my shoulders, and | shrug it off.

“What if | don't want to talk with you?’

Heshrugs. “Then I’ll come back in aminute, five minutes, or five minutes ago. Or five years from now at
midnight. It sall the sameto me. Some moment I’ll catch you in atakative mood. It might aswell be

Accept your fate, the oppressor says. Heis showing histrue stripes, this* benefactor” — just another
bully, just another braggart. | should' ve known from histalk of magic, not to trust him, for he fancies
himsalf amagician, awizard, a philosopher-king. “I have only onething to say to you: Leavemeaone. |
intend to lead my own life without any interference from you.”

Helooksasif I've hurt hisfedings. “‘ Interference.” Y ou' re still mad about Tim Binder, aren’'t you? |
agreeit was clumsy, but nothing more subtle would work. At first | tried steering the dog and the woman
away, but there’ sa cat down the street, then some hunk of stained glass, or the direction of the wind —
who knows what — but always with the same result: If left done with your thoughts, you pine, you
despair, you take off. Severd different destinations, interestingly enough. One dismd failure after another.
Only when afdlow human shows up and offersyou aride could | get you to the cathedrd.” He speaks
with the conviction of a hardworking dispatcher entrusted with getting the trains to run on time without
smashing them into each other.

“And why wasit so damn important that | reach the cathedra ?’

“I think you know.”

“| want to hear you say it.”

“So that you could run into Rachel.”

“And why does that matter?’

“Y ou don't think she matters? | thought you were quite taken with her.”

| am not aviolent man, but | consider strangling Anchee and am dissuaded only by thefact that he sa
foot taler than 1. “ Does she know about this?’

“Wadll, you're not too subtle...”
“I don’'t mean that. | mean you and whatever the hell you' re up to. Does she know about that?’

My tone doesn’t seem to register with him. He, in fact, seems amused by it. “No, she doesn’t know
about me. And what I'm *up to,” ultimately, istrying to make a better world, Peter, just asyou aways
were”

“And how will using people like puppets accomplish that?’

“1 haven't forced you or her or anyone elseto do athing. Shelikesyou, Peter. Sheredly does. She'sa
closet radicd living in Richmond, Virginia Y ou can't imagine what agodsend you are.”



“Y ou've manipulated —’

“I’ve merely created fresh opportunities.”

“*Fresh opportunities ? And how do you do that?’

“I revise. | stop time, change avarigble, try it again.”

“Until 1 do what you want.”

“No, no, no. You migudge me. | have no fixed agenda. My interest ismore...how shall | put it —"
“Aesthetic,” | suggest dryly.

“Yes, you could say that.”

“You'll dlow methat line, will you? How kind. What about ethical? What isyour stand on davery,
exactly?’

He makes an gpologetic face. “ThisigT't hdping, isit?’

“Y ou deceived me.”

“What did you think? That | would give you anew life and not take an interest?’
“Aninterest?’

“Think of it asahdping hand — mutud ad. Besides| didn’t haveto let you know anything was going on
at dl. | could’ ve worked entirely behind the scenes. But when Tim proved to be so chatty, | thought I'd
just havefunwithit.”

“That’ swhy you came up with that nonsense of the five twenties?’
“Yes, exactly. | rather liked that, didn’t you?’
“I most definitely did not. | felt like amouse batted about for acat’s pleasure.”

Heradllshiseyes. “1 did it to intrigue you, to get your juicesflowing. And it worked too. Admit it. Would
you rather have remained in bored ignorance?’

“I would rether you left me alone!”
“But no one's‘aone’ not like that anyway.”
| recall the question | wished I’ d asked before. “ Are there others here like me?’

Hefeigns confusion rather badly. The distant future, for dl its accomplishments, apparently lacks acting
classes. “Likeyou?’ he queries.

“Y ou know what | mean.”

He shrugs off the pretense. “No, you are unique. Thisis your time, Peter, as| said before. Only you are
aware of that fact; only you have that perspective. There are what we call accidentals, but they don’t
matter — merely asde effect.”

“Accidentas?’



“This placeis particularly proneto them. It's obsessed with the past, constantly suppressing it,
resurrecting it, worrying over it, opening old wounds, so that the past is dways close to the surface. If the
balanceis upsat, sometimesit bresks through.”

“Breaks through how?’

“I believeit was who we were speaking of. Accidentals are people displaced in time with no control, no
perspective. They can't figure out where they are or why. They'retotdly lost.”

“Ismy neighbor Earl one of these *accidentals 7’

“I thought you wanted meto stay out of things. Now, you' d have me answer dl your questions. Whichis
it going to be, Peter?’

“It'sgoing to be both, Anchee. Wdll?’
His eyes dance with ddlight. “Y ou'rejust as| imagined — spirited, smart. Yes, of course. Earl isone.”
“And what has upset this ‘baance’ you spoke of 7’

“You,” he says, pouncing on the question asif he' sjust been waiting for meto ask it. “ The effect of
transplanting someone like you into a place like this can be enormous. Like tossing aboulder in a il

pond.”
“And Earl?’

Another dismissve shrug. “He got caught up in your current, you might say. Earl went to deepin 1864
and woke up in 1995 without aclue.”

“But that’ sfour years ago.”

“Yes?You have aproblem with that? Y ou still don't get it, do you? Timeisn't astring of beads. An
event at the equator might wash debris ashore a any latitude.”

Hewantsto talk about this sort of thing, how his magic works, not mundane detailslike Earl; but | fed as
if I'm discussng Newton with a hangman while he knots hisrope. He might talk asif Earl just happened
to show up here, but | strongly suspect Anchee put him here deliberately. Here' saman in control of
time. He can hardly plead ignorance of consequence.

“Look, Anchee. | don’t care at the moment what timeisor isn't, whether it' sastring, aball, or abloody
jack - in - the - box. What | want to know is why you' ve brought me here.”

He crosses his arms and sniffs. “But only moments ago you said you wanted meto leave you aone, so
that you could live your own life. If | tell you what you want to know, that knowledge alone — whether |
‘interfere’ or not — isbound to affect your actions. Are you sure you want to know? Aren’t you
concerned for your freedom?’ It sal abit too theatrical and posturing, asif we were charactersin one
of Wilde splays, and it occursto methat al hisbad acting might be intentiona, part of the pose,
whatever itis.

I’m not a crude man, but | have just spent an evening with Dave, who would know exactly the
un-Wildean reply this sophism deserves, and | decide to employ it. “Fuck you, Anchee. Just tell methe
truth.”

Hesamiles. “It’slikethis: | brought you here because you are, in severd important respects, the exact



opposite of thisplace. It’'s obsessed with the past and davery. Y ou're equally obsessed, but with
freedom and the future. This place loathes change; you livefor it. But you get theidea” He holds hisfists
facing each other and hits them together like contending rams. 1 want to see what will happen.”

It occursto methat he may ssimply be insane, some sort of rogue from the future wreaking havoc
throughout time. “ So you' ve brought me here to stir things up, to make amess, to throw afew bombs
and assassinate afew people? If that’swhat you intend, you don’t understand me at all.”

“Maybe that’ s the point — to understand you, | mean. I’ ve studied you, read everything you ever wrote,
but till, there’ sawaysalimit. Only in your actionswill | understand — but I’ d be very much surprised if
you threw any bombs or harmed asingle soul. I'd be equdly surprised if you didn’t manageto sir things

up.)l
| decide to voice agrowing suspicion concerning his motives. “Isthisaraceissue for you?’

“You learn quickly: All issues are raceissues here. But asfor me personally, asthey would say it these
days— no. My appearance hasmided you. | don't redly look likethis.” He holds up hisfistsagain.
Only now oneisblack and oneiswhite. He strikes them together, and in the blink of an eye, his
gppearance has changed: Heisidentical in all respects except hiswhite robeis now black, and his black
skinisnow white.

I’m not sure why such asmpletransformation is so terrifying, but | find mysalf abit wobbly in the knees,
andit’'sall | can doto put up abrave front. “I don’'t care what it isyou want meto do,” | say. “1 won't
doit.”

He opens his pdmsto the sky, the soul of innocence. “But al | want you to do issmply be here, to do
whatever youwant. That'sdl. | won't ‘interfere anymore. | promise.”

“If dl you wanted was for meto ‘be’ here, why did you go to such lengths to arrange a rendezvous with
Rachd?’

“Shelll begood for you. You'll see. You'll be happier.”
“I'll decidethat.”
“Yes, youwill. But I’ ve seen the future.”

| close my eyesin exasperation and heave asigh, and when | open them, he'sgone. | sincerely hopel
never lay eyeson himagain. | draw up short of wishing | had never seen himin thefirst place— for then
al wisheswould be moot — and | haveto ask mysdlf: Are you still as afraid of death as all that?

| hurry over to Meadow and the lights and the traffic. There are severa people on foot here, mostly on
the move, though afew hang out on the corners engaged in some clandestine business or other. A
woman offersto sell me some“flag,” and | decline without lingering to inquire just what she means.
Nearly everyone on foot is black but me, and it’ samost asif | can see thelinks of the chains that anchor
this place to the past wrapped around their ankles.

At night, the grimness of the areaisrendered more vividly by the harsh glare of dectric lightsfrom dl
directions— dreetlights, automobiles speeding through, blazing bright businesses, traffic sgnds. This
place must never deep — and looksit. Even though thesetired buildings are at least asold asthose in
the Fan, there are no proud plaques here, only NO TRESPASSING signs. Flyers proclaiming NO
MORE PRISONS! festoon one of thelight poles. Even the newer buildings are a pitiful sight. Asl
approach what is by far thefinest building in the area, obvioudy new and faced with polished stone, I'm



not surprised to seethat it’ sapolice precinct station.

| crossto the other side of the road and pass an old black man sitting on acrate in the middle of aside
lot littered with broken glass, in clear view of the station house. He must be near eighty years old — the
age of old Peter, wrinkled and dying in Dmitrov. | wish the man agood evening, but he looks right
through me with haf-blind eyes, muttering quietly to himsdlf. On the steps of the police Sation, an officer
smokes a cigarette and observes my passing. | wonder if he can see the old man any better than the old
man can seehim. There' s a crime for you, | want to shout at the policeman, this poor old man!

But | don’t imagine policemen have changed much since my day. To want the job they mug, it seemsto
me, either be cynica opportunigs or true believersin the State, though I’ ve known many to be both. We
don’t make the laws, they will tell you. Nor do they question them. The law comes down to them like
Moses off the mountain, and they obey. So that the smple human compassion the young policeman might
fed for thewasted old man gitting in filth not ahundred yards away from him is eclipsed by the State and
itslaws. Let this old man somehow manage to break laws and not hearts, and he' | suddenly become
vishle

In prison there were old men who' d been there since childhood or early youth — of whom it was often
sad, “oncein prison, dwaysin prison.” When one died, four fellow prisonerswould carry him to the
common grave, the graveyard warder and his black dog being the only two beingsto follow him; and
while the prison priest marched in front of the procession, mechanically reciting his prayer and looking
round at the chestnut or fir trees along the road, and the four comrades carrying the coffin were enjoying
the momentary freedom from confinement, the black dog would be the only being affected by the
solemnity of the ceremony.

| lower my head and hurry through the dark, down to theriver, the sound of that dog's plaintive
whimpering resounding in my memory, in my breast. Prisons don’t requirewalls— only lawsand
prisoners, guards and graves, and a priest to bless the whole business. Asfor me, I'll cast my lot with
that black dog.

Theiron stairs down to the river, while spooky during the day, are positively terrifying a night, a least in
my current frame of mind. Only the pencil-thin shaft of light from my flashlight marks my dippery-footed
way, and the accel erating echoes of my footsteps s multaneoudy rush to meet me from below and
descend upon me from above. At the bottom, | burst into the night, dmost knocking over atrash bin,
thrashing the darkness with my flashlight beam, my heart racing.

My hoped-for refuge — the charming, ivy-clad woods — offers nothing but murky, rustling shadows. A
light gust tirsleaves and limbsto hissand creak and groan, while a chorus of frogsand insects singsan
unvarying anthem. An owl isthe occasond soloist, agreat horned if | remember the call correctly. | smile
at my own fears. Thisisnothing but anight in the woods, awelcome companion in times past. Have
cometo the future so that | might learn to fear the dark? After theday I've had, it' smy fatigue | should
fear. Asstrong and fit as my rgluvenated body may be, | an completely exhausted.

| find the way and plunge into the woods, keeping my light trained on the path to avoid pitching over
roots or twisting my anklein ahole. A dozen yards down thetrail | walk into a spider’ sweb and fed the
panicked fellow beating a hasty retreat across my beard. | assst hisflight with the back of my hand. To
fend off any others of histribe who might be lying in ambush, | take up a stick and advance as before but
with awooden fail thrusting and parrying gossamer attacks.

But while my way isclear, thereistill agreat dark night al around me. And my light doesn’t banish the
shadows at the periphery of my vision, shadows that sometimes move inexplicably, shadows that vanish
before | can find them with my beam of light. Shadows, | scold mysdlf, of your exhausted brain!



But try as| might, | cannot shake the feding that | am not alone. | have had no small experience at being
followed. The authorities— aways certain | was up to some mischief or other, plotting some anarchist
madness — dispatched hordes of spiesto follow me about wherever | went. | was awaysplotting, itis
true— wherel did al my plotting— in my head, whether | wasin Piccadilly or the greengrocer’s. It
never occurred to the authorities that it was my ideas that were dangerous, and no army of spies could
render them any less so.

But this shadow behind me now is of adifferent order from those old spies. They used to keep a
prescribed distance, no doubt recommended in some memorandum, so that when | stopped, a clump of
them would accumulate across the street or down the block like crows on afence. This shadow,
however, comes ever closer by degrees. It might only be curious, wanting a better look, or it might be
gaking me. Or it might be my imagination. It' stime to settle the matter, in any event. Fear isfear and
must be faced.

Ahead of meliesabresak in the tree cover, aten-yard stretch of sandy trail before the woods again
shroud it in deeper shadows. | hurriedly develop aplan. If it's mere foolishness, at least there will be no
witnesses.

Asl enter the dlearing, | look behind me over my shoulder, careful to keep my flashlight pointed down
thetrail, my wooden foil wagging. | count my pacesas| trudge on without watching where I’ m going,
peering into the darkness at my back. | have not counted five paces when | see a shadow following me
that isno tree— unlessit walks on two roots. At the count of ten, | stop, and he kegps coming for a
couple of paces before he redlizes his mistake and stops himsdlf. | turn my light upon him and seethat he
is black, lean and wiry — dressed in rough peasant trousers cinched with arope, nothing else. Hisfaceis
creased with fear and pain and desperation. He raises his hands to block the light, and | lower it from his
eyes. Hisbare feet are heavily calused.

Heisno more of thistimethan | — I’m certain of it — not only because of his old-fashioned dress, but
because of thelook | saw in those eyes— like Coleridge’ s Mariner adrift on awide, salt sea. | recdll
Anchee' sdescription of the accidentals: They can'’t figure out where they are or why. They' re totally
lost. That | should encounter two of them in so short atime cannot be mere coincidence. Either there are
alegion of them, or, as| strongly suspect, Anchee hasliteradly placed them in my path to seewhat I’ll do.

“| am Peter Kropotkin,” | say. “1 am new hereaso.” | drop my stick in case he might think it pretendsto
be awegpon. | offer my hand.

| think it' sthe hand that decides him | should be avoided at al costs. What sort of white man offershis
hand to arunaway davein these dark woodsin the middie of the night? One not aone, perhaps, or
conceding apigtol or lash. His pain doesn't give him the luxury to ponder such questions. Saying not a
word, he wheels about and boltsinto the woods. | shine my light after him, and the beam fdls square
upon his back, dick with blood. His dark skin is striped with scars both old and fresh that could only
have been made with alash.

| don't recall when it was| first learned what such scarslook like. | already knew, when, still aboy, |
happened upon Frol in the heat of asummer’ sday kneding by the river with his shirt off.

“Frol!” | whispered in shocked surprise when | saw his heavily striped back. Somehow my childish mind
had exempted the dignified Frol from such humiliation.

He knew immediately what | was speaking of. “ Don’t mind those, Petya Trophies of youth.” He put his
shirt on even though he was il dripping wet, and the fabric clung to him. My eyeswent to his stripes,
clearly visble through the wet cloth. “ Aswe get older we take our blows to the soul and spare the flesh,”



he said. Theflash of his sardonic smile broke my young heart. You will do the same, it seemed to say.
You'll be your father someday, Little Prince.

This memory washes over me as | watch this man retreeting into the darkness like awounded animd,

and | dash into the woods after him. | have the advantage of the light, and for atime | gain on him, but the
light dso makes me more cautious, while he never dackensin his headlong charge into the darkness. He
runslike someone running for hislife, which, | imagine, if he werein hisown time, he would most
certainly be. Try as| might, throwing caution to the winds, | cannot keep up. Soon | lose sight of him and
dow to awalk, when | hear a crash up ahead and imagine he hasfallen. | put on aburst of speed and
amodt trip over the same root that must have been hisundoing. Heison dl foursin the sand, blowing like
awinded horse. His body iswet with sweat and blood, crusted with sand. As| approach, herolls over
and springsto hisfeet, crouching inthetrall.

“Come near me, white man, and | kill you, | swear, with my bare hands!”

“Then| shal not come near you,” | say with conviction, taking a generous step backward, hoping thisisa
successfully negotiated treaty. “ Y ou need ashirt.” | start unbuttoning mine. “Y ou should have those
wounds looked after aswell.” | take off my shirt and offer it to him. He suspectsatrap, so | tossit onthe
ground at hisfeet and retrest another step.

“What do you want with me?'Y ou the lav?’

| cringe at the thought. “1 am no law of any kind, | assure you. | waswondering if you could tel methe
date?”’

His head snaps back at this non sequitur, and he looks alittle less like a panther poised to spring. “The
date?”

| am cam, pleasant, nothing at dl like a policeman. “ The date.”
He peersat me. “Why you ask?’

| shrug. “Why won't you tell me?’

“Thirtieth. August.”

“And theyear?’

“Y ou don’'t know the year 7’

“I' know. You must listen to me: You are the one who does't know what year it is. Thisis not your time,
You have traveled to a different time. Surdly you' ve noticed. Doesthisfed like August in Virginiato
you? How long have you been here? Long enough to seethat things aren’t right?’

We have run far enough east so that one of the automobile bridgesis within earshot afew hundred yards
away. Thedroning of the machines passage testifiesto the truth of what I’'m saying, and | can seehe
listens carefully to every word, even though hisfaceis contorted with pain. He listens, but he hasno
reason to trust me, to believe my incredible nonsense. | offer aded: “I'll tell you what year it really is if
you'll tell mewhat year you think it is.”

He wipesthe swesat out of hiseyeswith atrembling hand, licks hislips. He' sin avery bad way. “All
right, then. What year you think it is?’

“It's1999. What year do you think it is?’



He gives his head aharsh shake. His breath comesin quick pants. “ Nineteen ninety-nine!” he shouts
and straightens up, wincing from the effort. “What kind of fool you take mefor?It's 1800, and you be
crazy, 0| let you go.” He sways back and forth, amost dead on his feet. “ Just take this shirt here, and
be on my way.” He bendsto pick up the shirt and crumplesto one knee, then pitches forward, rendered
unconscious by loss of blood, histerrible pain, and the truth he must know in his bones— however much
he may deny it — that thisis not hisworld.

| check him for symptoms of shock, and cover his back with my shirt to staunch the bleeding. We are
closeto theroad. | could easily climb the embankment, flag down avehicle, and seek officid help, but |
am loath to turn this poor man over to the authorities. Two centuries ago, he was adave, and freshly
beaten by the looks of it. If he wakes up in amodern hospital with no one in the world to speak up for
him, hiswounds may be tended to, but he would soon be branded a lunatic — and would no doulbt
become one. | can't let that happen.

Anchee said these accidentals have no control, no perspective, implying that if they can somehow
acquire control and perspective, they might keep agrip on their sanity. | am the only person, if Ancheeis
to be believed, who can provide a sane perspective for this man, the only one who will do him the smple
courtesy of believing heiswho he saysheis, that he knowswhat he says he knows, and fedlswhat he
sayshefeds. Asfor control, once the State gets ahold of him, he might aswell never have left davery
behind.

| ped my dready blood-soaked shirt from his back and examine hiswounds more closdly. They want
cleaning and dressing. Some could use stitches, though he' s had worse in years past that went untreated.
| think I'm up to the task. Fortunately, he’ snot abig man. | manage to hoist him onto my shoulders,
stagger down to the river, and set him down on the beach, careful not to let his back touch the ground.

From the debris deposited by thelast flood, | extricate four modest-sized limbs and lay them side by side
next to the water. With regret that their hard day’ s service should end o, | remove Tasteful Trousers
from my knapsack and cut them into long strips with my pocketknife, then use the stripsto lash the logs
into araft. | dideit into the water, and it doesindeed float. | find aplank that will serve asrudder and
oar, then lay my passenger on board, propping his head up on my knapsack to keep his head above
water. | shove off, jJumping astride the stern asiif it were a broad-backed horse, intending to float
downstream to my idand, where | can make afire, boil some bandages, and bind hiswounds.

My raft isnot animble steed, and it proves to be abumpy ride, careening from rock to rock, and | fear |
will dash out my patient’ s brains or drown himin the river before | can attend to his back. But eventualy
we beach on my idand with areassuring crunch of sand. | dismount in the water and push the stern with
me as | wade ashore. Crouching by theraft, | pull my patient onto theidand. The unburdened raft buoys
up and catchesthe current, dipping down the channel before| can stop it. | haf carry, haf drag him to
the nestlike depresson where | dept what seems ages ago, but was only last night.

But thisisno timefor reflection. The river has chilled me, and out here on the water thereisa stiff breeze
blowing. A fit of shivering overtakesme, and | hurriedly sirip off my wet trousers and pull on my
dungarees, knit shirt, and jacket, dancing around to warm mysdf up. I’ll be no good to either one of usif
| catch achill.

| knedl down beside him out of the wind, wring the blood from the Hawaiian shirt, and lay it over his
wounds again for thetime being. | pull off hiswet trousers and cover him with my blanket. | drape our
wet clothes over abush and wash my white shirt in theriver. Once | bail it thoroughly clean, it isdestined
for bandages.

| set about building afire. Thereis plenty of driftwood, and the beaver has been kind enough to leave a



few uneaten sticks beside hislodge. The kindling and matches | stowed insde aplastic bag are dry, so
the business goes smoothly.

Asl kned beforeatiny pyre, feeding it beaver sticks, my guest liftshis head, looks dl around, taking in
everything— me, theidand, theriver, the horizon. His eyesfocusfor aconsiderable time on the
enormous brightly lit buildings downstream. His head drops, and heis out again, but with amore serene
look on hisface, it seemsto me. It' snot hard to imagine reasonswhy: Crazy | might be, but I'm no
overseer; there are no whipping posts and shackles on thisidand; and those impossible buildings— as
frightening and inexplicable as they are— must reassure him that he' svery, very far from home. Perhaps
far enough to befree.

| put water on to boil, and, as| watch the pot, | tear my white shirt into strips for bandages. Somewhere
| imagine, Anchee watches and smiles.

All I want you to do is simply be here, to do whatever you want. That’ s all.

But what isit | “want” under such extraordinary circumstances? What is the right thing to do? If Anchee
may be believed, | am responsible for this poor fellow’ sfinding himsdlf lost in a strange new world.
Technicaly, heisno longer adave, but what good will freedom do him, if thisworld drives him mad?

They don’t matter — a side effect, Anchee says of the accidentals.

And [, gpparently, am the desired effect — aunique class of one. I’'m familiar with the rhetoric of
oppression: Thisclass, thisrace, this party truly matters; dl others are secondary. All theindignitiesthis
man ever suffered as adave were mere side effects to those who beat him and prospered from his
labors — their progperity being the positive effects of their unquestioned privilege. When | met Varina
Davis, | expressed the opinion that a great injustice was done when the daves, though proclaimed free,
were given for their subsistence, not even an inch of the soil that they had cultivated. Shetold methat in
the eyes of the South (by which she meant the eyes of upper classwhite racist Southerners) the great
injustice was that the daveholders had not been adequately compensated for the loss of their legdl
property — the daves!

What does one say to such astubborn hold on bigotry? | asked her whether she thought the rapist should
be entitled to any off-spring that might result from his assault upon an innocent woman, and shetold me,
quite forcefully, that she certainly did not, and why on earth would | ask such ahorrid question?

But that’ sold history. This poor wretch faces awhole new set of difficulties. Twice, it seems, hislife has
been stolen from him — while | — through no virtue of my own — have embarked upon my second. |
must do what | can to restore the balance.

I’m not so naive as to accept Anchee’ s haughty dismissal of the accidentals' importance at face value. It
may very well have been ameans of predisposing me to the exact course I’ ve adopted, deliberately
playing upon my sentiments, manipulating me. He did promise not to interfere any further, but what
possible meaning could “any further” have for Anchee? He can “promisg’ not to interfere, because the
jobisdready done. The spies have dl been hired and have their instructions, innocent people have been
tossed about in time like ninepins, and here | St — right on cue? — tearing my clothesto shreds. The
whole business could be arranged as nicely as a clockwork automaton in ashop window: Kropotkin on
the James. Does he charge admission, | wonder? I” ve seen the future, he says— hewho won't even
admit of reality.

But if anything he' s said makes any sense at dl, then he mis-gpoke, for he should have said he' sseen a
future. Towhich | reply, well so have I!



Enough. | have been tearing my shirt with increasing force. A pile of white stripsfillsmy lap. Anchee
doesn't matter, the future either. What would | do differently? Would | send this man to an asylum or
abandon him in thewoods? Shal | roll him into the river right now to show what afreeman | am?No. |
can't concern mysalf with Anchee' s madness. | have to muddle aong with my own!

“Do you know what you' re doing?’ avoice speaksto me out of the darkness, and | jump afoot into the
ar. ItisEarl, sanding on the same rock he occupied when first | met him only thismorning. He pointsto
the future bandages, my former shirt, now scattered on the ground at my feet.

“| have treated wounds before,” | say, sounding more confident than | have aright to.

He grunts a doubtful response and wades across the water with something cradled in hisarms. He setsiit
by thefire, and | seeit isadoctor’s case, an old one by thelook of it, without atrace of plasticin
evidence. DR. EARL HOLLANDER in aflorid script is engraved upon the brass nameplate. “l ana
doctor,” he sayslest | doubt it. He opens the case, and there are gleaming instruments inside. He knedls
beside the patient. “Y ou have alight?’

| hand him the flashlight.
“Bail those,” he says, meaning the strips 1’ m gathering up from the ground.
“That was my intention,” | say, depositing ahandful into the pot.

He removesthe Hawaiian shirt from the patient’ s back and dropsit in the sand with a plop. While Earl
lays out hisinstruments on astrip of red velvet beside the patient and examinesthewounds, | retrieve the
Hawaiian shirt and wash it in the river. Even in the dark of night | can see theriver cloud with blood and
then run clear. I'm sure it has seen such blood before, more than its share. | wring the shirt hard and hang
it with the trousers.

Earl beckonsme. “Come and hold the light.”

Effective M edication

[We are suffering with] very cold wesather. Four or five men chilled to death |last night. A large portion of
the prisoners who have been in confinement any length of time have been reduced to skeletons from
continued hunger, exposure and filth. No wood tonight, and it' s very cold. The nightsarelong and are
made hideous by the moans of suffering wretches.... Menare too weak to walk nightsto keep warm and
sink down and chill to degth...from 15 to 20 and 25 die every day and are buried just outside the prison
with no coffins— nothing but canvas wrapped around them. JOHN RANSOM, prisoner on Bellelde,
1863

Most of al, Richmond was adave town. Saves and free blacks numbered just above haf of the roughly
5,700 residentsin 1800. In nearby Henrico County, out of which Richmond recently had been carved,
4,600 more bondpersonstoiled in the tobacco and whest fidds, there too. . .whites were aminority....
Standing at the heart of Richmond itself was the * public Whipping post,” where squeamish whites could
send their human property to be disciplined. DOUGLASR. EGERTON, Gabridl’s Rebellion

For over an hour, | shine the flashlight on the poor man’s back as Earl expertly cleans and suturesthe
wounds. Neither one of us speaks except of the task at hand. Thereis smply too much to say, too many
questions. We owe it to the patient not to distract ourselves until we have done dl we can for him. Itis
hard to contemplate hiswounds for such along time, and it takesitstoll on both of us. It'snot merely the
gore, which one grows used to, but imagining the hand that held the lash and tore the flesh over and over
again, the mind behind the hand, the society that would have it so, and the State that would makeit law.



All issues are race issues here, echoesthrough my thoughts. How largeisthat “here,” | wonder — this
city, thisgate, this country, thistime?

Thelight grows dim, the batteriesincluded apparently failing, but Earl isamost finished. At his suggestion,
| turn the flashlight off and put some more wood on the fire. My hand is cramped from holding the light,
and my legs are tiff. It feels good to move about. The fresh wood catches, and floods our littleidand
with warmth and light. Earl and | glow like apair of demons or ghosts haunting the river, attending to a
fallen comrade.

“Were you adoctor on Bellelde?’ | ask.
“I’m adoctor wherever | go,” he says. He nods at his patient. “ Runaway?’
“Thereisno more davery here”

“Tell that to him.” He cuts the last bandage with his scissors, drops hisingruments into the boiling water,
and risesto hisfeet, alittle unsteady for having knelt so long.

“Hethinksit's August 30, 1800,” | say.

“Hemust be crazy then.”

“Must be. Doesthat date mean anything to you?’

“No. Beforemy time.”

“What isyour time, Earl?’

“Y ou’ re the one with the watch, or did you swap it to some other fellow?’

“I don’'t mean the time of day. What is the date where you came from, Earl?’

“No dates. No names.” He looks downstream, and | circle around him so that he must face me, but he
will not look meintheeye.

“Y ou dready gave meyour name.”

“| takeit back.”

“Y ou thought it was 1864, didn’t you, Earl — and then everything changed?”’
“I don’t think anything. | have no opinions, no beliefs”

“It's 1999. Do you know that?’

“SoI’'vebeentold.” He holds his palm asif it supports a sheet of paper, and points at it with his other
hand. “ Put your name here, your s0-so security number here, your date here, your address here, your
closegt living rlative—"

“Wereyou aprisoner on Bdlelde?

He wags his head and speaks as some seefit to address children, gesturing at the imaginary piece of
paper in hishand asif it were asigned confession. “Only crazy people think thingslikethis, Peter. That
terrible prison waslong ago and best forgotten. Only acrazy person would even remember it. We call
such bad memories delusions, Peter. Fortunately, there are effective medicationsfor delusons.” He



reaches into his doctor’ s case, brings out an orange vid, and shakesit. It emitsthe distinctive dull clatter
of pladtic. “ Take your medicing!” he exclaims cheerfully and tossesthe vid to me. | examinethelabel in
thefireight. It isworn and hard to read, but it was dispensed by MCV Hospital. The names of the
medicine and the physician are both illegible. Theingtructionsremain: Take one a day with food. What's
left of the date reads ember 12, 199.

“How long have you had these?’
“A while”

“How long did you take them?’
“A week.”

“Why did you stop?’

Hegiggles. “I didn't have any food. They told methey could make mesick if | didn’'t have any food. But
by thetime | got some, | wanted my delusions back. There was nothing to take their place.” He knocks
on hishead, hismouth in an O, and makes a hollow-sounding cluck. “Empty-headed.” He looks over his
shoulder asif to see something there, continuesto turnin acircle, finding nothing. He throws up his
hands. “Nothing there! No Earl.” Hislaugh takes on the high maniacd tone I’ ve heard from fellow
prisoners when they arelosing their minds.

“That' s because you lived in 1864. It'salong time ago, but not for you. Y ou must have been aUnion
prisoner.”

He wags hisfinger under my nose. “Hal | told you my daddy was from Tennessee. Metoo. How could |
be a Union soldier? Tennessee seceded from the Union May of eighteen hundred and sixty-one. I'd have
to be atraitor or adeserter. You caling me atraitor?’

He sclearly dl blugter, and he fill won’t look mein the eye. His antics, no doubt, have become second
nature, but they are beginning to try my patience. “Nonsense! Asfar as|’m concerned, you can only bea
traitor to your conscience, you can only desert your fellowman. Now, how did you come to be here?

Y ou must understand — tell methetruth, and | will believe you. I, too, am from another time.”

Helooksinto my eyes. “You're crazy likeme, aren’'t you?’
“YS”
“Thentdl meyour gory first,” he says.

Fair enough. And so | tell him my tae, from deathbed to thismoment. Y ou've heard it dl aready. But
thisismy firg timeto tel it, and | find mysdf warming to it in the telling, getting worked up on severd
occasions. | had not expected to fed such relief at narrating my two-day-old life, asif confessng to a
priest. Like apriest, Earl kegps his opinions behind a screen until I’ ve reached the end, though he has
severa questions about Anchee’ s notions of time aong the way. He loses much of hisantic pose. |
suspect it isameans of keeping hisfellows at a distance, though even he may have lost sight of the fact
thet it isfeigned.

“You'remuch crazier than me,” he concludes. He saysthis matter-of-factly without any negative
judgment implied, and perhaps with atouch of admiration. We make afine pair of lunatics. “Now why
do you suppose thisangel or future man or whatever heistold you what was going on, but he didn’t tell
me?’



“l havenoidea”

“I think I know,” he sayswith atwinklein hiseye “Hewantsto drive me crazy because | don’'t know
what’sgoing on, and drive you crazy, because you do.” He grinsasif he finds thisa splendid state of
affairs. He takes out the two bottles of vodka he bartered for this morning and hands me one, proposing
atoadt, “To our delusons.” We hit them together and drink them off, and thusfortified, hetelsmehis
story, losng dl traces of gaiety in the process.

“There was nothing magical about how | ended up in Richmond, on Belle Ide. | was adoctor, acountry
doctor, like my father; saw to farmers mostly, poor folks. I d treated daves afew times — broken
bones, thingslike that. | didn’t have any strong opinions about davery oneway or another. | liked to Stay
out of palitics. Then one day arunaway was brought in al chewed up by dogs. Three fingers on hisright
hand, chewed right off. Hisface...It was horrible. Served him right for running, the dave owners said,
complained bitterly about their loss. After that, | didn’t have any usefor davery, dave ownerseither. |
spoke up about it now and then when | was fedling brave, which wasn't very often; some folks agreed
with me; most folks didn’t. And that was that.

“Thenit got to where you couldn’t talk about it without begging for afight. Everybody said therewas
going to bewar if Lincoln was elected. They said it so often, they didn’t think they had any choice. They
knew how | felt and mostly left me aone. But when the war broke out, when the dave owners dragged
usdl into Hell with them, everything changed. Everybody went crazy. It wasn't just awar, it wasthe
Crusades, the Revolutionary War, and the Second Coming al rolled into one. It wasn't just the bands
and theflagsand dl, that riled everyone up. | think it wasthe guilt. ‘Let’ sturn it over to God, let Him
decideif we should have daves!’ Y ou had preachers saying as much from the pulpit. Imagine— a holy
war for davery. But ill, | tried to stay out of it and managed to for awhile. But soldiers cameto my
place, said they needed me, said | had to go with them, that it was my patriotic duty.

“I said no thank you, and they said | had no choice. So now | was adave, too. Served meright | guess
for never facing up to things. | got angry — a the dave owners, a the soldiers, at mysdf for letting this
happen, for not doing what | could before things came to such apass. But mostly | was ashamed. I'd
alowed mysdf to become a prisoner, asave — because | wouldn't speak my mind. First chancel got, |
tried to run to the North. Since |l couldn’t stay out of it, | thought | should throw in my lot with the side |
believed wasright. But Rebd soldiers caught me, brought me here, said if | was so set on treating

Y ankees, | could have awholeidandful.”

“How long wereyou on Belle Ide?’

“ Sixteen months. They had usin acamp, hundreds of tents packed into alittle stinking space. There was
an earth wall around it, about five feet high. Insde the wall wasaditch they called the dead line. | saw
more than one man crossthat line deliberately so that he' d get out of there the only way he could.

“Mendied dl thetime. Therewas't redly much | could do for them. Totell you thetruth, | started into
envying thosewho died. Then it got cold, terribly cold, day after day, and everything got worse. One
bitterly cold night, | couldn’t stand it anymore. | went to deep hoping and praying | wouldn’t wake up a
al. When | woke up, the camp was gone. It was just agrassy field with this huge bridge passing over it
— though at thetime | had no ideawhat it was— huge stone pillars a hundred feet high. It waswarm,
and the sun was shining, and people were walking around happy as you please with scarcely any clothes
on. | thought | was dead. | started screaming, and that was the first time they took me into town and
talked to me, gave me some effective medication. After that, | was Crazy Earl. They know metherein
town. | get aong with everybody now, but mostly | stay out here. Unlessthere’ saflood or bad ice or
something.



“It'snice here. There' s plenty of wood. Pawpaws growing everywhere, squirrel, muskrat, rabbit, fish.
But listen to me now: Y ou can’t have anything to do with anybody. Nobody here will listen to you.
Nobody here will believe you. Nobody here wants to hear what you have to say. And if you get mad
when they treat you thataway, they lock you up, give you those pillsthere. And then you sitin alittle
room and don’t argue while they tell you who you are before they’ Il Iet you go. You' ve got to have a
mor e positive outlook, Earl. We don’t want to see you in here again!”

Hegartscrying. “I wish | could forget. | realy do. But aman needs to have something to remember,
doesn’'t he? Doesn't he— even if it’ sawful ? Otherwise, he might aswell be a...astone or atree.”

“Ligento me, Earl: You'renot crazy. Y ou don't have any delusons.” | open up the via and dump the
contentsin theriver.

He gtares at me dumbfounded. “Y ou shouldn’t have done that.”
“Why not?’

Hewipesa histearswith his hands and smiles. “ All those poor fish are going to wonder who the hell
they are”

“Maybethey’ |l be easier to catch that way.”

| awake in the morning with the ind egant thought that, Damn, | have to go to work today! And aterrific
headache. | have one of those aswell. | open my eyeswith apained flutter and generally fed agood dedl
less stable than Brad tilting back and forth in his chair fetching beer after beer. Y esterday flashes through
my mind like the frantic airborne movie, and like the movie, | cannot takeit dl in. So far thislife has been
agood ded more hectic than my previous one. But | am not complaining, even about the headache— a
small sacrifice to make for the pleasure of boisterous company.

When | was young thefirst time, and | would hear old men say they would live their lives somewnhat
differently if they had it to do over again, I'd smugly think, not me — I am doing exactly what | want
with my life. By thetime | understood what those men meant — that it' s not so much the doing or not
doing of thisor that, but how oneregardsit — | was, of course, no longer young. Emma once called me
aPuritan, and even Sophie had to laugh at how puffed up | became over such athoroughly just
accusation. The single-minded purity of youthful idealism can sometimes set asdejoy asif it werea
digtraction from the more important business of life. Joy in life, on the contrary, isawilling dly to most
worthwhile endeavors— even being arevolutionist, even arevolutionist with ahangover.

My patient is Stting before the smoldering fire, watching me tir to life. Heiswearing his pants and the
Hawaiian shirt | gave him. He holds the pocketknife— long blade open — in hisright hand. HE s been
quite busy, apparently, while I’ ve been dozing. Earl has gone wherever it is Earl goes, someday, |
suppose, I'll find out where.

“Good morning, I'm Peter Kropotkin,” | remind my guest. | doubt he remembers much of our previous
conversation. In my exhaugtion, | bedded down in my clothes. When | stand up, | see how much of this
man’s blood | managed to get on them, and so does he. | look like a butcher just getting off work. “I
hope you' re fedling better thismorning,” | say.

He nods cautioudly. “ Fedling better, thank you. Where you come from?’

“Y ou mean my accent? Russia. Y ou wouldn't think I’ d lived in England for over thirty years, would you?
An English friend of minesaid | sounded like amusic-hal comedian putting on a Russian accent. Would
you like some bregkfagt?’



He nods with certainty. | take out the bread and divide the remainder between us. He fairly pounces
upon his portion. “Would you like some tunawith that?’ | ask. Helooks at me doubtfully. “1I’ll need the
knifeto openit.” | hold up thetin. “I don’t suppose you had thesein 1800, but there' sfishinsde here.” |
point &t the label where a picture of the creature bolsters my case. | point at the knife in hishand. “ One of
the bladesis a can opener. Y ou cut off one end to get ingde. Do you want to do it?’ | offer him the can,
and hetakesit.

“Just close the knife blade, and open this blade right here.”
He does so with remarkable facility. | gather he has spent some time familiarizing himself with my knife.

“Now hook this part under the lip of the can here, and pressthe point of the blade inside thelip here, and
liftup likeso.”

