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“"I"'mworried about mnmy granddaughter," Harry Kraner said, passing half
of his sandwi ch to Manny Fel dman. Manny took it eagerly. The sandw ch was
huge, thick slices of beef and horseradi sh between fresh slabs of crusty
bread. Pigeons watched the park bench hopefully.

"Jacki e. The granddaughter who wites books," Manny said. Harry watched
to see that Manny ate. You couldn't trust Manny to eat enough; he stayed too
skinny. At least in Harry's opinion. Manny, Jackie -- the world, Harry
someti nmes thought, had all grown too skinny when he sonehow hadn't been
| ooki ng. Skinmpy. Stretched feeling. Harry nodded to see horseradish spurt in a
sati sfying stream down Manny's scraggly beard.

"Jackie. Yes," Harry said.

"So what's wong with her? She's sick?" Manny eyed Harry's strudel
cherry with real yeast bread. Harry passed it to him "Harry, the whole thing?
| couldn't."

"Take it, take it, | don't want it. You should eat. No, she's not sick
She's mserable.” Wien Manny, his nmouth full of strudel, didn't answer, Harry
put a hand on Manny's arm _"Mserable."_

Manny swal |l owed hastily. "How do you know? You saw her this week?"

"No. Next Tuesday. She's bringing ne a book by a friend of hers. | know
fromthis." He drew a nagazi ne from an i nner pocket of his coat. The coat was
thick tweed, almobst new, with wooden buttons. On the cover of the gl ossy
magazi ne a wonan smled contenptuously. A worman wi th hol | ow, starved-| ooking
cheeks who obviously didn't get enough to eat either

"That's not a book," Manny poi nted out.

"So she wites stories, too. Listen to this, just listen. 'l stood in
nmy backyard, surrounded by the false bright toxin-fed green, and realized that
the earth was dead. What else could it be, since we humans swarned upon it
i ke naggots on carrion, grow ng our hectic gleani ng nolds, |eaving our sline
trails across the sensel ess surface? Does that sound |like a happy woman?"

"Hoo boy," Manny said. "It's all like that. 'Don't read ny things,
Popsy,' she says. 'You're not in the audience for nmy things.' Then she sniles
wi t hout ever once showi ng her teeth." Harry flung both arns w de. "Wo el se
shoul d be in the audi ence but her own grandfather?"

Manny swal |l owed the |last of the strudel. Pigeons fluttered angrily.
"She never shows her teeth when she sniles? Never?"

"Never."

"Hoo boy," Manny said. "Did you want all of that orange?"

"No, | brought it for you, to take honme. But did you finish that whole
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hal f a sandwi ch al ready?"

"I thought 1'd take it home," Manny said hunmbly. He showed Harry the
tip of the sandwi ch, wapped in the thick brown butcher paper, protruding from
t he pocket of his old coat.

Harry nodded approvingly. "Good, good. Take the orange, too. | brought
it for you."

Manny t ook the orange. Three teenagers carrying huge shrieking radios
sauntered past. Manny started to put his hands over his ears, received a | ook
of dangerous contenpt fromthe teenager with green hair, and put his hands on
his lap. The kid tossed an enpty beer bottle onto the pavenent before their
feet. It shattered. Harry scowl ed fiercely but Manny stared straight ahead.
When t he cacophony had passed, Manny said, "Thank you for the orange. Fruit,
it costs so nmuch this tine of year."

Harry still scow ed. "Not in 1937."

"Don't start that again, Harry."

Harry said sadly, "Wy won't you ever believe ne? Could | afford to
bring all this food if | got it at 1989 prices? Could | afford this coat? Have
you seen buttons like this in 1989, on a new coat? Have you seen sandw ches
wrapped in that kind of paper since we were young? Have you? Wy won't you
bel i eve nme?"

Manny slowy peeled his orange. The rind was pale, and the orange had
seeds. "Harry. Don't start."

"But why won't you just cone to ny room and _see?"

Manny sectioned the orange. "Your room A cheap furnished roomin a
Social Security hotel. Wy should I go? | know what will be there. What will
be there is the sane thing in my room A bed, a chair, a table, a hot plate,
some cans of food. Better | should neet you here in the park, get at |least a
little fresh air." He | ooked at Harry meekly, the orange clutched in one hand.
"Don't msunderstand. It's not froma lack of friendship | say this. You're
good to me, you're the best friend | have. You bring nme things froma great
deli, you talk to nme, you share with me the famly | don't have. It's enough
Harry. It's nmore than enough. | don't need to see where you live like I live."