He does, piercing the can. A little oil oozes up out of the hole. He holdsit to his nose and sniffs. Heis
pleasantly surprised, as much, I’ m guessing, by the marve of the can itsdf asthefishinsde. “What do |
do now?’

“Set the can on your knee and cut it al theway around thelip likethis” | imitate the necessary
hand-rocking motion, and he getsit amost immediatdly. “Waich that edge— it'ssharp,” | say, ashe
priesthe top open. He closes the opener and opens the knife blade, spears afew pieces of fish, eating
them with grest pleasure, and hands knife and tin to me. | take a bite and hand them back.

“Thisbe 1999, you say.”

“That'sright.”

Helooks around theidand. “ Springtime?’

“Yes April.”

Hethinks on this, nodding his agreement, giving alittlelaugh. “It sureain't August.”

“I know thismust be hard for you,” | say. “I have come here to thistime from 1921 — seventy-eight
years, nothing redly. But you — alot has changed since 1800. I'll help you with what | know about —
like canned tunaand fancy pocketknives.”

“Why do you want to help me?’ he asks matter-of-factly.

With ashrug, | name the only bond we seem to share other than our humanity — “We're both strangers
here’ — and he nods in agreement. Apparently that suits him as motive enough.

Helooks intently out over the water, sudying the shoreline. “I am no place | know,” he admits. “I know
thisriver though — upstream and down, and this here’ smy river — James River. | know her, evenif she
done changed in athousand ways. But sheain't the sameriver | know. And thisain't August, not even
close. Must belike you say — sameriver, different time.” He has some more tuna. “Men il the same
asdways?’ heasks.

“Sofar it seems so. I” ve only been here acouple of days myself.”

He nods thoughtfully. He strikes me as athoughtful fellow &l the way around. “ Everybody | know —
they be gone? Dead.”

“Yes. All gone.” There' sno way to soften thisblow, and | let him ponder it in silence without any prattle



from me, while | gather up some small wood for the fire. There are enough codsto stir thefireto life with
little difficulty, and | put on weter for coffee. He ditsal the while, still asadtatue, saring into thefire pit. |
wonder who is back there, acrossthe gulf of time, he would not willingly have left behind. Whoever they
are, their lossiswrit deep in the lines of hisface.

Inthelight of day he looks somewhat younger than | first took him for, but it is near impossibleto judge
his age, for he has the weather-beaten look of aman who' s spent the better portion of hislife out of
doors. Hislife asadave has no doubt aged him beyond hisyears.

Asif heknowswhat I’'m thinking, heasks, “Am | adave ill?’

“No. Savery hasbeenillegd for over ahundred yearsin America. But | cannot lieto you. Y ou have no
legd identity. Y ou own nothing. Y ou have many thingsto learn. It could be very hard. Do you read and
write?’

He shakes his head. “No schooling for daves” he says. “Bealaw againgt it.”

“Itwasthesamein Russa” | say. “Magtersthink daveswho can read and write might learn and plot.
When the serfs were freed some of usformed classes to teach them to read and write. We had it down
to nine sessions of afew hours each. Good thing too, for they shut us down soon enough when the
reaction set in. English may take alittle longer, of course. Russian is more phonetical. But I'll be glad to
teach you. If your linguistic gptitude is anything like your mechanica, you should be penning novels by
summer.”

Helaughsagain. “Y ou be one crazy man...”
1] me,.”
“‘br]d,].”

| offer my hand again, and thistime hetakesit. His callused hand squeezes mine and letsit go asif heis
afraid he might hurt me, or that I might vanish like the imaginary creature | must seem to be. Or perhaps
heisyet wary of my white skin.

We hear laughter behind us and turn to see aflotilla of eight rubber boats heading our way, each one
filled with novice paddlersin helmets and life jackets, an adept in the stern giving orders. | am pleased to
seethat amgjority of the captains of these vessels are women. They al wave asthey go swirling by,
laughing, asif they were riding amerry-go-round. Most of these adventurers are white, but some of them
are black. One young couple | would judge to be Japanese. Jonah Stares after dl of them in amazement.
These must be the pleasure boaters Earl spoke of.

A woman cdls out to Jonah from the swirl of laughter and voices, “Coal shirt!”
Helooksto mein bewilderment. “What she saying?’

“Cool shirt. It means shelikesthe shirt. Cool isaword I’ ve heard often since I’ ve been here to mean
good or interesting — in addition to its usual meanings.” | spdll it out in the sand with agtick, C-O-O-L,
pointing to thelettersas | sound it out.

“Cool.” He congders this— the letters more than their meaning. Heisthinking, | suspect, that al
meanings might be conveyed with markslikethese, if one only knew how.

“Let me show you the dphabet,” | say. | find my pen, ped thelabd off thetunatin, and sart printing the
|etters as neetly as possible on theingde.



He watches my writing with the utmogt attention. When | hand him the tuna-label aphabet, he runshis
fingertips acrossit, traces afew of theletters. But his eyes keep returning to the pen in my hand. | twist
the barrel, showing him how the point extends and retracts, and hand it over. He carefully lays the tuna
scroll aside and takesthe pen. Heturnsit severa times, and then several times more; | fear hewon't tire
of thisexercise. And then, inamanner | don’t see, he hasit gpart into two, then three pieces. aslver
cartridge that must hold the ink, the top where the clip is attached, and the barrel. He holds the barrdl up
and looksthrough it asif it were atiny telescope. He studies the structure of theink cartridge, and | fear
hewill atempt further disassembly. | am reassuring mysdlf that | will no doubt find another peninthe
garbage today, though perhaps not as nice as this one, when he puts the pieces back together, holds his
pale pam up, and putsthe pentoit. “Mister Charles s niece, she teach me my name once, long time
ago.” Hewrites JONAH on hispam. The Jis backwards, and the H islopsided, but altogether itisan
impressive performance. “Migter Charles have himsdlf afit over that one, so she don’t teach me no more.
My mother say English— shecall it ‘whitetalk’ — eat up your wordstill you got nothing to say for
yoursdlf. She never learned to talk it, except to say, ‘ Yes, Mister Charles” Mister Charles, he say that al
she need to know, far ashe's concerned.” He laughs. “He don’'t know what she be caling him when he
an'taround.”

He starts to hand the pen back to me, but | suggest he keep it. “ Y ou can practice the alphabet,” | say.
Heisclearly pleased and nods histhanks. | don’t need to ask who Mister Charleswas. Fortunately he's
two centuries away and good riddance. “What were you doing when things changed?’ | ask — “before
you found yourself here”

He hesitates to answer my question. He understands what | mean, | believe, but looks away, his brow
furrowed in thought. The water bails, so | leave him to ponder thingswhile | prepare two stout cups of
coffee.

Hiseyeslight up at the smell, and he nods his satisfaction at the taste. Y esterday islong over and done
with, you say? Everyone dead and gone?’

| suspect the source of his hesitation. I’ ve been a conspirator often enough to recogni ze the symptoms.
“It1s1999,” | reassure him. “There' sno oneleft to betray.”

He nods his head decisively. “Then I’ [l tell you about it. Wasn't just any night. It dl started withadave
hereabouts, name of Gabriel, always talking about freedom, talking about things everyone else too scared
to talk about, saying if we want freedom, we haveto fight for it, saying if we didn’t want freedom, how
could we cdll oursalves men? Pretty soon every other man say he bewith him if the day come. * Just give
ustheword,” somebody said to him, ‘just blow on your horn, and we all go to heaven.” And folks be
laughing and afraid.

“That wasme. Mogtly afraid, | guess. After that first time | hear what he got to say, | don’t want to hear
him no more, though everybody be talking about him. And sure enough, Gabrid he raised up a secret
army. And last night — or whenever it was— | hear the word from adave say he come from near
Prosser’ s place that Gabrid and his men meeting up round midnight. He don’t know, or he don't say,
exactly where, except they going to take Richmond. Ever since |l first hear Gabrid, it work on me and
work on me, scaring me, cause | know hewasright. | don’'t have to be no dave‘less| want to be, but if
| fight, | probably end up dead, and | didn’t want that. But when | hear the newsthat it’ s actudly
happening, that davesarerisng up, | don’t even think twice about it, | just sneak out, and head on into
town.”

He shakes hishead at his own recklessness. | have heard such stories before from those who' ve taken
part in revolutions. They found themsalves a the barricades without ever having serioudy considered it
until thetime came.



He drinksfrom his coffee and continues. “ So here | come, down along theriver, heading into town,
hoping to meet up with Gabriel and them, when abig storm blows up out of nowhere and washes
everything out, knocking down trees, theriver rising up so fast | thought it might wash away the town
before | get there. So | take the high road, thinking nobody be out on anight like that, but then some
white men come up on medl of asudden, asking what I'’m up to, asking what Gabriel upto, so | figure
they know everything aready. | say | don't know nothing, but they beat metill | talk. | don't tell them
nothing they don't aready know from some old fool who done giveit dl away for nothing. The man
besting metel methat. He say, they hang usdl, and I be thinking that fine by me. They leave me chained
up in the pouring rain, saying they got more nigger-hunting to do and they be coming back for meina
littlewhile. Last thing | remember isthe sound of their horsesriding off.

“When | wake up, chainsisgone, men’sgone. I'm lying by the river round sunset, hurting, but | can il
get dong. So | head for town like before. But nothing' sright. No rain falling, ground amost dry, river
low. All manner of strange things everywhere. But till | come down theriver to do what | say we do, the
word Gabriel giveout.”

“And what was the plan exactly?’

“That we al coming into Richmond to fight the white people — except Frenchmen, Methodists, and
Quakers— who don’t keep no daves. The plan was to take the arsena and the powder house first —
but | didn’t tell them white men that part of it.”

“Then what happened?’

Heshrugsand laughs. “Then | find you.”

“So thiswas arebellion, afight for your freedom, an attempt to overthrow your oppressors.”
“Youtak likehim,” hesays. “Like Gabrid.”

“Then I’'m sure hewas avery finefdlow. Why didn’t you kill me, by theway?’

Heamiles. “1 was pretty sure you wasn't no Frenchman, but | thought you might be a Quaker. Never
heard no Quaker. You didn’t act like awhite man, didn’t sound like one, didn’t look at melike one.” He
shakeshishead. “1 can’'t explainit. | don’t have no taste for killing anyways. This Russa, she beagood
place? Better than this here?’

| laugh grimly at the thought. “No, | certainly wouldn't say that. Far from it. Where are you from —
before Virginia, | mean?’

“I come out of the ocean — born on aship. The captain he named me. He told my mother if she can't
keep me quiet, he throw me overboard like Jonah. Y ou know that story?’

143 Y&”

“My mother shedon’t know it till later. She say the captain tell it to her. My mother say | don't cry again
till she step off that boat with mein her arms, and we bein Virginia— then | never be quiet.”

“And your father?’

“Captain shot him cause he put up afight, mother say. Fighting about her, | suspect, but she don’t say
nothing about that, and | never ask.” He takes up the aphabet scroll, spreadsit on hisknee, and findsthe
letters of hisname with hisfingertip, one by one. “ Tell me about your own self,” he says. “ Tell me about
Russa” Helooks up from the scroll and smiles. “ Tl me about 1999.”



| redlize I’ve met another fellow who haslonged for the future. | hopeit doesn't disgppoint him. | try to
fill himinonwhat | know of the two centuries he has missed.

| tell him about the American Civil War, Abraham Lincoln, and the Emancipation Proclamation — from a
perspective unlikely to have met with Varina Davis s gpproval. She said the war was amatter of States
Rights. | told her sincel didn’t believein States, | wasn't too keen on their rights, especialy when they
seemed chiefly to consst of depriving men of theirs. For Jonah, however, | leave Varinaout of it.

Savery’ sdone, I'm glad to report, here and for the moment at least.

| tell him of the marvel ous scientific advances of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries (asfar as| know
of them), and heis particularly intrigued by machines, especidly onesthat fly. | explain theairfail, which
he seemsto understand, and point out an airplane high overhead, though heis not quite convinced it isn't
abird.

“Areyou aschoolmagter?’ he asks me during alull in my discourse, and | plead not guilty to the charge.
“You liketo teach things,” he observestactfully. “Tell me how you got here.”

| blush to redize that the respongibility of informing him of two missing centuries has kept me from telling
him about mysdlf as he requested, so once again | proceed with my tale.

Unlike Earl, Jonahisfull of questions, stopping me often for more informetion, particularly if | mention
anything mechanicd. In the midst of anarrative of my poignant arrivd, | find mysdf explaining theinterndl
combustion engine to the best of my ability, so that the limousine can depart the airport; | draw a
amplified rendering of Rachel’ sbicyclein the sand a the sametime I’ m trying to explain how | fed about
her; and | wait patiently while he disappears under the Hawaiian shirt with the flashlight so that he can
witness its operation without the competition of sunlight.

But he has questions about Anchee aswell, and he takes particular note as | did when Anchee changes
from black to white. He mutters a phrase under his breath in alanguage I’ m unfamiliar with. Hetrandates
it to me as“ spare us from demons.”

“Why did Anchee bring you here?” he asks at the end of my tale.
“I don’t know.”

“Let meseeit,” hesays.

“It?" | say, for | redly have no ideawhat he' staking abouit.
“Thewatch,” he says. “Let me see the watch.”

| hand it to him, and he examinesit carefully. | will let him discover for himsalf that the stem doesn't
work, that the back is hinged, and inside is concealed a square of plastic. But when he opensit, the
square of plastic has been replaced by atiny piece of paper. It flutters to the ground between us. A tingle
crawls up the back of my neck. “He changed it,” | say. “He probably picked my pocket when we were
gtanding there in the street.” When wasit? | wonder. While | was petting the cat? Watching the
televison? He stops time and does whatever he likeswith me. It'sall | can manage to contain my rage.

Jonah picks up the paper, unfoldsit, and handsit to meto read. It is ahandwritten poem I’ ve never read
before, though | know the story from Greek myth. The color of theink matches my pen; | assumethe
handwriting to be Anchee’s. | read the poem out loud:

LEDA AND THE SWAN
A sudden blow: the great wings beating still Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed By the



dark webs, her nape caught in hisbill, He holds her helpless breast upon his breast.

How can those terrified vague fingers push The feathered glory from her loosening thighs? And
how can body, laid in that white rush, But feel the strange heart beating where it lies?

A shudder in the loins engender s there The broken wall, the burning roof and tower And
Agamemnon dead.

Being so caught up, So mastered by the brute blood of the air, Did she put on his knowledge with
his power Before the indifferent beak could let her drop?

— WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS

“| don’'t understand,” Jonah says.

“Theswan isagod, Zeus. Heturnsinto a swan so that he can rape Leda, a beautiful human woman,
when she comes down to theriver.”

Jonah nods asif this makes perfect senseto him.

“After he rgpes her, she has severd children, including an incredibly beautiful daughter named Helen. She
iskidnapped by a man named Paris, causing along and horrible war and the destruction of agrest city.
Another daughter, Clytemnestra, murders her husband Agamemnon when he returns from that war. The
poet isasking if Leda knew, like agod, what would happen as aresult of this moment, what would befdll
the children born of thisrape.”

“That’ sagood story,” Jonah says.

“The Greeks have many wonderful stories,” | agree. “But there' s something ese. | met the man who
wrote this poem — William Butler Y eats— at afriend’ s house. We were talking about history, and who
madeit, and whether, caught up in the tide of events, one could understand the significance of one' sown
actions, or even the actions of an entire nation or generation. He used this sory to illustrate one of his
points. He spoke of it quite passionately. For al | know, he was working on this poem at the time, or
perhaps our conversation wasiits catalyst — | have no idea. But Anchee’ s messageis clear. He' ssaying
that | am like Leda, aplaything of the gods, and to prove it he demonstrates his knowledge of the
amallest details of my past life, while | am totaly ignorant of him, his powers, and hisintentions— exactly
like Ledaraped by Zeus.”

“Oh but Ledamust know,” Jonah objects. “ She have — what it say? — god knowledge, god power. Is
certain.”

“Youthink 07’

“She have the god inside her. She be the mother of the childrens. She know.” | suspect hisjudgment has
lessto do with reason than with his high opinion of mothers, aprgudice | can hardly fault him for. Still, he
has a point. Anchee has provided me with agood deal of knowledge when | could have been plunked
down herein ignorance like Earl and Jonah. Perhaps | know morethan | think.

Jonah has been fiddling with the watch the whole time we are spesking, and | sart to tell himto giveit
up, that he has exhausted its possibilities, when he grasps the open lid, roughly perpendicular to the
watch, and turnsit asif it wereakey inalock. | fully expect it to break, but instead it turnswith aclick.
The watch emits an audible hum and a bluish glow that expandsto fill our idand. “What doesit say?’
Jonah asks, showing me the face of the watch. Goneisthefamiliar waich face. Inits place areletters and
numerasin bluelight:

8:55 Av
April 10, 1999

| read them doud. Oddly, | an more unnerved at thisturn of events than Jonah, who, apparently so far



out of hiselement that he expects to understand nothing, has wisely resolved to be surprised at nothing.
“What'sthet light?” he asks, asif | will know.
“I havenoidea.”

Before | can stop him, hetriesthe stem again, giving it atwist, and the numeras on the face of thewatch
count backward. At firgt, everything beyond the blue glow vanishes asif we are passing through atunnd,
but then it regppears, monstroudy transformed — theriver running backward, leavesflying up into the
treesto be swallowed by the branchesin adizzying progression of seasons, the sun flying breakneck into
the east. “ Stop!” | shout, and he does.

Snow is piled deep everywhere a ong the shore and on the other idands, though ours remains unchanged.
Theworld isquiet and till. The face of the watch reads

3:12 pm
February 8, 1988

In the trees along theriverbank, aflock of crowsis perched in the snowy boughs. One of them takes
flight in ashower of snow and fliestoward us, croaking loudly. He circles overhead and perchesin alow
tree at the other end of theidand, where everything appearsto be aswarm and dry asit isat our end.
The crows discuss the matter in muted caws back and forth across the channel.

“Turn it back the other way,” | say. “Back to whereit was.”

“Can't read,” Jonah says and hands me thewatch. “You do it. | turned it thisway.” Hetwirls hisfingertip
over the stem in aclockwise motion. | turn it counterclockwise, and the processis reversed. The speed
of timetravel is controlled by how far one turns the ssem. Aswe approach thetime weleft, | dow down
and take careful note of the time. The blackout occurs at the precise moment | arrived at the close of the
millennium, and ends when the face shows 8:55 AM April 10, 1999, once again, at which point the
counterclockwise turn of the stem has no further effect. Soif | want to witness, for example, my arriva
onthisidand, | cannot. A good thing, too— since | have no ideawhat | would say to myself. And if |
want to seethefuture, I'll just have to be patient and experienceit in the usua way.

The crow on our idand emits araucous croak that states his opinion on the matter and springsinto flight,
circling the shore, calling repeetedly, desperately, wondering where on earth his companions might have
gone. Soon, the entire avian population of the vicinity hasjoined in the tumult. No doubt they are
denouncing our accidenta crow to be as mad as a hatter.

Cassandra Pleads for Refugees

In the course of my conversations with the“savages’ during my travelsin Siberiaand Manchuria, it used
to be very difficult for meto explain how it wasthat in our Christian societies people frequently die from
hunger, while sde by side with them other people are living in affluence. To a Tungus, an Aleut, and to
many others, such agtuation is utterly incomprehensible. PETER KROPOTKIN, Ethics

“It' sapoor sort of memory that only works backwards,” the Queen remarked. LEWISCARROLL,
Through the Looking-Glass

| turn the watch lid back to its normal position, and the watch quits humming, the blue numeras vanish,
and the watch looks like an ordinary watch again. More than ever | am tempted to tossit into theriver,
but | snap it shut and dip it into my pocket instead. “ Preserve usfrom demons,” | say, or hopel say, in
Jonah’s mother tongue. If | have it wrong he does not correct me.



“Everything be going backwards,” he says excitedly.
“Isthat where you want to go? Into the past? The past hasn't treated you so well.”
“Why are you angry?’

“Because this damn Anchee is manipulaing my supposedly new lifefor hisown amusement. | hoped |
might actualy accomplish something with it. Instead I’ m kidnapping crows from 1988 and interpreting
poems by some young chap | met at adinner party acentury ago!”

Jonah ligtens camly to my bluster. “ Seem to me,” Jonah says, “ he be playing tricks with you. My mother
say the gods be laughing al the time. Asfor me, | figure my ownsdlf for adead dave. But | wakeup a
free man. For methis be...how you say?... cool day. Thisbe very cool day.”

After such a sincere announcement of good fedling, how can | possibly persst in reciting my paltry woes?
| haveto laugh a mysdf. “It was quite athrill, wasn't it?’

“Never s2e nothing likeit. Snow fdling into the sky.” He enthusiagtically throws hishandsinto the air to
evoke the snow, and groansin pain, paying a stiff price for momentarily forgetting hiswounds.

Heswaysalittle, and | fear he will pass out again, but he reassures me heisfine. | check hisbandages,
and they are clean and secure, with no evidence of serious bleeding. | am about to advise rest when, for
once, | witness Earl’ s approach before he arrives— heis near the shore, hopping rock to rock with a
sring of fishin one hand and his doctor’ s case in the other. | point him out to Jonah. “Here comesthe
doctor who treated you.” | proceed to tell him amuch abridged version of Earl’ s story. Fortunately, no
machines show up in the telling to impede our progress, so that | have concluded it by the time Earl
stands on the rock that has become my front gate.

“Earl, I would like you to meet Jonah. Jonah, meet Earl.”

I’m not sure what | expected when these two met, but | am surprised nonetheless. Through my eyes,
they seem to have littlein common, but my vision provesfaulty. They are both Southerners on the same
sde of the dave question — apparently no small matter in itself. Separated in time by amere sixty-three
years, ashort timein the history of such astubborn issue, they share their opinionsforcefully. Jonah is
eager to hear more about the war and the events leading up to it. Earl is curious about the African dave
trade and the plantation system. Their conversation is spiced with phraseslike “ Ain't that the truth?” and
“You can say that again!” and “That' stelling ‘em.” They understand, in dl its subtleties, just what that
“that” dgnifies, while| can only guessat it. But | am a contented listener. In addition to their good sense,
thereisamusic to the discourse of thesetwo | find utterly delightful, amusic they seemto bring out in
each other, like the harmonizing of brothers.

| note how similar aretheir accentsto my foreign ear, which remind me, in many of their vowels
particularly, of Edinburgh wherel — newly arrived in the English-speaking world — was often reduced
to trading notes on scraps of paper to communicate with my landlady, even though | could write a pretty
speech in English given sufficient time, paper, and ink. My own spoken vowels, judging by the dazed
expressions of my auditors, must have been frightful. Even later in life afriend advised me after apublic
lecture that perhaps | should endeavor to distinguish more clearly between the words“law” and “low,”
for asit waswhen | spoke of the abalition of the law, my audience might easily understand meto say the
abalition of the low!

After Earl confirmsmy opinion of Jonah's bandages, they rehearse their storiesin greeat detail, each
finding in the other the ideal audience for hiswoes. As Jonah tdls histale, Earl applauds Gabrid’ s brave
cdl to arms; roundly cursesthe storm, the vile horsemen, the crud lash — aswell asdavery, davers,



daveholders, and their kin; and testifiesin no uncertain termsthat he would inclineto beaMethodig, if
he ever took to religion, which, unfortunately, he did not. They confessto one another in hushed tones
that neither isa Chrigtian, and | loudly proclaim that makesthree of us.

Jonah — while absorbed in ameticulous examination of Earl’smedical insrumentsat Earl’ sinvitation —
nonetheless attends to every word of his narrative. When Earl narrates the scene of his conscription,
Jonah takes up Bonesaw asif it were Excalibur and looks prepared to day anyone who would misuse his
doctor so. And when Earl speaks of men freezing to desth in the night, Jonah hugs the case of
ingruments asif it were the corpse of alost comrade, his eyes brimming with tears. And when Earl
denounces himsdf for not having raised his voice and arms againgt davery long before, Jonah forcefully
disagrees, pointing out that one man could accomplish little but his own endavement when the law, the
soldiers, and the wedth were dl lined up against him.

Thesetwo | had thought so different understand each other perfectly. They were both victims of the same
tyranny, homeless and silenced in their own land, labe ed traitors by virtue of having aconscience they
dared act upon. Perhaps ameasure of their passion comes from the fact that they could not have held this
frank discusson in their own times without enduring the lash, imprisonment, or both. My experiencein
Russaisthat davery endaves awhole culture— master and dave, proponent and opponent. No oneis
free; dl are endaved by the notion that one man can own another. The day the serfswerefreed it was as
if al of Russawerelet out of adungeon.

These two, whatever woes they may have suffered, have miraculoudy escaped. Jonah is<till giddy with
his freedom; for now, it eclipses dl other emotions. When one has paced acell for years, then steps
outside, it's hard to take on€e' s eyes off the horizon. Earl, who has discovered the hard ground between
thisriver and his aspirations, is decidedly less sanguine. But till, four years ago, he escaped death in
prison — an experience, | can testify, that leaves one with an unshakable gratitude for life— but until
now he has had no oneto share it with, no one who would believe him, no one who would understand
what he' s been through. So he, too, has anew sense of freedom this morning. Freedom for asocid
animd, after al, does not consst in solitude but in free association and mutua understanding. Of al the
human emotions, loneliness, in my experience, isthewors.

My two companions share an enthusiasm for fish aswell, cleaning and dressing and commenting upon
them asthey continueto talk. | do my part by building up the fire and securing green saplings with which
to cook the fish. Begrudgingly, | check my watch-cum-time-machine and see | haveto be at work inlittle
more than an hour. | ready mysdf by changing into my other trousers— gtill damp, but free of
bloodstains (not usudly the best attire for a promenade past the police station) — and St closeto thefire
to dry them out and watch Earl cook the fish.

“Y ou seem awful quiet,” Jonah saysto me. “ Something the matter?’
“| wasjust enjoying listening to thetwo of you talk.”
He nods thoughtfully. “Y ou be missng home?’

“Russa?Yes, | guess| am. | didn’t live there much of my life. | escaped from prisonin 1876 and fled the
country. | couldn’t return until 1917 when arevolution overthrew the old aristocracy. | came home an old
man, but ill, I had such hopes...I thought, Thisisit! Therevolution!” | shake my head. “Ahwell, it
does’'t matter now. The bullies and thugs took over, and the chance waslost. | miss Russia, but I've
missed her mogt of my life”

“My mother shewas like that. She all thetime betelling me stories about home she cdll it.” He shakes
his head and laughs. “I missaplace | never see, and people | never know!”



Earl servesthe fish on gtill-smoldering sticks, and we set about devouring al but the sticks, and | consider
chewing mine for whatever juices might linger there. As Jonah and | sing the fisherman-cook’ s praises, he
istouched by our accolades, dmost shy in his protestations, and | catch a glimpse of the man he used to
be 130-some years ago before war destroyed hislife. Maybe that man, and not just Crazy Earl, can gain
his freedom someday, can have the life the State stole from him fighting for its“rights.” Poor State, so
misused by traitorsand “didoya” davesit can hardly manage to conduct its chief business— attending
to the many needs and rights of the privileged classes.

“What about you?’ Jonah asks Earl. “Y ou be missing Tennessee?”’

Earl shakes hishead. “No, not so much. Me, | missmy wife. If | could see her again, it wouldn't matter
where”

| nod my understanding. “Metoo,” | say quietly.

Jonah says, “Don’'t have awife. Therewasthisgirl in town, but she was sold and gone to Carolinaafew
years back. After that | don't get so close again. Savesan't allowed to marry anyway.”

“You'renot adave anymore,” | say.

Earl shakeshis head sadly and says to Jonah, “No, now you' re ahomeless, jobless, crazy person
without anicke in your pocket. Women just swoon when they see me coming.” He doesacomic
impression of acocky young swain swaggering down the avenue and has us both laughing, but it' sa
laughwithadingtoit.

However just Earl’ s observations may be, | fear they’ re not the sort of sentiments Jonah needs to hear
right now, and | start to speak up, but Jonah, it seems, isundaunted. “1 ill ain’'t no dave,” he says
pointedly.

It'sclear that Earl has further ammunition for hisargument, but holds hisfire. “ Just don't be getting your
hopesupisdl I'm saying.”

Jonah laughs. “I ain't dead! | am free! I’d say | got enough good newsto celebrate.”

With regret that | must part from such good company, | rise and wash my face and handsin theriver. “I
work latetonight,” | say. “I won't return till midnight or later.”

“You can't stay here,” Earl says, pointing at the horizon upsiream. “ Theriver will be on therise soon, be
raining hereinsgde an hour.” Jonah and | study the same bank of clouds and concur with Earl’sopinion.

“Y ou think the water will cover theidand?’ | ask doubtfully.

“No. Just haf them rocks between here and the bank. Y’ all are welcometo stay at my place until you
can find something dse. It ssmdl but dry.” Hesmilesat mewith atwinklein hiseye. * *Lessyou want to
build yoursdf another boat.”

“I think my days as a shipwright are safely concluded,” | say, laughing.

| pack up my belongings, and Earl and | help Jonah to shore. He does not complain, but heis ill
unsteady on hisfeet, and our jostlings must cause him pain. When we reach the shore he and Earl ingst
they can manage the rest of the journey to Earl’ swithout me, so that | may proceed to work. Earl draws
amap in the sand to show me the best route to his place when | return. One entersthe hole in the fence
by the stairs and continues aong the railroad tracks until there’ s a second opening in the fence. “ Go
through the fence, turn left, and it sa dozen yards or s0.”



“What doesit look like?’

“A briar patch. It' sahole, lots of us dug them on Belle Ide since there weren’t near enough tents and
blanketsto go round. Soil’ s better for digging though up where | am now, got some timbers bracing it.
Too sandy on that idand for anything more than just burrowing in.”

“Y ou've built adwelling underground large enough for the three of us?’

“Long as no one stands up,” he says, adopting a stooped-over posture and passing his hand over his
head to conjure up hiscelling.

“BEvenme?’ | ask. Wearedmost eyelevd. Hishand would easily clear my head no matter how straight |
might stand.

“No jumping,” he advises with agood-natured smile, quite different from Crazy Earl’s maniacad mask.

| regret that | will have to postpone my examination of Earl’ slodgings until after work. The prospect of
an underground dwelling brings to mind the vast subterranean prairie dog villages| found so fascinating
when | visited the American plains. Imagine avast prairie. Asfar asthe eye can see are hegps of earth,
and on each of them a prairie dog stands, engaged in alively conversation with its neighbors by means of
short barkings. As soon as the agpproach of manissignaled, dl plungein amoment into their dwellings; al
have disappeared as by enchantment. But if the danger is over, the little creatures soon regppear. Whole
families come out of their gdleriesand indulge in play. The young ones scratch one another, they worry
one another, and display their gracefulness while standing upright, and in the meantime the old oneskeep
watch. They go visiting one another, and the beaten footpaths which connect al their hegpstestify to the
frequency of the vistations.

However pleasing this remembered image, I’ ve no desire to turn rodent just yet, not until I ve given
human another try. And while | might farewel living in aburrow by theriver in my new hedthy
incarnation, Jonah would surely be aided by awarm bed and aroof over hishead. Infact, it isamatter
of some urgency if heisto recover properly. Unfortunately, while | might, in aweek or two, be ableto
secure aroom if | am frugal, these could be crucia weeks for Jonah. Perhaps, the shelter Rachel spoke
of...

Then | recdl Rachel’ s explanation of her very own agency’ smisson — helping refugees. Surdly, by any
sensble definition of the term, Jonah is arefugee — fleeing persecution in his home-land, thevictim of a
barbaric regime to which he cannot return without facing certain death. And no matter how reactionary
Richmond may yet be, | doubt if it maintains an extradition tresty with the Confederate States of
America

Asl| climb the stairs and cross over the bridge, the ideabeginsto grow in my mind. By thetime | reach
Meadow Street, | am resolved. | pause to survey the line of dark clouds at the horizon — rain does
indeed seem certain — but pay them no mind. | consult my map and the watch. It' s practicaly on the
way, and | have plenty of time. | dter course for Rachel’ s house, intending to persuade her to accept a
davefrom 1800 Virginiaasarefugee.

| wonder where refugees come from these days and if Jonah might plausibly pass for one of them. With
al thetak in the press of the global economy, | assume — since war and economics have aways been
close companions— that refugeeswill be equaly global. In truth, | have no ideawhat | will say to Rachel
other than here’ safdlow who needs some help.

| passthrough alovely park identified on the map as Byrd Park. There are even more running people
here than in the Fan, but afew strolling couplesaswell. Severd fishermen try their luck in attractive



stone-lined ponds where shrieking children feed geese and ducks from plastic bags of bread. Despite
sgnsreading NO DOGSALLOWED, there are severa in evidence with their mastersin tow (no doubt
agang their will). It isascene to warm the heart, this human village— men and women, black and white,
young and old — enjoying life on this common green, undaunted by the storm clouds steedy approach. |
fed arush of optimism that perhaps I’ ve cometo the right place after all, afeding aided, | am sure, by
the imminent prospect of seeing Rache again.

| confessthat up until the moment | decided to call on her thismorning, the day and night ahead seemed a
barren desert between me and the oasis of our reunion in the morning. Given the smell of gpproaching
rain and the sogginess of my impending labors, perhaps aless desiccated metaphor isin order, something
for my buoyant spirits. I’'m swept dong by the prospect of seeing her again. It'sall | can do to keep my
head above water. Reason cautionsthat | may be chasing the mirage of infatuation, but neither heart nor
feet listen, and both step and pulse are as quick and light as a spider on the water.

| round the corner on Rachel’ s block and survey the nest row of houses— probably new when | died
— none shabby, none grand. | locate Chris s house firgt, with atrim terraced garden. And then | hear
her, or what proves to be the sound of her labors, and approach. She is sweeping her front steps,
descending them backwards, swishing the broom, her body switching back and forth in ahypnotic
counterpoint. Her small feet are bare. Dressed in smple knit clothes— a once-black knit shirt and
darker, close-fitting pants— sheisadisarming vison indeed. Her clothes are not immodest by current
standards, | know, but leave no mystery at all asto the conformation of her body and limbs, and | find
her beautiful beyond words. Seeing her so, my heart soars, but when she catches sight of me out of the
corner of her eye and turnsto find me staring at her posterior, the look on her face is not altogether
welcoming, and | am dashed upon arocky shore.

“Peter. | thought we were getting together tomorrow.” She assumes aforced pleasantness which might
be a descendant of Varina Davis s manner toward me, asort of ebullient malice— a Southern socid kil
| waslater informed.

“Wewere...or are...or will...” | say, laughing much too much, asflustered as a schoolboy. “I'm sorry. |
was just on my way to work, and | thought it would be al right to call on you. | had a matter | hoped to
discusswith you. | didn't intend to be abother.”

Her manner makesit clear I’ vefailed in my intentions, for she gives me abusinesdike nod and gestures
toward apair of rockers on the porch, asif we were back in her office thefirst time we met. No. She
was much friendlier then, when | was astranger. Before | cried in her arms. As she stows her broom by
the door she seemsto be taking stock, avoiding my eyes, wary of me for some reason | can only
imagine. It can’'t be my attraction to her — as Anchee remarked, sheiswell aware of that aready,
pleasantly aware, or so it seemed. No, something has happened since | saw her last to erode her opinion
of me.

“Sit, please,” she says, for naturdly | have waited for her, and | obey. “ Are you having second thoughts
about the class?’ she asks, dmost hopefully it soundsto me. The classisour only real connection. If |
wereto quit the class, she needn’'t have anything further to do with me.

“No, no. It'snothing to do with that. I’ ve met an unfortunate fellow down by the river. HE sin poor
health and very much down on hisluck, and I'm concerned for him. He' sarefugee, and | recaled that
your agency helps refugees secure housing and other necessities. So I’ ve taken it upon mysdlf to speak to
you on hisbehalf. | would have consulted him, of course, but | only just thought of it on the way to work,
and | wasin the neighborhood.” | smile at the neighborhood to show what anice place | think itis.

A young black boy on abicycle coasts by, regarding me with open curiogity. “Hi, Rachel,” he says.



“Hi, Gerdd,” she cdlswith afriendly smile, asmile she withdraws when she turns her attention back to
me. “Where s he from — thisrefugee?’ she asksasif scarcely believing in his existence, much lesswhat
I’ve said about him.

“Hewasborn at sea,” | say, grateful for this honest evasion. “His parents were from somewherein
Africa”

“Somdia? Ishe Somdi?’

| recall that the British, French, and Itaians carved up Somaliland, but that would be on the east coast,
and Jonah' sroots are more likely in west Africa. But ill..." | supposethat’spossible” | say. “If he
were, what kind of aid might be available?’

She seesright through me. Not so fast, she seemsto say. “Maybe we can figure out where he’ sfrom.
What'shis name?’

“Jonah.”
“Biblical. Could be anywhere. Last name?’
“Jugt Jonah, | believe.”

She knits her brows skepticaly, leans back in her chair, letting it rock back and forth. “ Just Jonah, born
at sea. Thisjust keeps getting better. What languages does he speak?’

“We spokein English. | don't know his mother tongue. Heisilliterate, though I’ ve offered to teach him.”

“Of course” There sachill in her voicethat breaks my heart. Our eyes meet. She seesmy distress, and |
see her anger, but while she must know the source of my pain, | have no ideawhat | have done to anger
her 0. She continues her interrogation. “Living relatives?’

“None.”

“Why am | not surprised? Does he have any identification? Documentation? Anything at al that could be
used to establish hisidentity?’

1] Nothirg.”
“Y ou seem awfully certain. It can be anything — hisarrplaneticket, for example.”

“I know that he possesses nothing at al except apair of pants and ashirt | gave him. And apen. | gave
him that aswell.”

“How did he manage to get here without so much as aticket sub? Did agrest fish spit him out?’
“I don't fully understand that mysdif.”

“But you believe heis an African refugee? Why? Even if heis African, how do you know he sarefugee?
Y ou don't even know what country he’ sfrom, though you seem to know everything el se about him.
What makes you think he’ sarefugee?’

Her tone gets my back up, and | answer forcefully. “Because he should be by any sensible definition. He
bears the unmistakable marks of torture and subjugation — scars from lash and shackles. They are more
eloquent than any ‘ documentation.””



“Y ou’ ve seen these scars yoursel f?”
“yYes”

“Has he been to the INS?’

“INS?

She cocks her head to one sde, clearly finding my ignorance unaccountable. “Immigration and
Naturalization Service, Peter. Y ou know — the people you dedlt with to enter this country?’

“Ohyes, them.” She'scertain I'm lying. And | am attempting to deceive her with the half-truthsI’'m
telling, but | do not wish to lieto her. | blunder on. “He has spoken with no one other than me and my
neighbor | told you of. He only just arrived here.”

“Why Richmond? s he areader of Dickensaswel?’
| blush crimson. * Perhaps you could just talk to him?’ | offer without much conviction.

“Tel him to come to the office on Monday. Y ou might aso tell him it would be hdpful if he recalswhat
country in Africahe— or his parents— are from, and how he managed to get here from there without
talking to anyone or having anything to show for it.”

“I...I'will.” My businessisdone. I’ve made a big enough fool of mysdf for oneday. | should rise and
leave. If | hurry, | can makeit to work on time. But | am overcome with awave of londlinessthat pinsme
to my chair. My chest isleaden as| redlize that after thisincident, | may very well never see Rachd again.
Only thismorning | witnessed the joy that speaking the plain truth can bring to apair of like-minded
grangers. And here | am lying — for what else can you cdl it — to the one person in dl thisnew world |
would most like to befriend; and worse till, she knows | am lying. “I’' m sorry to have bothered you,” |

sy.
“Peter,” she saysquietly, in an atogether different tone of voice, “isthere anything you want to tell me?’

| look over at her, and she regards me with a steady gaze. It seems| am being given a chance to confess,
but unfortunately | don’'t know my crime. “A good many things,” | say. “But until | know what has
occurred to ater your opinion of me since you saw me lagt, there’ sno point in my saying anything— for
whatever it is casts ashadow over dl. | know that Jonah's story must sound outrageous, but you were
upset the moment you laid eyes on me. Have | done something to upset you?’

She considers her response. “* Upset’ me? Yes, | guess you could say that. Disillusonment is upsetting,
isn't it? Disappointment. | wanted to read something you' d written. Y ou seemed like such anice,
interesting man. | was curious. Okay — | was interested. | wanted to know more about you. So after
work | took your application to the library to look up some of the thingsyou listed there. | wasn't trying
to check up on you. | was certain dl those articleswould be there waiting for me. | didn’t havethe
dightest doubt. | waslike an excited little kid.

“I must’ ve been nuts. Asyou know, they don’t exist, Peter. Not a single one of them. Why would you lie
about something like that? We don’t require our tutorsto publish in Nature and Atlantic Monthly. Were
you trying to impress me or something? And now this crazy story...I liked you much better before you
liedtome”

My heart isbreaking. | can’t alow her to think so low of me. “1 did not lie. | did write al those pieces. |
merely changed the dates.”



“Youwhat? But why?| don't get it.”

“Because| had to. | don't know if | can explain, if you can possibly believe...” | throw up my handsin
exasperation. “Pleasetry to trust me. Y ou arethe last person in theworld | would want to think ill of me.
| hold you in the highest possible regard.”

She clasps her hands together asif they are cold or sheis praying. “Peter, | know you like me, but you
scare me. If we're going to have any kind of relationship at dl, | need to know who you redly are. |
know what your papers say, and |’ ve read your application, but none of it — true or false— adds up to
somebody who fliesto Richmond on the hedls of hiswife' sdeeth to live ahomelesslife on the river —
taking up the cause of mysterious Africans who, like himself, just so happen to show up in Richmond,
Virginig, asif dropped out of the sky! Jesus, Peter! Trust you? How? How do | do that? | know you
have agreen card — I’ ve seen it — but how on earth did you get it? Y ou haven't even heard of the
INS. Peter, please just tell me what’ s going on, who you redlly are. If | check everything on that
application — the writing, the teaching — isthere anything that's, well...”

“Thetruth? All of it. Y ou want the truth? Very well. | will tell you thetruth, al of it. | had to changethe
dates to make them plausible. | wrote most of those articles over ahundred years ago. Y ou see, my
actual date of birth is December 9, 1842.”

“l...1 don’'t understand.”

“I hoped to tell you everything after you had the chance to get to know me and know I’m not demented,
but that was afoolish, romantic notion. Y ou know my name. I’'m known to history, apparently. The
young man | met at the airport and used as areference did his senior thesi's on me — one of the reasons |
liked him so much, | suppose. You see— | am ‘the’ Peter Kropotkin, sometimes called the Anarchist
Prince— apersstent label | despise. | cameto thistime day before yesterday from my deathbed in
1921

She stares a me dumbfounded. Finally, she speaks. “ Y ou're saying you' reatime traveler?” Her voice
isamost awhimper.

“Please” | say. “Please hear me out.”

It isonly because she strives to understand the strange and foreign as amatter of habit and principle that
she accedes to my request. She nods for me to proceed, her emotions barely reined in. | don't think |
could have upset her moreif | had told her | was, in fact, adrug deder or athief. There are agenciesto
which | could be referred in those cases. Asit is, she'smy one chance.

So dthough I will likely belate for work asaresult, | tell my tale athird time, now something of aritud in
thisnew life, though | tel it differently each time— recaling new details but inventing none, recounting the
same episodes but with different meanings. To Earl | was afellow madman; to Jonah, afdlow foreigner;
to both, afellow escapee, aformer jailbird. Thetelling of it to Rachel, it seemsto me, isitstrue form, the
one closest to my heart. For dl | want it to say isthat | am Peter Kropotkin, agood man | think, in over
my head in abusiness | don't understand, but with no intentions of drowning — not with anew lifeto be
lived in the offing. | don’t know why I’'m here, but | intend to do as |’ ve dways done— to do what |

can, however inggnificant, to make the world better.

“Inthe face of desth | was offered anew lifein the future, and | took it,” | conclude. “And for the most
part, I'mglad | did. | fed young again— | am young again. | fed purposeful again. I'm even hopeful. To
borrow aphrase from my favorite creation of Mr. Dickens, young David Copperfied, | intend to be the
hero of my new life.” | smile, but she does not smile back. My tale moves her deeply; her eyesare moist
with tearswhose meaning | cannot interpret. They began as | recounted the Tim Binder affair by which



Anchee had arranged our last meeting. | announce myself in any event: “1 dso wish to say that of al the
wonders of thisnew life, | am most glad to have made your acquaintance, Rachel, and | sincerely hope
that we may befriendsfor avery long time to come.”

We stare at each other, and | seein her face what she cannot bring herself to say, so | say it for her:
“You don't believe me, do you? Not asingleword.” Now it is| whose eyes flood with tears.

“Oh Peter,” she says, reaching out a pitying hand to me.

| stand quickly, setting the rocker careening acrossthe porch like astartled cat. “I' m late for work,” |
say, and hurry down the steps asfast as| can go. She calls my name, but | don’t look back, and she
doesn't come after me.

| suppose | should beflattered that she is so upset to discover that | am insane— when | seemed like
such anice, even promising young man — but | am not. Crackpot, devil, foolish dreamer — I’ ve been
thought all those and worse, but never dishonest, never insane. It sabitter pill.

Send me a poem about Cassandra, | say to Ancheein therage of my thoughts. Endaved by
Agamemnon and brought home as spoils of war, cursed by Apollo with knowing the truth and
being compelled to tell it, but never, ever being believed — now she would be a myth more to the
point, don’t you think? Have Yeats scratch out something along those lines, why don’t you!

Asif he hears my thoughts and his powers extend even to the heavens, ahard rain beginsto fal. By the
time | get to work, | am soaked to the bone.

Mutual Aid

All belongsto dl. All thingsarefor al men, sncedl men have need of them, sincedl men have worked
in the measure of their strength to produce them, and sinceit is not possible to eval uate every one's part
in the production of the world’ sweslth. PETER KROPOTKIN, The Conquest of Bread

Don't compete.... That iswhat Nature teaches us. PETER KROPOTKIN, Mutual Aid

T herainfdlsall day infitsand starts. The long shift | dreaded proves arefuge of sorts— | have aroof
over my head, and the drudgery and monotony of work help numb my mind and senses. Though my
mind, a least, must have dready been numb to have thought Rachel could possibly beieve me. My
senses, | suppose, were anything but numb. | recall an article | read on the airplane on pheromones and
understand most clearly what the author was driving at. When | was a cadet, there was a crude term for
that sort of thinking. | assume you have the equivaent in English, so I’ll spare you.

After lunch, | take abreak in the kitchen where Ahmed, an Iragi who tends to salads and breads, keeps
aTV going congtantly. “Help English,” he explains, but the noise of the thing makes any sustained
conversation impossible, so | don’t know how effective an English ingtructor it is.

| try to watch it, but it exhausts me. The quick, evocative images coax al manner of emotions— fear,
lust, nogtalgia, devotion — that are promptly and shamelessy conscripted into the service of
consumption. Joy? Consume. Lust? Consume. Embarrassed? Consume. Lonely? Consume. Love?
Consume. In no time’m emotionally drained, funneled, bottled for shipment like a Coca-Cola. I've
flown over mountains, fallen in love, cradled ababy, lost my husband, rescued a cat from ahigh tree—
al to empty my wallet. Perhaps that’ swhat | need to learn to survive here— how to watch televison —
or rather, how to sted mysdlf to itsingdious sway.

But not today. | take advantage of the lull between lunch and dinner, to scrub out pots and panstoo large



for the dishwasher, awe come break from the routine of feeding the mechanical maw of that damn
machine. For abrief time, thereis not asoiled dish in the place. | enjoy the small pleasure of ajob
well-done and go out front to watch the rain fdl. It thrashes against the windows with aterrible racket,
blurring and twisting the world outside. | hope Earl’ sburrow isas dry as he claims. With agrim smile, |
note the irony of bedding down in aholein the ground, when by dl rights| should be residing therelong
snce.

There are only four tables of customers, al in aproper torpor, waiting out the rain with chocolate
dessarts, cups of coffee, and cigarettes. | consider smoking a cigarette mysdlf, but reject the idea
immediately. My rejuvenated body doesn't crave tobacco asthe old one did. After alifetime of smoking,
| have had my fill, had it, in fact, afew decades before | died. | should be quite the miserablefool if |
wereto takeit up again, so | St, smokeless and miserable at the bar.

A bartender and two walitresses, al unknown to me since they didn’t work yesterday, play cards at the
other end of the bar. They ignore me asif | wereinvisible. They have assumed | spesk no more English
than the three-word sentences | speak to management, and | have let them. Just now, | prefer invisibility,
for to reveal my true identity — my experience with Rachel hasforcefully brought hometo me—isto
banish mysdf from human society, and the dternative— lying — kills the soul.

Once again | take stock of the Peter in the mirror behind the bar. | no longer see Old Peter, or Y oung
Peter either; now | see Crazy Peter — soon to be known about town like Crazy Earl: Thinkshe'sa
time traveler. Imagine. Quite mad. Such a shame. Seems a nice fellow otherwise. For the hundredth
time | see Rachel’ s comforting hand, her pitying voice, and | clamp my eyes shut. Nobody here will
listen to you. Nobody here will believe you. Nobody here wants to hear what you have to say.

“Gin,” one of the waitresses says, and lays down her cards.

| try to make my mind ablank, but recal instead thefirst time| saw Rachel, asheaf of formsin her hand,
each one dubbed with a meaningless string of |etters and numbers, but in her careful Spanish the jumble
of numbers gradudly turned to hope. The forms would make life better once one found the answers and
set them down, paid the bribes or fees or taxes or whatever they’ re called thistime round, engaged a
lawyer, of course. But it would al, by thistorturous route, she promised, work out, don’t you see? And
the family was heartened and convinced. The needy and the well intentioned, if they were only patient,
could eventudly help one another by way of the proper forms.

For me, for Jonah, for Earl, there are no forms, no procedures, no one who will even accept our bribe.
We ve escaped death, war, and davery, only to end up ghosts, impossible and inconvenient phantoms
from the past.

My father wasfond of ghost stories and liked to frighten himsalf with the telling of them to my brother and
me. Wewould gasp at dl theright parts, but we never actudly believed in them in the way our father —
who narrated them with passonate conviction — clearly did. | first learned my skepticism by observing
my father’ s credulity.

My favorite of hisghost stories has no ghosts:

On her deathbed, in her find hours, my mother extracted a sworn oath from my father that he would set
her maid Mashafree, but after Mother died, he predictably “forgot” his promise. Masha, who had heard
him swear, dared not speak up to remind my father, for he might easly takeit upon himsdlf to marry her
to adrunken soldier for such impudence. She was forced to employ more subtle means. A year after my
father’s oath, she dressed in one of Mother’ s white gowns and appeared before my father as the ghost of
hiswife. Imitating her manner of speaking and addressing him with pet names she had overheard over the



years, this apparition chastened him for not yet honoring his promise. My father was completdly takenin,
and the resourceful woman was set free at once. | had the story first from my gullible father when | wasa
child; from the“ghost” hersdf much later, when she had lived some years as a free woman and my father
wasin hisgrave. It often happensthat aghogt, or at least abelief in one, proves more persuasive than a
living soul. Saintsto the man — and woman — are all dead.

But | am not my superdtitious father, and neither, I'm certain, isRachd. She' sno believer in ghodts. If she
were, | wouldn’'t be so desirousthat she believein me. It' s precisaly in her strong, clear, intelligent eyes|
want to see mysdlf reflected as who | am. Wanted, | correct mysdlf. There' s no chance of that now.
Nobody here will listen to you. Nobody here will believe you. Nobody here wants to hear what you
have to say.

I”’m stirred from my melancholy reverie by Brad, who takes the stool beside me and eyes me with
concern. “Y ou okay, Peter?’

Outside, therain has dackened to adrizzle. The card players are nowhere to be seen. | had noticed
neither change. | put on acheerful face. “I’'m fine, just fine. | didn’t know you were working today.”

“I’'m not. | just came by to pick up my pay.” He waggles awhite envelopein his shirt pocket, identical to
the one that contained Tim Binder’ sbounty. “Y ou sure you' re okay? Y ou |ook redly wasted.”

“I didn’'t get much deep, I'm afraid — il adjusting to things here; it sal abit overwheming. Though|
must say | had awonderful time at your kitchen table yesterday evening. | thank dl of you again for your
splendid hospitdity.”

Brad laughs. “1 wish my mother could hear you say that — ‘ splendid hospitdity.” She'sawayson me
about being rude.” He pauses a moment, tugging pensively on hisnosering. “Everybody liked you alat,
too.”

Angd, the Dominican busboy, passes uswith afull tub of dishes. The customers apparently al left with
the rain. The dishes are smeared with ashes and chocolate; the napkins have been shredded into
drain-clogging confetti; the plastic straws twisted into knots. There was someone yesterday who
fashioned them into tiny animas. When he brought back that tub, Angel said, “ Mira, Pedro, €l arca de
Noé.” (Look, Peter, Noah’'s Ark!)

Fresh customers, six by my count, come in the door and shake their umbrellas on thetile floor.

“We must talk again when I’m not chained to my pogt.” | start to go back to work when | am struck by a
sudden inspiration. “ Do you ever takein new resdentsin your commune?’

“Sure. TJsaysthere' s been as many as adozen in the past, but that was before | lived there. You
interested?’

“Yes, | cartainly am.”

Brad is overcome with enthusiasm. “ Really? That' d be so awesome. All the redlly good rooms are
taken, but the basement could be pretty cool with some fixing up. TJ suncle Chaney used to live and
work down there. He' sa sculptor, and there’ s till some of his shit down there, too heavy to move— a
torch and an anvil and some of his pieces— but it’ snot in the way or anything. There' s plenty of room.
There' seven alittle bathroom. Y ou can dwaysthrow ablanket over the art.”

“| takeit you don’t care for the uncle swork?’

“I think it totally sucks, but at least he was doing shit, you know? If you' re not making art, you' re not an



artist, know what | mean?”’

“Indeed. Isthisroom large enough for two by any chance? | have afriend who isaso in need of aplace
to say.”

“Ohit'shuge; it’slike awhole apartment. It saready sort of divided into two rooms. TJand Chaney put
al the old furniture down there in aline down the middle making two roomsout of it. If you need any
furniture, by the way, just take it off the stack.”

“We haven't movedinyet.”
“Youwill. You'regoing to loveit. Your friend — ishe Russan, too?’
“No. He san African.”

Brad rocks back and forth on hisbar stoal, grinning. “Cool. That is so cool. I've never met aresl
African. What is he, South African?’

“West African, | bdieve”

I’m not sure what congtitutes a“real African” as opposed to some other sort, but don't pursueit. Brad
and hisfriends possess ahunger for the exatic, it seems, asintense as others need for the familiar. If
Jonah and | were Americans with scolding mothers and nose rings and tattooed heads, | don’t imagine
we would be nearly so cool, so awesome. “When might we movein?’ | ask. “Isthere some procedure
for joining the commune?’

“Sort of. We do everything by consensus, so everybody has to agree on new people. But | don’t seea
problemwithit. Like | said, everybody liked you, and the room’ sjust down there, not being used for
anything except to stow Chaney’ s bad art. When do you get off work?’

“Beven”

“Come on over to the club after. The whole house will be there then if you want to talk about moving in.
Y ou said you wanted to hear us play anyways. We go on alittle after midnight.”

Since my morning planswith Rachel are no more, arainy night on the town with Hemlock Cocktall
sounds like just the thing. I'm sure Jonah and Earl won't lose any deep over my absence, and therain
has persuaded me that we'll al deep agood dedl easier if | can secure proper lodgings. Brad drawvs a
map to the club on anapkin, and | go back to work.

The evening crew includes most of the people | met yesterday, including Deidre, who cheers me
considerably with the gift of apicture of her dog Buster. HE s a handsome fellow indeed, and | tack his
image on the wall above the pond to provide the frog and mysdlf with an ever-cheerful companion.

Therain returns off and on from light drizzle to gusty showers. But rain or not, Seturday night provesto
be very busy, and | am glad to be steadily occupied, for though | fight it, my idle thoughts tend to self-pity
and sdf-doubt, and | find mysalf miserable company. But | continue my food-conservation efforts on
Buster’ sbehdf, expanding my dependentsto include another dog, acat, and an iguana. And while I’ m at
it, I include Earl, Jonah, and mysdlf. For the dogs, | salvage beef and bones; for the cat, chicken and fish;
the iguana clams discarded lettuce and pardey; while my accidentd friendsand | inherit severd plagtic
bags of bread and corn muffins, with an ample supply of butter, aswell as severa bags of diced oranges
(amere garnish here where no one dreams of scurvy).

But that isbut asmdl portion, atiny drop spared from a huge bucket. And once I’ ve started saving food



from being thrown away, | find it hard to stop, reasoning that if | or my neighbors can’t useit, there must
be others who can. The busboystake an interest, and with aminimum of cooperation from them, the
harvest increases substantialy.

Onceword spreads of what I’ m doing, something of a competition springs up among the waitresses and
bushoys to see who can bring me the tastiest morsal's, and soon dozens of pets and unfortunates have
been enrolled to take advantage of the resulting bounty. Ahmed — who fills the baskets of bread in the
first place— supplies me with empty plastic bread bags and plastic-coated wires with which to secure
them. Bread is our leading crop, for abread basket typicaly reaches me, by way of acustomer’stable, a
little more than half-full. The bread bags prove an excdlent means of storing not only the salvaged bread,
but most anything at all. | soon run out of storage space for the harvest, and Ahmed comesto my rescue
with an empty bread rack | can whed about wherever it's needed. For perishable items, Pierce clears
part of ashelf inthe wak-in refrigerator for my use. After abrief consultation, the busboys dter their
route to include a stop at the walk-in. They suffer no loss of efficiency, however, since the garbage
container now takestwice aslong tofill, and fewer tripsto the binin the dley they cal the Dumpster are

necessary.

When the dinner dishes are at their peak, and | am working on alitera peak of stacked bustubs, Doris
comesinto the dishroom, as my territory is called, and watches me work. Thisisasingular occurrence.
Not since my five minutes of “training” has management — even the various ass stant managers whose
job seemsto consist of maintaining a certain leve of anxiety — set foot in the seamy domain of the
dishroom, and hereisthe one, like Frol, generally acknowledged to be responsible for the smooth
operation of practicaly everything.

| do not ater my food-salvaging routine in the least, but like a cadet performing along-practiced drill on
parade before avisting generd, | muster dl my skill and showmanship, and play to the grandstand.
Bugter, asaways, lookswildly enthusiastic; the frog jumps for inexhaudtible joy; but Doris stands &t the
edge of my vison smoking and watching, smoking and watching, her opinion shrouded in acloud of
smoke and steam. Asfor me, | am quite proud of our efforts. Severa of the waitresses— organized by
Wendy of the commune, | believe— have sensibly decentralized the process by keeping their own stash
of bread bags at each wait Station, so that easily half the food has been bagged before it reaches me.
Someone el se has distributed markers, and another has developed asimple code so that eech bag is
marked with its contents. All | have to do for agood many of the tubsisto sort the bags using the bread
rack as aholding area. Fearing management’ swrath, some of the busboys and waitresses are not
participating so that there are still tubs coming back with food and dishesal ajumble, but their number is
geadily shrinking.

When | stop to change the gross water, Doris steps up to the bread rack and examines the bags,
gpparently figuring out the system. From the vegetable shelf, she holds up abag of French fries, afavorite
wagted item. From the perishables shelf she examines a T-bone steak with scarcely amouthful cut from it
that would easlly provide dinner for asmal family. It would have been in the walk-in by now but the
bushoys are staying clear of the dishroom aslong as Dorisis around. She carefully returns each bag to its
proper place. Thetop shelves arefilled with bags of bread that look remarkably in the same condition as
they began the evening. Modern American bread is so soft, in my opinion, that it is actualy the better for
having abracing turnin the fresh air beforeit is eaten.

She counts the number of bags of bread, and smiles ever so dightly, then turns her calculating look on
me. “Thisisabout haf the bread we sent out tonight.”

“Isokay save?’ | ask.

Shelaughs. It'san odd sound, dmaost mournful. “Don't try to shit me with this speakano English stuff,”



shesays. “Okay?’

“Okay. | apologizefor the deception. Y our husband...”
“Apology accepted. Tell me about the bread.”

“It'sdl bread that would have been thrown away, | assure you.”
“Oh, | know that. But you didn’t throw it away. Why not?’

“Itisfood. | only need three wordsto say why: It isfood. How can | throw it away if even adog might
egt it? Why doesn't the restaurant give the customerslessinstead of wasting so much?’

If my question angers her, she makes no sign of it. Infact, she doesn’t seemto be angry at al, more
curious, | should say. “They expect afull basket. In away that’swhat people are paying for. They want
to fed pampered, waited on, specid. If we served smaller portions, alot of customerswould think we
were cheap and go somewhere else.”

“What if you charged less?’
“Then the quality of the food would be questioned.”

“So the customers pay so much and waste so much so that they might believe they are special, and be
assured that the food, haf of which they pitch into the garbage, is of the highest quality?’

She purses her lipsand nods. “Y ou might say that.” She considers the matter further. “Y ou could
definitely say that.” Her weariness seemsto descend upon her again out of the steamy air. “Yes, that's
exactly what they’re doing.” She gives me awry smile, shakes her head, and startsto walk off.

“It is okay then? What we' ve been doing?’

“Ohyes. It sfine. Better than fine. If | had any sense, I’d tell you to stop it at once. But if | had any
sense, | wouldn't have spent half my lifein this place. Now, would 17" She exits quickly. Shel shad
enough of talking to me for one evening.

Our entire conversation in the noisy dishroom has been shouted so that we might hear one another, with
the result that anyone close by could hear aswell. Two busboys appear moments after Doris' s departure
to convey food to the walk-in. From the smiles on their faces, | gather that they heard every word. Soon
the entire crew knows, and every single one of them helps rescue quality food from the pampered plates
of those who' ve been brought up good capitaists since infancy to measure their worth by consumption,
and since even aglutton can only consume so much, they end up measuring their worth by how much
they can waste. They are not evil, nor do they make any truly evil decisons. It’s how the economy is
structured. Modern Americaisthe plumpest place I’ ve ever seen. But even so, with aconsumption ethic
and prosperoustimes, it'sawonder the whole placeisn’'t awaddle. It samiraclethat anyoneat dl is
thin. Perhapsthat explainsal that running.

Toward closing time, Wendy stops by the dishroom and shouts over the machine, “Brad told me you
need arideto the club?’ | enthusiastically accept thisinvitation. She further suggests we might find people
in need of our salvaged food in Monroe Park across from the cathedra, and we can stop there on the
way to the club.

At the end of the evening, the remaining crew |loads the bread into the back of Wendy’s car, which they
al refer toasaboat. “I1t' smy dad’ sold car,” she guiltily explainsto me, though | don’t know exactly
what she' sexplaining. After arather spirited debate, the vegetarian minority prevailsin the opinion that



the meat should be given to dogs and cats, undeniably carnivores, rather than to humans about whom
thereis clearly some disagreement. Pierce, claiming a contact at the Humane Society, agreesto take
charge of the meat — first stop, hisaunt’ sfreezer. The rest of us head for the park.

Although I met Wendy last night at the commune, | didn’t have achanceto talk to her directly — since
shewas Sitting at the other end of the table— though, as| recal, by the end of the evening she was
gtting in Brad'slap. | like her agreet ded, her resourcefulness and spirit, but | find her somewhat
disquieting aswell, though I’'m not surewhy.

At firg | find her buzzed head (aterm she teaches me) distracting. But sheis such asweet, sensblegirl,
no more than twenty-one or -two, | soon forget her appearance. Actudly, that isnot quite true, for sheis
quite the beauty, afact rendered more forcefully somehow by the drameatic setting of her shaved head.
Her shift done, she has changed into farmer’ s overals and a scant knit shirt. The effect is rather endearing
— Venus asatomboy.

Sheinvitesmeto ride shotgun (another term she teaches me when | inquire) explaining its Wild West
origins, asfour of our fellow workers pack themselvesinto the rear seat of her car with littleroom to
gpare, Deidrein Ahmed’ slap and two others whose names | don't recall. Wendy has worked at the
restaurant as a waitron (another term she teaches me) for two years, and until tonight, never thought
there’' d be asingle good thing about the job except the money.

“What you did was so totally cool,” she says.
“Wedid.”
Shebeamsat me. “Wedid.”

As| watch the houses diding by, | see we re driving past the very spot where Tim Binder picked me up,
and | recal my previousjourney. Anchee svision of the future has proven somewhat defective. | met
Rachd, just ashewished. | can’'t say I'm happier for it. At the moment, | should say, I'm rather
miserablefor it.

| mention to Wendy the possibility of Jonah and me moving into the commune, and she proclamsit an
awesome idea and agrees with Brad that there should be no objection from anyone.

“Y ou look like someone who'll do his share of theweeding,” she says.
“Indeed | am.”
“Mikewill bein heaven, living in the same house with Kropotkin himsdif.”

“But I'm not that Kropotkin,” | say, which istrue enough. That fellow’' s dead and buried. Whoever |
am, I've decided, I’'m not he.

“You're close enough,” Wendy says. “Mike sinto Concept. Redlity’ sboring. After dl, hedidn’t write
it”

“Mike seemsto occupy a specid statusin the group.”

“Y eah. The philosopher king, the phamale, the Boy Wonder, though Batman split some time back.
Hereweare”

We cometo astop, and she killsthe engine. My brimming questions can wait. | peer into the shadowsin
and around therainy park. At firgt, | see no one. Then the shadows begin to shift and move. Gradualy |



make them out for what they are: Under every available shelter from the rain — doorways, trees,
battered umbrellas, cardboard cartons — dozens of people, mostly black, mostly men, huddle together.
There are saverd children and women in among them, afew dogs looking out from behind aforest of
legs. All eye uswith curiosity aswe inexplicably emerge from Wendy’ s car into therain.

We each take an armload of bread. Wendy holds up apair of loaves and hollers, “Freefood!” and we
walk among the crowd, each of usimmediately surrounded by the hungry. If we possessed Christ’ s kill
a multiplying theloaves, till we would not have had enough for everyoneto est hisfill, though I'm not
surprised to see that many who reach usfirst and secure aloaf don't hesitate to share it with comrades
lessfleet of foot, just asthey have no doubt been sharing the scant shelter from therain al day long.

| had hoped by now that those with true abundance might be as willing to share their excess asthese folk
huddled under dripping eaves are to share their pittance, but the rich typicaly possess a superfluity of
greed — which helpsexplain, | suppose, why they arerich in thefirst place.

Sometimes, however, the young provide the conscience for severa generations. So it happened in Russa
that the “to the peopl€’” movement sprang up in which the best of a generation turned its back on privilege
bought by davery and no virtue of their own, and sought instead to teach the common people to read and
write, a“privilege’ the State had denied them. By this smple act of justice the seeds of revolution were
sown. They had no thought of revolution, any more than these young people have— al strangersto
garvation themsalves— when they snatch food from the garbage and give it to the hungry.

No one, it seems, in thistime and place, can sensibly plead scarcity as an excuse for hunger anymore.
Enough food isthrown away every night to feed dl these people and more. Those with faith in the State
and so-cdlled representative democracy can wring their hands and wonder aloud why the Stateis
alowing such an inexcusable outrage as these home ess, hungry people. The more determined will
demand that their eected officias do something. Who knows? A committee might investigate the matter,
write areport, make recommendations. In the meantime, the police will likely get these poor people out
of sght so they don’t cause so much concern among the populace.

Or, aswe have done this evening, one can smply take the bread from where it is not needed or
appreciated and ddliver it to whereit is. No doubt we' ve broken severa lawsin the process.
Fortunately, the evidence of our crimes hasal been consumed within moments.

Aswe are returning to the car, aman reaches out and seizes my forearm and spins me about. Heis
black, grizzled, and angry. “Hey, Red, what the fuck do you think you' re doing?’

“Wéll, Gray, what the fuck doesit look like I’ m doing?’

“Cute. Giving handoutsto the po* folksiswhat it lookslike. The people don’t need more handouts. It's
the system that’ s fucked.”

“| absolutely agree.”

He narrows his eyes and takes stock of me. “Then what are you doing this shit for?’

“Waste kills the spirit. We wanted to remind our selves of the difference between food and garbage.”
He amiles. “Where are you from, man?’

“Russa”

“No shit? Communigt?’



“If you mean that state capitalism of Marx and Lenin, no. I'm an anarchist.”
“I canrelate. Let metdl you though — don’t be saying that shit. Watch your back.”

Forgetting thisisafigure of speech, | turn for amoment and see my companions waiting for mein
Wendy’scar. | turn back to learn Gray’ s proper name and wish him farewdl|, but heis gone.

Aswedrive away, | catch aglimpse of him moving through the crowd talking to this one and thét.
Organizing, | would say. Takes oneto know one.

“Wheat did that man want?’ Deidre asks me.

“Jugtice” | .

A Theatrical Evening and the Morning Review

The Itdian opera, in those years, was in some strange way intimately connected with the radica
movement, and the revolutionary recitetivesin “Wilhdm Tel” and “ The Puritans” were aways met with
stormy applause and vociferations which went straight to the heart of Alexander I1.; whileinthe
sixth-story galeries, and in the smoking-room of the opera, and at the stage door the best part of the St.
Petersburg youth came together in acommon idealist worship of anoble art. All thismay seem childish;
but many higher ideas and pure inspirations were kindled in us by thisworship of our favorite artists.
PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist

Spies can imitate anything else but ethics. PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist

| ‘“m not surewhat | expect to find at the club (if the club has aname, no one bothers using it) —
something agood dedl more “modern” certainly, filled to bursting with drum machines, synthesizers, and
electric guitars. What | find isaplay in progress on ahomely wooden stage surrounded by an audience
that mostly standsin atheater made entirely for groundlings. A bar runsthe length of the wall opposite the
stage providing seating for the shorter rather than the wedthier on its somewhat damp surface. Wendy
and | find snug places there beside Dave, who stands, and Caitlin, who sts behind him with her legs
wrapped around hiswaist, her ebowsresting on his shoulders.

Just as| am settling onto the plastic surface, the crowd gives out atremendous yell, and | jump into the
ar. No one seems particularly startled but me. Caitlin and Dave explain what is going on: The audience
has been given theline“Free Trade!” to be shouted in full voice when any character givesthe cue, “We
cdl this...” The one exception isthe heroine, to whom we respond, “Revolution!” This participatory
element keeps everyone in boisterous spirits awaiting the next opportunity to shaketherafters, or inthis
case, pipes, for the ceiling isamaze of them. The club isin the basement of alarge building | take to have
been achurch at onetime, though | didn’t get aproper look at it before | descended the winding metal
dairs.

Theplot of the play ispuremelodrama: A virtuous maiden, Tercera, and her sickly, aged father, Antiguo,
are set upon by various vile thieves and seducers, while Terceramaintains her virtue and pluck
throughout. Antiguo, since the play was undoubtedly penned by ayoung playwright, has very littleto do
but dodder. Despite the grim subject matter, the episodes are rendered outrageoudy with flamboyant
good humor. I'm reassured the play has only just begun and settle in, eager to be enchanted.

In the present scene, Supermarket Man to the World isrefusing to buy Terceraand Antiguo’s crops
unlessthey use his outrageoudly priced patented seeds (stolen from the old man years before).
Supermarket Man wears bright blue tights, red hose, and a cape, with the letters SM on hischest, a
costume, my companions explain to me, which brings to mind ahero famous for upholding “ Truth,



Justice, and the American Way” — atrio who appear in the play in the guise of the Three Blind Mice
following Supermarket Man about with tin beggars cups and cardboard signs around their necks
identifying them. Now and again, after some underhanded dealing or other, the trio will rattle their cups
furioudy, and Supermarket Man will drop afew coinsinto each one, inquiring of the grateful rodent,
“What dowecdl this?’

Free Trade!
“...andthis?
Free Trade!
“...andthis?
Free Trade!

He sports an outrageous stuffed phallus he callsthe Little Man of Stedl, waving it about to great comic
effect until Tercera, in aforceful renunciation of his unwelcome advances, lopsit off with amachete. “My
seed! My seed!” hecries, as Tercerasprinkles the crowd with its confetti stuffing. Tercera, holding
machete and her now-limp prize aoft, asksthe crowd, “What do we cal this?’

Revolution!
“I didn’t hear you!”
Revolution!

Her victory is short-lived, however, for she must fly from the World Trade Police, who have been derted
by Supermarket Man'’s cries. They wear helmets reminiscent of welders masks (plagtic, of course) and
carry very nasty-looking nightsticks, but their badges (emblazoned with dollar signs) are pinned to the
lapels of spruce business suits. Their prim care to avoid soiling these suitsimpedes their progressto such
an extent that Terceraand Antiguo manage to escape by running through their cornfield.

But the hapless pair runsright into Enormous Mack. Heisdressed inamusic-hal cow suit with the
addition of acurly red wig and aclown’ s bulbous nose. Teetering atop hishead isan extrapair of horns,
Texaslonghorns by the look of them, with which he manages to gouge, tangle, upset, or break everything
that crosses his path — trees, crops, members of the audience. HE svery jolly with awild-eyed ook, all
the wilder for his having three eyes.

He offers Terceraa sandwich he calls The Mirthful Mouthful, but when she cautioudly accepts, he
produces asyringe of bright green fluid with which he injects the sasndwich. “What' sthat stuff?’ Tercera
demands.

“This?Wecdl this...”
Free Trade!

“Would you like meto supersize that for you?’ he asks, producing asyringe the size of asdami. When
sherefuses, hetriesto forceit on her. In the ensuing dapstick struggle, Terceraand Mack freeze
repeatedly in tableau — hisfoot upon her neck, sitting on her back, twisting her leg— and he will shout
eachtimeinhisjolly voice, “Wecdl this...”

Free Tradel



But the tide turns, and she managesto inject him with his own syringe. Whereupon he undertakes a
hilarious aria of gags and retches culminating in his dropping dead, managing somehow, with hisdying
breath, to call for the cops.

Tercerathrows horns and syringe in the path of the pursuing World Trade Police, and they fdl al over
one another in a hilarious heap, as Tercera extolsthe crowd for cry after cry of Revolution!

Terceraand her father flee to the forest (by means of hinged tree flats springing upright al around them)
hoping for anew life there and singing asong to its virtues. (A bit sappy and tedious, that, so I’ ll spare
you). When dl of asudden, the chorusis cut short by aloud motor firing up, and Kimberly Clark Kent
steps onto the stage. He isthe very soul of a proper butler — except for the roaring motorized saw he
usesto dice hisway across the stage toward our heroes, the hinged tree flats falling to the boards with a
resounding dap. Aseach treefals, Kimberly Clark Kent shouts out, “We call thigl”

Free Trade!
“Wecdl thid”
Free Trade!
“Wecdl thid”
Free Trade!

I”’m laughing, shouting with the best of them, even though | don’t get agood many of the jokes— and
would probably not find them quite so funny if | did— when | fed atapping on my shoulder. It'sMike,
standing behind the bar. He motions for meto meet him at theend. | jump down and follow himinto
what turns out to be the green room, and he closes the door behind us.

It' sanarrow low-cellinged affair, more like a halway than aroom, packed with people, and pungent
with severd varieties of smoke burning a once — cigarette, cannabis, candles, incense, acigar sometime
in the recent past. Along the wall beside the door are several TV sand computers. Onthe TV screensis
the ongoing play from three different perspectives. Three other screens are dark. Brad isat one of the
computers— completely engrossed in hislabors and not to be interrupted, I’ m told, for heis making
last-minute adjustments to their impending performance. Interestingly enough, neither TV snor computers
seem to be making a sound.

The room, however, buzzes with a dozen muted conversations. Mike steers me through the crowd too
quickly for meto follow the thread of any one of them, but the play’ sthe thing, it seems, that’son
everyone stongue — theline, the cue, the laugh, the applause — when al of a sudden the crowd out
front shouts Revolution! rattling the walls, suspending conversation, as cast and their satellites smile with
satisfaction and wait out the deafening roar. They have every reason to be pleased: They're bringing
down the house, perhaps agood deal more.

Enormous Mack, his cow head under hisarm, provesto be TJ, and | compliment him on his comic
performance. Truth, Justice, and American Way are passing a cannabis cigarette which | decline. Zipper
(American Way), till in dark glasses and mouse whiskers, welcomes me into the household, and TJ adds
hisvoiceto this sentiment.

That wasfadt, | think. But before | have a chance to say much more than “thank you,” Mike takes my
arm and maneuvers me through the rest of the crowd to the other end of the room. “Wedl discussed it,”
he says. “Y ou and your friend are welcome to move in anytime.”



“That' swonderful news, but don’t you think you should at least meet Jonah firs?’
“Y our vouching for himisgood enough.”
“Isthisyour usua procedure? We don't want specid treatment.”

Mike snickersasif I've made ajoke. Thisisthefirst time| notice that his eyes are no longer violet but a
jade green with catlikeirises. “I want you to meet someone,” he says. A fortyish fellow in arumpled linen
jacket steps forward out of the general pressaiming hishand at me, and I’ m rather obliged to takeit.

Mike says, “ Peter Kropotkin, thisis my advisor, Dr. Richard Sapworth.”

“A pleasure,” he says, tilting his head back in order to assessme, | gather, through the proper portion of
his spectacles. His hand retreets upon arriva without ever actudly grasping mine. “ Coletdlsmeyou're
an anarchigt.”

“yYes”
“Bookchin? Chomsky? Or what’ sthat fellow in Oregon’ s name?’

“Don’t know. I’m aKropotkin man through and through.”

“Oh really? That'sunusud. Relation?’

“No. | just likethe way the man thinks.”

Hewaitsfor meto elaborate, but | don't. “Interesting. Whereisit you teach?’
“l don't.”

| smile pleasantly, and he decides I’ m awit. “I know how you fedl. They get Supider every year, don't
they?”’

“Thefaculty?”

Hesmirksa my irony. “Themtoo.”

“What's your field?’ | ask, for | know the etiquette.

“Consciousness Enactment,” he says, squaring his shoulders.

“What'sthat?’ | ask.

“Wadl,” he says, risng up on histoes and chuckling, “that is The Question, isn't it?’

| would have thought there were severa others more pressing, but he considers the matter settled. “Let’'s
gart with The Republic,” he says, and does, and continues on from there without pausing for my Let's
not. | try to listen, but it al soundsto melikeit’sjust another lemming trek down theit - doesn't - matter
- what - you - think, only - how - you - think road over theit - doesn’'t - matter - what - you - do
precipiceto drown in aseaof precious pointlessness. | distract myself by observing Sapworth’'s glasses,
which refuse to maintain a purchase on hisface, and start adow, steedy dide toward thetip of hislong,
tapered nose, prompting him to compensate by tilting his head farther and farther back so that he might
see me through the lenses, until both he and | are staring at the very tip of his nose— where the glasses
teeter, their imminent fall anear certainty — when, with asurprisingly forceful gesture that makes me
jump every time, he jams the wayward spectacles back againgt hisface with right index and middle



fingertips, blinks arecovery, and the process begins al over again. Both glasses and noselook fairly
battered from such treatment, so | gather thisis an avocation of some standing.

“No doubt I'm boring you,” he says without agreat ded of concern. “Thework, thework,” he says.
“I"'m sure you understand.”

“It sounds quite interesting. I’ ve never thought of Kant in quite those terms before.”

“I can email you the paper, if you like.”

“Peter’ snot settled in yet,” Mike says. “1’ [l loan him my copy from the seminar.”

Sapworth nods approvingly. “ Peter,” he says. “1 wonder if | could ask you afavor.”

“Why certainly.” Aslong as| don’'t haveto listen to you utter another word about consciousness.

“The department does this lecture series for the honors program — one of those ‘ serve the larger
university community’ things— and you know how undergraduates are, they’ re way's requesting social
theory, and we don't really have anybody since Ditameyer took early retirement last year. Mike
suggested you might be willing to do the next lecture. He passed on your vita. Your ligt of publicationsis
redly quiteimpressive. | know you’ re on sabbatical, but we' ve had alast-minute cancellation, and this
would get me out of ajam. There'sasmall honorarium. Nothing much. Y ou can tell them about
Kropotkin and anarchism.”

He says the word with the same tone a chemist might use when spesking of phlogiston or the
philosopher’ s stone. | should say no, | suppose, especidly since Mike has obvioudy lied to the man,
even forged credentias, but someone should pick up Ditameyer’ sfallen banner and set this sneering
felow graight. “ Certainly,” | say. “I’ d be delighted. What sort of audience might | expect?’

“Oh, twenty or thirty, juniors and seniors mostly. They’ re supposedly the best and brightest, but they just
fal adeep like the rest of them. Except Cole here.” Hetilts his head to take in Mike at the proper angle.
“Bright lad.”

The bright lad says he needs to be getting onstage pretty soon, and we retreat from Sapworth. “I’ll call,”
the doctor says by way of farewdll.

“What did you tell him about me?’ | ask Mike when we' re out of earshot.

“That you're an anarchist like he said. An expert, in fact. | thought you' d welcome the opportunity to
address agroup of bright young people on the subject of anarchism.”