Harry gave it up. There were noods, tinmes, when it was just inpossible
to budge Manny. He dug in, and in he stayed. "Eat your orange."

"It's a good orange. So tell ne nore about Jackie."

"Jackie." Harry shook his head. Two kids on bikes tore al ong the path.
One of them swerved towards Manny and snatched the orange from his hand. "Aw
ri ggghhhtttt!"

Harry scow ed after the child. It had been a girl. Manny just w ped the
orange juice off his fingers onto the knee of his pants. "Is everything she
wites so depressing?"

"Everything," Harry said. "Listen to this one." He drew out another
magazi ne, smaller, bound in rough paper with a stylized |ine drawing of a
worman's private parts on the cover. On the cover! Harry held the nagazine wth
one pal m spread wi de over the drawi ng, which made it difficult to keep the
pages open while he read. "She | ooked at her nother in the only way possible:
with contenpt, contenpt for all the betrayals and conprom ses that had been
her nother's life, for the sad soft |lines of defeat around her nother's nouth,
for the bright artificial dress too young for her wasted years, for even the
| eat her handbag, Qucci of course, filled with blood noney for having sold her
life to a man who had | ong ceased to want it."

"Hoo boy," Manny said. "About a _nother_ she wrote that?"

"About everybody. All the tine."

"And where _is_ Barbara?"

"Reno agai n. Another divorce." How many had that been? After two, did
anybody count? Harry didn't count. He inagined Barbara's life as a |arge

roulette wheel like the ones on TV, little silver nen bouncing in and out of
red and bl ack pockets. Wiy didn't she get dizzy?
Manny said slowy, "l always thought there was a lot of love in her."

"Alot of that she's got," Harry said dryly. "Not Barbara -- Jackie. A



lot of ... I don't know. Sweetness. Under the way she is."
"The way she is," Harry said gloomly. "Prickly. A cactus. But you're

right, Manny, | know what you mean. She just needs soneone to soften her up
Love her back, maybe. Al though I |ove her."

The two old nen | ooked at each other. Manny said, "Harry..."

"I know, | know. I'monly a grandfather, mnmy |ove doesn't count, I'm
just there. Like air. 'You re wonderful, Popsy,' she says, and still no teeth

when she smiles. But you know, Manny -- you are right!" Harry junped up from
t he bench. "You are! Wiat she needs is a young nan to |ove her!"”

Manny | ooked alarmed. "I didn't say -- "
"I don't know why | didn't think of it beforel™
"Harry -- "

"And her stories, too! Full of ugly nmurders, ugly places, unhappy
endi ngs. What she needs is something to show her that witing could be about
sweet ness, too."

Manny was staring at himhard. Harry felt a rush of affection. That
Manny shoul d have the answer! Skinny wonderful Manny!

Manny said slowy, "Jackie said to ne, 'I wite about reality.' That's
what she said, Harry."

"So there's no sweetness in reality? Put sweetness in her life, her
witing will go sweet. She needs_ this, Manny. A really nice fellow"

Two nen in jogging suits ran past. One of their Reeboks came down on a
shard of beer bottle. "Every fucking tinme!" he screaned, bending over to
i nspect his shoe. "Fucking park!"

"Well, what do you expect?" the other draw ed, |ooking at Manny and
Harry. "Al though you'd think that if we could clean up Lake Erie..."

"Fucking derelicts!" the other snarled. They jogged away.

"Of course," Harry said, "it mght not be easy to find the sort of guy
to convince Jackie."

"Harry, | think you should maybe think --

"Not here," Harry said suddenly. "Not here. _There._In 1937."

_"Harry..."_

"Yeah," Harry said, nodding several times. Excitenment filled himlike
light, like electricity. What an idea! "It was different then."

Manny sai d nothi ng. When he stood up, the sleeve of his coat exposed
t he nunber tattooed on his wist. He said quietly, "It was no paradise in 1937

either, Harry."

Harry seized Manny's hand.
her there. Bring himhere."