“Yes, | suppose | would.” How is it you know that? | think to ask but don’'t bother. After many years
experience with the profession, Sophie and | eventualy came to the conclusion that if one can bear the
fellow, it's best not to smoke out a suspected spy, for his place will only be taken by someone more
disagreeable or subtle.

Free Trade! the crowd shouts, and Mike, pleading hisimminent performance, quickens our pace. “How
doyou likethe play so far?’ he asks at the door.

“I likeit very much,” | say.
“It' smine” he saysproudly. “I wroteit.”

| return to the audience, and the door closes behind me.



In the play, meanwhile, matters have taken adark turn. Tercera sfather lies center stage, dead of causes
unknown to me. The General — his chest so festooned with medalsthat he lists under their weight —
pursues Terceradown alonely road. Tercera, Caitlin fillsmein, has been laboring long hours at low
wagesin the Genera’ s factory making Senseless Usdess Vehicles. Her father hasjust died from a heart
attack brought on when he hears of agirl murdered on the road and becomes convinced it's Tercera.

The Generd istruly obese and wheezes dong with little chance of catching her, but Tercera, who has
grown exhausted and sickly, discovers her father’ s corpse and gives way to despair, falling to her knees.
The Generd saizes her, shrugs off his clanking coeat, and pins her to the ground with itsweight.

“I may be old and fat, but | dways get my way!” he says, dropping his pants, and then proceedsto rape
her, cupping one hand to his ear as he calls out hisline, thrusting precisaly when the crowd answversits
cue, o that we are dl made complicitousin her violation:

“Wecdl this...”
Free Trade!
“Weddl this...”
Free Trade!
“Weddl this...”
Free Trade!

On this horrifying image, the lights dim, a chord strikes on an ectric guitar, and the lights come up on
Hemlock Cocktall. Mike steps forward, fist raised, and shouts: “We call this Revolution!”

The noise of the crowd and the music islike aterrific exploson, reverberating through every atom in my
body, and without quite knowing how | got here, | find mysalf bobbing up and down in aturbulent sea of
youth shouting— Revolution!

After several hours at the club, adozen of us go for an early bregkfast in adiner, amodern eating
establishment filled with all manner of persons— students, workers, carousers, lovers— dl attempting
to prolong Saturday night.

The place, my companions explain to me, is decorated in the manner of avision of the future commonin
the 1950s. They cdll it retro — afuture old before itstime — aconcept | would find moreamusing, I'm
aure, if | were entirely certain it doesn't gpply to me. Thereis chrome on everything from ngpkin
dispensersto barstools. Plastic replicas of cigar- and saucer- and donut-shaped spaceships dangle
everywhere from fishing line. They figure aswell in agarish murd that covers onewall — aong with
mechanical men resembling napkin dispensers and barstool's, and people from other planetswho are as
bald as Wendy, their eyes even larger, their skin the color of moonglow. | can’t say thereis more plagtic
than usud, though it isless discrest, rather proud of itself you might say, in bright shiny colors emblazoned
with patterns no tree or stone would ever come up with, like the tabletop — turquoise covered with tiny
gold boomerangs the Size of peanuts. Nowadays, it seems, plasticismore likely to look like wood or
marble or leather or some such. My guessisthat plastic used to mean the future, and now it means phony
or cheap, even though it' severywhere,

Thenoiseinthediner rivasthe racket in my dishroom, and | am aready hoarse from shouting to be
heard in the club. All night long, however, I’ ve asked endless questions, and my young friends have
answered tirdesdy. What is withholding? What sort of company is Microsoft? There is another



Madonna? What is a Munchkin? What does “ hard-core” mean? Remedying my ignorance becomes
something of agame, and | get caught up in the spirit of it and am not as circumspect as| should be.
Although my foreignnessforgives my ignorance of practically everything— as doesthe youth of my
informants (the young easily accept, even expect, ignorance on the part of someone even a decade older
than themsaves when it comes to matters of any red importance) — my unbridled excitement at being
informed that men and women have, in fact, traveled into space, even to the moon and back, stretches
their credulity to the breaking point.

“How could you not know?” adrunk fellow, whose name | don't recal, demands, clearly voicing the
ungpoken opinion of the maority. “Have you been living in afucking cave or what? There' slike
cosmonauts and shit, right?” He turnsto his companions. “How could he not know? One small step for
man and dl that shit?’

Just then, there are approximately two dozen loud conversations going on at the same time as our own,
some accented with bursts of laughter, table banging, and swearing. Roughly ahaf dozen whirring,
chugging, churning machines are in operation. The clatter of dishes provides percusson for themusic, a
lively tune | would guessis called “ Jailhouse Rock,” resounding over al. Perhagpsit’ sthe prison theme
that brings an answer to mind. Recalling the effect the place had on Alicia, | shout full voiceinto thedin,
“I livedin Sberia,” and vanquish my drunken critic in an instant. Judging from the reaction of everyone,
the Bolsheviks must have outdone even the czarsin turning that vast and beautiful region into an infamous
prison whose borders are impregnable to any news that might resemble hope.

At thismoment, the din lulls, seemingly of its own accord — conversations pause, machines stop, the last
chord of the song sounds, not a dish touches adish — and Mike languidly addressesthe assembly ina
norma tone of voice: “If you want to know what people everywhere know about America, it's not
NASA. Guesswhat's the second most widely recognized English word in the world after ‘okay.” ” He
doesn't wait for our guesses but smiles knowingly and announces the answer himself: “ Cokel”

No onein hisaudienceis surprised by thisfact but me, and even though most of them are drinking that
very beverage asthey denounceit — asam | — they find thisinformation wretched in the extreme.
Fortunately, when asked, | can honestly claim along-standing familiarity with Coca-Cola (having drunk it
severd timesin New York in 1901). My knowledge of Coke, in pite of my sojournin Siberia, wins
Mike atoast to his clevernesslargely conssting of this same beverage, an irony he makes much of. Mike
is, perhaps, a performer who never leaves off performing.

| drink severd bottles of Coke during the course of the evening and find the quality much eroded, though
| keep this opinion to mysdlf. It used to be quite afrisky concoction as| recal. The modern stuff seems
paltry by comparison. | suspect the quantity of cocaine has been grestly reduced or € se diminated
atogether.

Outside the diner, Wendy volunteersto take me to get Jonah, and | readily accept. Mike and Brad say
they’ Il proceed to the house and ready the basement for occupancy. | object to any specia efforts being
made, but they assure me they only mean to straighten up abit.

Everyoneisbeing so kind to me, | fed terrible when Mike takes me aside aswe rewaking to the cars,
and asks my opinion of his play now that I’ ve seen thewholething, and | haveto tell him thetruth. “I
liked agreet deal about it” — | enumerate severa favorite moments— “but | didn’t care for the ending
adl”

“Why not? Did you want some kind of happy ending?’
| recall Sapworth’s snide anarchism and imagine Mike sadvisor isadvigng him on manners and humility



aswell as academics. “Thewoman israped, Mike.”
“Yes?Did that shock you?’

“| should hope so. But that’ s not my objection. It communicates despair. We follow thiswoman through
al sortsof trids and tribulations. For things to end that way — it’ sawful. It ishope, not despair, which
meakes successful revolutions.”

“There shopeonly if peopleriseup.”

“Perhaps. But Tercerais till lying there raped. She rose up, and look what happened to her. What's
worse, we were dl made to watch — amost to participate. How will that inspire your audience to act?’

“I don’t want to inspire them. | want to pissthem off. | want them to turn their anger into action. There's
hopein action.”

“| agree. But hope for whom? What is her hope — to provide the motivation for young nightclubbersto
revolt? She' sraped by thevillains, but she's abandoned by the playwright.”

“You'rebeing too literd. It' sjust aplay. She’ sjust asymbol.”

Just asymboal. | try to imagine Turgenev saying such athing— he who used to keep persond diariesfor
his characters— and I’ m not quite sure what to say. “ Symbols are never just symbols, are they?
Peopl€ slives are changed by symbols— by Hamlet talking to ghosts, Quixote charging windmills,
William Tl fighting oppression. More than one fellow — Kropotkin included — has been willing to fight
to carry aflag that stands for something. But asymboal that’ sjust asymbol isn’t worth bothering about.”

Hisfaceisapleasant mask. | didn’t like his play. He heard that much (and that much only) of what I've
sad. “I'll seeyou at thehouse,” he says, and gives me an indifferent smile.

Losers Lane

Our new government is founded upon exactly the oppositeidea [from the U.S. Congtitution]; its
foundations are laid, its corner-stone rests upon the grest truth, that the negro is not equd to the white
man; that davery — subordination to the superior race— ishisnatura and normal condition. This, our
new government, isthefirgt, in the history of the world, based upon this great physica, philosophical, and
mord truth. ALEXANDER STEPHENS, Vice President of the Confederacy, March 21, 1861

Our particular legacy causes us some redl problems— additiond difficultiesthat other communities do
not have. In alot of ways, the Civil War has been an albatross around our neck. TIMOTHY KAINE,
Mayor of Richmond, 2000

At thefirgt light of day, Wendy drives me down to theriver to get Jonah. “What were you and Mike
talking about?’ she asks.

“Hisplay. | toldhim | didn’t liketheending.”

“Ooh, | bet that went over well.”

“| felt bad, but —"

“Don’t worry about it. The damag€e Il do him good.”

Fog shrouds everything, and the rain threatens to begin anew. Thefeding of unredity isincreased by our



being the only persons stirring except police cars and men ddivering newspapers. “Richmond’ s dead on
Sunday morning,” Wendy observes. “When | firsd moved here asakid, | got up on Sunday, went
outside, and thought the world had like totally ended or something.”

| know from our evening's conversationsthat her relations (“my people,” as she putsit) aredl from
Richmond, but she spent her early yearsin Houston, where her father had had some business dedlings at
the time. She consders hersalf a Richmonder, she says, even if her aunts don’t quite agree, having missed
some key component of her education by failing to attend the right schools until she was dmost twelve
and it wastoo late. She squints at the street sign. “ Turn here, right?’

1] Ri gl,]t.”

She has been hdf following my directions, and half her ingtincts up to this point. She'sasked meto let her
find the place on her own if she can, shunning any glimpse of the map, atest of her memory | gather. “I
think | know whereitis,” she saysrepeatedly, asif | were expressing some doubt. “I'm pretty sure.”
From here on, the brown James River Park signs guide her, and she smiles at her triumph aswe pull into
the parking lot, asizable dab of tarmacadam. The city islittered with them, the mgority of thetime, like
thisone, entiredly empty — and dthough | find thelonging for order evident in their precisely drawn
pardld gripes (like primitive taboo lines) childishly touching, | can’t help remarking that aquarter of this
acreage under cultivation could easily feed the entire city.

Wendy stops the car where there are no gtripes, in front of the NO CAMPING ALLOWED sign, and
shuts off theengine. “Herewe are,” she says.

We re dow to move. Neither of ushas dept awink. It'stempting to just Sit here. Finaly, Wendy pulls
the keys out of the ignition, and we get out of the car. The echo of the closing doors fades into adeep
dlence. | bresthein thelush damp air and fed immediately refreshed. It' s hard to imagine that al thelong
and noisy night this peaceful stiliness waited here. Maybe Earl’ sright, and there’ s no place in the city for
thelikes of me. But Man — or as my young friends have corrected me when | speak in this sexist
fashion, humans — are asocia species: we want to be with others of our kind. Theriver will dwaysbe
here waiting should | need itsrefuge, or should | wish to sail away to wherever it is one goes these days
to start dl over again. The moon, perhaps. | shall become — what isthe term my drunk accuser used?
— a cosmonaut. | chuckle at the thought.

In the distance some geese call to one another, and, closer by, crows comment on our arriva in low,
confidential croaks. | wonder if one of them might be my kidnapped friend. It' s nice to think he’ s enjoyed
the same success as | in finding a compatible rookery, though perhaps, like Earl, he's decided — or been
forced —to goit done.

Wendy looks around with adrowsy feline smile. “I knew | knew this place. I ve never been herein the
daylight before. There' slikealittle bridge and aton of stairs and amuddy trail, right?1 came here
skinny-dipping afew times. | thought thiswas where we came, but | didn’t know for sure. | never was
driving, thank God.” Sheralls her eyes and head in acomic rendition of blissful inebriation, which turns
into astretch, her hands up high, standing on tiptoe, then settling back down.

“*Skinny-dipping’ 7" | ask.

“Swimming. Y ou know — without asuit. Nekkid! In the summer, after work, on ahot night — it'sthe
best. A bunch of us used to come down here late when there was amoon, get high and swim.”

“The...uh...watresses?’

“Oh everybody. Thisiswhen Chaney was sill around, and we' d al pilein the back of his pickup.”



| imagine, somewhat too vividly, al my coworkers naked, cavorting in the moonlit river like afamily of
otters. “Thisisacommon recreation?’ | ask, my voice an unintentiona croak, appropriate, | suppose, for
acold-blooded observer of thiswarm mammalian party.

“You'reembarrassed!” she accurately accuses, and there’ sno point in my denying it. Shefindsthis
amusing, and, if possible, my embarrassment deepens. “It’ sa pretty ‘ common recregtion,” ” she
reassures me. “My parents wouldn’t do it — though who knows — when they were young in the Sixties.
It wasn't like an orgy or anything; we were just svimming, hanging out, enjoying life, you know?’

“Yes” | say, my voicedill periloudy shrill. “I imagineit isagood deal warmer in Richmond thanitisin
Russa.” | say thiswith some conviction to underscore my broad-minded view of the matter, and to
provide some scientific basis and direction for the discussion.

“Y ou know what Tom Robhbins says about Richmond summers?’
“| can'timagine”

“*Hotter than theindde of a napamed watermelon!”” she quotes cheerfully. “He sfrom Richmond, you
know. Have you read his stuff? It’ s pretty cool.”

“No, no | haven't.”

“Anyway, | think nudity’ s cool,” she says. “Least it’ s not about shopping and posing and dl that shit. You
don’t haveto buy anything to get naked.”

She'sright, of course, and | tell her so, but have no desireto linger on the subject. Actudly, | have
precisaly that desire, but am not sure how | fed about having it. | am obvioudy not so cold-blooded as|
thought. I’m not seventy-eight anymore, | remind mysdlf, or rather, | am seventy-eight. It's only my body
that’ s young again. Now, however, doesn’t strike me as the most opportune moment to explore this

discrepancy.

I’ve given Wendy the sketchiest narrative of Jonah' s Stuation — telling her that he' sarefugeeinill
hedlth, having been abused by his oppressors— and unlike Rachel, she has accepted the story at face
vaue. Sooner or later, however, the deception will have to be tested. It may aswell be now. It's
possible, of course, that Jonah may prefer to remain here on theriver — | have had no opportunity to
consult him in the matter — but at least he should meet someone from the present-day city before he
makes up hismind. | can think of no better representative than the forthright Wendy.

We come bearing shoes, for in the process of narrating Jonah' stale| recalled that he was shoeless, and |
could not imagine hisfaring well in the city for long without shoes. As|’d hoped, the offer of shoeswas
forthcoming from al quarters— in arange of Szes excavated from various cars. The drunk fellow
donated the size nines | predict to be the most likdly to fit, though we also have eights, tens, and alargish
sandd cadled flip-flops. Plagtic, of course,

Aswe descend into the foggy woods and acrossthe bridge, | spot aV-shaped ripplein the cana and
point out a beaver svimming just below us, astick in itsmouth.

“Awesome,” she whispers so quietly | wouldn't have known what she said if | hadn’t heard the word so
many timeslast night | expect it. | can’t decide whether the word has been emptied of dl meaningin
modern times or whether these young people react with awe to awider range of phenomenathan was
common inmy day. In the case of beavers, however, ahighly evolved and industrious socid species
whose engineering skillsare unrivaled, | must agree that they areindeed truly awesome. Her eyes shine
as she watchesit disgppear into the fog; the transforming look on her face is most definitely awe.



At the bottom of the gtairs, following Earl’ s directions, we pass through the fence and walk along the
railroad tracks. “ These are the tracks where the damn cod trains go,” she says. There' sacoa-fueed
electric-generating plant east of here, shetells me, pointing downstream with ablack |oafer; there salso a
segport from which cod is exported in prodigious quantities for combustion in smilar facilities throughout
theworld.

| would think this good news— for isn't the labor of eectricaly powered machinesto be preferred over
the backbreaking efforts of fellows like Jonah? But | catch her tone, and ask cautioudly, “Isthere
something wrong with that?’

Aswewak dong, she explainsto me, with remarkable clarity and concision, the greenhouse effect, acid
rain, and globa warming (with sdetripsinto the evils of strip-mining and the virtues of sustainable
resource management), and for thefirst time | learn that, like mysdlf, sheisaserious student of the
geographica and biological sciences, and adabbler in savera others.

“My wife” | tl her, “wasascientist ds0.” All evening, for some reason, Wendy has been the one | say
such thingsto. My wife loved the mountains. My wife was very brave. Recaling thelook on Wendy's
face as she watched the beaver swvim away, | redlize why that is. She reminds me of Sophie.

“Soy'dl mugt’'vetdked science dl thetime”

“Indeed we did. And politics.”

“Youmust missher alot,” shesays.

“Yes, | do. You...remind me of her — when...when she wasyour age.”

“Redly?’ She amiles, looking more pleased with thisinformation than | hope | intended when | blurted it
out. But it' strue nonetheless. True d so that she reminds me of my daughter, though | can’t very well say
that.

When she was your age, | said — which isto say, about twenty-two, Sophi€’ sage when | married her.
| wasthirty-six at thetime, four years older, in asense, than | am now. Forty-two years ago.

“Do you possibly know anything about timetravel?’ | inquire, changing the subject, or at least the
perspective.

“Just the stuff everybody knows,” she says. “Eingtein and relativity and dl of that. I’m not into physics so
much. It'sso male, you know? The Big Bang! | mean, what’ sthat about?’

| would confess my tota incomprehension of everything she hasjust said and request sheexplainit al to
me beginning with “the stuff everybody knows,” but we have reached our destination, the second holein
the fence, and before we proceed any farther, | seefit to inform her casualy, so that she won't be unduly
surprised or darmed, what to expect: “Jonah is still somewhat disoriented from his experiences before
coming here, so he might seem a bit confused. He' s been staying with another fellow who lives down
here — rather eccentric, asyou'll see, but no harm to anyone, | assure you.”

But she doesn't need my assurances, not for hersdlf at any rate. “ Another homeless man?’
“Homeless? | guess you would say that.”
“Does he need a place, too?’

She seems perfectly prepared to take in another unfortunate at the drop of a hat, and although I'm



touched by her generosity, | fed confident in stating Earl’ s opinion on the matter: “No. HE d prefer to
stay here, | believe. He holds some rather strong opinions of the city. It hasn't served him well.”

She steps through the hole in the fence asif passing through the gates of a country estate. “ Awesome,”
she says, for thereisagrand view of theriver and Bellelde, looming in the fog. Sweeping over the far
end of theidand isthe enormous automobile bridge thet terrified Earl when hefirst avoke. Wendy callsit
the Lee Bridge. Below it isthe footbridge where | wasto meet Rachel in afew hours. | flegtingly imagine
thismesting as| first fancied it — filled with joy and passon. What isit Jonah says? | missa place |
never see and people | never know.

“Peter,” Wendy asks softly. “Are you okay?’
“Yes, I'mfine. Just abit ragged at the edges. Exhaustion makes me wax philosophical.”
“Isthat what doesit?’ sheteases.

“Maybe| should try to rouse our hosts,” | say. | had expected the watchful Earl to have welcomed us by
now, but there’ snot asign of anyone. “Hello!” | holler cheerily. “1t's Peter. I’ ve brought afriend.”

The only sound isthe roar of the rapids at some distance below. The narrow trail only goes one way, and
wefollow it for adozen paces but can go no farther. It reaches a promontory that drops off steeply, a
lone oak leans precarioudly over the water. Greenbriers block our passagein any direction other than the
one we ve come. After being snared by thorns repeatedly, my patience snags and tears. “ Jonah! Earl!
Whereareyou?’ | shout at the top of my lungs.

Thereisno reply.
“Areyou surethisistheright place?” Wendy asks. “Maybe we should go back.”

At the sound of Wendy’ s voice, fierce whispers start up beneath our feet asif we have ssumbled upon a
congress of snakesin session. The whigpering risesin sputtering intensity until Jonah's baritone breaks
freeinfull voice: “We re down here, Peter. Earl’ s scared of the woman.”

“I annot scared,” Earl protests— and to prove his point flings open atrapdoor at my feet with a
resounding bang againgt my shin— then sticks his head out of the ground like aprairiedog. | howl in
pain and momentarily imagine mysdlf alarge raptor drawing abead on Earl’ s prairiedog brains. | advise
him rather forcefully to be more careful in future. But neither Jonah nor Earl attends my bellowing. They
are completely befuddled by Wendy. Both of them gape at her with expressons of blissful anguish or
anguished bliss; it' sdifficult to settle on the precise proportions. The unexpected sight of a pretty young
woman accounts for their pleasure, but what they find so unsettling | can’t imagine. Perhapsit’sher
buzzed head, though | would' ve thought Earl inured to such sghts of the modern world by now. I’ ve only
been here afew days, and as Wendy would say, the hair’sno big dedl.

But whatever has struck them dumb, it’ slong past time to move beyond staring, however smilingly. |
sgnd for my comrades to show some manners and climb up out of the ground, and they immediately
comply.

“I know you,” Wendy saysto Earl before | have a chance to introduce them. “ Y ou're Earl, aren’t you?
I’'m Wendy. Remember me?’

“Crazy Earl,” he sayswith a hdfhearted antic face and a shuffling dance step. He' swild-eyed, hisamilea
pained grimace. It' sasif he' s been seized with aterrible case of stage fright. “ This gentleman here
is...is...Jonah,” he says. The hand he sweeps Jonah’ sway trembleslike aleaf inagust.



There are many sources of Earl’ sdiscomfort, I'm sure. But mostly, | believe, the man’s embarrassed,
deeply embarrassed, and my heart goes out to him. | should' ve redlized. | imagine him on hisfront porch
over acentury ago, offering his hospitaity in good Southern fashion, hiswife a hisside. Now helivesin
an oversze grave. He bends at thewaist, impaing himself on agreenbrier.

Meanwhile, Jonah, equaly jittery, ducks his head in an obsequious gesture befitting a cautious dave
introduced to an outrageous-looking white woman, and will not look her in the eye for fear of giving
offense. Just as| despair of being respongible for arranging this disastrous meeting, Wendy grabs each of
them by the hand and gives them both such agood shake that they’ re yanked into standing upright like
the men that they are. Wendy, whose blessing isthe true measure of thisritua after dl, smileslikea
young goddess, and we dl fed asif we're clever fellowsindeed to have pleased her so.

She knows Earl, shetells me and Jonah, from avolunteer organization that provides afree med every
Sunday in the park, an event where Earl was once aregular, an event to which sheinvitesusall. “No
anima products of any kind,” Wendy says proudly of the hedlthy fare.

“No meset,” Earl agreesforlornly, but hastily adds, “Good though. Redl good.” He looks around
apologeticdly, suffering afresh attack of the troubled host. “1 don’t have but two chairs,” hesaysina
panic, looking prepared to thrash himsdlf for thislapsein etiquette.

“Who needs chairs?” Wendy says. To make her case she sits on the ground, and we all express our
solidarity with her by planting our bottoms on the damp earth in asemicircle before her.

“How long have you beenin America?’ Wendy asks Jonah, who has been observing her with the same
care an angel come to announce the Second Coming might afford from adevout Christian.

“Lagt night,” he says. “1 cometo Americajust yesterday.”
“You'rekidding!” Wendy exclams. “That’s so awesome!”
And once again | must agree to the aptness of the term. And she doesn’t even know the half of it.

As| would ve predicted, Jonah welcomes the offer of aresidencein town, and Earl cringes a the mere
suggestion. While Wendy explains the workings of the commune to an intent Jonah, as he tries on shoes,
| take Earl aside and thank him for everything he’ s done and apologize for invading his privacy.

“Woman gave meaturnisal,” hesaysin hisdefense. “I...1...wasn't expecting her. I’'mal right now.
She' sagood one. | remember her. Jonah should be okay with afew days bed rest if he doesn’t do
anything foolish. | changed the dressing, and the bleeding looks to be under control.” Hedipsmearall of
white cotton gauze wrapped in plastic and atube of ointment. “ This stuff hereisred good.”

“Where did you get thesethings?’

“They dways stick you in alittle room with swabs and bandages and such. Y ou'll see. The doctor will
be right with you. Y ou st there for days, weeks. Anymore, | just get what | need and take care of
mysdf.”

Wendy, spotting theroll of gauze, thinksto ask Jonah how he' sdoing. “Areyou ill inalot of pan?’ she
asks sympatheticaly.

“It hurtsabit,” he admits. “But I'm fegling much better, thank you.”

“Areyou taking anything for it?’



“ It?l

“Thepain.” She searchesin her handbag and pulls out an orange via much like the one that previoudy
housed Earl’ s medicine turned catfish food. “ They gave me these when | wasin awreck last year,”
Wendy says. “Rolled threetimes. Totaled it. Nasty bruises. Trust me. These will make you fed lots
better.” She shakes one capsule into her hand, shrugs, then a second, and places them on Jonah's
upturned pam. “Try these out.”

He pops them into his mouth and swallows.
“It takesawhile,)” Wendy says. “ Twenty—thirty minutes.”

Asl| predicted, Jonah has selected the drunk fellow’ s shoes. Wendy says they are running shoes, and
they look indeed asiif they have traversed agood deal of pavement. Jonah is quite pleased with them.

Earl advisesthat we best be on our way sooner than later, for atrain will be coming through directly. |
suspect he' strying to rid himsdlf of us, for try ashe might, he can’t seem to relax completely in the
presence of such alarge company. He fetches my things, neatly stowed in aplastic bag, and putsthemin
my knapsack for me. | ask him to look after my fishing pole, and he solemnly accepts that responsibility.

He holds stray bits of briar and low-hanging branches out of our way as he accompanies usto the holein
the fence which serves asthe threshold of hisdomain, and there he wishesus afond farewell. The
loneliness of hislife on thisaccidentd strip of red estate between railroad and river ssemsembodied in
hisfor-lorn wave, and it occurs to me as we round the bend and he disappears into the briars, that heis
not one who doesn’'t care about hisfellows so much as one who fears caring about them atogether too
much. | resolveto cal on him again and make some use of my fishing pole.

Redlizing | never got to see his underground dwelling, | ask Jonah about it.
“It' saholeintheground,” he says, shaking hishead. “Don’t care much for it.”
“Hemugt think it suits him though.”

Jonah’ s not so sure. He shakes hishead. “Earl, he got some troublesin hismind. It' s hard to say what
uitshim anymore.”

“Do you know his story?” Wendy asks. “When he used to come to the park, he dways seemed like a
reglly nice man, but he didn’t liketo talk about himself.”

“Hetold hisstory to me,” Jonah says. “He got put in aterrible prison. He said he watched too many
peoplediethere. | think he said right. Broke his heart, ssemslike.”

“What was hein prison for?’
“Not surewhat you cdl it,” Jonah says. “Hegot put in jail for lifting up hishand against davery.”
“A prisoner of conscience.”

Jonah chuckles a the phrase. 1 like that,” he says. “Prisoner of conscience. But his conscience be free
— dsawise they wouldn't belocking him up. | think he was the prisoner of men with gunsand chains,
what you think?”

Wendy is more than happy to agree, and I’ m delighted to see these two getting aong so well.

When we get to the stairs, Jonah is brought up short. He standsin the trail and looks the structure up and



down. He' s never seen anything quite like it before, aboxy hulking thing of concrete and rusting metal.
“What' s the other side of the bridge?’ he asks.

“Ancther hill. Do you need ahand?’ | ask, only out of politeness, for it's clear he does.
“No. | befine” he says, though exhaustion iswritten al over hisface.

Wendy sticks out her arm and insists he take it, and he readily complies. | can see that she hasamost
persuasive effect upon him, as perhaps the medicine he swallowed does aswell, for his smile, though
weary, is positively bedtific, and he has ceased wincing from the pain of hiswounds. She hasindeed
proved an angd of mercy. She helps him mount the severa flights of airs, and supports hisweight aswe
rest on the bridge. Just then, a cod train shows up as Earl predicted, and Jonah does not tire of watching
it dide by in an endless clanking dither, dozens and dozens of cars, each with amounded black loaf of
cod weighing ahundred tons or more. We watch until it's out of sight, on itsway to enshroud the world
in soot.

When we are settled in the car — Jonah in the honored shotgun position — Wendy asks him if hewould
be up for seeing some of the city before going to the house, and naturally he agrees. Regardless of the
destination, he can scarcely contain himself at the prospect of riding in an automobile, the generd
principles of which | explained to him previoudy. He examines everything, opening and closing a
compartment in front of him, raising and lowering aflap above the window, cranking the window up and
down. He asks Wendy about the operation of the gear-shifting lever, and | fear she will wonder at his
ignorance, but shetakesit in stride. Apparently not everyone drives so many automobiles as Americans
do. Shecdlsit astick shift and confesses that she only recently learned its operation hersdlf. | gather
from thisit must be the latest technology. Jonah is so intent upon learning about it, the steering whed, the
pedals, the radio, the door lock, the gauges, and so forth. . .that he scarcely seemsto notice the city all
around him, except thetraffic Sgnas. Heis particularly taken with the pedestrian signd lights— araised
orange hand and awaking white man for stop and go respectively.

But when we pass a black man in abusiness suit getting into an automobile, Jonah swivels about and
watches with rapt attention as the man getsin his car and drives away. Jonah looks to me and mouths his
question — free?

| nod yes, though | suspect from my observations thus far, matters are agood deal more complex than a
sampleyesor no. But he'll learn such subtleties soon enough.

Wendy notices none of this. Her spirits are high, and sheis eager to show usthe sights, an enthusiasm
which trandatesinto alivdier style of driving than heretofore. She speaks of getting “asecond wind” and
is, perhaps, till under the influence of the cannabis, alcohol, and Coca-Colal saw her consuming during
the course of the evening, and perhaps agood deal else | didn’t see. We have the streets practicaly to
oursalves, it seems, S0 | am not overly concerned. And to my surprise, Jonah delightsin our speed,
inquiring more than once how fast we are going and responding with ameasure of glee proportionate to
the rate of speed heistold. Fromwherel st, | have aclear view of the gauge indicating vel ocity. When
the dial exceeds fifty miles per hour, | can bear to look no more.

“Okay,” Wendy announcesin acommanding voice, “thefirs thing you got to seeis Monument Avenue
—orasl liketocall it, Losers Lane. | did areport onit in high school that amost got me kicked out,”
she adds proudly. “ Do you know about the American Civil War?’ she asks Jonah.

“Peter told me about it,” he says.

“So you know the South lost.”



“Yes” Jonah replies.

“Then that puts you way ahead of some Richmonders,” she says, laughing. “1 mean, like where elsedo
you have satues for thelosng side, much less awhole avenue? Y ou see any British generals around
here?'Y ou think they have statues of Rommel and Goebbelsin Germany? Do you think they have Hitler
Day? Thething about Richmond isfor afew yearsthereit was the capita of the Confederacy — awhole
other country — and never got over it. It' slike they don’t know they lost.

“These monuments you' re about to see are protected by a state law passed in the seventies when the city
was about to become magjority black because of white flight, empowering the governor to cdl out the
date militia if the city ever triesto get rid of theselosers. | say, bring ‘emon!”

| understand only alittle of this, and Jonah must understand less. But | add Rommel and Goebelsand
Hitler to Einstein as Germans | must investigate. Before | can inquire what white flight means— |
picture ahuge flock of egrets— we reach our destination.

“Herewe arel” Wendy sings out. A bronze statue of a man on horseback lies dead ahead, and we are
on acoallison course with the horse' s hindquarters.

“Thisis Jeb Stuart,” Wendy says, putting the automobilein atight circle around the statue so that we
swirl about it asif inawhirlpool. It is one of the most dramatic soldier-on-horseback statues | have ever
seen. The subject isturned in his saddle, looking back, blade drawn, about to order a charge, no doubt.
The horseis stopped, but its mane and tail fly wildly, every muscleistensed like a coiled spring, so that
one expectsit to legp into action a any moment. Our orbiting vehicle completestheillusion that we are
flying aong breskneck with thisliterdly dashing character. All isrendered in naturdigtic detail — his
cloak, his spurs, the horse’ s sex and bulging veins. Despite this seeming vitality, horse and rider aretightly
penned inside a black-iron fence decorated with crossed sabers.

“He commanded the Confederate cavary,” Wendy says. “They call him ‘The Last Cavdier.” Canyou
believe that shit? The whole thing is so feuda — like Monty Python and the Holy Grail . He used to
wear alover’sknot in hislapd and a peacock feather in hishat. Isthat like serioudy arrested, or what?’
Shereadstheinscription doud: * * HE GAVE HISLIFE FORHISCOUNTRY AND SAVED THISCITY FROM
CAPTURE.” Morelike he revolted againgt his country, and the city was captured anyway. Supposedly he
said, when he got The Fatal Wound, ‘1 had rather die than be whipped!” My history teacher loved that
line. (Course, heloved Gone With the Wind, too.) Lucky Jeb, he got both — dead and whipped.
Movingright dong.”

Wendy abruptly turnsthe whedl, and we quit our orbit of Stuart and hurtle west on Monument Avenue at
high speed. The road surface, asphat blocks apparently, isagood dedl rougher than the other streets|
have traveled thusfar. The world, everywhere | ook, vibrates like astruck tuning fork. Even so, the
grand houses and trees of this broad thoroughfare are lovely asthey go jiggling by. It'safine setting for
old splendor.

Wendy continues: “Next up is The Boss— Bob E. Lee— God of Richmond — even though he never
actudly lived here”

| spot him up ahead through the treetops, he and his horse astride the road it seems, aslarge and
monumental as Stuart was small and quick, a man on horseback asleisurdy as Stuart wasfrenetic. The
monument isremarkable for itslack of inscription. LEE, it says, and little else | can see except acouple
of lions headsfor decoration. Wendy’ s speed precludes attention to detail. Lee commands agood dedl
more red estate than Stuart, with an apron of grass around him, allowing Wendy’ s orbit to be larger and
even fagter, propeling me sdeways by centrifugd force until my thigh comesto rest againgt the door,



which | make sureislocked. The automobil€ stires emit asteady squeal as Wendy resumes her
narration, her gpeed and volume mounting as she goes.

“There heisfolks, the paragon of Southern virtue: He bought and sold daves but thought davery was
evil. He believed in and swore dlegiance to the Union but commanded the Rebel forces. He wasthe
smartest military man in the country and had to know the South was going to get its butt kicked but
didn’t have the ballsto say so and save thousands and thousands of lives. Let’ sjust say the big guy was
confused, and be done with him. But no, it’s an obsession. Besides the big bronze boy here, there's
schooals, bridges, highways named after him. His picture is everywhere, like Jesus or Joe Camel.
Sometimes | think if | see his congtipated stoic mug one moretime, I'll liketotaly loseit. What did he do
? That’swhat | want to know. What did he do? | couldn’t even escape him by being born agirl! My
middle name, like many an unfortunate Southern lass, including my two ssters, my mother, most of my
aunts, my grandmother, dl my great aunts, is Lee. Just in case you' rethinking thisisn't totally insane,
there used to be aporno movie theater called the Lee Art Theater, and there was even arestaurant in
town named after hisfucking horse! God spelled backwards is dog; Lee spelled backwardsised.

Enough Lee!”

Weveer away from Lee at an incredible speed. I'm afraid that if our tour reaches any greater velocity, |
will beill. I'm greatly rdieved when after afew blocks she pullsthe vehicle over to the Side of the road
and stops across from the dtogether different monument to Varina Davis s husband Jefferson Davis, the
President of the Confederate States of America. No horses here, but architecture — symbolicaly, the
house of State with itsleader posed beforeit. Naturdly, | hateit.

“Thisone,” she says, “you got to walk around and have alook-seeto realize what an obscenity it is”

Wendy helps Jonah out of the car, though at this point he may be steedier on hisfeet than 1. He
straightens up dowly, cautious of hiswounds, and looks back at Lee. “1 know men like him,” he says.

“In Africa?” Wendy asks.

Jonah looks a me, and | recognize thelook of aman struggling not tolie. “Till yesterday, | belike him,”
he says. “Too scared to do theright thing.”

Wendy isclearly impressed by thisremark and gives him alook of undisguised admiration, aswe cross
the road to Davis. “ The president here didn’'t have that problem,” she says. “He was atrue believer. Died
one. Champion of the Lost Cause. The right thing never crossed hismind. He believed indavery.”

Davis stands before arow of columns, each one representing adave state, in an oratorica posture.
Directly behind him awoman perched high atop atowering pillar at least fifty feet high pointsup to
heaven. Theinscription below her reads DEO VINDICE.

“That's Vindicatrix,” Wendy says. “ She' s supposed to be the spirit of the South. White, of course.”
Wendy notices me reading one of the severa inscriptions, and says, “1f you like to read your statues, Jeff
Davisisthe man for you. There slike awhole essay on thisthing.”

| seewhat she means. Thereiswriting everywhere — the army, the navy, the citizenry — dl havea
paragraph somewhere. In one of the more prominent discourses, ashrill reactionary defense of the man
and his cause, | seethe phrase Varina used, “the rights of the sates,” and ask Wendy what it means
exactly.

“Theright to own daves,” she says. “Theright to be abigot. Whenever they talk about rights, they mean
davery.”



| had begun to wonder if Jonah could follow the proceedingsfully, for he cannot read, and the eventsto
which we dlude are unknown to him, but he laughs appreciatively a what Wendy hasjust said. “ That be
it exactly!” he exclaims, and gives her the same admiring look that only moments ago she gave him. He
looks around at the words upon words, and he can’t read aone of them, but he knows exactly what
they say, knows with aprecison that surpasses the understanding of the men who wrote them, for their
meaning isinscribed in code across hisback, across his soul. He glares a them in triumph, having seen
through them once and for dl.

Although | originaly doubted the wisdom of Wendy’ stour of this reactionary boulevard, | can’'t imagine
abetter way to welcome anewly freed dave to the city than to mock those who would have kept himin
chainsasa“right.” Maybe someday thisthing can be melted down and the metal put to some useful
purpose. At least it’ s not cannonballs, and | supposeit’s some comfort to the descendants of those poor
unfortunates who lost their precious human property to have this popinjay in bronze preach to the
pigeonsthejudtice of davery.

Overcome with emotion or exhaustion, Jonah wobbles abit on hisfeet and must steady himsdlf on
Wendy’ s shoulder. “I think | need to sit down,” he says, and she reaches up and squeezes his hand.

Wereturn to the car, where Wendy insists we cut our tour short so that Jonah might get to bed as soon
aspossible. With only haf an orbit around Davis, we head east on Monument Avenue at amore sober

pace than before. Worried that she has jeopardized Jonah' s hedth, she asksfor frequent reassurances

that heisdl right. The smiles he givesin response to her concern should lay any fearsto rest.

“Y ou told us how you got your middie name,” | say, asif that had been the entire purpose of our recent
expedition. “But how did you get the name Wendy?’

The question seemsto please her. “My father, blesshis heart, was a Peter Pan fan.” Shelaughs. “As
you might guess, he had one truly awful midlife crisis about the time | was getting kicked out of school.
Do you know Peter Pan?”

“Ohvyes. | saw that play in London. | quite enjoyed it. What was that last part — some sort of crissthat
befd| your father?”’

For amoment she can't seem to recall her own words, then it comesto her. “A midlife crigs?’ She
laughs. “Y ou don’t need to know that one. Trust me.”

If Jonah caresto know about Peter Pan or midlife crises, he makesno sign of it, for heisintent upon his
own thoughts. The next time Wendy asksif heisal right, hereplies, “I would liketo seeaplay
someday.”

“I can't afford aplay, but how about amovie sometime?’ she suggests.

And though he can’t possibly know what she' stalking about, he wholeheartedly accepts her invitation.
Before we turn off Monument Avenue, she pointsto a particularly fine and imposing mansion with
impeccably manicured grounds— amansion among mansions. “ That’ smy parents house,” she says.
“That' swherel grew up.” Sheturns at the next corner and alows herself another burst of speed to put
some distance between herself and this edifice, and neither Jonah nor | have any objections.

When we arrive a the commune, Mike and the dumbering cats await us on the front porch. He greets us
enthusiastically sotto voce and shows usinsde. Without a can-opener reveille the cats do not sir. Brad
bustles about barefoot, getting ready for work, hunting for a second sock it seems, but he pausesin his
guest long enough to meet Jonah, hisrea African. He doesn’t seem disappointed and shakes Jonah's
hand with vigor, waving the sock in hisfree hand by way of gpology, as he resumes his search, and we



fileinto the halway.

Everyone else has crawled into awarm bed to embrace blessed deegp — or at least that’ sthe way |
imagine them dl. There are muted snores enough from various quarters of the house to justify my
hypothesis. It' sachorus| long to join, for I'm dead on my feet. Jonah, too, is exhausted from his
wounds and his excitement, and grows bleary-eyed and sumble-footed. The capsules Wendy gave him
may have contributed somewhat to this condition.

“| expected you sooner,” Mike says over his shoulder.

“I gave them my famous tour of Monument Avenue,” Wendy says.

“And you'velived to tell thetale?” Mike asks me and Jonah as we reach the kitchen.
“Wedidn't even get to Stonewall Jackson and Matthew Fontaine Maury,” Wendy says.
“How unfortunate,” Mike says.

“Isthat Maury, the oceanographer?’ | ask.

“You've heard of him?’ Wendy asks.

“I read hisbook, The Physical Geography of the Sea. His politics were dreadful, but he was a brilliant
sientig.”

“My favorite combination,” Wendy says.
“Didyou dropintovist Mom and Dad?” Mike askswith asignificant glancein Jonah' sdirection.
“Yeah, right,” says Wendy.

Sheturns her back on Mike and gives Jonah and me each abig hug, mindful of Jonah's bandages.
“We cometo the nuthouse,” she says. “I’'m so glad you guysare moving in.”

“Thank you for the tour,” Jonah says. “It was very, very good.”

She basksin Jonah's praise and makes aface at Mike. “ See there, smart guy? I’ m off today,” she says
to Jonah. “Maybe later we could finish the tour — or go to amovie— or just hang out around hereif
you want. Whatever you're up for.”

“I would like dl of that very much,” he sayswith conviction.
“And you too, Peter,” shethinksto add.

“I'll takearain check,” | say. “I want to get to the library today. I’ m speaking to an honors seminar, it
seems, and | need to prepare. I’ ve been out of touch for awhile.”

The basement stairs are behind adoor in the kitchen. Fortunately, Mike and Brad have assumed quite
rightly that our first order of business would be deep, and two freshly made beds await us.

Brad has not misrepresented the place. It is spacious, with awater closet under the stairs and two rooms
created out of one by an assortment of furniture— wardrobes, bookcases, and chests of drawers—
being shoved into the middle. Miscellaneous bric-a-brac is everywhere, including agood number of
bronze figures, both human and animdl, | take to be Uncle Chaney’ swork. Beside the entrance to the
bath under amusty chenille bedspread lurks something roughly the size and shape of aperson. “What's



this?”

Brad, descending the sairsin his heavy boots, says, “that’s one of the sculptures| told you about. |
thought you' d want it covered up. It weighsaton.”

| lift the nubby cloth, and afamiliar face smilesback at me— black, white, now bronze with arich patina
that would appear to be older than the thing itself. It is Anchee — Chaney — | should' ve seen the
smilarity inthe names. He sandsin theidentica pose as Jefferson Davis, hisleft eyedroopingina
permanent wink. “| takeit thisisa self-portrait of TJ suncle”

“Yes, how did you know?’” Mike says.
“A lucky guess,” | say. “A nosefor pretenson.”

I’m not sure what | suspect Mike of, but | suspect him nonetheless. And the look he givesthething— as
if itisn't just ahunk of bad art, but an idol, with him its chief idolater — confirms my suspicions. But my
only purpose remainsto deep, and it will take agood deal more than Anchee's pranks to dissuade me of
it. | let the veil drop over Anchee s unwelcome monument to himsdlf. It could be worse, | reason, Davis
himself could be down hereto trouble our deep.

“I"'m taking off now,” Brad says. “Welcome to the commune.”
Mikefollowshim up thedairs. “Seeyou later,” he says. “Dinner’ s at Six-thirty.”

When Mike closes the door at the top of the stairs behind him, Jonah liftsthe veil to have another ook at
our friend. “ This hereis Anchee?’

“That’ sright.”

“I see what you mean about him messing with your life. Remember the fellow | told you about, the one
told me Gabriel was headed into town?’

“ YS”

“This be the man right here.”

Dreams Within Dreams

And dl should cry, Beware! Beware! Hisflashing eyes, hisfloating hair! Weave acircle round him thrice,
And close your eyeswith holy dread, For he on honey-dew hath fed And drunk the milk of Paradise.
SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE, “ Kubla Khan”

Isall that we see or seem But adream within adream? EDGARALLAN POE, “ A Dream Within a
Dream’

| know I’'m dreaming, but | don’t care to admit it to mysdlf just yet, for then the dream might end, | might
awaken, and how would | ever find my way back here again? I’ m dressed in acostume | know well, for
it hasfigured in my dreams before. It' s an outfit — that of ayoung Persian prince— | worein redity
only once a eight years of age to acostume ball in honor of Nicholas|. The lad who was supposed to
have impersonated the prince in the company of hisequaly authentic Persian princess mother — afriend
of the family — had falenill, and asit happens, | fit the clothes. The czar was so charmed by evening's
end, | wasinscribed as acandidate to the corps of pages, thus ensuring my future education and military
career, ablessng completely lost on me, for | had falen adeegp with my head in thelap of the
good-hearted Marie Alexandrovna, the wife of the heir to the throne.



Theironies of that episode were numerous and ddlicious, but I'm not concerned with them now, for in
thisdream I’m not alad, but aman, and the costume has expanded to suit me, so thet | fed like some
rogue out of Byron, as| rideadark stallion — Stuart’ shorse, | realize— full gallop through the woods,
my silk trousers sngpping like flagsin ahigh wind, the reinsin one hand, the other occupied with keeping
my high Astrakhan fur bonnet atop my head, pursuing...

There stherub. | don't know. | haven't aclue. A person, | believe. Or persons...

Asl| pauseto consder what emotions fuel my sense of urgency, alow limb knocksthe silly hat off my
head, and it’ s no sooner gone than forgotten, and | turn my attention, not to my mad charge through these
woods at speeds rivaling Wendy' s car, but to my belt — thickly encrusted with jewels— for thiswas, of
course, an exceedingly rich prince | portrayed. My dream belt sports fresh embellishments: Dangling
from it isasaber I’ ve apparently stolen from Stuart, and tucked insideit is hisdagger. | would seem to
be armed for battle, circa 1860.

| had rather die than be whipped! | think, or my dream sdlf thinks, but it's not Stuart’ s sentiments I'm
echoing, despite my princely attire and martial mount, but Jonah's.

The steed and | burst out of the woodsin a shower of sand and gravel to arrive at the river — the James
inflood, swollen to atorrent. Uprooted trees swirl by in the brown current, brown peoplein the limbs
clutch small bundles of belongings and peer anxioudy downstream, where the churning water smashesthe
trees to twigs, and thousands are swept away. A trio of peasants are here on the shore, sitting on their
overturned boat, watching the spectacle. | recognize them from the family estate in Nikdlskoye, but |
can't recall their names. They speak to mein Russan:

“Princel Princel Come seetheflood! The serfs are freed!”

Stuart’ s horse is a skittish beast and shies from the rushing waters and the shouting men, and there€’ slittle
| can do to control him. One of the peasants jumps up, catches the horse by its flying mane, and the beast
promptly turnsto bronze in the pose of hisLosers Lanelikeness. | turn round in the saddle, dide off
rump and tail to the ground, and step over the low black fence that surrounds us. “I wish to hire your
boat,” | tell the helpful peasant. “I must reach theidand immediately.” | point to Bellelde, still shrouded
infog, where business awaits so undercover that my dream self revedlsit not even to me.

The peasant shakes his head. “ The current is much too strong,” he says. “Y ou might drown, and your
desth would be on my soul.”

“I will pay,” | say, taking off the belt and showing him the incredible wedth it represents.
Heturnsto his companions. “He wants usto take him to theidand.”
“His death would be on our souls,” they say, shaking their heads.

With the dagger | pry an enormous ruby from its setting and give it to the first peasant. He takes a bite
fromit asif it were an gpple and tossesit to hisfriends who, following his example, share it between
themsdves

“Perhaps, if you gave usareceipt,” he suggests thoughtfully.
“A recept?’
He points at my saber and gestures to the sand at our feet. “1 will tell you what to write, and you signit.”

“Very wdl,” | say, and as herecites, | inscribe the following in the sand, smiling a the memory of just



such a*“receipt” requested by real peasantslong, long ago before they would conduct me acrossthe
frozenriver Tom:

I, the undersigned, hereby testify that | was drowned by the will of God, and by no fault of the
peasants.

| Sgnit, P. Kropotkin.

No sooner have | done so than awave washesit dl away. “ Do you want meto writeit again?’ | ask,
wanting to uphold my end of the bargain, even though | don’t believe in God, and know | will not drown,
because, after dl, thisisjust adream.

“No,” he says. “ That won't be necessary. God had more than enough timeto read it.”

Thereisagreat clap of thunder, and areverberating voice booms down on us from above: “I have just
one question.” My head snaps back, and there’ s an Anchee of enormous proportions enthroned on a
cloud, smiling down on me. “What doesthe P stand for” — he asks— “ Prince or Peter?”’

| come awake, hislaughter echoing in my brain. The only other remnant of my dream ismy fist shaking at
thelow celling, sans saber. | fdl back with asigh. “Peter,” | whisper angrily, and immediately fed likean
imbecile. It' sjust adream. And though it occursto methat it may be more of Anchee smagic, | don't
want to know about it if it is. If the scoundrel wants my dreams, he can have them — as meaningless and
chaotic and worthy of indifference as|’ve dways found them to be. If Pharaoh had had my dreams,
Joseph would have died in prison long before he could have spun a plausible prophecy out of them.

In any event, whatever thisone may sgnify isentirely lost on me, for to think about it at dl leads
inevitably to theintense, viscera desireto wipethat smug smile off Ancheg scdedtia face and Suff itin
his back pocket. So whether this dream is another message from my tormentor or just my usua
nonsense, it would seem to further Anchee’ s causein any event, namely, to keep me off-balance, boxing
with shadows, in a constant Sate of agitation — more interesting that way, I’ m sure, more entertaining
. A cat, after dl, soon bores of adead mouse. If | thought the future would be less barbaricinits
entertainments, I’ ve been disabused of that notion.

In the back of the diner last night were three games— at least that’ swhat my companions caled them.
The least gruesome gave the player theillusion of driving acar at incredibly high speeds, occasiondly
running over some hapless pedestrian, nun, or baby carriage; or crashing into other vehicles, buildings, or
treeswith agood deal of boom and flame. There were points earned and deducted for thisand that, but
they scarcely seemed to matter — speed and noise were the heart and soul of the thing. In the second
game, one assumed the role of any number of exotic gladiators fighting an equaly strange opponent to the
death in the most brutd manner imaginable; the style of fighting, dmost baletlike, made it ssem strangely
attractive, even erotic, to kill another. The third, the most Straightforward, was the old shooting galery
updated: The shooter cradled ahuge machine gun in hisarms, tethered to the apparatus by an umbilical
of wires, firing a dozens and dozens of life-sSze human assailants, who didn’t merely fal over when shot
like vanquished tin bears, but suffered gridy wounds, severed limbs, exploding heads. In the midst of this
carnage, their cries were made to sound amost comical. The player | watched, at least, laughed
hysericdly throughout.

“It'sjust agame,” my guides assured me, but, | had to ask, if these are games, what horrors condtitute

redity?

| St up in bed and rub my eyes. Enough morbidity, enough fear. What was the phrase that flashed on the
screen? Game Over. Game over, Anchee: | refuse to play.



A diffuselight makesits way into the basement through two smal windows opening onto anarrow
walkway between this house and the next. Rain falsthere, but not too heavily at the moment. In here,
Jonah' s deep, dumbrous bresthing fills the room. Hewill deep, it seems, for agood long while, waking
to whatever afternoon the beautiful Wendy has planned for him. | trust hewon’t missme overly. | fish the
watch out of my pants pocket, and hold it up to the light — ten-fifteen, dill time to make something of my
Sunday. | dip into my clothes and pad up the stairsin sock feet, knapsack and shoesin hand. Thewhole
house, like Jonah, sighswith deep, and | strive to make aslittle noise as possible, for | desireno
company. It snot that I'm unsociable exactly. | just don’t wish to be detained in my purpose.

Ahmed showed me how to operate the microwave a the restaurant, and this one is smilar enough so that
after afew tries— and many loud bleats issuing from it a the dightest touch — I’ ve heated a cup of
water and made mysdlf astrong coffee. | supposeif | knew more about the machine, therewould be a
way to slence dl these superfluous noises, though gratuitous el ectronic racket ssemsto be the order of
the day. | breakfast from my own provisonsfor now, not certain what food in the kitchen is part of the
common larder. | select crackers and peanut butter and discover that my closely trimmed moustache
makesit amore enjoyable med than | recall from my previous experienceswith it. | wash my faceand
hands in the sink and promise mysdf aproper bath when | have a clean change of clothes. But firgt, there
issomething | need more than yet another shirt on my back. | need to lose mysdlf in studies.

It was Sophie who first characterized my studies as an addiction, teesing methat | outdid even Coleridge
and Poe, for | needed no opium to transport meto other realms, my curiosity alone being sufficient; and |
confessit’strue. It doesn’t matter what the object of inquiry. Just to pursue the thing— wesather balloons
or chimpanzees or Keats s “Odeto aNightingale” — each one opening up new, unsuspected horizons,
beckoning to be explored and understood, enticing me further and further into the wilderness of studies
— discovering those places, deep in the heart, where al paths seem to converge, and we discover who it
isweredly are and what we truly care about. | loveit. And now | have fresh eyesto exhaust on new
texts, new maps, new mysteries. And though I’'m alifetime behind in one sense; I’ m alifetime ahead just
there, deep in the heart of that wilderness.

By the back door in asmall vestibule off the kitchen, there are roughly adozen pegsjutting out of the
wall, severa layers of coats and dickers and scarves and hats packed into place around them so tightly
that to remove one garment is to be showered with severa. There are enough here to protect the entire
household, perhaps the house itsdlf, from the harshest elementsfor severa dayson end. | choosea
couple of itemsfrom the older strata, assuming they won'’t be missed for the day. Wearing along black
raincoat, | head off to the library beneath abroad, black umbrellathat volunteered by springing open of
its own accord, demanding | defend mysdlf, swatting the last cobwebs of drowsiness from my brain.

If I look like an undertaker, I’'m not out of place, for no matter how many cars snicker by with peoplein
their bellies, the city is<till dead. Where | walk ther€ sno one, not even the runners and the dogs. | know
it sraining, but the umbrdlais till an effective technology, and even if it werealovely day, | suspect,
there would be precious few neighbors out strolling, and the friendliest of those would be on the canine
end of aleash. It snot that people are unfriendly in genera, quite the contrary. But the Street isn’'t where
that friendliness takes place. The streets belong amost entirely to the cars. There' s something precious
lost in that surrender, it seemsto me, but perhaps |’ m being old-fashioned, perhaps even — | shudder to
say it — reactionary.

Stll, I'm beginning to detest what Anchee so rightly termed an infestation, this profligate squandering of
resources, and amuse mysdf with mentally melting down these endless autos and fashioning them into
ocean liners| moor along my route, two or three per block, asif afleet of Titanic shad steamed into
town unnoticed and beached themselves on the dick sireets.



Standing in the foyer of the library, shaking the rain from my umbréla, | forget my smal troubles. Here
arerichesfiner than rubies, an inexhaugtible storehouse of dreams. Thellibrary offersatemporary refuge
in an ocean of flux, for here dl times are present, on one page or another, and everywhereis here, if you
know whereto look. The inner doors whisper open a my approach, and | pass through, seeking
sanctuary, smiling at the blessed scent of books, unchanged I’ m pleased to report, snce my passing (and
not entirely obscured by the plastic aroma of alobby full of computers).

Inasgtrangelibrary, | find, it's best to head directly to the reference librarian, for he or she knowsthe
quirks and peculiarities of the place and can save hours of frugtration. Sincethis library on Sunday isonly
dightly more populated than the dtreets, it’ s no surprise when | find this reference librarian waiting
anxioudy behind hishigh desk likeadog in hisyard vigilant for something, anything, to sniff out, chase, or
fetch. He' stdl and thin with exotic dark features, L ebanese perhaps; and quick, darting eyes that see me
coming long before arive. | return hisfriendly smile and announce mysdlf in search of materidsona
wide range of subjects.

“What subjects?” he asks eagerly, awaiting my command, hisfingers poised over akeyboard dways at
the ready. His eyesflit back and forth between me and a computer screen sitting on the desk like achild
beside us.

“Severd,” | say. “Firgt, | suppose, would be the events of August 30, 1800. In Richmond. A dave
insurrection...”

“Gabrid’sRebdlion,” he says, hisfingersflying, theflickering screen reflected in hislarge eyes. They
widen with satisfaction a what the machine reveals. The corners of hismouth turn up in asmile. | know
the look: question posed and questioned answered — not Eureka! exactly, but its soft-spoken cousin;
not curiogity satisfied, for clearly such curiosity isdead; but curiosity encouraged, curiosity embraced,
curiosity ready for the next question. Not surprisingly, the reference librarian isafellow addict of studies.

| lean around the desk to have a closer ook at the precocious e ectronic child in action, the dly of his
curiosity, the cause of dl thisfuss. Whenever last night’ s conversation most thoroughly confused me, the
topic of discussion wasinevitably computers. As| look at it now, it'satelevision with afondness for
words— or 0 it gppearsto me. | recal the enormous automobile churning acrossthetelevison
countrysidein quick, fractured images, and this glowing text seems positively benign by comparison. But
like the televison, the compuiter, | suppose, must have many faces.

“We have severd thingson that,” my Virgil informsme. “Let me print that up for you.” Hetypesafew
more strokes. “ Anything else?’ Beside the computer screen, amachine begins printing lines of text —
authors and titles of books about atwo - hundred - year - old revolution | had frankly never heard of
until yesterday. Perhaps computers aren’'t o vile as Rachdl seemsto think they are.

“Could you show me how to operate one of these?’ | ask, pointing at the computer.

“Certainly,” he sayswith such heartfelt conviction that | fed asif I’'m being inducted into some
prosdytistic brotherhood. He escorts me to one of the severa other computers perched on high desks,
pulls up ahigh chair, and bids me mount the throne.

When I'm properly stuated, he turns the computer on and drums hisfingers, waiting, and | wait aswell
— or at least adopt the pose — for | have no ideawhat I’'m waiting for. Images and words appear and
disappear on the screen, but nothing makes any sense. He stops drumming hisfingers. Theimageis now
gable, if still indecipherable. “ Thisisthe start-up menu,” he begins, and | stare at the screen, covered
with words and symbols, and attempt to penetrate its mysteries.

“Why isthere apicture of ahouse?’ | ask, for | must start somewhere, and I’ m quite certain that that is



indeed adepiction of asmall gray house, and there’ s not much else on the screen I'm sure of
“That' sHome,” he says.
“Whose home?’

Helooks a me; hiseyeshlink. He determines, | gather, that I’ m not feigning my ignorance. I’'m getting
used to thislook. “No on€'s. It swhere you start out. This screen hereisHome. That' swhy theiconis
grayed out.”

“Theiconisgrayed out?’
“Theiconisgray.”

| nod asif | understand the profound significance of this because | want to move on, to escapethe
confines of this house, thisgray home. “So it' slike baseball, correct? Y ou start at Home?' Helikesthis
andogy. Aswith most willing teachers, any sign of understanding from a student, however infinitesma, is
acausefor joy. Unfortunately, I'm still confused. | thought thiswas the— what did you cal it? — ‘the
dart-up menu.” ”

“Itis. They arethe same. Homeiswhere you start out. In this program it’ samenu.”
“Menu like arestaurant?’
“Exactly. Only you order information.”

He' s pleased with hisown andogy, | cantell, though | don’t care much for it. Order information, then
gobbleit down | suppose, or given my recent experience in such matters, tossit in the garbage. But |
don’t say any of this, for | want to know how the thing works, not beleaguer this helpful man with some
rant about consumption. “What isa program?’ | ask, which provesto be agood question, leading asit
does, to some generd principles. And eventually, through his patience and my persstence, it sartsto
come clearer, bit by bit.

“...andto get the bibliographica information on the entry, you just click on thetitle.”
“I beg your pardon? Click?’

“I'msorry. Thisisamouse.”

“A mouse?’

“That’ sright. It makesthe pointer movelikethis, see? You try it.”

“The mouse makesthe pointer move.” | indulge mysdlf in thissmple pleasure.
“That’ sright. Theleft button...”

And so on. But you likely know agood ded more about it than | do. Soon, however, if | may boagt, |
am piloting the thing on my own, embarrassed to confessthat my test inquiry is Peter Kropotkin,
1842-1921. | flush with pride that the library has al my books and that quite anumber of them are
checked out at the moment. There are also afew about me written by strangers— critical biographies|
believe they’'re called — but | resist the temptation to discover just how critical they are. It seemsa
terrible waste of time to read about mysealf, or rather, about Dead Peter as I’ ve come to think of him.
Since he was clearly wrong about so many things, | imagine my time would be better spent pursuing other
lights



“What isthat?’ | ask. At the bottom of thelist of library holdings are severa lines of blue text.
“Those are Internet links. Are you student or faculty?’

“Neither,” | confess, “I’m not associated with the university — just a curious soul with aday off from
work.” I've heard of the Internet from my young friends, and though | can’t quite wrap my mind around
the concept — some sort of vast electronic Never-Never Land — it ishigh on my list of subjects of

inquiry.
“That’ stoo bad; you need a student or faculty number to access the Internet from these computers. It
used to be open access, but we were having a problem with homeless people, or at least some people

thought it was a problem. If you ask me, they were making better use of the machines than most of the
Sudentsdo.”

| decide| like thisfellow for not sding with some people. “That istoo bad,” | agree. “| was rather keen
to learn about it — though I’ m sure there€’ s plenty to keep me busy on the bookshelves.” A more
disappointed acolyte at the fount of knowledge, you can't imagine, than the one | heavy-handedly portray
— my curiosity quashed on hiswatch, al because of the prejudices of some people. Such an unjust state
of affairs contradicts hisvery nature.

“Screw it,” he says, reaching for the keyboard. He types and clicks with an occasiona furtive glance over
his shoulder, ushering me past acouple of solemn, officia-looking screens. There' sacertain boyish
appedl to codes and passwords, | can testify, having sent more than my fair share of coded missives; and
the computer seemsto take on a bit of that cloak-and-dagger atmosphere. Perhaps instead of Home it
should be cdlled The Hideot.

“Okay, you'rein,” thereferencelibrarian says. “1 just used my number and password.” He returnsthe
controlsto me. “Now, let me show you some of the better reference sites and walk you through afew
sample searches...”

At firgt, by sheer force of will and technologicd timidity, | manageto stick to the menta laundry list of
topicsthat brought meto thelibrary in thefirst place.

Gabrid’ srebellion, | discover, was afull-fledged revolutionary plot with ahigh chance of success— if a
terrible storm hadn’t forced postponement and given the game away. Theimpressive Gabriel had raised
an army of somefive or sx hundred conspirators with anetwork of communications stretching over
enormous distances for thetime. The very fact that the daves did dl the labor — including pilot the boats
and drive the wagons— made this possible.

By the end of the affair, twenty-seven brave men had been hanged for plotting to be freein aland that
prided itsdf on being the Land of Liberty. Infact, it wasthat sort of talk, so much in the air during the
congtitutional debate, that had inspired the young Gabriel to action. The banner the conspirators were to
bear into battle read “ Death or Liberty.”

Thomas Jefferson, vice president at the time, who talked rather grandly of freedom, did nothing to bring it
about for African daves— even though modern science has confirmed the rumors making the roundsin
my day of adave mistress and dave children. Perhaps, sadly, there’ s no contradiction there. To free

one sdavesisinvariably to lose more than oneintends, and Jefferson, unquestionably a brilliant man,
would have known that. Squeamish about the hangings, however, he suggested “ exportation” to the fields
of the Degp South as ameans of dealing with the rest of the conspirators. The noose would have been
more humane. Jefferson thus anticipated the modern expedient of exporting suffering so that it might not
cloud the pursuit of one’sown life, one’s own liberty, one’s own happiness. Asfor Jefferson’s happiness,
the unwanted spectacle of hanging dozens more freedom fighters — which would have proved ruinousin



the upcoming el ections— was avoided, and he became the third president of the United States.

Atruer champion of freedom it seemsto me was Richardson Taylor, awhite boat captain who took
Gabried — amuch publicized fugitive since the abortive revolt — on board hisvessdl, and, at greet risk
to himsdlf, attempted to spirit Gabriel to Norfolk and possibly to freedom beyond. But they were
betrayed by a dave named Billy, who was tempted by the bounty on Gabrid’ s head, asum sufficient to
buy Billy hisown freedom. Asadave, however, this Judas was denied the full measure of hisreward
because, his betters reasoned, he was just a dave — and so he remained — and so they all remained for
decadesto come. | can't help reflecting what effect Gabrid’ s rebellion might have had on the young
nation if it had succeeded initsgoa of liberty and justice for al. Perhaps Anchee could tell me— if one
of hisredlitieshasit s.

It was, however, by all accountsin this redlity, alargely urban affair, the conspirators mostly artisans, city
laborers, and watermen — including some whites. And though the hope had been that plantation workers
such as Jonah would join the effort once the die was cast, he would have been on the periphery of the
conspiracy at best, and certainly wouldn’t have been summoned to arms the night of the abortive attempt.
The daveholders had gotten wind of the plot. Riders rode that night, it seems, scouring the countryside
for revolutionists, but there were none to find since the terrible storm had canceled the attempt. It wasn't
until later that the conspirators were betrayed and rounded up. Anchee would have known dl this, I'm
sure. He ddliberately lured Jonah into the path of danger, and, most likely, into my path aswell. But to be
fair, the result isthat Jonah isno longer adave, and wouldn't likely, of hisown free will, return to 1800
evenif hecould. Thusfar, a least, Anchee has proven himsdlf afortunate deity in Jonah' suniverse— if
oneignoresthe stripeslaid on by his captors.

Mulling over this conundrum, | move on to my next topic, time travel itself, which provesamore dusive
fidd of study. Once I’ ve learned “what everybody knows’ from afew encyclopediaarticles, most of
what | can discover about the subject in thistime— atime when timetravel is scarcely thought possble
— isfiction or discussions of twinstraveling at the speed of light that, except for their dullness, read like
fiction. Asfor the many novels and stories that treat the subject, the synopses | read make them sound
varied and clever, amental playground for the lover of paradox, but they don’t quite suit my purposes,
for my key questions regarding Anchee are not about his science or his paradoxes or even hismagic —
but his motives. In that sense, perhaps, the fictions shed some light, if only by analogy: If in Anchee's
view there is no oneredlity, asthere isno one story, then each one he creates becomeslike afiction, a
single novel on an endless shelf of novels. That’ s not necessarily abad thing. My brother used to say that
poetry makes men better, and | believe that’ strue, or can be, depending on the poetry, of course. And
it sthe same with novels: | have read novesthat have made me a better man; | have aso read novesthat
made mewish the author were abetter man. It remains to be seen which sort of fiction Anchee hasin
mind for me. Or, for that matter, what sort of person takes such anovel from the shelf and readsit by the
firesdel

| can’'t imagine, and when it comesdowntoit, | can’t be bothered. | don’t care to fritter avay my time
grappling with Anchee' s methods and intentions, wringing my hands wondering how on earth | got here
like hapless Adam — when what | really need to know iswhat al here encompasses, what | redlly need
to do isexplore the new territory of my life so that | may make the most of it. Anchee may have his
intentions for me, but my best defense againgt them isto know my own. Mentaly, | wad up my list of
guestions, tossit aside, and begin, as my Internet mentor termed it, “to just surf.”

| read about the moon landing, automobiles, the INS, JFK, and TV. At every turn, there are new
discoveries; Martin Luther King Jr., foss| evidence from Mars, Fidel Cagtro, Vietnam, Jerry Seinfeld —
anihilist comedian! — and of coursethe Internet itself (for it seemsto be about itself as much as anything
ese). | findly understand the suffix * dot com,” which has been sailing past me with remarkable frequency



sncemy arriva and envison with ashudder the ultimate gpotheosis of capitdism in thetrinity of Internet,
credit card, and global sweatshops. | find severa sites dedicated to plasticswhere| linger entirely too
long, escaping to petroleum, and from there, OPEC, the Gulf War, the IMF, and Amnesty International.

| find out morethan | care to about prisons, but asan old jailbird, I’'m compulsively drawn to the subject.
Largdly because of adraconian crackdown on the black market in drugs, the United States, with 5
percent of the world's population, boasts 25 percent of the world' s prisoners, with ahigher proportion of
itsatizensinjail than any other country in history! Theracism of the demographics are truly staggering,
and yet there s some pretense that racism isathing of the past. | laugh out loud when | redlize that one of
the reasons for the current low unemployment rate is the surge in the number of men — especialy young
black men—injail!

| retreat to Eingtein, such apleasant, brilliant fellow, whose importance | didn’t begin to gppreciate in my
previouslife. But then | sumble upon Adolf Hitler, and only find my way out of that horrific narrative by
exploring the Spanish Civil War, where, however badly things ended, anarchism showed it could work,
even under the most adverse conditions. | note severd links to anarchism here that tempt me, but my
ignorance pleads the greater need, and | click back to World War 11, and from there to Hiroshima,
Nuclear Winter, Mutuad Assured Destruction, Ronald Reagan, Star Wars, The Evil Empire, Luke
Skywaker and Darth Vader. | find them on sale and understand the fellow on the airplane— | have a
Skywalker at my mother’s place must be worth a couple hundred by now —still in the original
packaging — | see him there behind a plastic window, dowly gppreciating, worth agood dedl more, it
seems, than hisowner redlizes. | push myself back from the computer and dmost fal from my high chair.

That’swhen | decideto take abreak, for I’'m losing the distinction between real and imagined, or
perhaps the modern world has dispensed with it together. In any event, | should eat something, for it's
the middle of the afternoon. My head is swimming. Or clicking. I'm not sure whether the Internet isa
marvelous aid to inquiry or the mogt distracting and demented pastime yet devised — rather like apublic
lecture where the identity of the speaker remains anonymous and oneis constantly besieged by dl
manner of persons, delivering an erratic series of discourses on amost everything from thetrivid to the
profound, interrupting each other, prompting one another, finishing each other’ sthoughts. Alice stea
party was asensble affair by comparison, but not nearly so informative.

My mind isacrowd set loose, as much as | might appear asingle fellow beneath ablack umbrella, my
thoughtsracing in al directions, promptly getting lost down oneblind aley or another. | have only
explored thetiniest corner of my ignorance and am aready overwhelmed. Not only has everything
changed, but the rate of change seemsto be constantly accelerating aswell, so that what | think 1 know
today will likely prove out-of-date next week.

| try to imagine lecturing to bright young university sudents— dl of whom will know the horrors|
learned today and more. Will young people raised on Auschwitz and atomic bombs find me laughably
nave?

| look for hope, but find little in evidence. What' s needed mogt, it seemed to mein my day, was agreater
sense of community, commonality, the sense of belonging to a single species for goodness sake! |
decelved mysdlf in my old life that there were forces at work that would soon bring it about, but things
seem even worse now. | come across vague claims that somehow the Internet will provide that
community, but | am skeptical. In prison, we tapped out messages to one another in our separate cells—
apathetic subgtitute for human contact, but one which saved many a one of usfrom going insane. Such,
perhaps, isthe Internet. But how much comfort isit to trade missives with someone in Sweden or
Kamchatka but live surrounded by strangers you fear and mistrust?

Meanwhile, the city in which Anchee has plunked me down is il celebrating the Confederacy, aregime



which would glesfully endave over haf the city’ s populaion asaright! No wonder Wendy — Wendy
Lee — isdriven near to digtraction by the place: Reaction, full speed backwards!

Once again, | consder leaving town, heading west perhaps. | would like to see the Shenandoah, the
Great Plains, the Rockies. | could hitchhike (aword | learned while puzzling out an excerpt from
something caled The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy). But no, I’'m not atourist here. Thisismy
world now, likeit or not. | can’t smply abandon Jonah. And no matter how scattered my thoughts may
be, I’ ve promised to deliver alecture on Dead Peter, who would remind me that revol utions often don't
arisein the mogt enlightened jurisdictions but in the most reactionary. It wasn't Alexander |1’ sfreeing the
sarfsthat brought about the Russian revolution, but the reaction which followed, leaving bitterness and
injusticein itswake. Not unlike the events here not so long ago. Jim Crow isanother term I’ ve learned
today.

Many years ago, | wrote an essay caled “An Appedl to the Young,” adtirring call to action long on
ingpiration but short on analysis. Among my essays, it was something of afavorite son, popular for its
earnest good heart, a sweet tenor in the choair, but certainly no philosopher. Y et it seemed to strikea
chord. Inmy lifetime| saw it trandated into dozens of languages. When | wroteit, Sophieand |, not long
married, had settled in Clarensin asmal cottage overlooking the blue waters of Lake Geneva, with the
pure snow of the Dent du Midi in the background. A streamlet that thundered like amighty torrent after
rains, ran under our windows, and on the dope of the hill opposite rose the old castle of Chatelard. We
were very much in love, and as Wendy would say, the sex was great. We were so damn happy we could
scarcely contain our joy. That' swhere |’ d liketo be, in that beautiful time and place with my beautiful
wife, writing with the help of her excdlent criticism, prolificaly, confidently, with the sensethat | had
something to say, and there were those in the world who wanted to listen. Not here. Not now.

But even then, | remind mysdf, things change; afew short years after Clarens, | wasback injail and
Sophie waswrecking her health living close to the prison so that she could visit me. Her dally, if sexless,
vigtssaved my life. If you don't like the world, I’ ve dways advised myself, then changeit, onemind at a
time. Many ayoung person joined in the Free Peter Kropotkin movement that sprang up around the
globe— amovement that eventually sorang me from jail — after having read “ An Apped to the Y oung.”
Like agood son — or daughter — this child of better times worked to free her father when hisvoice
was Slenced.

I’mignorant of alifetime of change, but it's my sense that, despite surface differences, humans are the
same animalsthey’ ve aways been, with the same virtues and limitations, the same needs and emotions. In
spite of my ignorance, I'll just have to find away to speak to that animal. Perhapsthat earnest addressto
youth, an appedl to every young man and woman who ever hoped to make something worthwhile of their
lives, isn't abad placeto start. It'san appedl, in asensg, to lifeitsdf, for if the youth have no hope or
idedls, there’ snone to be had, and we might aswell pack it in like the dinosaurs.

An asteroid. Imagine...

| peek out from under my umbrella. No asteroids, only thistediousrain. I’ ve been wandering around the
amogt deserted campus, lost in my thoughts, mulling over my studies, turning over old memories,
sounding the present, trying to get afix on thefuture. We al do abit of timetraveling, truth betold. I’ ve
described acircle, apparently, for the great white box of alibrary looms up ahead of me.

Now that I’'m back from what Sophie used to cal my studious voyage to Xanadu, I’ m ravenoudy
hungry. | immediately find what I’ m looking for — protection from the rain so that | might have both
hands free to eat — in the form of abus shelter fashioned from transparent plastic of the variety | believe
iscdled Plexiglas. | step under it, park my umbrelain the corner, sit on the end of one of the plastic
benches (polycarbonate?), and sup with gusto on more peanut butter and crackers.



| chat with the bus riders who come and go, at least those who don’t find me too shabby for
conversation. | find that the offer of apeanut butter cracker iswell-nigh irresstible to al but the most
unsociable and wish I d brought more. It turns out the bus shuttles medical students back and forth to the
medical college— the MCV of Earl’ s effective medication — and these are, for the most part, aspiring
physicians— no wonder they have such bad nutrition. | ask them how their studies are progressing, and
like exhausted studentsin any strenuous discipline, they unload their burdens, spesk their minds, and if
coaxed, confide their dreams, dready bruised from their education before they’ ve even had a chanceto
try themin theworld.

| listen sympathetically and ask them their concernsfor the future, and thisleadsto adiscussion, to my
horror, of insurance! Ancther triune acronym crops up as usua — HMO — and it takes the whole
shdlterful to explain the intricacies of thisinsane notion to me. (No surprise there — the insurance people
are the oneswho came up with theterm “lifeinsurance’ for what clearly should be called “death
insurance,” “hedth insurance’ for what should be called “ sick insurance’). Onefellow asksmewhat |
think of “single payer,” and after he explainsthat notion, | cautioudy suggest that perhapsthewhole
problem isthe notion of payment, that perhaps we should be thinking in terms of peopl€' s needs —
doctors and patients both (leaving the insurance companies out of it altogether) — that perhapsthings
could be organized somewhat differently based on the principles of cooperation and mutua aid...

He misses his busto hear me out and gives me afirm handshake before boarding the next one, saying
I’ve given him alot to think about. He' s off to work on Otis Washington — as he calls his cadaver —
ingsting on referring to the dead man by name and persond pronouns, he says, so he'll never forget that
Otiswas once aman like himsdf.

Not al the young areidedists— neither in my former time or now — though the minion of materiaism
who explainstheterm “lifestyle specidty” to me, gives me something of achill with the candor, even
pride, with which he announceshe’ s“in it for the money, like everyone else”!

His companions— two young women who arein astudy group with him — shake their heads. “Not
me,” one says. “Meeither,” saysthe other. Dr. Dollars smirks. “Y eah right. Medicineisabusiness like
everything else.”

Hisfdlow students don't think these sweeping clamsworth debating and fall into adiscusson of an
upcoming examination. But | can't leaveit done. It'sdisquieting, isit not, to be left out of “everyone” and
“everything,” for where' soneto go from there?“Y ou' re saying everything isabusiness?’

I’'ve dathered up a peanut butter cracker, and | hand it to him. “Thanks. Y eah. Exactly. Everything'sa
business. Mmmm. Tha sgood.”

“ And who owns this business?’
“Hmmmm?’

“This Everything Busness— who ownsit? Y ou say everything isabusiness. Very well. Businesses have
owners, do they not? Who owns the Everything Business?’

“Mmmm. | seewhat you'redriving at. God, | guess.”
“Doyou bdievein God?’
“Wdl, no, not redly.”

“Ah, ther€ sthe problem, isn't it? It sabit hard for aman of science to imagine some Grand



Puppetmaster. Seems like the Everything Business goes begging for an owner. Let’sput it up for auction,
shdl we? | bid a peanut butter cracker. What do you bid?’

He' s been smiling a me, indulging my prattle, but as helooksinto the perfectly serious eyes of Crazy
Peter, hefinds himsdlf abit unnerved.

“Medicine, | guess”

| laugh out loud. “ Good guess. I'll remember that when | get sick. Y ou fancy ophthamology, don’t you?
| suspect I'll need spectacles soon enough now that I’ ve met the Internet. Another cracker?’

Aswe continueto talk, | find hiscynicism, like many young peoplée's, only fashion deep, and though |
make no anarchist of him, his“everyone” and “everything,” | hope, are not quite o heartless by thetime
the next bus roars around the cathedral and squealsto astop in front of us.

Soon enough I’'m gitting in an empty shelter eating the last cracker, the damnwatchinmy lap. | pop it
open. A quarter to three. | snap it closed.

The ESL classis scheduled to convene at three. Perhaps Rachel has canceled the class— she seemed
none too eager to take it on hersalf — but no, | decide, if she could just let it go, she wouldn’t have
gotten so upset when her volunteer quit. She might already bein the building. | look over my shoulder
through the rain-streaked Plexiglas at the library looming over me, asif | could somehow see her through
thewalls.

Peopl e have often complained to me, “Kropotkin, you think men are so reasonable and behave so
senshly dl thetime. Y ou are sadly mistaken, my friend.” But it isv't true. | know how irrationa men are,
how irrational | can be. It' sas clear as day that the only “reason” | now return to the library asif | were
punching atime clock isthe hope of seeing Rachd again, awoman who thinks me aloony and aliar.
How isthat reasonable? But it is human nonetheless, and not such abad trait for the surviva of the

Species.
| have seen the future, Anchee whispersin my memory as| pass once again through the inner doors,

my heart quickening, and in spite of mysdlf, I hope he has, and that I'm happy there, Rachd inmy arms. |
want aglimpse of that future aswell. | want it terribly.

| Am Believed

Kropotkin's emphasis on the objective forces | eading the world toward anarchy led him to minimize the
role of persond relations. In some ways he was too much the scientist and benign sageto fully appreciate
the emotiona gpped of the anarchist call for persond liberation. RICHARD D. SONN, Anarchism
Andogies, it istrue, decide nothing, but they can make one fed more at home. SGMUND FREUD

At the front desk of thelibrary, | inquire after the location of the English class, letting my accent tetify to
my need for ingtruction, and afriendly black woman writes down the room number and even draws me a
map of thetop floor. “It’ slike amaze up there,” shewarns.