Manny sighed. "Tonmorrow at the chess club, Harry? At one o'clock? It's
Tuesday. "

"Il tell you then how |l'mcomng with this."

"Fine, Harry. Fine. All my wishes go with you. You know that."

Harry stood up too, still holding Manny's hand. A m ddl e-aged nan
staggered to the bench and slunped onto it. The snell of whiskey rose fromhim
in waves. He eyed Manny and Harry with scorn. "Fucking fags."

"Good night, Harry."

"Manny -- if you'd only cone ... noney goes so nmuch farther there..."

"Tonorrow at one. At the chess club.”

Harry watched his friend wal k away. Manny's foot dragged a little; the
knee nust be bothering himagain. Harry wi shed Manny woul d see a doctor. Maybe

a doctor would know why Manny stayed so skinny.
* * * %

mgoing to do it, Manny. Find sonmeone for

Harry wal ked back to his hotel. In the |obby, old men slunped in
uphol stery thin fromwear, burned fromcigarettes, shiny in the seat fromlong
sitting. Sitting and sitting, Harry thought -- life neasured by the seat of
the pants. And now it was getting dark. No one would go out fromhere unti
t he next daylight. Harry shook his head.

The el evator wasn't working again. He clinbed the stairs to the third
floor. Halfway there, he stopped, felt in his pocket, counted five quarters,



six dinmes, two nickels, and eight pennies. He returned to the | obby. "Could
have two dollar bills for this change, please? Maybe old bills?"

The clerk | ooked at hi m suspiciously. "Your rent paid up?"

"Certainly," Harry said. The wonan grudgi ngly gave hi mthe noney.

"Thank you. You | ook very lovely today, Ms. Raduski." Ms. Radusk
snort ed.

In his room Harry |l ooked for his hat. He finally found it under his
bed -- how had it gotten under his bed? He dusted it off and put it on. It had
cost him $3.25. He opened the cl oset door, parted the clothes hanging from
their netal pole -- like Mdses parting the sea, he always thought, a Modses
cone again -- and stepped to the back of the closet, renenbering with his body
rather than his nmind the sharp little twist to the right just past the far
gray sleeve of his good wool suit.

He stepped out into the bare corner of a warehouse. Cobwebs brushed his
hat; he had stepped a little too far right. Harry crossed the enpty concrete
space to where the |unber stacks started, and threaded his way through them
The | unber, too, was covered with cobwebs; not mnuch building going on. On his
way out the warehouse door, Harry passed the night watchman conming on duty.

"Quiet all day, Harry?"

"As a church, Rudy," Harry said. Rudy |aughed. He | aughed a lot. He was
al so i ndi sposed to question very nmuch. The first time he had seen Harry coning
out of the warehouse in a benused daze, he nust have assumed that Harry had
been hired to work there. Peering at Rudy's round, vacant face, Harry realized
that he rmust hold this job because he was soneone's uncle, someone's cousin,
someone' s sonething. Harry had felt a small gl ow of approval; famlies should
take care of their own. He had told Rudy that he had | ost his key and asked
hi m f or anot her.

Qutside it was |late afternoon. Harry began wal ki ng. Eventually there
wer e peopl e wal ki ng past him beside him across the street from him
Everybody wore hats. The wonen wore bits of velvet or wool with dotted veils
across their noses and | ong, graceful dresses in small prints. The nmen wore
fedoras with suits as baggy as Harry's. Wen he reached the park there were
children, girls in long black tights and hard shoes, boys in buttoned shirts.
Everyone | ooked like it was Sunday norning.

Pushcarts and shops lined the sidewal ks. Harry bought a pair of socks,
thick gray wool, for 89 cents. Wen the man took his dollar, Harry held his
breath: each first tine nade a little pip in his stomach. But no one ever
| ooked at the dates of old bills. He bought two oranges for five cents each
and then, thinking of Manny, bought a third. At a candystore he bought G 8 AND
H S BATTLE ACES for fifteen cents. At The Collector's Cozy in the other tine
they would gladly give himthirty dollars for it. Finally, he bought a cherry
Coke for a nickel and headed toward the park

"Ch, excuse ne," said a young man who bunped into Harry on the
sidewal k. "I"mso sorry!" Harry | ooked at him hard: but, no. Too young. Jackie
was twenty-eight.

Sone children ran past, meking for the novie theater. Spencer Tracy in
CAPTAI NS COURACGEQUS. Harry sat down on a green-pai nted wooden bench under a
pair of magnificent Dutch elms. On the bench |ay a newsmagazi ne. Harry gl anced
at it to see when in Septenber this was: the 28th. The cover pictured a young
bl ond Nazi soldier standing at stiff salute. Harry thought again of Manny,
frowned, and turned the nmagazi ne cover down.

For the next hour, people wal ked past. Harry studied them carefully.
When it got too dark to see, he wal ked back to the warehouse, on the way
buyi ng an appl e kuchen at a bakery with a curtain behind the counter |ooped
back to reveal a man in his shirt sleeves eating a plate of stew at a table
bathed in soft yellow | anplight. The kuchen cost thirty-two cents.

At the warehouse, Harry let hinself in with his key, slipped past Rudy
noddi ng over _Paris Nights_, and wal ked to his cobwebby corner. He emerged
fromhis third-floor closet into his room Beyond the wi ndow, sirens wailed
and wai |l ed and woul d not stop.



* * * %

"So how s it going?" Manny asked. He dripped kuchen crunbs on the
chessboard; Harry brushed them away. Manny had hi m down a kni ght.

"It's going to take sonme time to find sonebody that's right," Harry
said. "lI'd like to have someone by next Tuesday when | neet Jackie for dinner
but I don't know. It's not easy. There are requirenents. He has to be young
enough to be attractive, but old enough to understand Jackie. He has to be
sweet - nat ured enough to do her sone good, but strong enough not to panic at
junping over fifty-two years. Sonebody educated. An educated man -- he mi ght
be nmore curious than upset by my closet. Don't you think?"

"Better watch your queen," Manny said, noving his rook. "So how are you
going to find hinP"

"It takes tine," Harry said. "I'mwrking on it." Manny shook his head.
"You have to get sonebody here, you have to convince himhe is here, you have
to keep himfromturning right around and runni ng back in tine through your
shirts ... | don't know, Harry. | don't know. |'ve been thinking. This thing
is not sinple. What if you did something wong? Took somebody inportant out of
1937?"

"I won't pick anybody inportant."

"What if you nmade a m stake and brought your own grandfather? And
somet hi ng happened to hi m here?"

"My grandfather was already dead in 1937."

"What if you brought me? I'm already here.”

"You didn't live here in 1937."

"What if you brought you?"

"I didn't live here either."

"What if you..."

"Manny," Harry said, 'lI'mnot bringing sonebody inportant. |I'm not
bringi ng somebody we know. |'m not bringing sonmebody for permanent. |'mjust
bringing a nice guy for Jackie to neet, go dancing, see a different kind of
nature. A different view of what's possible. An innocence. |I'msure there are

fellows here that would do it, but I don't know any, and | don't know how to
bring any to her. Fromthere |I know. Is this so conplicated? Is this so
unpr edi ct abl e?"

"Yes," Manny said. He had on his stubborn | ook again. How coul d
somebody so skinmpy | ook so stubborn? Harry sighed and nmoved his | one knight.

"I brought you sone whol e socks.™

"Thank you. That knight, it's not going to help you much."

"Lectures. That's what there was there that there isn't here. Everybody
went to lectures. No TV, novies cost noney, they went to free |l ectures."

"I remenber,” Manny said. "I was a young man nyself. Harry, this thing
is not sinple.”

"Yes, it is," Harry said stubbornly.

"1937 was not sinple.”

"I't will work, Mnny."

"Check, " Manny said.

That evening, Harry went back. This tine it was the afternoon of
Sept enmber 16. On newsstands _The New York Ti mes_ announced that President
Roosevelt and John L. Lewis had tal ked pleasantly at the Wite House.
Cigarettes cost thirteen cents a pack. Wnen wore cotton stockings and cl unky,
hi gh- heel ed shoes. Schrafft's best chocol ates were sixty cents a pound. Small
boys addressed Harry as "sir."

He attended six lectures in tw days. A Madanme Trefania | ectured on
t heosophy to a hall full of badly dressed wonen with thin, pursed lips. A
uni on organi zer roused an audience to a pitch that nmade Harry | eave after the
first thirty mnutes. A skinny, nervous m ssionary showed slides of religious
out posts in China. An archaeol ogi st back froma Mexican dig gave a dry,
i npatient talk about tenples to an audi ence of three people. A New Dea
Denmocrat spoke passionately about aiding the poor, but afterwards addressed
all the wonen present as "Sister." Finally, just when Harry was starting to



feel discouraged, he found it.