She' s not exaggerating. The room istucked away in acorner a the end of awarren of corridors. After a
few turns, | see two felows coming toward me. Oneistal and lumbering, a pleasant bear of aman; the
other issmall and prim, older and precise. We size each other up and correctly conclude we' re three
foreigners brought here for the same reason.

“Isthe ESL classthisway?’ | ask.



“Classkilled,” the big fellow — Turkish | think — says pleasantly, dicing histhroat with hisfingers.

“The classis canceled,” the smal fellow corrects his companion without looking a me. Hisaccent is
srange to me. One of the Latin American nations perhaps? He' s a gentleman there, | suspect, wherever
itis

“Istheteacher il there?’ | ask thefriendly one.
“Still teacher there,” he says, nodding vigoroudy and pointing the way I’ m headed.

“The teacher is dtill there,” thelittle fellow saystestily, and the big man shrugs apologeticdly for his poor
English.

“Thank you very much,” | say, and make my way past them before | can spawn any more corrections. |
listen to their exchange as they recede behind me.

“Want drive home?’ the big fellow asks.

“Do you want aride home” thelittlefellow intones.
“Youwant?’

“Yes Thank you.”

“Y ouwelcome.”

“You're welcome.”

| smileat thissymbiosisas| round the last turn in the maze. There' s only one door. Through awindow in
the door, | can see the corner of alarge table with chairs around it, a chalkboard on thewall. | step up to
the door to have acloser look. In front of atall vertical window looking down upon the cathedral dome

gandsaloneindividud. | dmost cry out, but | don’t. | just stand there, fists clenched, filled with impotent

rage.
ItisAnchee.
Heturns and sees me, and hangs his head in mock penitence that, das, he has*“interfered” again.

“I thought | owed you an explanation,” he says, as| enter. On the chalkboard, in large block letters, is
written CLASS KILLED. Anchee sdark fingers are powdered with chalk. He dusts them off.

“| takeit thisisyour doing?’ | catch aglimpse of my reflection in the window — iff-legged, wild-eyed,
abit red in the face. Beware the enraged dwarf! | take a deep breath.

Anchee pretends not to notice. “ Afraid so. They were aslly ideaanyway. | tinkered with them, but in the
end | let them go. They served their purpose.”

“Whichwas?’ | ask coldly.

Heamiles, agparklein hiseye. He sin atdl-al mood. “Why, to be spurned in front of you so that you
would have the opportunity to rise to the chivalrous occasion.” His hand swoops down asif he's caught a
fdlen sandard and holdsit aoft. But promptly lowersit, splaying thumb and pinkieto portray a
telephone into which he gushesin fasetto: “I just wouldn't fed safe down there, Miss Pederson.
Wherever would | park?” Ther'sin wherever, there and park are slent, and the entire utteranceis
awash in diphthongs, revealing him to be — based on Wendy' s parodies of theloca dialects— an



aristocratic phony.
“It was you on the phone.”

“Mrs. Charles (Chah-uhlz),” he says. “Pleased to make your (yo-uh) acquaintance.” Heraiseshisright
hand in a gesture reminiscent of a swaying cobra, but doesn't risk actudly offering it to me, knowing, |
suppose, that | would gladly wrench hisarm from its socket and beat him over the head with it like one of
those gruesome charactersin the games at the diner. Rather, he ends the performance with a
no-harm-intended shrug, asif dl that' s required to think the whole business ddlightfully funny isalivelier
sense of humor. Once again, I’'m certain the man’ s an actor, whatever ese he might be. | don't hold this
againg him. | once entertained the idea of alife on the boards mysdlf. It'sthe role he' swritten for himself
| despise. Though it’ spossible he didn’t write this script; | only have hisword for that. Rather likethe
Bible announcing itself the Word of God. One wants corroboration.

“| seewhat your promises are worth,” | say.

His mask turns apologetic: “ This businesswas dready arranged before we spoke, I' m afraid — from my
perspective at least.” He gives asmile condescending enough to register with the upper balcony to
convey the huge discrepancy between his grand perspective and my narrow one. “1 couldn’t get the class
back into it without breaking my promise not to interfere anymore.” His upturned pams seem to say,
What's a god to do? | recall aquestion my brother and | pondered when | was twelve— Can God
make a stone so big he can’t move it? | didn’t care then, and | don’t care now.

“You sent Jonah into atrap.”

“I freed him from davery.”

“And Eal?’

“Hewas moments from desth. | saved hislife.”

“And drove him mad.”

“He may yet regain his senses. Meeting you has done him aworld of good.”

“You said they were ‘accidental.” And yet you' ve deliberately tampered with their lives.”
“| said that’ swhat we call them. It’s derived more from the musical sense, actualy.”

| imagine usdl like notes strung out on a staff, and the image gives me adiscordant chill.
“l ings you tell mewhat it isyou havein mind for us”

“I will, but not yet.”

“Now.”

“But you wouldn’t understand, now.”

“To Hdl with you, Anchee.”

My anger pleases him, and agrin flashes across hisface. “My, how the modern world has changed you.”

“It hasn’'t changed me ajot. Y ou want to engage mein your game, part of which consistsfor you, |
believe, in holding forth on what a clever paradoxica fellow you are, explaining the intricacies of your



trickery to my drooling sdf while | rattle the bars of my cage. No thank you. Let me arrange a bit of the
plot mysdlf, here and now: The next time | seeyou, | will, without hesitation, do my best to break your
neck!”

“But Peter, | thought you believed in do unto others.”

“And so | mogt certainly do. Whichiswhy | dearly hope—if | should ever attempt to make someone
my puppet, to deceive and manipulate, as you have done with me— that my victim would rise up and
grangle me with whatever wires I’ ve fashioned to make him dancel” I'm fairly shouting by thistime. |
credit the maze with muffling my tirade sufficiently so that we' re not descended upon by an army of
dlencing librarians.

Anchee remains maddeningly placid, unruffled, though he does take a prudent step backward. “Him?
What if the someone was a her?”

“ Then ten times over would | wish it!”

“So | suspected, my chivalrous one. So | suspected.” He gives athere s-a-good-lad pat on the head to
theair in front of himto sgnify my dim-witted pate, and vanishesin an ingtant. | find mysdlf on tiptoe
poised to lunge at thin air. | must appear quite ludicrous, quite like a puppeteer | redize, my arms aoft,
akimbo, as| turn, and see Rachel on the other side of the glass, staring at me, eyeswide.

She stepsinto the room, looks quickly around. “ That was him, was't it? The man from the future.”
“Yousaw him?’

“I saw something. For asplit second.”

“But not enough to be certain.”

“Certain,” sherepeats ambiguoudy, asif she'snot quite certain of the word' s meaning, surveying the
empty room again beneeth afurrowed brow. Her face iswet and the hair framing it, her shirt cuffs, the
bottoms of her trousers, her shoes. Her knapsack is beaded with rain. She must have ridden here on her
bicycle under ahooded wrap. Thismental image, which | create in an instant, extrapolating from afew
drops of water, touchesme, and | catch aglimpse of why I’ m so taken with her — aglimpse only, for it
remains, initsintengity at least, quite mysteriousto me. “1 heard you shouting—" She’ snoticed the
writing on the chakboard. “Where sthe class?’

“There never was aclass. It was something Anchee arranged. I'm not surewhy....” | stop myself. “No
that’ s not true. I'm trying to spare myself some embarrassment.” | can’t help but laugh. There sno sense
worrying about that, | suppose! “ Since I’ ve dragged you into this mad drama by finding you so very
dtractive, theleast | can doislet you know everything | know — evenif it iscrazy. He told me he used
the class as adevice to draw ustogether. He srather keen on drawing ustogether. | don't know why. |
mean, | know why | am. | don’'t know why heis. Anyway, he impersonated Mrs. Charles, asit turns out,
timing the phone call so that | might — how did he put it? — ‘rise to the chivalrous occasion.” ”

She nods thoughtfully, almost dreamily, afaint smile at the corners of her mouth. “And so you did,” she
says, sounding oddly pleased. Her fear and anger toward me seem to have vanished atogether.

“You know?’ shesays, “| never actualy met that obnoxious woman or anyone in the class either. They
were voices on the telephone, alist of namesin an e-mail, referrasfrom other agencies— dl strangers. |
don't usualy work that way. | can’t stand to work that way.” She stares at me intently, asif, like Anchee,
| might vanish. “Y ou didn’t drag me anywhere,” she says. “ To be honest, | was hoping you would be



here.” Once again her opinion of me has undergone a sea change quite independently of anything I've
knowingly done, and | hopeit doesn’t get to be a habit.

“I was hoping the same,” | say.

She consdersthis, nodding to hersdlf, forming some resolve it seems. “1 want to show you something,”
she says. She unhooks her knapsack from her shoulder and setsit on the table, showering it with water.

She unclasps the knapsack with aclick, and opensit. There are ahalf dozen booksinside, aportfolio
stuffed with papers. She wipes her face dry with her shirtdeeves, dries her hands on the thighs of her
trousers. Out of the portfolio, she pulls a sheet of parchment, givesit akindly but critical appraisal, and
handsit to me. “1 did this about three 0’ clock thismorning.”

It' sadetailed pencil sketch of me, redlly quite good, expertly shaded, especialy around the eyes. I'm
quiteflattered she remembered my face so vividly. “It'sme” | say stupidly.

“Soitis” shesays. “I copied it from this.” She pullsabook from the knapsack. She takes the drawing
from my hands and replaces it with the book — open to a photograph of Dead Peter taken in his early
fortiesas| recal. She swipes at the tabletop with her shirtdeeves and lays the drawing down, invitesme
to place the open book besideit. Her hands hover over one and then the other as she speaks. “1 dimmed
you afew pounds, trimmed the beard, removed the glasses, gave you more hair on top, smoothed the
wrinkles around the eyes.” She touches the eyes on the drawing with her fingertips and looksinto my
eyes, raising her hand asif she meansto touch my face, but pulls back before she does. “It'syou,” she
says, taking a step back and crossing her arms, eyeing me asif |’ ve attempted to deny it.

“Soyou believe me?’ | try not to sound as astonished as| am, but succeed only to the extent that I'm
capable of speech at dl. | confess | had quietly adopted Earl’ swisdom that no onein thistime would
ever believe me, and | should put that vain hope behind me.

Sheheavesasigh. “1 don’'t know. | don't... dis believe you. When | saw you just now, in that first
moment” — she gesturesto the glass asif she' s4till standing out in the hall lookingin— “I knew inmy
gut who you are. Not just because | saw... him, or whatever the hell | saw, or thought | saw...” She
shakes her head, doubting that earlier salf. “But my head’ s having trouble catching up with my gut.”

She looks back and forth from me to the two Peters on the table, speaking as much to them asto me.
“I’ve been reading your books— Conquest of Bread, Mutual Aid, Memoirs of a Revolutionist, the
Ethics. That'sjust about all I’ ve been doing since yesterday. I’ ve had maybe two hours deep at the
mogt. | can't stop reading.” She studiesme again, and it’s clear she wants to believe me asmuch as|
want her to. “ Y our books,” she says cautioudy, testing the thin ice of that phrase, then putting her full
weight upon it: “They’'re so true, 0 wise and. .. beautiful.” She touches the open book and smilesat Dead
Peter. “The Memoirs epecidly.”

“Thank you,” | say.

She shakes her head, looking mefull intheface. “No. | want to thank you. People talk about books
changing their lives, and when | was younger it seemed like it happened dl thetime, but never like this
before, certainly not lately. To tell you thetruth, I thought I’ d outgrown feding that way — one more
misconception of youth chucked overboard. But | started reading these books, and it’slike I’ ve been
waiting for somebody to say these things my wholelife. Do you know what | mean?’

“Yes, | do.” Exactly. | remember such amoment in my former life. It' sstill with me, will aways bewith
me.



“Y our books are like you, they sound like you, they... act likeyou. They' re what made me think that
maybe, just maybe, you weretelling the truth, no matter how crazy it might sound. That’swhy | did the
drawing. That'swhy I'mteling you dl this, | guess. It isyou, isn't it?It' sredlly you.”

“ YS,”

“Damn!” Shelaughs, shaking her head, coming up on her toes, brushing tears from her eyes. “I don’t
know why | should be crying!” she exclaims, bringing afresh burst of laughter. She grabs hold of her
knapsack and givesit afierce shake, showering photograph and drawing with raindrops, so that al our
eyesblear a once. “Damn! Thisistruly insane. | fed like Natalie Wood in Miracle on 34th Street —
somejaded kid trying to believe in Santa.” She laughs again and plops down in one of the chairs, pulling
the knapsack into her Iap, hugging it to her chest. “ And look what happened to Nataie Wood — she
falsoff aboat and drowns!” Shelooks up a me wild-eyed, but a the sight of my perplexity transforms
into the soul of sympathy. “Y ou poor thing, you don't have the faintest ideawhat I’ m talking about, do
you?”

My thoughts are asingle chorus. She believes me, she believes me, she actually believes me. Inlight of
thisrevelation, Natdie Wood, miracles, and Santa are as nothing to me on Thirty-fourth Street or any
other. “That’squitedl right, | assureyou. I’ ve had agood ded of experiencein the cludessline lately.”

“I'll bet you have. Miracle on 34th Street isan old movie about Santa Claus, afavorite of minewhen |
wasakid. | don't know if you'd like it — he' ssort of a capitalist character, isn't he, old Santa? At least
now heis. Thentoo, | guess. The Nataie Wood character ends up believing in Santa because he gives
her abig housein the ‘ burbs. She dieslater. Natalie Wood, not the character.” She laughs again, and
takes adeep breath to cam hersdf. “ Peter?’

“yes?
Shelooksinto my eyes. “Would you like to go somewhere and talk?’
“Yes, very much.”

“Ismy place okay?’

“Okay? It would be splendid.” | fed quite asjolly as Santa. “I can’t begin to tell you how glad | am. |
was beginning to think...Well, never mind what | was beginning to think. What | think now isthat
Anchee has proven himsdlf prophetic. He said | would be happier if | kept my appointment with you.
Whatever dse may befal meinthislifetime, that muchiscertainly true”

She seems abit overwhelmed by this proclamation, and says quietly, “Let’s get out of here,” and so we
do, waking homein adriving rain, as she pushes her bicycle aong beside us.

| can’t shut up. Her belief, however tentative, has me babbling on with questions, reminiscences, musings,
and everything I’ ve done since | saw her last. And the more we both act asif she believes mein earnest,
the more it seemsto betrue, like Coleridge s willing suspension of disbelief. She makesme, infact, tell
my wholetale again from beginning to end for the benefit of her believing saif. The doubter didn’t even
bother to follow the narrative thread.

“Tobehones, | didn’t hear alot of it thefirst time,” she says. “I had thisvoice in my head screaming, get
this man a shrink!”

“Ashrinkis...?

“A psychiarig. Andienig.”



“Of course”
[13 Il m $rry.”

“Don’'t be. | understand perfectly. | would' ve thought myself completely mad. Shrink. | like that. Do you
know the origin of theterm?’

“Short for headshrinker, | think.”

“Sounds gruesome.”

“It'snot so bad. I’ ve had mine shrunk. It grows back after awhile.”
“And very nicely, too.”

Theranisgill coming down hard; the Sky islow and gray. W€ re stting in what would be a sunroom if
therewere any sun. It’ sfilled with pams and arangy ficus|left for dead in the dley, but resurrected by
Rachd. From here, sde by side on alove seet inherited from her parents, we watch the rain come down
in the park and drink good black tea.

The gusty rain rendered my umbrella usdess, and | wasfairly soaked by the time we got here. At her
insstence, | took ahot shower and changed into some old clothes of her father’s. Teaand biscuits
awaited me when | emerged, clean and well dressed and much refreshed.

“Tell meabout yoursdf,” | say. “Where are you from?’

“Here. Born and raised and left as soon as | could. But | came back. | have afriend who says everyone
comes back here. But maybe that’ sjust because hedid.”

“And what brought you back?’

“Thejob. My dad. My dad sent me the ad from the Times-Dispatch. It gave me the chance to use my
Spanish, and do my bit for diversity in Richmond. It seemed like agood idea. | was hating Seettle. Don't
believethem: It does rain al the time. Dad denied he knew he was dying when he sent methat ad, but |
suspect hedid. | wasglad | was herefor him. He died three years ago.”

“And you've ayed on.”

“The place grows on you. | like Richmond when it’s not embarrassing itsdlf fighting the Civil War again
— or asthey liketo call it around here, The War Between the States. But that’ s not redlly Richmond.
Most of thosefolksdon't livein the city anymore — too many black people here— they’redl out in the
counties”

“Isthat whet they cal whiteflight?’

Wetalk about race issuesin Richmond, and she agreeswith Anchee' s assessment that dl issues arerace
issues here.

“But Peter, what I’'m curious about iswhy you' re here? Why do you think that is?’

“I guess the most honest answer isthat I'm here because | was afraid to die, or to put it abit more
charitably, | wasn't ready to die yet.”

“Oh Peter, don't be so hard on yoursdlf. | meant —"



“Y ou meant, what plans does Anchee have for me here— what he means by al that talk about freedom
and davery. And | have no idea. To my shame or not, | didn’t inquire as to the whereabouts of my
resurrection; | just sgned onto live. I'll try to do my best at it, but beyond that | make no promises
except that I'll make my own decisions— whatever they might be— I’ ve hardly had time to make
plans” | haveto laugh. “I’m only three daysold, after dl.”

“And awfully defensve even 0. It' syour wife, isn't it? Y ou fed guilty for leaving her.”

I’m stunned by the justice of her accusation. “I didn’t even think to ask whether she could come with me
or not.”

“What would she say if she were here right now?’

| laugh. “ Something like, ‘ Petya, don't be so hard on yoursdlf. Y ou were dying!” ”
Rachd looksinto my eyes. “You can't go back, can you?’

“No. Anchee made that much clear.”

“I hope you don't hate me for saying this, Peter. But I’ m glad she didn’t come with you. Otherwise, we
wouldn't be sitting here like this, would we?’

“I...1 suppose not.” For amoment, her face comprises the entire universe, but | ook away, overcome,
asif with vertigo.

She pours me another cup of tea “Y ou were something of acelebrity in your lifetime, weren't you?’

I’m grateful for the change of subject, theteato fuss over. “ After afashion. Nothing like an actor or a
prime miniter. But | waswell-known.”

“Did you havefans?’
“Ohyes, | suppose you would say that. People had rather romantic notions about me.”
“What about Sophie, was she afan?’

“Mogt of that sort of thing was later on, but yes, in asense, when wefirst met. She was new to the
movement. Shelooked up to me asan old hand.”

“What was the differencein your ages?’
“Fourteen years.”
“Y ou know what Sigmund Freud would say, don't you?’

I’ve grown increasingly uncomfortable with the direction of the conversation. “I'm...I'mafraid | don't.
Others have mentioned him to me. Audtrian, wasn't he? But | don’t know hiswork.”

A guilty look crosses her face, and she stares out the window for amoment. Shetakesmy hand. “I'm
sorry, Peter. | knew you didn’'t. | wastesting you. | read that you didn’t know Freud' swork even
though you were contemporaries, and when he popped into my head I...”

“Took the opportunity to test my veracity.”

“Yes. I'mterribly sorry.”



“For putting your doubtsto rest? Don't be ridiculous. It makes perfect sense. If | wereyou, | would do
the same. Very clever, too. Y ou could have afuture in espionage.”

“Sincel met you, I’ vefdt like acharacter in aspy story.”

“It'snot so glamorousin red life. But you have me curious. What would Freud say?’

She shakes her head. “ Peter, it doesn’t matter. I’m no Freudian. | don’'t care what he says.”
“Perhaps | might be. | won't know until | hear what the man’ s got to say. How bad can it be?”’

“Okay then. | suppose he' d say that because your mother died so young and you blamed your father for
her death, you were dow to develop sexualy, and that when you did, you were drawn to amuch
younger woman — like her — awoman you wanted to mother you, even though you must’ ve been
something of afather figureto her. Y our hatred of your authoritarian father would comein there
somewhere, too — in your anti-authoritarian views certainly — and maybe your chivalrous, protective
attitude toward women, but | don’t realy know enough about it to say.”

For amoment I’ m speechless. “He would' ve said dl that, would he?’
“I’'m sorry, Peter. Y ou asked. No one takes Freud serioudly anymore. Not me, certainly.”

| consider the Freudian andysis. “It dl makes senseto me,” | say. “Especidly the part about my father
and mother. But | loved Sophie nonetheless. Would Freud understand that?”

“I don't know. | think he thought everything comes down to sex in one way or another.”
“| supposethat’ s preferable to everything being business. And what do you think?’
“Sex isdefinitely preferable to business”

“No, | mean, do you think | loved my wife?’

She lays her hand on the side of my face. “1 know you loved her. And | know that was avery long time
ago and only yesterday.”

She withdraws her hand, and stands, taking up the teatray to replenish our supplies. “Can you stay for
dinner?’

“I would be ddlighted.”

“We can watch amovie | want you to see— it’ smy favorite spy story. It'scaled Three Days of the
Condor. It'sbased on anovd caled Sx Days of the Condor, but | like the movie better. It'smore
intense and has a better ending.”

Delphian Dialogues

The sateisacondition, acertain relationship between human beings, amode of human behavior; we
destroy it by contracting other relationships, by behaving differently. GUSTAV LANDAUER

A spy must report. If he should merely say that he has stood for aweek in the street without noticing
anything mysterious, he would soon be put on the half-pay list or dismissed. PETER KROPOTKIN,
Memoirs of a Revolutionist

Oneof my favorite scenesin dl of literature is the bittersveet morning in Romeo and Juliet when the



loversawake in their marriage bed, and Romeo must flee the city in banishment. But allow metoindulge
in the narrator’ s prerogative and do a bit of timetravel here, hurrying past ashort span of time, the
interva during which Rachel and | fell inlove. Whileit isof grest interest to us, | choose to omit the
details here. For onething, Rachel and | lack Romeo and Juliet’ s dramatic interest. We re older by any
measure relevant to the matter, and not as prone (as Wendy might phraseit) to nut out. We have lowly
jobsto dictate our schedules, no need for the high-handed meddling of tyrannical parents or the
conspiracy of comic servantsto circumvent them. No lurking danger threatens our evening rambles by
theriverside saveto lose track of the time and stumble homein the dark. Bloodthirsty feuds don't spring
from our spirited discussions and amorous play, and no well-intentioned friar urges usto marry or to
swallow poison. But, truth be told, the principal reason | omit such scenesisthat I’'m still too modest to
dramatize passion, a sentiment Shakespeare would have understood, | trugt, if the subject had been his
own passionsingtead of Romeo and Juliet’s.

Besides, people often, when they encounter acouplein love, invent their own romantic scenes for them
and sage them fleetingly in thelr imaginations— scenes, I’ Il wager, more pleasant for everyone than
those imagined for the constantly bickering or the grimly resigned. Everyone we mest — my housemates
and her neighbors, my coworkers and hers, the clerks at the thrift store and the lad named Gerdd, the
reference librarian and the widower next door to Rachel who laughs every time he seesus— all seem
happy for us. Sophie hersdlf, I'm convinced, if she could see us, would wish uswell.

Both rationalists, Rachel and | try to muster some sober doubts, but don’t have much luck at it. In
subsequent discussions of Freud' stheories, for example, Rachel suggests that our sudden attachment and
strong fedlings for one another may have been prompted by the extraordinary circumstances of our
meeting — my “birth trauma,” asit were— but try aswe might, wefail to find this possibility a matter for
concern, sSince we' re both so pleased with the outcome. We divide our time between my home and hers,
and every day isfull to overflowing.

My housemates have dubbed us “cute,” and | suppose we are. Wendy till findsit easy sport to make
me blush, and on occasion Rachd is her accomplice in this entertainment. The Kitchen Table— that
traitorous pile of planks— isthe favorite Sitefor thisdiversion. Caitlinis Chorus, crying out & the
climactic moment, “Look! He' sblushing!” squedling with particular glee when my scalp peeks crimson
through the sparse canopy of my hair. Dave and Zipper make animal noises and lewd remarksto put the
bawdiest possible congtruction on the matter. TJ, with his painter’ s eye, announces that my face and
beard are very nearly the same shade of red. The otherslaugh aong, though Brad will occasionaly say,
“Comeon, y'dl, lay off him.” Only Sondra, when sheis present at the table at dl, declinesto take part in
this good-hearted teasing.

But sheisan odd and moody one, and | don’t know what to make of her. For some reason, she seems
troubled by my entrance into the household and avoids me at al costs. When our paths crossin the
kitchen, porch, or hdlways, sheimmediately finds somewhere €l se she must be, averting her eyesand
ducking her head behind her straight white hair. Rachd’ stheory isthat the girl — pardon me, woman —
issmitten with me, but Rachel admits her biasin thisjudgment. Besides, Sondraavoids most everyone as
far as| cantdl, except for Brad, and on rare nights when her spirits are high, Mike.

After hisinitid enthusiasm for me, Mike has cooled considerably ever sincel criticized hisplay. He's
quite civil, even friendly in hisway, but he has no desire to get to know me or sound my thoughts, though
| still catch him watching me or eavesdropping on my conversations with others. He seemsto be biding
histime, asif wewere dl herewaiting for atrain. | would ask him what he' s up to, but assume he would
only lieto me, so | bide my own time and ride my own train.

| spend most of my “free” time engaged in studies, working toward my lectureif not on it, for I'm having



some difficulty setting pen to paper or fingersto keys. Who am | to speak now, dead for amost eighty
years? Rachd reassures methat | have plenty to say that needs saying now more than ever, and | try to
believe she'sright.

Onemorning | am returning home from Rachel’ sby way of the dleys, ill basking in the memory of a
pleasant farewell we took before setting out to labor in our separate vineyards, when | come upon a
garbage truck and its crew and tag dong behind.

Sincel havebeeninthiscity, | have noticed two things done admirably well, | begrudgingly admit, by
government; they are mail delivery and trash collection. One afternoon previoudy | accompanied Penny
our letter carrier, for such she prefersto call herself over postman since sheisnot aman and findsthe
aliteration of Penny the postperson insufferable. | picked her brain about the post office, an effective but
oddly despised ingtitution, and find her insghts fascinating. Often, it seems, oneisrespected ininverse
proportion to one' s contribution to society. The letter carrier issaid to bring junk mail , but the
corporations who are ultimately the source of all this postal refuse, rule the roost. The cregation of junk
mail — advertisng — isaprestigious enterprise for a bright young person, while Penny’ s peers consider
her occupation somewhat “loserly” even though it's shewho still occasiondly brings that most treasured
gift, ahandwritten letter from afriend. Soit’ swith curiosity and the desireto learn that | introduce myself
to the trash collectors and attempt to engage them in conversation.

The younger one, Danid Seven, maintains aguarded reticence, but the older, Clement Arthur, who says
he' s been working for the city for twenty-five years, isfriendlier, and perhaps as curious about me as |
am about him.

Thetruck itself isamarve to behold in action. Nothing can resst its mechanica maw, devouring
everything from tree limbsto divans with asingle bite. Someone has set out atelevisoneven | cantdl is
an old one. Clement grabs one end, waiting for Daniel to finish what he’ s doing so that he can grab the
other end, but | step in and take ahold, and we give it a satisfying heave-ho into the back of the truck.

“Listen up,” he says, and in amoment there’ saloud pop asif agun had gone off insde the truck.
“Ficturetube,” heexplains.

| tell him how I’ ve admired the efficiency of the city’ strash collection and wonder how he thinksit might
beimproved, but | have difficulty drawing him out.

Findly, he says, “Thingswould beimproved if it wasn't dways me picking up the trash. It' sajob to me,
best | can do with the education | got, but that’ sal it is. What about you, Daniel? Y ou want to be a
garbageman for twenty-five years?’

“Fuck you, old man.”

“Seethere? And | ain't even old yet. I'll just be old before | see anything changing much hereinthe
aleys. Times are good, people be tossing out good stuff. Look at thisbicycle here” He hasaplace
behind the truck cab where he lashes salvageable items. The bicycle does appear to bein perfect
condition.

“How would you manage the whole business of picking up thetrash, if it were up to you?’
“Butitan’t uptome. Thecity makestherules”

“But what if,” | say, trying adifferent tack, “one morning you woke up and there was no city. The people
were gtill here; everything was ill here, but no city, no government. Y ou came to work, and there were
no bossesthere, and they weren't coming back. All the trucks are sitting there and trash is piling up all



over town. What would you do?’

Helaughs glegfully at thisvison. “I see where you' re going with this. No city a dl, just folksand
garbage. Thetruck here sthething. City left dl thetrucksjust ditting therein the yard?’

“Thet’sright.”

He ponders the question in silence while we wrestle a pile of brush into thetruck. “1’d pick it up for
nothing a couple times, give folks a chance to get their wits about them. Then I’ d take atruck round to
every neilghborhood and leave it there with the keysin it. Every neighborhood would have one, like the
routes we got now, but the people in the neighborhood — except kids and old people and like that —
would take turns cleaning up after each other.” He smiles at the thought. “Might have an effect on how
folksact.”

“Folksin Windsor Farmsworking a garbage truck!” Danid exclaims, though | was unaware he was
even ligening. “What you been smoking, old man?’

“Who you caling old? | don’t need drugsto fedl good. Just my dreams and the good clean air.” He
laughs. “Wejust taking anyway.”

My conversation with Clement Arthur kegps me going on my studies with renewed hope and vigor, and |
am aways ddighted when | can time my walk from Rachd’ s house to mine to coincide with the
trash-callection crew. And even Daniel eventualy warmsto me. He sinterested in making videos, he
says, but has no equipment. | introduce him to Brad and his computers and they have been collaborating
on something for sometime now, | believe. | seem to have lost track of time.

| try to meet new people every day and converse with them. | find the city buses amarvel ous meansto
indulge this pastime and a pleasant place to read and think and write should my sociability prove
unrequited or wear thin. But that israre, for | find Richmonders a very friendly people indeed. The thrum
of the engines provides a sort of intimacy for conversation or composition — the latter an acquired
dexterity skill. If my sentences now are abumpy ride, perhaps my mind is assuming that familiar rhythm.

I”’m aware that those who ride the buses skew my sample of humanity agood dedl. The advertisngin
evidence (awaysagood litmusin thisworld) knows its audience: $7/hour chicken factory jobs, the
lottery, drug problems, the lottery, the army, loan sharks, the lottery. To meet everyone | would haveto
come out from the dishroom and sit at someone stable or scaleawall on River Road or stroll onto a golf
course— dl gestures unlikely to be welcomed. So the Richmonders | know are mostly young (if white),
foreign (from an impressive range of countries), or black — and not a Confederate in the bunch!

During thistime, there' sno sign of Anchee. Either my threat has frightened him off, or I’'m doing exactly
what he wants meto do, so there’ sno need for his meddling. Before | know it, days and days have
passed, and my lecture— such | cal it even though it does't yet exist! — isonly afew daysaway. This
morning, my notes spread before me like atreacherous bog, | recal avow | made to mysdlf, and
promptly quit my burrow, setting out for theriver at abrisk pace, crossng over the bridge, and
descending to the forest floor, a place which has changed considerably in my absence, for spring in these
partsisno amlessidler and chokesthetrail with vines and ahalf dozen new species of plants. A falen
tree, afaint detour around it, givesthetrail anew twig, like the sunning snake upon it. A red-crested
woodpecker swoops through the treetops with alaughing cry like achild on arope, and | know I've
cometo theright place.

| don't head directly for Earl’shome, but out to the rocks where first | saw him, and take his perch,
looking out acrosstheriver, listening to its gurgling motion. In the middle, aflock of cormorants huddles
on arock that ssemsto have been chosen for its small size, so that dozens of birds stand shoulder to



shoulder without an inch to spare, while only afew yards away arock of twice the size Sits perfectly
empty. I’'m reminded of spontaneous gatherings Sophie and | used to havein our severd little houses
over the years with so many friends packed insde that they literdly spilled out the windows and off the
porchesinto the gardens. Wherever we were, we grew onions and herbs so that when we added water
to the soup for newcomers, we might add some flavor aswell! | recal those wonderful times; | recall
their fading away, our lives withdrawing to a bleaker and londlier promontory; but till, I'm warmed, as
we were even then, by those memories.

| am pondering them till when Earl sits down beside me. “Hey, Pete,” he says. “How’ sthingsin town?’
“Splendid,” | say. “How’ stheriver?’

“Asyou can see,” he sayswith aproprietary flourish of hishand, “it'sdoing quite nicely. It' still flowing
that way and hasn't risen higher than my hole. Saw the first hummingbird yesterday evening. Osprey’re
nesting. But they were expected. Y ou’ d be the one with news.”

So| tel him al my news— my new digs and Rachel, my new studies and Rachel, my new rambles about
town with Rachd. He listens with a pleasant smile, nodding his head up and down. “ So the man from the
future— Anchan, or whatever you cal him — fixed you up with agirl?’

“Her name sRachd. | wouldn't put it that way exactly. Heintroduced us.” Thisisthefirg timel’ve
shared this euphemism with anyone but Rachd.

“He introduced you herein thefirst place, like plunking down atreein the middie of acornfield or
throwing a catfish into a stock tank. Metoo, you say. Niceto findly know where | comefrom, so| can
tell people: * Allow meto introduce myself. I'm Dr. Impossble from Anchan County. Never hear of it?
Well, it' sright outside Time, just thisside of Afterlife, alittle detour around Desgth. It swhere dl the
loonieslive.” Did you tdl Rachel where you were from, Pete? What time it was, and how you got here?’

“I certainly did, and she seemsto believe me.”

“Then she ‘seems' to be crazy, too. It' slike adisease. It spreads. Since you' re crazy, everyone who
believes you must be crazy, too. The more people you get to believe you, the crazier everything gets until
there’ snothing for it but to lock you up somewhere until you come to your senses and |eave innocent
folks alone. And you want to know theworst part?’ Hisvoice hasrisen, and his eyes are ablaze.

“What' sthet, Earl?’

“They never lock up old Anchoo. They never even see him, or they see him everywhere. Like wallpaper.
So they don't care that he' sthere, cause he's always there, isn't he?” He gives his head a shake. “It.
They cdl him It. It s just the way things are, they say. You better get used to It. Y ou should' ve stayed
down here on theriver, Pete. No wallpaper.” Helaughs. “No walls!” He takes a deep breath, rocking
from sdeto Sde, steadying himsdlf. “How’ s Jonah doing? Chinny-Chin get him agirl too?’

“He sdoing splendidly. He and Wendy are congtant companions, but | trust they’ ve managed that on
ther owninitiative”

“How do you know they did?’
“I guess| don’t. But you saw them — they took to each other immediately.”

“I’m not doubting that, but two hundred yearsis a pretty long waysfor afellow to come cdling on foot
— especidly when heain’t got no shoes, and he' s been best half to desth. I’ m happy for him.
Chin-Chan got him agirl. Has he told her where he comes from?’



“l don't think s0.”

“There you go. When he does, either she gets crazy or figures heis. Awful chanceto take. Hard on
everybody. Down here, | don’t have those sorts of problems.” He pointsto aflock of geese, floating in
the current. “ These Canadian honkers now, | do wonder about them. When | wasin prison over yonder
on theidand, eating wormy corn dodger and paying the price, you’ d see these fat birds coming and
going, some staying on as some Reb officer’ sdinner. I’ d dream about them so much | was glad to see
them fly away. Now they’re here all thetime, never leave. Cooked one last Christmas and ate off it for
five days. Y ou think Chan-Man had something to do with al these crazy geese?| don't think so. And
you may be right about Wendy, too. She was already crazy beforey’ al came aong, giving toe-food to
al the homeless people. Or do you think Chain-Gang put her up to that one?’

“I don't know, Earl. | just don't know.”

“Hey, Pete, don’t be sad. | wasjust having my fun. I’m sure he didn’t have nothing to do with it. To hell
with him. Down with tyrants, right?’

That forcesasmile out of me. “Right. To hell with him. My redl problemisthat I'm givingaspeechina
few days and haven't the faintest ideawhat I’ m going to say.”

“Leastwaysit’ll be short then. That' sdways agood thing in aspeech.”

| laugh, and | haveto confessto myself what' sredly bothering me, and | tdl Earl: “I’'mafraid. I'm
terrified. It'snot the speech itsdlf. The worst that can happen is| make afool of myself. But it feddstoo
much likeatimein my old life. Thefirgt timel was arrested — the first time | was thirty-two, you might
say — | knew the police were after me. Severa friends had already been arrested. A wesak-willed fellow
who could identify me had recently been taken into custody. It was only a matter of time before he gave
me up to the authorities. | should' vefled the city, but | stayed on another week so that | might deliver a
lecture to the Geographical Society. | spent over two years of my lifein jail because | thought | had to
make a gpeech, even though | wasfilled with premonitions of danger. | fed exactly the same now, yet |

must speek.”
“Perhaps you should listen to your premonitions.”
“I don't believein premonitions.”

“Betchayour friend Inchy does. HE sgot it al measured out. Just how did you cometo be giving this
Speech anyway?’

“Mike, the bright young fellow who offered me aride at the airport, arranged it. | strongly suspect heis
one of Anchee' s pawns.”

“Thenit' snot just apremonition.”

“What am | supposed to do? Spend my life doing the opposite of my natura inclinations? Or perhaps
that’s hisintention. In which case, to foil him, | should do exactly as| please. Who' sto say? Not even
he — for why should | believe aword he says?’

“It'safinepickle,” Earl agrees. “What was the speech about you made back then?’
“Glacidion.”

Earl nodsthoughtfully. “That ain't what they arrested you for, isit?’



“No, they arrested me for spreading anarchist propaganda among the workers.”
“Wasit agood speech?’

“Yes, | supposeit was. | succeeded in toppling old mistaken notions and was nominated to be president
of the physica geography section.”

“Seethere? It dl works out. ”What are you supposed to talk about thistime?*

“Anarchy.”
“Maybe you should gtick with the glaciation.”

| proceed to work. I’ ve traded shiftswith one of the other dishwashers so | can get off for my address
on Thursday, and | work well into the night. Near the end of my shift, Doris summons meinto her office,
or the officeasit isuniversdly identified, even though nobody €l se ever ssemsto set foot init. There
would scarcely be room for them if they did. The furniture consists of her desk and her chair and a
calendar with alovely photographic landscape | would guess to be Tuscany thumb-tacked on the back
of thedoor. | Stinachair | dragged from the kitchen for the purpose, and there' s scarcely room for me
and it to St together. The small office has been reduced to closet size by ceiling-high stacks of boxes
around its perimeter, interrupted only for door and desk. The boxes appear to have originaly contained
foodstuffs or other supplies but have been conscripted into more abstract service. A few inchesto the left
of wherel gt, for example, aformer box of stuffed oliveswith GUEST CHECKS 1996 scrawled in
black acrossits Sderesdes at eye level. Two boxes Sit atop it, but I’ m too close to read their markings
without leaning away from them. Below it, BANK 1992 nestsinside abox of ketchup. The bottom box in
the stack used to house Jack Daniels but evicted him in favor of SALES TAX 1987, thelast digit forever
logtinthe box’ sorigind, largdly black, design. To my right isasmilar stack, and the back of my head
rests againgt another, and so it goes al around the room two and three stacks deep in the corners so that
the room is effectively an ova. In these boxes, | recognize the droppings of commerce, dways abundant
and dow to decompose, and wonder what on earth Doris might want with me here. | imagine mysdlf
stuffed into abox of hamburger dills and set atop a corner stack to molder — ANARCHIST 1999.

Doris sdesk isasmaller version of the room: Stacks and stacks of |oitering papers occupy most of the
available space asthey await deportation into one of their properly labeled cardboard cousins, a
telephone, an ashtray, and a coffee cup make up the sole desktop furniture, with little room to spare. The
ashtray is particularly hard-pressed. Near full and smoldering under an unstable outcropping of hills, it
appears at risk of avaanche or conflagration a any moment. In the midst of thistinderbox of peril, Doris
bravely smokes.

“Cigarette?’ she asks me, shaking one hafway out of the pack and pointing it & me.

Shedwaysforgets | don't smoke, or perhaps accurately reads the desirein my eye and enjoys tempting
me. “No thanks. | quit some years ago.”