A museum of fered a series of |ectures on "Science of Today -- and
Tormorrow. " Harry heard a slimyoung man with a reddi sh beard speak with
i deal i stic passion about travel to the nmoon, the planets, the stars. It seened
to Harry that conpared to stars, 1989 m ght seemreasonably cl ose. The young
man had warm hazel eyes and a sense of hunor. When he spoke about life in a
spaceshi p, he nentioned in passing that wonen woul d be freed from nuch
donestic drudgery they now endured. Throughout the |ecture, he snoked,
lighting cigarettes with a masculine squinting of eyes and cuppi ng of hands.
He said that imagination was the human quality that woul d nost hel p people
adjust to the future. H s shoes were polished.

But nost of all, Harry thought, he had a glow. A fine golden Boy Scout
gl ow that made Harry think of old covers for the _Saturday Eveni ng Post. _
Whi ch here cost five cents.

After the lecture, Harry stayed in his chair in the front row,
outwai ting even the girl with bright red lipstick who lingered around the
| ecturer, this Robert Gernshon. Fromtime to time, Gernshon gl anced over at
Harry with quizzical interest. Finally the girl, red lips pouting, sashayed
out of the hall.

"Hello," Harry said. "I'mHarry Kramer. | enjoyed your talk. | have
somet hing to show you that you would be very interested in."

The hazel eyes turned wary. "Ch, no, no," Harry said. "Sonething
_scientific_. Here, look at this." He handed Gernshon a filtered Vantage

Li ght .

"How long it is," Gernshon said. "Wat's this made of ?"

"The filter? It's made of ... a newfilter material. Tastes milder and
cuts down on the nicotine. Mich better for you. Look at this." He gave
Gernshon a styrof oam cup from MacDonald's. "It's made of a new material, too

Very cheap. Disposable.”

Gernshon fingered the cup. "Who are you?" he said quietly.

"A scientist. I'minterested in the science of tonorrow, too. Like you.
I'"d like to invite you to see ny laboratory, which is in ny hone."

"I'n your home?"

"Yes. In a small way. just dabbling, you know." Harry could fee
hinsel f getting rattled; the young hazel eyes stared at himso steadily.
_Jacki e, _ he thought. Dead earths. Maggots and carrion. Contenpt for nothers.
What woul d Gernshon say? Wen woul d Gernshon say _anyt hing?_

"Thank you," Gernshon finally said. "Wen wuld be conveni ent ?"

"Now?" Harry said. He tried to renmenber what tinme of day it was now.
Al he could picture was lecture halls.

Gernshon cane. It was nine-thirty in the evening of Friday, Septenber
17. Harry wal ked Gernshon through the streets, trying to talk ani matedly,
trying to distract. He said that he hinself was very interested in travel to
the stars. He said it had al ways been his dreamto stand on another planet and
take in great gulps of conpletely unpolluted air. He said his great heroes
were those biologists who made that twi sty nodel of DNA. He said science had
been his life. Gernshon wal ked nore and nore silently.

"OfF course," Harry said hastily, "like nost scientists, |I'mnostly
famliar with ny owmn field. You know how it is.”

"What is your field, Dr. Kraner?" Gernshon asked quietly.

"Electricity," Harry said, and hit himon the back of the head with a
solid brass candlestick fromthe pocket of his coat. The candl estick had cost
himthree dollars at a pawn shop

They had wal ked past the stores and pushcarts to a point where the
| ocked busi ness offices and warehouses began. There were no passersby, no
muggers, no street deal ers, no Guardi an Angels, no punk gangs. Only him
hitting an unarnmed man with a candl estick. He was no better than the punks.
But what el se could he do? Wat else could he do? Nothing but hit himsoftly,
so softly that Gernshon was struggling again al nost before Harry got his hands
and feet tied, well before he got on the blindfold and gag. "lI'msorry, |'m



sorry," he kept saying to Gernshon. Gernshon did not | ook as if the apol ogy
made any difference. Harry dragged himinto the warehouse.
Rudy was asl eep over _Spicy Stories_. Breathing very hard, Harry pulled

the young man -- not nore than 150 pounds, it was good Harry had | ooked for
slim-- to the far corner, through the gate, and into his closet.
"Listen," he said urgently to Gernshon after renoving the gag. "Listen

| can call the Medicare Energency Hotline. If your head feels broken. Are you
feeling faint? Do you think you maybe m ght go into shock?"

Gernshon lay on Harry's rug, glaring at him saying nothing.

"Listen, | knowthis is maybe a little startling to you. But I'mnot a
pervert, not a cop, not anything but a grandfather with a problem M
granddaughter. | need your help to solve it, but I won't take rmuch of your
time. You' re now somewhere besides where you gave your lecture. A pretty |long
ways away. But you don't have to stay here long, | prom se. Just two weeks,
tops, and I'll send you back. | promise, on ny nother's grave. And |'Il make
it worth your while. | promse.”

"Untie me."

"Yes. OF course. Right away. Only you have to not attack ne, because
I'"'mthe only one who can get you back fromhere." He had a sudden inspiration
"I"'mlike a foreign consul. You ve maybe travel ed abroad?"

Gernshon | ooked around the dingy room "Untie ne."

"I ' will. Intw mnutes. Five, tops. | just want to explain a little
first."”

"Where am | ?"

"1989."

Gernshon said nothing. Harry expl ai ned brokenly, talking as fast as he
coul d, saying he could nove from 1989 to Septenber, 1937 when he wanted to,
but he coul d take Gernshon back too, no problem He said he made the trip
often, it was perfectly safe. He pointed out how much farther a small Soci al
Security check, no pension, could go at 1937 prices. He mentioned Manny's
strudel. Only lightly did he touch on the problem of Jackie, figuring there
woul d be a better time to share donestic difficulties, and his closet he
didn't nention at all. it was hard to keep his eyes averted fromthe closet
door. He did mention how bitter people could be in 1989, how | ost, how weary
from expecting so nmuch that nothing was a delight, nothing a sweet surprise.
He was just working up to a tirade on innocence when Gernshon said again, in a
different tone, "Untie ne."

"OfF course," Harry said quickly, "I don't expect you to believe nme. Wy
shoul d you think you're in 1989? Go, see for yourself. Look at that |ight,
it's still early norning. just be careful out there, is all." He untied

Gernshon and stood with his eyes squeezed shut, waiting.
VWhen nothing hit him Harry opened his eyes. Gernshon was at the door
"Wait!" Harry cried. "You'll need nore noney!" He dug into his pocket and

pull ed out a twenty-dollar bill, carefully saved for this, and all the change
he had.

Gernshon exam ned the coins carefully, then | ooked up at Harry. He said
not hi ng. He opened the door and Harry, still trenbling, sat down in his chair
to wait.

Gernshon cane back three hours |later, pale and sweating. "My God!"

"I know just what you nean," Harry said. "A zoo out there. Have a
drink."

Gernshon took the nmixture Harry had ready in his toothbrush glass and
gul ped it down. He caught sight of the bottle, which Harry had left on the
dresser: Seagramis V.O, with the cluttered, tiny-print |abel. He threwthe
gl ass across the room and covered his face with his hands.

"I"'msorry," Harry said apologetically. "But then it cost only $3.37
the fifth."

Gernshon didn't nove

"I'mreally sorry," Harry said. He raised both hands, palns up, and
dropped them hel pl essly. "Wuld you ... would you nmaybe |i ke an orange?"



* * * %

CGernshon recovered faster than Harry had dared hope. Wthin an hour he was
sitting in Harry's worn chair, asking questions about the space shuttle;
within two hours taking notes; within three becone again the intelligent and
captivating young man of the lecture hall. Harry, answering as nuch as he
could as patiently as he could, was inpressed by the boy's resilience. It
couldn't have been easy. What if he, Harry, suddenly had to skip fifty-two
nore years? What if he found hinmself in 2041? Harry shuddered.

"Do you know that a novie now costs six dollars?"

Gernshon blinked. "W were tal ki ng about the noon | andi ng."

"Not any nore, we're not. | want to ask _you_ some questions, Robert.
Do you think the earth is dead, with people slimng all over it like on
carrion? Is this a thought that crosses your nind?"