She smilesfaintly, an extravagance for her. “Good for you.” She takes adeep drag just to remind me of
what I’'m missing, and ams the smoke up to the calling. “ Things have certainly changed since you' ve been
here,” she says. Her toneleavesit entirdly mysterious whether thisisacompliment or an accusation. “I
got acal the other day from afdlow restaurant owner in the Fan asking meif it was true we were
feeding the homeless over here. He said he caught some of hiswaitresses squirreling away food, and they
said they got theideafrom my people.” She pausesfor aheavy-lidded drag. “I laughed a him and told
him he must be drinking up his profitsif he believed agtory likethat. ‘| told them it was crazy,” he said.
‘Doris? Likethat, ‘Doris? | reassured him that nobody was getting any free food from me without
Dumpster diving for it like they’ ve dways done. | may have gone too far with that crack — too cold



even for abitch like me. | don't think he believed me, started telling me how many lawvswe d be
breaking if it wastrue— asif | didn’t know that myself. Did you know your little soldierswere
recruiting?’

“l had noidea”

“I didn’t think so. | want to show you something,” she says. She openswhat I’ d thought to be a cabinet
door over her desk, covered with postcards and photos, and we are looking into the restaurant through
the mirror behind the bar. A row of bottlesfills the foreground, liqueurs by the colorful look of them, their
swesetness crusted on the spouts. 1n the background, on the bar, sitsthe cash register. The gin-playing
bartender (whose unlikely name, I’ ve since learned, is Storm) has his back to usringing up asae, making
drinks, trying his charm on the new waitress. Shannon, | believe her nameis.

“I used to St herefor hours,” Doris says, “just waiting for somebody to steal from me some way or other
— dipping drinksto their friends, ‘forgetting’ to ring up afew saes, eating up the oranges, getting high on
the nitrous oxide in the whipped cream cans. They think of new waysal thetime. | caught agirl onetime
walking out the back door with athousand count of to-go cups she planned to make art out of. ‘“We
never usethem,” she said in her defense. Who cares? Y ou know what | mean? \Who cares anymore? I’'m
gtting here on my ass smoking three packs a day while those kids are working, pretty hard most of them,
but I’ m the one making seventy-five cents on thedallar, including al they stedl, and they’ re the ones
who can’'t make rent or buy acar that runs good enough to get them to work on time.”

Storm’ s charm appears to be working, and the waitressis still standing at the bar with atray full of
drinks, conducting the friendliest of conversations with him astheice melts. Doris shakes her head, and
mutters to Shannon, “ Just deliver the drinks, and fuck him on your own time.” She points them out to me.
“Of course, asyou can see, there' s certain advantages to the life they lead. She gets Tom Cruise there,
and | get...” Sheshrugs. “I get seventy-five cents on the dollar. Y ou want to know what | decided afew
years back? L et them stedl. We'll dl be happier. It doesn’t matter whether I’ m watching or not.
Sometimes | think they even stedl |ess because I’ m not pissed off at them dl thetimefor stedling, you
know what | mean?’ She takes athoughtful drag. “But that’s not what | want to show you. | worked
through that one already.” She points to one of the customers seated at the bar. Heis staring right at us,
at themirror | redize. His eyes have the vacant sparkle of adrunk’s, and he looks quite pleased with
himself. Heisdrinking aglass of whiskey nedt, easly atriple. He grazes on a saucerful of maraschino
cherries, atreat the bartenders often serve to pacify restless children. Hislips have ared patina.

“Seethat guy? Hisnameis Fred Spurlow. He worksfor the health department. The rumor got to him,
too — probably the same way it got to me— and he dropped in on us alittle while ago to watch the
whole operation for himself. He was quite impressed with how well organized it all was, wanted to know
who the ‘ringleader’ was. Fred' slike that. He useswords like ‘ringleader.” ” Shejams out acigarette
and lights another, pausing to relish the first prolonged exhdation. * Fred and | went to high school
together.” She wincesto convey the distaste this memory brings her “For the sake of our old friendship
and a case of Bushmiills, he’ s agreed to forget the whole thing aslong as we don’t do it anymore — not
counting what he' s putting away tonight at the bar. That' s bribery of apublic officid. Probably afeony.”

“Do you want usto stop?’

“Hell no. I’'ve got a case of whiskey invested in it now.”
“What about your husband —”

“What about him?’

“Does he gpprove of our activities aswell? He must’ ve noticed —’



“William wouldn't notice you were stedling hisbrain if you pulled it out through his eye sockets, and he
sure as hell wouldn't missit after it wasgone. That’s my husband. And don’t get mewrong. |,
personally, don't gpprove or disapprove of what you' re doing. All | know isthat you' re thefirst truly
interesting thing to happen in this place for agood long while, and I’'m not ready to give up my
entertainment. So | thought I’ d help you keep things going just alittle while longer.”

“ And then what happens?’

She seems surprised at the question. “ They fdl apart. Thingslike thisawaysdo.” She looksa Shannon,
gtill chatting and smiling, then at Fred, sucking on acherry, his eyes now on Shannon aswell. “Fred and
mewill fuck them up oneway or another just by doing our jobs.”

She sares sadly at thisimagined future— asif she can seeit there on the other side of the looking glass
— shutsthe door, and grinds out her cigarette. Severa old butts escape over the sides of the ashtray,
and she swipes them into atrash can she pulls out from under her desk. She picks up the ashtray, dumps
it into the trash can, and has them both back in place in asingle, practiced motion she must repesat severa
timesaday.

| notice one of the photographs, visible now that the door is closed. A young smiling woman poseswith a
scowling Doris beside a sphere easily ayard in diameter made from hundreds of to-go cups, opening
outward, joined together somehow and mounted on a pedestal. Through some clever use of plastic, no
doubt, they dl appear asif they contain varying amounts of gravity-defying coffee— some with cream,
some black. Stolen stir icks areimmortalized in some of them, though the single prominent lipstick mark
at ten o'clock islikely the artist’ s own. The unrepentant thief, her arm draped affectionately around her
victim’'s shoulders, holds ablue ribbon.

Doris shakes a cigarette hafway out of her pack and pointsit at me. “Y ou sure you don’t want a
cigarette?

| pass on the cigarette but take a cup of coffee with me for the walk home. The houseis empty, and |
recal that the band is playing tonight. | take advantage of the solitude to take alonger, hotter shower than
usua. No amount of organization will make my job any cleaner than adiveinto apig wallow, and tonight
| possess the additiona bouquet of Doris s cigarettes. | et the water beat down on my head hoping to
drown out her voice matter-of-factly reminding me, They fall apart. Things like this always do.

Things like what? Compassion? Cooperation? Hope? | have no illusions about the good we' re doing the
hungry, but the differencein my soldiers, as Doris called them, isimmeasurable, and perhaps not
something that will just fall gpart a the first gust of greed that hitsthelr lives. At least they’ Il never look at
abasket of bread in quite the same way again. And then there' s Buster, no doubt a happier pooch for
having started the whole thing.

The hot water runs out, and I'm gtartled out of my reverie and out of the shower. As| towd mysdf dry,
theman inthe glassisamurky blur, and | leave him that way. Whatever' s bothering you, Kropotkin, |
say to mysdlf, will be easier to faceif you just know what the hell you' re going to say! Best get to work.

| return to the basement and my studies, and Mortimer — a plump orange Tabby who lately prefers my
lap to the porch — soon joins me. The cats will occasiondly station themsavesin avariety of favorite
haunts, periodically reuniting asif by some signd only audible to themsalvesfrom al corners of the house
to liein ahegp and groom one another and discuss feline issues of the day. | have introduced myself to all
of them, but Mortimer is particularly fond of my head-scratching style.

In addition to the bed, | have completed my furnishings with a desk made of an unused door atop a
couple of low bookcaseswhere | stow my growing wardrobe. I’ ve decorated the dark walls with



artwork donated by the resident artists to the Resident Alien. My favoriteis Caitlin's six-foot-long
rendering of agreen seaturtle. Brad has set up acomputer on my desk, one of his castoffs. Ringing it are
books, athick and growing wall of them. The referencelibrarian, inspired by my curiosity, quietly dipped
me acard granting me checkout privileges, and | have taken full advantage of it, having discovered that
for seriousinquiry | ill prefer the page to the screen, the thoughtful turn of aleaf to the clicking of links.
Go, go, goisno moreto my liking in sudiesthan it is on the Street. At the moment, Lao-tzu, Wilson,
Thoreau, Bookchin, X, and Singer lie open in ashifting pile as we confer on the perennid question, What
isto be done?

A cregk on the stair startlesme, and Mortimer and | look up to see Sondra standing halfway down the
gairs, her hand on the banigter. “I need to talk to you,” she says, asif I’ ve been avoiding this very thing,
and | recall Wilde saying one evening that insde every poet lurks an actor — usudly bad — offering
himself as a perfect specimen.

“Why certainly,” | say, enthusiagticdly inviting her into my quarters. | set Mortimer on the monitor — he
likes the warmth — but a dangling paw bumps the bal anced books and sends them sprawling, burying
the keyboard in the process. | clear achair of books and offer it to my guest. “ Thisisthefirst timeyou've
been down here, isn't it? Since Jonah and | moved in?’

“Yes” Her eyes search my jumbled quartersfor significance but find none. “It'svery nice.” Shedits
dightly forward, her straight white hair flanking her long narrow face like curtains, curtains abruptly
thrown back and secured behind her ears with a stretch of her neck and a pass of her hands. She looks
me in the eye with disarming candor. “He knew you were coming,” she says. “He knew it weeks before
you came, maybe longer.”

“And ‘he’ would be?’
“Comeon. You know who. Mike.”
“Hetold you | was coming?’

“No, but before you came, he was going totally crazy anticipating something for months. I’d catch him
looking ahead in the calendar, counting the days. If | asked him about it, he said it was nothing, none of
my business. How could it be both? | asked him, and we had abig fight, so | quit asking. But he kept
looking, waiting for nothing, for whatever it was that was none of my business. That al stopped when you
got here. The Big Day had findly arrived. Ever since he' s been just plain weird. He snot there anymore.
He's always someplace else. | mean, he' s dways been a space cadet, but he' d have his moments, you
know?He d let mein. He paid attention. Now | ask him what he’ sthinking, and he just gives methis
creepy look and says, ‘You'll see. You'll see exactly what I'm thinking.” What am | supposed to do
with thet?

“And you — you treat him different from everybody e se. With the rest of us, you' re laughing and
friendly dl thetime. Y ou two hardly speak, even though it seemslike you’ d have the most to talk about
of anybody. So what’ s going on, Peter? What' s happened to turn my terribly smart, full-of-himself
boyfriend into this psycho-jerk?’

How do | tell her, your boyfriend is a spy? What would such a statement even mean to her? What does
it mean to mefor that matter? | have scrupuloudy avoided these very questions, leading asthey do back
to Anchee, and aplot | want no part of. | have alife that makes me happier than | have ever been. No
mere youthful exuberance either — though | seem to have recovered that aswell — but amaturejoy in
lifesuch asal mendesre. Why should | risk al that by confronting my young friend Mike, clearly my cue
if Anchee swriting the script? | suspect Uncle Chaney of borrowing asticky page from Uncle Remus,



and Y oung Mikeisthe Wonderful Tar Baby in disguise. “All of this could be mere coincidence,” | say.
“You'resure he said nothing at al to hint a this‘nothing’ he anticipated?’

“When hewasin agood mood or redly high, he' d say that something really important was about to
happen — something revolutionary was what he said — and everything was going to change— he'd
beadl cryptic and weird, but I’'m used to that. | thought it wasjust him psyching himsdf up for the
Providence gig. People think performing’ s easy for him because he' s so laid-back, but he getsdl
stressed out for days before he goes on. Everything's so life and death for him.

“When he got back from Providence, hewaslike, ‘I’ m the greatest genius on the planet.” But when |
talked to Brad, he said they totaly bombed. It was arich college kid bar, and they had no use for some
weird anarchist punk band from Richmond. Brad and Dave can't figure out why Mike even booked them
therein thefirst place. Brad said Mike acted like he couldn’t care less that they were practicaly booed
off the stage and didn’t even play thelast set. Mike doesn't care? | don't think so. But when | tried to
ask him about it, al he could talk about was you coming to dinner, like the whole reason they went to
Providence wasto pick you up at the airport.

“I made the mistake of asking why it was such abig dedl that you were coming to dinner — no offense,
but you were just some stranger in alimo who had the same name as one of his heroes— and he got
pissy about it — al defensivelike he gets— saying he didn’t want to talk about it, and | wouldn't
undergtland anyway, and | was going to ruin everything by obsessing dl thetime. But he' s the one
obsessing.” She stopsto catch her bresth and reinin her anger. “ Anyway, we had a big fight abouit it right
before you came. Hisdad came over in the middle of it, and that wasthat. The last thing he said was that
if he had hisway, you'd bemoving in, and if | didn’t likeit, | could leave.”

| don't ask her how he could know such athing before I’ d even thought of it, for | trust | likely know the
answer to that question better than she does. | can imagine the pain his cruel remarks must have brought
her. No wonder she' s had mixed fedings about me. | resst the urgeto lay out my own suspicions about
Mike, for | don't trust her sufficiently to revea the truth about myself — and one revelation pretty much
leadsto the other. The only courseleft to meisto persuade her of her folly. “This odd behavior, you say,
began some months before my arrival, but | never laid eyes on Mike before | arrived in Richmond. |
didn’t even know | was coming here mysdlf until thelast minute.” | tick off our crimes on my fingers. “He
and Brad and Dave gave me aride; he put my nameforth for thislecture I’m to give a the university; he
correctly surmised that ahomelessfelow such as myself might movein: Thisisthe sum tota of our
colluson — hardly amatter worthy of such atransformation as you describe. Perhaps Mike is upset
about something else” Perhaps he' sdrunk with power. It'slike Marx’ s “dictatorship of the proletariat”:
Oncethey’re dictatorsthey’ re no longer the proletariat but the bosses al over again.

“It has something to do with you. | know it does. And this speech you' re about to give.”

“Then it'samatter of hisown imagining, for he hasn’t brought mein on the secret. My own suspicions
arethat he might be involved in some bad business with the mysterious Uncle Chaney about whom I’ ve
heard so much.” | cast ascowl at hisimmovable chenille-draped form.

She shakes her head. “1 don't see how. He' s been gone for awhile now. He left before | moved in.”
“Where did he go?’

“I don’'t know. | don't think anybody does. Y ou could ask TJ. HE shisuncle.”

“But he and Mike were particularly closs?’

“I guess s0. Everybody liked Chaney. They al used to tell Chaney stories. | kind of got sick of hearing



them, to tdll you thetruth. But if it weren't for him, there wouldn’t be ahouse.”
“What do you mean?’

“I mean thisis Chaney’ s house.”

I’'m glad I'm sitting down. My magica hogt isfull of surprises. “ Chaney’ s house?’

“I thought you knew that. TJusualy tellsthe story to newcomers, how hislong-lost uncle gppeared out
of the blue and bought this house and put up the money to fix it up for a‘communa living experiment’
and then left about nine months ago saying he' d come back when the world had changed.”

“He said those exact words?”’

“That'swhat they dl say he said. But he was dways saying crazy things like that. Nobody takesit too
serioudy. I’ ve dways thought it was hisway of saying hewasn't ever coming back, likewhen | say ‘I’ll
get my poems published when pigsfly.” ”

This poignant admission can't fail to touch my heart, and | rush to reassure her. “Then | shall look
forward to flying swine,” | say. “They are certain to be the next thing.”

In spite of her troubles, she managesasmile. “You'retoo nice,” she says. “I bet people havetold you
that before.”

“Yes, they have”
“Will you talk to Mike and find out what' sgoing on?’

“Sincel’msuch anicefdlow, | supposeI'll haveto. But | make no promises. Insofar as he knows
himsalf what' s going on, and insofar ashe'll tell me, Il endeavor to discover the truth of the matter and
shareit with you at the first opportunity. And while ’'m at it, I’ [l suggest that he should treat you with the
kindness and respect you deserve.”

“Don't tell himthat. Don't tell him | talked to you at dll. Please. He' d beredly pissed.”
“Asyouwish.”

“Thanks, Peter,” she says, hugging me around the neck, and | am moved by recollections of my Sasha's
spontaneous embraces when her indulgent father would once again please her. Above our heads, the
front door opens and there are footstepsin the hal. Sondra dashes up the stairs, calling out as she
disappearsinto the kitchen, “Mike, isthat you?’

Asl ligen for hisreply, the young man in me would warn her off the scoundrel, but the old man knowsiit
wouldn't do abit of good, might even render him more attractive atogether. Mortimer, bearing down on
my lap across shifting planes of books like apolar bear on treacherousice, advisesmein hisdry, laconic
yowl to ignore them both and scratch him behind his earsthe way helikes.

Through the L ooking Glass

New ways, new issues must be looked for: the past haslived and will live no more. PETER KROPOTKIN,
Fields, Factories, and Workshops

The quegtion is, then, not so much how to avoid revolutions, as how to attain the greatest results with the
mogt limited amount of civil war, the smdlest number of victims, and aminimum of mutua embitterment.
PETER KROPOTKIN, Memoirs of a Revolutionist



T hefollowing evening, after along day of speech writing, speech-wadding-up, and speech - tossing - in
- the - trash, | join Rachdl, Jonah, and Wendy for an exploration of the newly restored canal downtown.
A smdll portion of the cana system that flourished before the railways has been resurrected asalovely if
pointless waterway for e ectric pleasure boats, flanked, not by towpaths, but an attractive promenade
with views of the city on the one hand and the river on the other, the whole business to be dubbed the
Cand WdKk. It'sin the last days of construction — the boats shrouded in tarpaulins, lights and other
fixturesin various stages of ingtdlation, neat mounds of debris yet to be hauled away, yellow plastic Strips
stretched taut here and drooping there to no apparent purpose. But the walkways are finished, the
workers have gone home for the day, and we are part of atiny and scattered population of trespassers.
A boisterous group of lads circulates, taking this last opportunity to violate wholesa e the ban on bicycles
and lethd little vehicles known as skateboards, but most of usare srollersin early twilight enjoying a
leisurdy ramble on abrisk, fine day.

April isachangeable month hereit seems. Historically dso. It was April that it rebelled; April that it fell.

| passthis on to Jonah, who laughs a me: “Y ou are becoming a Richmonder for sure, Peter. Wendy says
sooner or |ater the history be seeping into your brain if you stay here long. Shetold meajoke: ”*How
many Richmondersit taketo screw in alightbulb? “

“A couple of weeks ago, you didn’t know what alightbulb was. Now, you' re telling jokes about them.
Y ou amaze me.”

“Thereisawholekind of joke cdled the lightbulb joke. Do you know it?’
“Never heard of it. How doesit work?’

“How many doesit take to screw in the bulb — like, ‘How many anarchists doesit taketo screw ina
lightbulb? ”

“How many?
“I don't know. | wasjust using that as an example.”

“Hmmm. I’d say...dl of them.”

“But that’ snot funny.”

“It'snat, isit? How about. One— in solidarity with al therest.”
“That’ s better. Still too serious.”

“I'vegot it: ‘Comestherevolution' ” — | assst my pun with aspiraling motion— * *thelightbulb will be
equitably screwed.” ”

Helaughsat that one, so | quit while I’m ahead. “How many Richmonders does it take?’

“I dmost forgot. It takesfour. Oneto screw it, and three to discussiits heritage. Y ou can be one of those
three”

“It has been abusy place.”

Thisouting isthe most ambitious yet in Jonah' s remarkable convaescence I’ ve witnessed largdly around
the dinner table. The salve Earl provided him seemsto work miracles, or perhaps heis responding
entirely to Wendy' s good offices. Like most new lovers, they have kept much to themselves, as have



Rachel and |. Thisdouble date, however, was Wendy' s excellent suggestion. Their unbridled fondness
for each other is made manifest in word and touch and gaze, prompting me to specul ate that her teasing
of me has been astratagem to distract attention from the equally cute Jonah and herself, who hardly
receive any ribbing at al. Thisinequity may aso be due to Jonah’slack of the requisite red coloration
everyone seemsto find so damned amusing.

Rachel and Wendy, who' ve only talked before in the context of the tumultuous Kitchen Table, have a
great dedl to talk about, it seems, in this quieter venue. They walk a dozen pacesin front of Jonah and
me, Wendy recounting some adventure in confidentia tones, alively tale judging by her antic hands. The
sound of their laughter at the story’ s end drifts back to Jonah and me, and we smilein unison at our greet
good fortunes.

We must appear quitethe sinigter, if cheerful, conspiratorsin our matching long black coats,
hand-me-downs from Brad and Dave, waking aong head to head, comparing notes on our new lives,
pausing to scrutinize every bit of machinery dong theway. And the machinery is, | confess, quite
irresgtible to the boy in me— rows of great iron wheedls controlling pumps and locks and
who-knows-what-all monitored by mysterious dids and gauges that have me straining my memory to
recall my meeger store of hydraulic knowledge.

Soon enough Rachel and Wendy have pulled ahead of us some distance, and Jonah, to my surprise,
loses all interest in the gpparatus and says he has a matter of great import he wishes to discusswith mein
private. The machinery attracts a steady stream of curious trespassers, so we continue along the
promenade in search of agreater measure of privacy. Cand and walkway pass under awide low
automobile bridge ahead of us. Under the bridge appearsalikely spot.

At therailing above, stlands a man with a camerataking pictures of the cand. | look over my shoulder
and see he' s chosen afine perspective — even finer up where heis— with grand old buildingsin the
foreground and glimpses of thefdls of the Jamesin the distance. | make amental noteto have alook at a
modern camerawhen | get the chance to see what advances have been made. Though it would seem to
me, that even now, the man’ s more important than the lens.

Aswe step under the cool shadows of the bridge, Jonah comesright to the point. “1 told Wendy the
truth.”

He has been struggling with this decision for some time now, and we have talked about it more than
once. “How did it go?’

“I tdl her | beadave my wholelife, that | come from adifferent time, whole different world. | had to tell
her. Can't lieto the woman for long. Not when we befedling like we do. Can't be having her thinking me
stupid al thetime because of dl thethings| don’'t know. All day, every day, | betrying to figure things
out, you know? Everything isdifferent. Musicin alittle slver circlelike this. Rubber bands. What you
cdl it? — telephone. First time | heard it chirp, chirp, chirp, | hunted it down with my shoein my hand.
Wendy be laughing so hard couldn’'t even talk.”

“Don’'t keep mein suspense, my friend. Did Wendy believe you or not?’

“Pretty much.” Helaughs, obvioudy amazed she believeshim at dl. “ She wantsto see the watch — so0
sheknowsfor sure— and | said I'd show it to her. Do you still carry it?

| seeimmediatdy wherethisisgoing, and I'm filled with misgivings. “ Of course” | say. 1 never had the
good senseto throw it away.”

He holds out hishand to me. “Can | haveit?”’



| know that he and Wendy don’'t merely mean to see the watch, but to seeit strut its stuff — to play with
time like a shuttlecock — apastime | find foolish and dangerousin the extreme. | don’'t want to giveit to
him, but how can | deny him the opportunity to be believed? The watch is mine only to the extent that
Anchee dipped it into my pocket and not Jonah's.

“Of course” | say. “It' syoursasmuch asmine.” | resist the urge to caution him to be careful. He can
imaginetherisksaswell as|; perhaps, with his aptitude for things mechanical, better. “ Spare usfrom
demons,” | say, as| placethewatch in his pam, and we clasp hands around it.

Helaughs. “Y ou and me— we been invited to the demons own house.” He holds the watch between
thumb and forefinger and wagsit. “ Thishere be theinvitation.” He dropsit into the ingde breast pocket
of hiscoat and givesit apat.

“Just out of curiosity, what exactly do you and Wendy intend to do with it?’

He grins his appreciation for their plan: “We going to take it down to Monument Avenue tonight. Wendy
says she want meto show her atime before that statue of Lee be Sitting there. She says she believe
anything then.” He chuckles a hislover’ s declaration.

“That' san admirable scheme,” | say. “1 can't imagine amore peaceful means of toppling a hated symbol
of oppression than to preexit it, but don’'t you think...” | stop myself before | wax paternd. “ Good
luck,” | say.

Rachel and Wendy have stopped to wait for us where the walkway emerges from benegth the bridge a
the boundary between shadow and sun. We set out to catch up with them, and | notice that Jonah walks
even a this quickened pace with complete ease. And yesterday he was helping Dave and Caitlinin the
greenhouse. “How are your wounds?’ | ask.

“Hardly bother meat al. No need for bandages anymore.” Herolls his shouldersinside his coat and
amiles. “Fedsjus fine, better than fine.”

“Earl will be delighted to hear it. | went to see him yesterday. He asked after you.”
“Maybe Wendy and me go see him tomorrow. He still the same?’
“Still thesame.”

“I thought about him the other day — about al three of us. Wendy and me, we went to see amoviethe
other day. Y ou ever see one of them? All these pictures, very, very fagt, abright light shining through.”
He moves his hands to imitate amotion picture projector, hisdark fingers portraying shafts of light; and |
imagine him dragging Wendy up to the projectionist’ s booth so he could investigate how the magic was
accomplished.

“Yes, | have, inmy old life, though | wasn't quite up to the new one | saw on the airplane. But then, |
didn’'t hear the sound. It came through these wires you put in your ears apparently. Since then, Rachel
and | have watched videos.”

“We saw one cdled The Matrix. Very strange. Very loud. Too many guns, | think. Bang, bang, bang,
bang, bang. | don't understand alot of it. But it made me think — I’ m like the man in the movie— like
you and Earl too— like him, | beliving inamagic world.” We have reached Wendy and Rachel, and
he puts his arm around Wendy’ s shoulders as they step into the sunlight, and without the grimace of pain
such amotion would have cost him not so long ago, he sweeps his free arm across the spectacle of the
towering city buildings. “ Totaly awesome, magic world.”



| come up behind Rachel and wrap my arms around her waist, and she hugs them to her. “ Jonah asked
mefor thewatch,” | say, “and | gaveit to him.”

“I figured you would,” she says.

“Y ou knew? Did Wendy tell you their plan?’

“Of course. What did you think we were talking about, baking cookies?’

“No such luck, I'm sure. Now that you mention it, I'm terrificaly hungry.” | nuzzle her neck and growl.
“Areyou going to est me up?’

“Just theear, | think.” | nibble her earlobe and shelaughs and turnsin my arms. | ook into her smiling
eyes.

“Don't worry, Peter. Everything will work out al right.”

“Do you think so? Did | do theright thing with the watch? Isthisreally such agood idea?’
“We |l seefor ourselvestonight, won't we?’

“Wewill?Y ou mean we' reinvited?”

“Of course. | wouldn't missit. To tell you thetruth, I’ ve been working up my nerveto ask for a
demondtration of that watch mysdf. Faith iswonderful, Peter, but only an idiot completely turns her back
on hard evidence.”

“| agree. But you'll fill need thefaith, I'm afraid. Just because| carry atime machine around in my
pocket doesn't mean | anwho | say | am.”

“You'reright,” shemuses. “But it certainly makesyou moreinteresting.” She givesmeaquick kiss.
“Don't pout, Peter. | know you' re who you say you are because | know you wouldn’t lieto me.”

“A mogt convincing argument.”

“Wendy thought so. She said Jonah was certain you would give him the watch, but you wouldn’t likeit.”
“Hewasquiteright.”

“Where sthe bold, young explorer?’

“Not so young anymore, perhaps.”

“I know better.”

“But what if our ‘explorations change things?’

“That might not be such abad thing— as you often point out.”

“Touche.”

When we catch up with Wendy and Jonah, he says over his shoulder, “Peter, | dmost forgot — |
learned the alphabet you gave me. Wendy told me dl their names and sounds. And some— what you
cal them?— suffixes. | been practicing.”



“He' sscary,” Wendy says. “We raced through the a phabet like twice one morning, and when | get
home from work, there’ salove letter waiting for me.” She bumps him affectionately with her hip, and
he' s uncertain whether to be proud or embarrassed. “ Meanwhile, hefixesmy rocking chair, fixesthe
door to our room 0 it doesn't stick anymore and the old lock actualy works. He even got my vacuum
cleaner — that’ s been waiting to go to Goodwill for like a hundred years — to suck again.”

“Just jammed upisadl,” hesays. “I liketo stay busy,” he addsin defense of hisindustry, and | recognize a
penned-up soul set loose. When the serfswere freed, many afoolish master had his prophecy of idleness
disproved tenfold and wondered a oud why the deceitful wretches never worked so hard for him and his
lash.

Wetake aflight of stairsback to street level, and Jonah pointsto the signsthat line the curb. “No. Park
-ing,” he saysdowly. “No Parking. Any. Time?’ (Helooksto Wendy for confirmation, and she smiles
adoringly.) “No Parking Any Time.”

Asif heknows| wish to peak with him, Mike has made himself scarce dl day, and hasn't returned by
the time we set out on our expedition to Monument Avenue a midnight. Rachel, whose enthusiasm for
this adventure seems boundless, campaigns hard for bicycles as the mode of transportation, pointing out
that if we should need to flee the area, we could easily elude pursuit in the dleys thereabout; but upon
discovering that Jonah (though eager to learn) has never actudly ridden abicycle, she quickly rdentsand
joinsmein the backseat of Wendy’s car.

“Put on your sest belt,” she advises me, and has her own secured even before the motor is running.

Mine, obvioudy unused for some time, must be unearthed from the seet cushions and assorted debris—
pens, candy wrappers, coins— an excavation which delays our departure some minutes. “Do | need to
point out how ludicrousit isto worry about my safety in this maching” | inquire of my companions,
“when we are about to throw caution to the winds with the other?’

“No!” they reply in unison, and thus chastened, | sullenly cinch mysdlf in for the journey.

I’ve attempted to persuade the others of amore secluded site for this experiment, but they are resolutein
their desireto out-flank the General with atacticd retreat to the past. Reminding them of the kidnapped
crow, I’'ve managed to persuade them to travel to atime prior to the European and African settlement of
the area, s0 asto reduce the risk of abducting persons from the past — not to mention frightening them
half to death or invoking their ire. Wendy and Rachel, the historians for the expedition, settle upon adate
of 1600 as being safein that regard. Though neither one can speak with confidence on the matter, they
believe the native population to have resided much closer to theriver than wewill be. Short of traveling
to prehistory, where other hazards present themsalves, there’ sno avoiding the risk altogether.

Severd dectric lightsilluminate the monument at night, and it's only when we arrive and park a block
away that Wendy allows that there have been acts of vandalism visited upon the stawart soldier inthe
past, and police may be watchful of any suspicious activity in hisvicinity. We St in the car and wait out
the pounding, puffing passage of arunner who apparently didn’t have hisfill when the sun wasup. |
wonder doud if it's something in the food that causes this amless dashing about even while at leisure, and
Wendy saysit’s endorphins and promisesto explain later. When he' s out of sight, we exit the car,
closing the doors as quietly as possible, and head for the tree-lined esplanade, walking the same path the
runner used, cautioudy approaching Generd Leein adow, single-file parade. It occursto me we would
beless suspiciousif wedl stripped down to our underwear and broke into arun.

We carry my old blanket to spread on Le€’ slawn so that we might appear mere moonlight picnickers,
though no one thought to bring food to complete the ruse. No matter. So anxiouswas| at dinner that |



hardly ate abite, and | still don't think | could. There's something about thiswhole business| don't like,
but | can’t quite put my finger onit.

We emerge from the trees, and there' s Lee acrossthe street all lit up, as stately a statesman as a State
could wish for, and avery nice horseindeed. “We can see him perfectly well from here,” | point out.
“What' swrong with right here?’

“You don’t understand. | want to bein hisface,” Wendy says. “1 want to be standing in hisfront yard.”

| look to Jonah for support, but he just shrugs asif to say, if that’s what the woman wants, and | ook
to Rachd, who says, “ Come on, Peter. Thisis Wendy' s show. We're just having aharmless picnic.
WEe re not breaking any laws.”

“If wewere, | might be more easily persuaded to seethe good init.” Rachd indulges me with asmile,
and | relent. “Very well,” | say. “Let’'sget onwithit.”

The smple planisthat wewill post ourselves before the statue, turn on the time machine, visit 1600 or
thereabouts, be back in an instant, and quit the premises posthaste. An occasiond car passes, but we
should be able to time our journey so that no one sees us. It’ snot clear to me what awitness would
observein any event. Should someone in one of these grand houses nearby ook out his window and see
(or think he sees) apicnic glow briefly blue before it decamps, it’ s doubtful he would report thisincident
to the authorities or that they would care about it if he did. We' ve discussed dl this before coming here
and are certain we face no red danger. Still, I’m as nervous as a cat, agood deal more nervous than
Mortimer, | trust, who likely snoozes atop my monitor as we speak.

Wedl agree that Wendy should have the honor of operating the watch. As Rachel and | spread the
blanket on the ground, Jonah once more explains the controlsto her, and she repeats hisinstructions
back to him. We stand on the blanket, all huddled around Wendy, facing Lee. Wendy switches on the
machine, and the blue light appears. She graspsthe stem in her fingertips. “Ready?’ she asks.

At that moment, adark figure steps out from behind Lee' s stone pedestal, and a gruff voice shouts,
“Freeze! Police! Put your handswhere | can seethem!” At the periphery of the blue light, a policeman
gandsin acrouch, hisgun and flashlight pointed at us. At Jonah, actudly, whaose brightly lit, defiant
visage doesn't bode well for peaceful negotiations.

“Clockwise,” | whisper urgently in Wendy’ s ear as agentle reminder that our fate restsentirely in her
hands. She understands me immediatdly, and the world turns reassuringly black, sans policeman and gun,
and the blinding light in Jonah’ s face tumblesto hisfeet. | ook with some gpprehension to seeif there's
gl apoliceman’ s hand attached. There snot.

“That was close,” Rachel sayswith a shudder.

“Telingme,” Jonah exdams.

“He s4ill there” | remind them. “ Then and there.”

“What in the fuck was he doing therein the first place? Wendy demands. “He was like waiting for us”
“Maybe hewas,” Jonah says. “Maybe Anchee playing histricksagain.”

“But what did the cop think we were going to do?” Wendy asks. “Hewas pointing agun at us. That's
liketotdly insane”

“Maybe Anchee whisper someliein hisear,” Jonah suggests.



“Enough Ancheg” | say firmly. “We can't be bothered with histomfoolery: We re on an expedition of
our own.”

Rache hugsmy arm. “That' sthe pirit,” she says.

During this discussion we're al focused on the watch Wendy holds before her so we can witnessthe
years counting backward with increasing rapidity. The blackout imposed by the machine srefusal or
inability to conduct its passengersto atime and place where they might rendezvous with their earlier
selves endures somewhat longer than with the journey Jonah and | took — since both Rachel and
Wendy’ slives began in this city some years ago — but it’s ill only amatter of seconds— just long
enough to have conducted the conversation I’ ve set down above. When the blackout liftsand Lee's
statue pops into view on the spring day Rache was born in anearby hospital in 1965, we boo him
roundly in the quickening flicker of days down to 1890 when he abruptly vanishes after aquarter of a
minute or 0. A scurry of soldierslasts no more than a second as we accel erate through the centuries.
We soon reach such avelocity in our movement through time that the world appears devoid of
distinguishabl e objects and becomes amere progression of colors.

We come to astop amid atowering and fierce green. A greeat forest looms all around us, silent but for the
faint twittering of birds, the chattering of squirrels. The trees are immense and widdly spaced —
chestnuts, white oaks, hickories. Most are four feet in diameter. | spot one of such agirth that the four of
us might not be able to clasp hands around it. Vines asthick asaman’sarm climb up into the lush, leafy
crown of late spring, over ahundred feet above our heads. It isasif we have dl shrunk in amoment to
haf our former size. Thethick canopy letslittle direct sunlight through and al is cool and dark and smélls
likelife

“Awesome!l” Wendy astutely whispers.

Rachel is squeezing my hand so hard | fear it will break. “Oh my God,” she says. “It’sdl true.”
“| thought you had faith,” | say.

“Nobody hasthismuch faith. Look at it! Can we go into the woods?’

Without hesitation, Wendy turns off the watch, and the blue glow vanishes. Before | can stop her, she
boundsinto the woods with Jonah willingly in tow. She flings her handsinto the air and dances around
where afew centuries from now abronze Lee will stand. Jonah seizes her by the waist and hoists her into
theair laughing. “Comeon!” shecdlsto us. “It' sunbelievablel”

I’ve read accounts of what the first European visitors found when they came to these shores, but they
didn’t quite prepare mefor the redlity of thiswilderness. By the time Jonah arrivesin a couple of
centuries, most of thiswill have aready falen to the axe. How did it ever cometo pass— | ask mysdlf
for the thousandith time since boyhood — that people ever thought they could own this magnificence?
Perhapsthat’ sthe very arrogance that led them to conclude they could own their fellow creatures body
and soul.

“Shdl we?’ | ask Rachdl, offering my arm.
“Why certainly,” she says.

We step from Lee' s manicured lawn onto the forest floor, littered with chestnut and acorn and bone-hard
hickory (enough foodstuff to sustain an incredible population of wildlife), and | experience a sense of
complete freedom such as| have longed for dl my life. Herewe are in atimeless wood owned by no one
— lawless, churchless, copless— who could ask for anything more?



“WEel beback inalittlewhile,” Wendy cdlsto us. She and Jonah have been navigating adeer trail into
the woods and now disappear over alow rise.

| start to cal after them, but Rachel says, “L et them done.”
“Wherearethey going?’ | inquire.
“Oh Peter,” Rachd replies. “Where do you think? We' rein Eden, after al.”

“Oh,” | say, and Rachel and | soon discover apath of our own into the cool quiet depths of the dark
green forest. My crimson countenance illuminates the way like Rudol ph, another Chrigmastale Rache
recountsto mein low tones as we contentedly lounge on amossy stream bank idly chewing sprigs of
watercress. A flock of wild turkey browse around us. Ground squirrels glesfully explore the folds of our
discarded clothing.

After atime— and | honestly couldn’t say how long, though long enough to regret the omission of a
picnic basket — thefour of usreunitein the highest of spiritsto discuss our next move.

“We haveto go back,” | say, and everyone reluctantly agrees.
“What about the cop?’ Wendy reminds us.

It doesn't take long to devise aplan, since we have dl thetimein the world to script our rolesand
rehearse them in advance. We take up our positions and head hell-bent for the future, appearing before
the surprised congtable on patrol practicaly on top of him. Jonah hasthe honor of blinding him with his
own flashlight beam. It fallsto me, with my low center of gravity and upper body strength, to sock himin
the scomach. Wendy and Rachel relieve him of hisgun, and we dl throw the blanket over hishead. A tap
on the head with the flashlight silences his objections, and weroll him up in the blanket — carefully so
that he can breathe— and cinch it with our belts. Then we run like hell to the car and drive dowly away.
Wendy, in spite of her high spirits, possesses the presence of mind to drive moderately, even while
bouncing up and down in her seat screaming, “ That was so fucking awesome!”

Rachel and | cling to one another, our seat belts quite forgotten. She frees a sprig of watercress from my
beard and brushesit back and forth across my nose. “Where have you been dl my life?’ sheasks, and |
can't imagine how to answer such acomplex question.

| wake next morning to Zipper smiling down on Rachel and mein bed. | attempt to cover Rachd’sbare
shoulder with the sheet, but the combined weight of al the cats rendersit unmovable. They showed up
sometime in the middle of the night. Wendy once claimed they seek out postcoitd afterglow — hence
their fondness for my room when Rachd’ s here— but she may have only been teasing.

Zipper — whose nickname I’ ve discovered is arefinement of ZipLoc, avariety of plastic bag in which he
prefersto package the cannabis he sells— looks to have been sampling the goods aready this morning.
“Hey, guys. I’'m cooking tonight, and I’ m headed to the market. All the hard-core vegans have split with
the band for Chapel Hill, and | wasthinking—"

“Mike sgone?’

“Y eah. Some Free Somebody-or-other benefit concert thing. | don't know. | don’t think they know
what they’ re playing for half thetime. Hetold meto tell you they’ d be back for your thing at schoal.
Anyway, | wasthinking—"

“Did Sondra.go with them?’



“Y eah. Everybody but you guys, Wendy and Jonah, TJ, me. I’ ve talked to everybody else dready. What
do you say? Steak on the grill. We' re dl sworn to secrecy.”

Rachd laughs softly on my shoulder as she stirs awake and rolls over onto her back, stretching her arms
above her head. *“ Sounds ddlightful,” she says.

| am eager to St down to my own work, for | havefindly arrived at a sense of what | want to say, but no
sooner has Rachel pedaled out of sight than Wendy and Jonah ask to see mein the kitchen for some new
revelation.

“When | learn something new,” Jonah says, “I try to find it everywhere, read everything over again,
looking for it. Wendy taught me about ‘ch’ likein ‘church’ and ‘chains and’beach.’ So | belooking for
it dl morning— "match’ on the matchbox, ' Richmond* and ' Dispatch’ on the newspaper, ' channd’ on
the TV control. ' Chapstick." Cat *Chow.' Then | come acrossthis here— amost don’'t notice it cause
it'sin the middle of the word and the letters are so smdl.” He holds up the tube of salve Earl gave usand
reads. “ Doctor Anchee’ s Nano-Heal-All. Wendy says’nano-* meansthere slittle machines indde
rebuilding everything the way it was.” He offers the tube for my ingpection, but | hold up my hands. “Y ou

keepit,” | say.