"I ... no." Harry nodded.

"Good, good. Do you |l ook at your nother with contenpt?"

"OfF course not. Harry -"

"No, it's ny turn. Do you think a woman who marries a man, and maybe
the marriage doesn't work out perfect, whose does, but they raise at |east one
healthy child -- say a daughter -- that that woman's |life has been a def eat
and a failure?"

"No. | -- "

"What would you think if you saw a drawi ng of a wonan's private parts
on the cover of a magazi ne?"

Gernshon bl ushed. He | ooked as if the blush annoyed him but also as if
he couldn't help it.

"Better and better," Harry said. "Now, think careful on this next one
-- take your tine -- no hurry. Does reality seemto you to have sweetness in
it as well as ugliness? Take your tine."

Gernshon peered at him Harry realized they had tal ked right through
[unch. "But not all the time in the world, Robert."

"Yes," Gernshon said. "I think reality has nore sweetness than
ugli ness. And nore strangeness than anything el se. Very nuch nore." He | ooked
suddenly dazed. "I'msorry, | just -- all this has happened so -- "

"Put your head between your knees," Harry suggested. "There -- better

now? Good. There's soneone | want you to neet."

Manny sat in the park, on their |ate-afternoon bench. Wen he saw t hem
com ng, his face settled into long sorrowful ridges. "Harry. Were have you
been for two days? | was worried, | went to your hotel -- "

"Manny," Harry said, "this is Robert."

"So | see," Manny said. He didn't hold out his hand.

" Hm," Harry said.

"Harry. Onh, Harry."

"How do you do, sir," Gernshon said. He held out his hand. "I'mafraid
| didn't get your full nanme. |'m Robert Gernshon."

Manny | ooked at him-- at the outstretched hand, the baggy suit wth
wide tie, the deferential snile, the golden Bal den-Powel| glow. Mnny's lips
mout hed a silent word: _sir?_

"I have a lot to tell you," Harry said. 'You can tell all of us, then,"
Manny said. "Here conmes Jackie now. "

Harry | ooked up. Across the park a wonan in jeans strode purposefully
toward them "Manny! It's only Mnday!"

"I called her to come,"” Manny said. "You' ve been gone from your room
two days, Harry, nobody at your hotel could say where -- "

"But _Manny_," Harry said, while Gernshon | ooked, frowning, fromone to
t he other and Jackie spotted them and waved.

She had | ost nore weight, Harry saw. Only two weeks, yet her cheeks had
hol | owed out and new, tiny lines touched her eyes. Skinny lines. They filled
himw th sadness. Jackie wore a blue T-shirt that said LIFE IS A BITCH -- THEN
YOU DIE. She carried a nagazine and a snall can of mace di sqguised as hair

spray.



"Popsy! You're here! Manny said --

"Manny was wong," Harry said. "Jackie, sweetheart, you look -- it's
good to see you. Jackie, I'd like you to neet sonebody, darling. This is
Robert. My friend. My friend Robert. Jackie Snyder."

"Hi," Jackie said. She gave Harry a hug, and then Manny one. Harry saw
CGernshon gazing at her very tight jeans.

"Robert's a ... a scientist,” Harry said. It was the wong thing to
say; Harry knew the nonent he said it that it was the wong thing. Science --
all science -- was, for sone reason not conpletely clear to him a touchy
subj ect with Jackie. She tossed her long hair back from her eyes. "Ch, yeah?
Not _chemical , | hope?"

"I"'mnot actually a scientist,” Gernshon said winningly. "Just a
dabbler. | popul arize new scientific concepts, wite about themto nmake them
intelligible."

"Li ke what?" Jacki e said.

Gernshon opened his nouth, closed it again. A boy suddenly fl ashed past
on a skateboard, holding a boombox. Metallica blasted the air. Overhead, a
jet droned. Gernshon smiled weakly. "It's hard to explain."

"“I' m capabl e of understanding,"” Jackie said coldly. "Wnen _can_
under st and sci ence, you know. "

"Jacki e, sweetheart," Harry said, "what have you got there? Is that
your new book?"