“Don’t need it anymore,” he says. He turns around and shrugs his shirt off hisback. Not only are his
recent scars healed, but the old onesaswell. Heis as scarless as my reborn self.

“There' s no medicine now that can do that,” Wendy says. “Not even close. It must work at the
molecular leve.”

“It' slikemagic,” | admit.

She touches Jonah' s scarless shoulders asif the scarswere still there and kisses his back. “Why is
Chaney doing dl this?” sheasks. “All that pain. Does hethink it’s okay now because it doesn’t show?”
She covershim with his shirt, and he turns and holds her in hisarms. Shelays her head on his chest.
“Everybody liked Chaney. He was dways so nice to everybody. Now it’slike hewasjust lying to us,
using us. For no reason.”

“Hisintentions might be decent,” | offer. “We don’t know what they are.”

“Don’'t matter,” Jonah says. “They’'re not my intentions; they’ re not your intentions. Way | seeit, the man
besat me, now he comes along and heals my wounds. Okay. That’s cool. We even now. Thisisasfar as
| gotill I know whereit iswe begoing.”

| sghwearily. “You'reright. There sno point pretending any longer that Ancheewill ever leaveour lives
aone. There snothing for it but to get to the bottom of things.”

“We in the bottom of things,” Jonah says. “We need to be getting oursalves out.”

After dinner, Zipper, TJ, Wendy, Jonah, Rachel, and | Stin acirclein the backyard like a pride of
gorged lions recovering from abloody repagt. “I knew y’ al were closet carnivores,” our chef chuckles.
“Evenyou, Wendy Lee”

“Don't cdl methat,” she says.
“How did the commune come to be vegetarian?’ | ask.

“ItwasMike sidea,” Zipper says.



“And agood one,” TJsays. “It'shedthier. It smoreethicd.”

“Whatever,” Zipper says. “I just know when the moon getsfull, | want to tear into someflesh. Like
Chaney used to say, we are beastsin thejungle.”

“Chaney used to say alot of shit,” TJsays, clearly amused by memories of Chaney’ s shit.

“Who isthis Chaney | be hearing so much about?’ Jonah asks, hisface amask of innocence. I’ ve seen
him use thisface before. He cdlsit hisdave face.

“He smy uncle” TIsays. “Or my hdf uncle | guessyou say. My grandmother remarried after sheleft my
grandfather, and she and her second husband had Chaney.”

“So you know him your wholelife?’

“Ohno. | didn’t know anything about him. My father didn’t even know him. | never even saw my
grandmother — my dad and my granddad were pretty bitter about her leaving— and if they knew
where shewas or that she’ d gotten married again, they never said aword about it. She didn’t tell Chaney
about my dad either. He only found out after she died and he was|ooking through her stuff that he had a
half brother. He came looking for my dad, but my mom and dad had just died, and he found me instead.”

“And you knew nothing about none of this before Uncle Chaney tell you thetae?’ Jonah asks.

“I had noidea. But my parentswere like that. They didn’t tell me stuff. They certainly wouldn’t tell me
my grandmother married ablack man. No offense, but that’ s how they were.”

“Both your parents died right before he showed up?’ | ask.

“They werein acar wreck. The cops said they were probably trying to avoid hitting adeer or something
and lost control. My dad used to drive kind of fast.”

Or perhaps, | think, the future appeared out of nowhere, and they couldn’t outrun it. Wendy drawsin a
sharp breath and starts to speak but thinks better of it. The same suspicion iswrit large on her face. And
unlike me, she knew Chaney/Anchee. | recall her fond expression when she recounted those
skinny-dipping outings. And yet here' s the same man suspected of murder — how can that be? It must
be the thousands of lies he would' ve had to tell, diminating dl possibility of trust.

TJ, however, speaks fondly of hislong-lost uncle: “I wasin the middle of my junior year. | didn’t know
what | was going to do. Chaney came dong and set us up in this place. That' sredly how the commune
got started. He sort of saved my life.”

I”’m rendered speechless by thistestimonid. Wendy can scarcely contain hersdlf. But Rachel thinksto
ak, “Weren't heand Mikereal close? He was talking about him the other night.”

TJlaughs. “ Close? It was like they were from the same planet. They were dwaystalking this deep, deep
shit. Nobody could understand a word they were saying.”

“I could understand them,” Zipper says.
“Only because you were stoned al thetime.”

“It helped.”

TJlaughs, remembering his uncle. “What was the thing he used to say about the cats?’ TJ prompts
Zipper — known in the household as a consummate mimic.



Zipper holds up ahand and getsinto character, pantomimes Chaney inhding cannabis, and saysin
Anchee' s unmistakable accent — * These cats are no ordinary cats; these cats have lived nine livesnine
timesover. Thesecats “ — heinhdesagain— " ’'knew the fucking Pharaohs!*

TJ gpplauds the performance and is surprised Wendy doesn't joinin. If he were Sitting where I’ m Sitting,
he' d see that Wendy’ s eyes have filled with tears. Jonah reaches out and takes her hand.

“What about you, Wendy Lee?’” Zipper asks. “Did you understand the Chaney-Mike Diaogues?’
“Don’'t cal methat. Chaney used to cal methat. Just to pissme off.”

“I didn’t notice him pissing you off just awhole wholelot when hewas around,” Zipper says.
“Wadll, hedid. Hedid alot to pissme off. Heleft, for onething.”

“Hedid that,” Zipper acknowledges, holding up his hands, cutting his eyes back and forth, wondering
what’ s up with Wendy. “Y ou got me there. He did do that.”

“He ll beback,” TJsays.
“Why do you say that?’ Rachel asks.
“I' just think hewill. It doesn’t seem like him, you know. To just leave.”

“Why not?" Wendy wantsto know. “He just showed up, didn’t he? Out of the blue, out of nowhere.
Maybe that’ swhere he belongs. How do you know what he' s like?”

TJiscompletely bewildered by Wendy’ s anger. But even if he knew our worst suspicions, it's doubtful
he could begin to believe such things of hissavior.

Zipper, never oneto dwell on the negative, says, “1’ll say one thing about Chaney. He knew more about
growing plantsthan any man dive. And that’safact.”

“Heknew stuff,” TJagrees.

“Heknew science,” Wendy says, and the three of them silently agree to stop at this point of seeming
agreement, even if the young men are more than alittle puzzled that Wendy, of al people, should spesk
of sciencein such adismissvetone of voice.

“Hey, Peter,” Zipper says after awhile. “ Aren’t you giving some kind of talk at school tomorrow?’
“yYes”

“What'sit about?’

“Anarchy,” | say.

“Coal,” saysZipper.

A loud crash comesfrom the house. “ The catsl” TJexclams. “Where did you put the bones?’ he asks
Zipper.

“| put them in the trash can with that humongous cutting board on top to hold the lid on.”

“Why didn’t you just turn them over to begin with?’ | ask. | trust those cats could get into abank vault if
they put their mindstoiit.”



Zipper shrugs. “1 never cooked a steak here before.”

An Appeal to the Young and the Liberation of Richmond

Ay, dl of ustogether, we who suffer and are insulted daily, we are amultitude whom no man can
number, we are the ocean that can embrace and swalow up dl € se. When we have but the will to do it,
that very moment will Justice be done: that very ingtant the tyrants of the Earth shdl bite the dust. PETER
KROPOTKIN, An Appeal to the Young

We heard the very welkin ring with cheers as the United States forces reached Capitol Square, and then
we turned and dowly rode on our way. CAPT. CLEMENT SULIVANE, C.SA., upon quitting Richmond.
April 3, 1865

T he band returns in the middle of the night as silent asthieves. | borrow a page from Zipper’ s book, and
Mike awakensto find me gtting in hisroom like Marley’ sghogt, only we rewell past midnight and
approaching noon. In fact, the hour has grown so late that if there’ sgoing to be any timeat al to havea
few of my questions answered before one 0’ clock — the gppointed hour of my lecture— Mike needsto
gtir from hisdumbers, and so for the last ten or fifteen minutes— lacking chainsto clank — | have been
playing the “Internationale’ (agrating song actualy) on aD harmonical found on the bedside. It' sniceto
know | remember how to play, at least aswell as| dways have, and | like to think my enthusiasm makes
up for whatever deficienciesthere might be in the performance.

Hisroomis spare. Its neatness, legendary in the household, has not been exaggerated in the telling —
Dave s It s like nobody fucking lives there being the most insightful, | believe. Except for the breathing
lump in the bedclothes, this could be afurniture-store display. His father and mother share apicture
frame on hisdesk. No one elseis so honored. Keys and change and a pocket comb are the sole extent
of his persond belongings left visible on dresser or bedside except for the aforementioned harmonica, an
uncharacterigtic lapse, I'm sure. Hisbags are still packed, sitting just insde the door, heightening the
effect that thisisahotel he meansto depart directly, next stop — who knows — the future perhaps.
Whatever truce he and Sondramay have fashioned for the trip to North Carolina, he's deegping donethis
morning. | suspect he prefersit that way.

My reveillefindly hasits desired effect, and he Stsup in bed. He rubs his eyes— arather ordinary hazel
thismorning — gropesin adrawer for glasses|’ ve never seen him wear before, and holdsthem up to his
face so that he can identify histormentor.

Sothisiswhat he actually lookslike, | think. A rather ordinary chap.
“What timeisit?’ heasks.

In the process of attempting to set off hisalarm clock, | caused it to commence flashing 12:00 12:00
12:00 12:00 12:00 with persstent frenzy without quite knowing how | accomplished thisfeat or why the
slly machineiscapable of it. “Noon,” 1 lie, for it’sredly eeven-thirty, and he curses and hops right out of
bed like agood lad and heads for the shower. | go down to the kitchen and wait for him there. It’s not
long before the hot water runs out, he' s dressed, and downgtairs, though | can tell by hisunhurried pace
he' s apprised himsdf of the correct timesincel saw him last.

He sitsdown with his usual breakfast of a Diet Coke and a Power Bar asif it were no bad repadt. I've
noticed he never cooks for just himsealf, but eats various packaged goods. Cooking is one of his severd
accomplishments not to be indulged for mere pleasure or survival, but reserved gtrictly for performance.
Singing isanother one. You're aslikely to hear him singing in the garden asto see aturtle dance.

“Thebigday ishere,” | say, fishing.



“Yes,” hesays, nodding in agreement, hissmile scarcdly ironic, given that al hisexpressonsand
mannerisms come touched, shaped, manhandled by irony, so that one must aways settle for degrees of
gncerity only, and never thething itsdlf. “The Big Day ishere”

“What isit, exactly, you think isin the offing today of such greet importance?’

“Why, you' re going to spesk in the Business Auditorium on ‘anarchy,’” of course.” Eventhisliteral
satement getsthe ironic sneer, the quotes around anarchy, the gratuitous* of course.”

“Auditorium?1 thought there were twenty or so students, a seminar. What do we need with an
auditorium?’

“Some other classes have been invited — biology, philosophy, political science, history, economics— al
Kropotkin's areas of expertise. Even some high-school classes.”

“How about jailbird, do you have that covered?’
Helaughsa my wit. “Oh yes. Crimind Justice will bethere.”
“I'm sure. How many then, altogether?’

“A couple hundred, maybe more. Not counting the newspeople. You'regoing to beon TV, Peter. With
any luck you'll maketheloca news. Don't worry. It'sadow newsday. They'rejust after a sound bite.
It sPR for the university.”

I’mfamiliar with the sound bite — afragment of language torn from context and shaped to the needed
sense. So that language, too, isjust another “resource.”

“How long have you known dl this?’
“Sapworth called days ago. | thought you knew.”

| push mysdlf away from thetable. “That’sit: thelast lie | listen to. Sgpworth’ sapawn asmuch asl. You
knew all of this, | imagine, before you even introduced me to Sapworth, before you laid eyes on me at
theairport. | amold. I'm new to dl these rdativitic paradoxes, having failed to understand Eingtein’s
importancein my day. But I'm no fool, and I’'m aquick study. So don’'t answer, if you must, but no
more lies, or you will have seen thelast of mein thisor any other time. Do we understand each other?’

“ YS”

He' s adopted the look of ironic amusement I’ ve noted in his master at any display of my temper — asif |
were apuppy on arampage, no red threat except to itsdf and the furniture. It'sal | can do not to fly at
him, but whatever flaws| may yet possess, being too young isn’t one of them.

“So let’ stry that again: How long have you known?’

“I knew you were coming for dmost ayear, the date and everything for afew months.”
“‘Everything’ being everything that’ s happened so far.”

“yes”

“And when does your knowledge end?’

“When you spesk.”



“Why isthis damn speech so important anyway?’
“I don't know exactly.”
“What if | don’'t makethe speech at dl?’

A look of panic flits across hisface, thefirst real reaction I’ ve been able to provoke since rudely
awakening him. It' s Tim Binder dl over again.

“What do you get for your services, ahundred dollars?’

“I don’t do anything for money.”

“For what then?’

“A just world. A better world.”

“From one speech? Believe me, I'm not that good.”

“Not just your speech. | don’t know what ese. | only know my part of it.”

“Butit’scrucid, thisspeech. A prime mover, the first domino, something like that, correct?’

“I believe s0. We are cregting the future in which Anchee dwells.”

He saysthislast bit rather solemnly, and | have to confess, it doeshave aring toit. “Been there?’ | ask.
“Hesad | couldn't—"

“‘— possbly adapt.” | know. | got thet line mysdf. It' squite afataigtic little circle he sgot you in here,
isn'tit? From out hereit lookslike nonsense. Doesit make any differencewhat | actudly say inthis
gpeech, or isit merely the event that matters?’

He' sdow to answer, and | fear he' s sworn to secrecy. But eventudly he says, “1 don't think so. | don't
think it matters what you say. That would involve too many varigbles.”

“Doean’'t that bother you?’

That’ s not the question he expects, and he puffs up — offended that his conscience should be dragged
into the matter! “No one listensanyway,” he says petulantly.

“Perhgpsthey’ ve listened, and you' ve bored them. Perhaps they don't imagine you' ve listened sufficiently
to them to warrant an opinion on their lives. How could you?'Y ou’ ve been too busy arranging things.
Following orders. | only know my part of it. What abloody fool you’ ve turned out to be!”

He doesn't even bother to defend himsdlf, just stares back at me defiantly. “Tell me” | ask, “who isit
youthink | am?’

“I think you' rewho you say you are.”

“Now you'reasolipsst. Very well. | submit to you that | am not who | say | am. | am, in fact, anyone
but him. So now, I’'m asking you. Who am 1?Y ou act asif you think you know.”

He chewsup thelast of hisbar and finishes hisdrink. He shrugs hisindifference to theissue. “ Anchee
clamstelling you won't make any differencein the outcome, so | might aswell.” Helooks mein the eye.
He sleveing with me: “Y ou' re afacsimile of Kropotkin. An android from the future.”



“Thefuture. Like Uncle Chaney’ sfuture.”
“Yes. Like Anchee. But he' sno android. Ancheeis a posthuman.”

| consider theterms. Android. Like Mary Shelley’ s Creature, | imagine, but descended from plagtic
instead of the churchyard. Posthuman. Unfortunately it only conjures apostman delivering cryptic letters
up and down the streets of time, mostly advertisements. | think I’ m supposed to perceive something
grander. But even without their precise meanings, they leave afamiliar senchintheair, and | understand
afew thingsmore clearly. “Let me guess— the lesser race, and the superior one. That’swhy you have
no quams about deceiving me: I’'m not really human. I’'m merely an android, and if you use me, then
maybe you can be a posthuman someday, too, or at least live off their favor and sell your fellows down
theriver. | thought you were an anarchist! How could you fal for thisracist drivel? | am human, | assure
you, from theinsde out — and | have seventy-eight years experience asthe animal to know it when | live
it!”

Brad comes through the back door with baskets of basi| and cilantro from the greenhouse for the midday
restaurant deliveries. (“Y uppie restaurants are the cornerstone of our economy,” Wendy once explained
to me.) Ingtead of hisusual nosering, Brad sportstiny Texas|onghorns sprouting from each nogtril asif a
tiny bull werehiding ingde hisnose,

“I likethehorns” | tel him.

“Thanks,” he sayswarmly. He' s such a sweet, good-natured fellow. | wonder if he’ sin onthe Plat,
whatever itis. | decide I’ d rather not know. “Business Auditorium at one, right?’ he asks.

“Right,” Mike says. “ Sapworth'll rattle on awhile, so it won't get started till aquarter after.” He ddivers
thisopinion, if suchitis, asif it werefact.

Brad, who trims and bundles herbs with the same amazing rapidity some women knit or crochet, nods
like acontented bull. “I’ll bethere. | wouldn’t missit. Are Wendy and Jonah coming?’ he asks me.

“Yes They'revigting afriend thismorning. They'll meet usthere. Rache’ swalking over from work.”

As| speak these words, agrest sadness descends over me. Mike's knowledge ends when | speak. My
premonition shinesits baeful, persstent light shortly afterward, danting into acold, dark cell. | runmy
hands aong the kitchen table. I ve enjoyed living here these few days. | could just stay here afew hours
longer. An hour or two should doiit. It' sal just a stream of events. One merely divertstheflow...

No, | can't doit. | stand and put on my long black coat, for it suits my mood. | must speak. Tofal silent
would beto concede that it doesn’'t matter what | say. If you're till with me after all these pages, no
doubt you know how likely | am to concede that!

“Comeon,” | say to my young, misguided friend. “Let’ sget thisover with.”

Soon enough we' re dl arranged. I’ m seated on a stage with Mike and Sapworth and other luminaries.
The auditorium is near full. Somehow my talk, according to the program and a poster in the lobby, has
become thefirst in aseries of talks on “ Leadership” sponsored by the university as*part of itsongoing
commitment to ameaningful presencein the community,” aphrase | suspect meansit doesn't usualy give
adamn about the community and this hastily arranged bit of busnessisamere sop. From what |
overhear among the dignitaries gossip, its purposeisto “look good in the Saf-Study,” some sort of
ingtitutiona narcisssm | don't have the heart to pursue.

| find it amusing that “ Anarchy,” thetitlein plain view on program and poster outside, would be thought a



suitable topic for astate-sponsored series on “ Leadership,” but such contradictions no longer surprised
mein my old life and seem amost expected in this one. My sponsors must think | intend to denounce
anarchy; or, morelikely, usethetermironically; or, most likely, they haven't given it much thought. The
wholething’sasham in oneway or another.

| sugpect that thisishow Anchee' s entertained himself during his recent sllence: HE' s been turning the
molehill of my speech into thismountain of bull dung. Therewasaline of school buses outsde the
auditorium. Why dl these young people? What is he up to?

Asl stinthisboxlike theater it's hard not to think of thelot of us as puppetsin apuppet box. The front
rows are filled with friends from the house and the restaurant. Only Sondraiis absent from the house
crew. Dave and Caitlin look like Egyptian royaty and draw more attention than any of us onstage. TJ
and Zipper unfurl abanner which reeds ANARCHY RULES, and | can’t help but smile. Even Deidre
and Ahmed are here from the restaurant. I’ m surprised to see they’ re holding hands— | had no idea.
They are, | bdlieve, the recruiting soldiers Doris spoke of. Doris hersdlf returnsto her seat beside them,
after smoking acigarette | assume. Wendy and Jonah are sitting in front of the podium half-turned in their
seats keeping awatchful eye on the growing throng like apair of spies on the lookout for the Other Side.
| can’'t imagine who or what that might bein thisinstance.

| am doing reasonably well, dl things consdered, but for one overriding concern: Rachel isn't here yet. |
put off taking my seat onstage for aslong as| can, hoping to see her before my speech gets under way.
And 4ill, if shewereto show up now in the midst of my lengthy and fallaciousintroduction, | would quit
my seet and go to her, towarn her: Thisis a trap. Do something different. Break the chain.

But Rachd, it seems, isrunning late. What might it be? A wayward last-minute immigrant flown in on the
midnight plane? A flood? A plague? A loquacious vendor? Whatever it is, she snot meant to be here,
I’m not meant to speak to her before | address the crowd. That meant isabitter pill to swallow, for |
know who means in thisworld, and | am, like Mike s Tercera, just asymbol at his disposd.

Asthreatened, Sapworth is making his opening remarks. He' shaving ago a Nietzsche thistime, and |
can't bring mysdf to listen. The fellow next to me, introduced as Dean Fine— though | don’t know
whether that “ Dean” isname or title— snickers at Sgpworth’swit, and it’s hard not to think of him as
cued somehow, asif everyone has a script but me. He spoke earlier, in the vaguest possible terms, about
Leadership, but | didn't listen to him either. | trust they’ll let me know when I’mto be led on. | recall
blind Samson and imagine mysdf Blind Peter, red beard flowing wildly, bringing down this plastic paace
with agood hard tug on my chains, screaming, whereis she?

Asif to confirm my suspicions by signal, aback door opens just as Sapworth concludes his remarks at
precisaly 1:15, and | take the podium to polite gpplause and the sght of Rachel waving her
encouragement as the door closes noisily behind her. | return her wave and hopeit’s not good-bye.

And though he'snot visible here, | am mindful of Anchee' s presence— we are creating the futurein
which Anchee dwells, after dl — afuturein which hetold me | wasafamous man, but | foolishly didn’t
ask what for. Famous like Dickens, or famous like Jesus? The latter perhapsillusirating what befdlsa
gtoryteller who becomesthetaeitsalf — beginning, middle, and end.

The TV crewsflanking the stage turn on blinding lights that leave me blinking like amolein sunshinefor a
few seconds, my vision filled with splotches of color. My audience, | have dready observed, isa
patchwork. With the younger students, it’s not hard to see where one class starts and another begins.
Uniforms both literal and figurative demarcate them by class, by race, by gender. | rather like the city
kids, mostly black but not exclusively so, corkscrewing around in their seats, greeting each other. A row
of private-school girlsin pale blue uniforms (al, but one black girl, white) seem bred to purity, though



gossip moves well enough up and down their ranks. The college students are amore varied bunch and
scatter themsalves more randomly about the hdl, which is, after al, their territory. Some look ready to
Lead tomorrow. Some ook rather unlikely to follow.

Asl look at dl their faces— young, innocent (in spite of their affectations) — | decide, as| mugt, that
Mike and Anchee notwithstanding, it matterswhat | say to them. Asif they read my mind, they fdl slent.
They do not tir. Thus comforted, | begin:

“Good morning, young people of Richmond. | origindly planned thistalk for amuch smaller group, so |
hope you will forgive acertain informality —”

Sapworth reappears and grabs the microphone asif it were a serpent and wrestles it into submission with
aracket the envy of any timber rattler, and leaves meto it with a smile, the microphone now on aleve
with my nose. Some find this episode amusing, and | egg them on with exaggerated grimaces at each
rasping twist and turn of the recacitrant mike. When | speak again, | startle mysdlf it's so loud and clap
my handsto my chest. That gets another laugh, so | go ahead and play toit, having abit of hammy fun
with the microphone as| continue, coming down on the sterner words with a godlike boom:

“I can only imagine the various pretenses under which most of you have been brought here. Perhaps
something dong theselines: * There safunny little Russian fellow who rants on about something or other
terribly smart and trivid for your betterment and edification — attendanceis required, expect a
guestion on the exam, dackerswill be severedly reprimanded.’ ” Thisbringslaughter and smiles of
recognition from my audience. The faculty trade looks sgnifying— one of those.

“Professor Sapworth introduced me quite well, I'm sure. The Fine Dean had afew Finewordsto say. |
try not to listen to these things mysdlf. | want you to imagine that everything they said about me, however
outrageous, isindeed true: | am Truth, | am Justice, | am The American Way. | am Good For You. I'm
an Expert. Follow me, and I’ [l make a Leader out of you.”

| lean confidentialy away from the mike, so that now the peoplein the lobby might not catch it al: “What
if we'redl lying to you? For al you know, | might be an android from the future come to take over your

minds and foment revolution.” This gets another laugh, and most of them have decided that I’ m just crazy
enough to be an improvement over their usua routines.

“Have no fear. Revolution fomentsitsdf, | believe. It' sin the nature of things. Like evolution. Revolution,
it hasbeen said, israpid evolution. But evolution itself, recent thinking hasit, isnot asmooth continuous
process at all, but helter-skelter — or what isit you say, like aroller coaster?’

A thoughtful young woman in the third row nodsyes, and | smileat her.

“What | want to talk about this morning isthe imagination. This might seem a strange topic coming from a
man of science such as mysdlf. But thereisnot redlly any contradiction here at dl. Science and fiction are
born in the same place — in the imagination. The scientific hypothesis and anovel’ sinspiration are both
imagined first — oneto betested scientifically and practicaly by observation and experiment, the other
to be tested aestheticdly and ethically in the process of the story’ sunfolding. Furthermore, the purpose of
both, in large measure, is, in turn, the education of our imaginations, so that we don’t just respond
willy-nilly to whatever sensations come our way. But we, in effect, get good at it — imagining how it is
the world works, imagining how it might be otherwise, imagining how, if the conditions were made right,
the one might become the other. Out of the educated imagination, | believe, revolutions of dl sortsare
born. What can | possibly mean by this? Allow meto illustrate by setting for your imaginations afew
smpletasks.

“I have not been in Richmond long, only afew weeks. | came here somewhat by chance, but | have



found it quite ddlightful. Asyou know one of the wonderful things about the city isthe beautiful river that
runsthrough it, the reason, in fact, why the city isherein thefirst place, for thisis wonderful habitat for
humans. Thefirg task I’ d like you to set your imaginations to thismorning isto imagine you are animas.
Not hard to imagine, snce you are animas. Imagine strolling down to the riverbank on awarm pleasant
day, alight breeze blowing. Imagine stripping naked and diving into the river, swimming about, cavorting
in thewater, playing with your companions, drying in the sun, putting clean, dry clotheson— if you like
— or not, if you' d rather. Each one of those sensationsis delicious beyond measure, isit not? Fed free
to add to this stock of sensations with your own imaginations and animal knowledge.” They are
pleasantly scandalized and even the scattered faculty smilelazily like napping otters.

“Such imaginings, while pleasant fictions, can be quite ingructive to theinquiring scientific mind aswell,
for they raise dl sorts of questions: Do you think these sensationsfed any different for black or white
humans? Do you think they were the same for red before either black or white were here? Do you think
these sensations fed finer somehow for Bill Gates, let us say, or for the Pope? Who's more likely to go
skinny-dipping — you or them? Should any of these sensations be againgt the law? And if so, by whose
authority? Such are afew of the questionsimagining yoursdf ahgppy anima on the banks of ariver might
raise, and isn't that after all, here and now, exactly what you' re striving to be? And if that is so, aren’t
these the very questions you should be asking yourself as you prepare for life on the shores of the world?
Sometimes the hardest thing to imagine yoursdlf to be is exactly what you are. It is often the most
indructive”

They're not surewhere I’ m going with al this, and perhaps neither am 1, but they ook willing to stay the
course with me, which brings mein mind of astory | decideto tell, for I'm afraid I’ ve gotten a bit too
heady for some. “Y ou may be asking yourselveswhat al this hasto do with Leadership, and so I'll tell
you what | know on the subject. Once when | was transporting some goods in Siberia a steamer
creeping dowly up the river overtook me, and when | boarded her, the passengerstold me that the
captain had drunk himself into addirium and jumped overboard. He was saved, however, and was now
lyingill in his cabin. They asked me to take command of the steamer, and | had to consent; but soon |
found to my great astonishment that everything went on by itself in such an excellent routine way tht,
though | paraded dl day on the bridge, | had amost nothing to do. Such you seeis Leadership. Since
everyone on board imagined they needed aleader, and they imagined meto be such afelow, everything
went well. But if they were to have imagined with equal conviction that they needed no leader, they
would have managed just aswell, better, | trugt, for not having me strutting about distracting them from
their own good sense.”

Asl pausefor adrink of water, | can tell which faculty fancy themsaves the captains of shipsand which
donot. | can't look at anyone close to the stage without blinding mysdf inthe TV lights. Rachel is
standing at the back of the hall beside a post looking quite proud of me, and the sight of her givesme
encouragement. Maybe it will al turn out right; perhaps my fears are groundless. | shuffle my papersand
find my place.

“Begdesthe James, another grest river flows through Richmond, and that isthe river of time. Perhapsiit
isan imaginary river. Perhapsit isred. The physicsjury seems il to be out on that one. But timeisred
enoughintheliving of it, and like atorrent ssemsto carry usaong. Sometimeswe cal that river history,
and Richmond is said to be especidly rich in that commodity. So the second thing I’ d like you to imagine
thismorning isajourney to the headwaters of that river. Before this city, built by daves, wasimagined
into existence by awhite man named William Byrd, before...”

Doors a each side of the hall open noisily, and policemen step insde. One of them looks atogether too
familiar. | would recognize him even without the bandage on his head — probably for show. We didn’t
hit him that hard. Our eyes meet, and he clearly disagrees. He' sbrought dl hisfriends, it seems. There's



not a blanket big enough for the lot of them, at least one policeman for each exit by my count. | braina
policeman with his own flashlight and wonder why | have the premonition that somehow | might possibly
endupinjal. What abloody fool I"ve turned out to be! But till, thisis't dl my doing, there’ sentirely
too many of them for that, and they al have their eyes on me. | wonder what lies Anchee hastold them.
Rachel seesthem, too, and isworking her way aong the wall to one of the exits, perhapsto create a
diversion, but the matter |ooks hopel ess from my position.

| take another drink of water. “I don’t know how much longer we'll have this morning, so alow meto set
aside my prepared text and come right to the point. Look around you, what do you see? Humans, every
one. The same species. Imagine yoursalf in Russg, let ussay. Or Africa. It'seasy for you, or soI’'mtold,
with televison and the Internet, to conjure up aroomful of humansthere or anywhere. Now, or in the
past, or in the future. Old, young. Gay, straight. Rich, poor. Black, white, yellow, red, brown. Get to
know them. Don't forget them. They are the same as you: same species, same needs, same habitat.
Educate your imaginations, so that you know that it istrue. And if you want to be happy animds, live
accordingly. Every injustice committed againgt one individua human on these shores, is experienced by
humanity as awhole, and every wound thusinflicted must sooner or later be washed clean in that same
river of time”

Sapworth hasleft the stage and is conferring with one of the policemen, and a couple more havefiledin.
The young, favorite targets of police harassment and justly nervousin their presence, soread the news
that something’ s up. Some, fearing adrug raid, squirm to dispose of their contraband as discreetly as
possible. The room isabuzz with rumors.

“The police—" | say, and in an ingtant | have everyone' s undivided attention, even the police themselves.
| begin again. “ The police, | believe, are herefor me. Therest of you can relax. But before | go, | would
liketo ask afavor of dl of you here, two favors actudly. Thefirst issmply to speak up for the truth.
Sound bites have away of chewing up the sense. You' Il no doubt hear dl sorts of nonsense claimed
about what I’ ve said here today, and | would just like you to say it isn’'t so. Second, the next time you
buy something — a shirt, awatch — here’ s one more task for your imaginations: Go to the room where
the person who madeit lives, imagine her life, imagine how much of the money you have just spent
actually makesit into her pocket, if pockets she has. Imagine where the rest of it goes. Imagine where it
could go. Imaginejustice. Imagine equity.

“Darwin saysthat conscience ‘looks backwards, and serves as aguide for the future” Herein
Richmond, which has seen more than its share of davery, imprisonment, and inequity, let the past prompt
you to imagine freedom, imagine justice, imagine anarchy!”

Ah! the word the cops were waiting for it seems, and they move down the aides toward the stage.
“Peter!” Jonah calls, and at first | don’t see him, afew yardsin front of me. He holdsit up and throws it
to me without giving me a chance to think whether | want to catch it or not, but catch it | do— the
cursed watch — and dash backstage, so that when the police catch up with me I’ ve vanished without a
trace, and I’'m Sitting on a hillside, the city ablaze below me. Thereis aterrific explosion to the southeast
that lights up the sky asif judgment has come. The earth trembles benesth me from the force of it, and
hundreds of shells detonate in the air and rain sparks on ariver that aready seems made of fire. A lone
bridge crosses the James down where the Canal Walk is— or will be. The explosonsilluminate a
stream of wagons and soldierstraversing it, heading south.

According to the watch, it's April 3, 1865.

| redize what I’ m seeing. The Confederates— government and military — are evacuating the city.
Without giving the matter further thought, | shut off the watch and pocket it, dashing down the hillside to
join those streaming in from dl directionsto the docks, | assume to battle the blaze.



The city roarswith flames, legping from building to building, devouring everything. | waylay abright-eyed
fellow who says he’ sa newspaperman and hasn't got time for me, but | run dongside and persist in my
questions, until | havethe gist of the thing: The Confederates have set the torch to anything that might be
of vaue to the advancing Federals— including tobacco and cotton warehouses and powder magazines.
They could not have chosen amore cataclysmic policy if their deliberate intent had been to raze the city
to the ground and leave the entire popul ation dead or homeless. Even now can be heard the fresh
explosons of shells, and the steady rush of spreading flames. My dashing informant dartsinto aresidence
whereapair of gray-clad soldiers block my way.

“Thecity’sablaze,” | say to them, “whoever’ swithin might be better served if you fellows battled flames
ingtead of me.”

“Who the hell areyou?’ one of them finaly thinksto ask me.

“I’'m the Russan Ambassador,” | tell him, and turn aquick about-face, plunging once again into the
street, now ariver of humanity, or rather the poorer members of the species— black, white, men,
women, children, old fellows on canes, young ones on crutches— dl flowing in the same direction.

“Where are you heeded?’ | ask awhite-haired old fellow pushing awhee barrow.

“The commissary on Fourteenth Street,” he shoutsin a German accent. “ The guards be leaving soon. |
hear plenty food insde.”

The gauntness of hisfeaturesis accentuated by the flickering light. | look around and see the same
starved desperation on every face.

A black woman who has overheard our exchange, asks him, “What makes you think they let us have any
of it?’

“They *bout run outawagonsto haul it away,” ayoung one-legged white boy says. “ They an't got no
choice”

“He sright,” another fellow sayswith abit of Scottish brogue. “Y ou can’t buy awagon intown for a
sack of gold.”

“Man offered meten dollarsin gold for my whedbarrow!” my German informant exclams. Most
everyoneistoting abag or basket or tub or sack or pushing awhee barrow. | help the black woman tear
loose an awning from the front of an abandoned shop with which to fashion abundle.

“But they say Lee shoysisgarving,” ahaggard white woman objects.

“They is,” the one-legged boy says. “ And so they’ |l be tonight. But you can bet Jeff Davisand them ain't.
The government fellows that done skedaddled yesterday — they got plenty to eat.”

The crowd swdlls around the commissary depot like astormy sea, and watches with growing impatience
and rage as the soldiers |oad wagon after wagon with bacon and hams and med and flour and sugar and
coffee and whiskey and drive them away asfast asthey can. And till, there' s more — even though the
peoplein this crowd can't remember their last good medl. For some, the redization that this bounty was
heredl thetime, kept under lock and key, isaterrible disillusonment; for others, it isthe confirmation of
their worst suspicions. All show remarkable restraint in not rushing the commissary en masse, though
perhaps they are smply too starved and weak to make the attempt.

Findly, a dawn, when the last rickety wagon, commandeered no doubt from some dirt farmer, lurches
toward the bridge, and the soldiers go with it, agroup of men force open the depot doors, and the



people surge forward and claim the bounty of the falen State asif they imagine, by virtue of their swesat
and toil and suffering, it istheirsfor the taking.

Itisalawless mab, to be sure, with many drunk, and al starving— but | fed no great danger in the midst
of it aswe shuffle toward our share of the plunder. Only when the last fleeing gray-clad cavarymen
charge through the crowd on the way to the bridge, swords drawn in case any citizen should prove an
obstacle, and many of us haveto dive for the guttersto avoid being trampled — do | fed in any red
danger — for the forces of Law and Order are passing through! And when the last of them has clattered
across the bridge and out of sight, taking their Lost Cause with them, the popul ace turns back to the
business of survival with dmost an audible sigh of rdlief. These people don't yet know that the
Confederates will be back, their cause with them — under the command of Generd Jm Crow — and |
certainly don’'t have the heart to tell them.

When | reach thefront of the jostling queue, | bundle up a hefty share of provisonsin my coet, throw it
over my shoulder, and stagger back out again. The air isthick with smoke, and soon the flames will
envelop the commissary itself. | head for the tumbledown shanties dong the cand where arow of
children are Stting watching the last bridge burn. They are both black and white, the sons and daughters
of watermen they tell me, and like Santa Claus| distribute the bounty among them.

Deafening hurrahs originating at some distance to the west resound even over the tumult around us, and
one of the boys shouits, “It’' sthe Union!” And they dl grin ear to ear. One of the girls, rail thinand aspae
as paper suggests, “ Perhaps they’ Il want coffee,” and holds up the packet | just gave her.

| leave them to their celebration and head toward the shouting and singing and dancing. I’ ve never heard
anything likeit. Thousands of voicesraised in exultation, and | haven't even reached the heart of it. The
song | find most affecting issues from acrowd of black men and women who were daves only yesterday:

Savery chain done broke at last! Broke at last! Broke at last! Savery chain done broke at |ast!
Gonna praise God till | die!

| come upon adetail of Union soldiers calling for the able-bodied to fight the blaze, and | lend my labor
to the cause. Since we aretotaly without firefighting engines with which we might douse the blaze, our
task congsts of clearing flammables with axe and brute force from out of the conflagration’ sway. A
Union engineer hits upon the happy stratagem of blowing up key housesin thefire' s path, and thusthe
blazeis contained in aremarkably short time, though till athird of the city has been sensdesdy
destroyed by the Save Empire sviolent withdrawal.

Exhausted and blackened with smoke, my hair snged to afinefrizz, I join my fellow firemen, mostly
former daveswho are refugees from the countryside, in an evening celebration where | have another
opportunity to practice my harmonicaplaying. They try to imagine the lives ahead of them, and | keep
dlent on theissue. The subject of Lincoln comes up often, and | clasp the watch in my hand, knowing
what happens tomorrow, and | resolveto seeit for myself.

| conceal myself in the boughs of amagnoliatreein Capitol Square and wait for everyone else but the
Union sentriesto fal adeep. | take out the watch and nudge mysdlf forward in time less than aday when
the Squareisfilled with an expectant crowd. He arrivesin a coach, dressed in along black coat and a
high silk hat, and speaks from the steps of the capitol. He is quite aremarkable and odd-looking man,
which none of the images of him have quite prepared me for — homely and awkward and gangly asa
gnarled tree. Hewould look afright on a TV screen, and what' smore, | don't think he'd care. | have
never witnessed another leader whom power seemsto have corrupted less than he.

It'saremarkable speech, dl the more remarkable by the throngs of property turned human overnight
who make up the mgjority of his audience. One sentence sounds in my memory with particular force, as



I’'m sure it doesfor those to whom it is spoken:

Although you have been deprived of your God-given rights by your so-called masters, you are
now as free as| am, and if those that claim to be your superiors do not know that you are free,
take the sword and bayonet and teach them that you are.

Itisdl | candotoremainin hiding as he climbsinto his carriage and rides away, for | would run after him
and warn him that in eleven days a prodavery fanatic will murder him while he stsin atheater watching a
play with hiswife. And yet, he did get to see Richmond free before he died, and that must have been
some consolation. He brought his twelve-year-old son Tad to Richmond with him. I’ m sure he wanted
the boy to seeit, to remember it, to imagine theway it could be.

| climb down from my magnolia perch and hike to the edge of town and beyond to what | believeisthe
right place. | must be getting back to my own life, just as surely asLincoln must sail back to his. | can't
liveinthe past. And I’'m not yet ready to abandon imagining alife for mysef in the future. My present
now, | suppose.

The watch performs flawlesdy, though I'm afew dozen yards off the mark, and my appearance on the
seps of the Business Auditorium causes something of ahubbub:

What' s the blue light? What blue light? That' s the anarchy guy isn’'t it? Ooh gross! He'slike
burned or something! He' sover here! He' s over here!

There s something familiar about thislast voice, and | turn to seeit’s Sondra, but she mdtsinto the
crowd just as policemen fasten themsel ves on elther arm and wrench me about, hauling me down the
sepswith TV cameramen racing dl around us like swarming hornets. | can’t imaginewhy I’ m causing
such afuss. | spot Rachel at the edge of the crowd, and with atoss of her head she directsmeto a
bumbling homeess man loudly talking to himsalf, bearing down on the police an