"No," Jackie said, "this is the one | said |I'd bring you, by ny friend.
It's brilliant. It's about a man whose busi ness partner betrays himby selling
out to organized crine and framing the man. In jail he neets a guy who has
founded his own religion, the House of Divine Despair, and when they both get
out they start a new business, Suicide Incorporated, that hel ps people kil
t hensel ves for a fee. The whole thing is just a brilliant denunciation of
contenporary Anmerica."

Gernshon made a small sound.

"It's a conedy," Jackie added

"It sounds ... it sounds a little depressing," Gernshon said.

Jackie | ooked at him Very distinctly, she said, "It's reality."

Harry saw Gernshon gl ance around the park. A nan nodded on a bench, his
hands sl ack on his knees. Newspapers and MacDonal d's wappers stirred fitfully
inthe dirt. A trash container had been knocked over. From beside a scrawny
tree, enclosed shoul der-hei ght by black wought iron, a child watched them
with old eyes.

"l brought you somnething el se, too, Popsy," Jackie said. Harry hoped
t hat Gernshon noticed how much gentler her voice was when she spoke to her
grandfather. "A scarf. See, it's |Ilam wool. Very warm"

Gernshon said, "My nother has a scarf like that. No, | guess hers is
sone kind of fur."

Jacki e's face changed. "What ki nd?"

"I -=- I'"mnot sure."

"Not an endangered species, | hope."

"No. Not that. I'msure not ... that."

Jackie stared at hima nonent |onger. The child who had been wat chi ng
strolled toward them Harry saw Gernshon | ook at the boy with relief. About
el even years old, he wore a perfectly tailored suit and Italian shoes. Manny
shifted to put hinself between the boy and Gernshon. "Jackie, darling, it's so
good to see you..."

The boy brushed by Gernshon on the other side. He never |ooked up, and
his voi ce stayed boyish and | ow, al nost a whisper. "Crack...."

"Step on one and you break your mother's back," Gernshon said brightly.
He smiled at Harry, a special conspiratorial snile to suggest that children
at least, didn't change in fifty years. The boy's head jerked up to | ook at
Ger nshon.

"You tal ki ng about my mama?"

Jacki e groaned. "No," she said to the kid. "He doesn't nean anyt hi ng.



Beat it."
"I don't forget," the boy said. He backed away slowy.

Gernshon said, frowning, "I"'msorry. |I'mnot sure exactly what all that
was, but I'msorry."
"Are you for real ?" Jackie said angrily. "Wat the fucking hell _was_

all that? Don't you realize this park is the only place Manny and ny
grandf at her can get some fresh air?"

"I didn't -"

"That punk runner neant it when he said he won't forget!"

"I don't like your tone," Gernshon said. "Or your | anguage."

"My | anguage! " The corners of Jackie's nouth tightened. Manny | ooked at
Harry and put his hands over his face. The boy, twenty feet away, suddenly | et
out a noise like a strangled animal, so piercing all four of them spun around.
Two burly teenagers were running toward him The child' s face crunpled; he
| ooked suddenly much younger. He sprang away, stunbled, nade the noise again,
and hurled himself, all animal terror, toward the street behind the park
bench.

"No!" Gernshon shouted. Harry turned towards the shout but Gernshon
al ready wasn't there. Harry saw the twel ve-wheel er bearing down, heard
Jackie's scream saw CGernshon's wiry body barrel into the boy's. The truck
shrieked past, its air brakes deafening.

Gernshon and the boy rose in the street on the other side.

Car horns blared. The boy baw ed, "Leggo ny suit! You tore my suit!" A
red light flashed and a squad car pulled up. The two burly teenagers nelted
away, and then the boy sonmehow vani shed as well

"Never find him" the disgruntled cop told themover the clipboard on
whi ch he had witten nothing. "Probably just as well." He went away.

"Are you hurt?" Manny said. It was the first tine he had spoken. His
face was ashen. Harry put a hand across his shoul ders.

"No," CGernshon said. He gave Manny his sweet smile. "Just a little
dirty."

"That took _guts_," Jackie said. She was staring at Gernshon with a
frown between her eyebrows. "Wy did you do it?"

" Par don?"

"Why? | mean, given what that kid is, given -- oh, all of it -- " she
gestured around the park, a helpless little wave of her strong young hands
that tore at Harry's heart. "Wy bot her?"

Gernshon said gently, "What that kid is, is a kid."

Manny | ooked skeptical. Harry noved to stand in front of Manny's
expression before anyone wanted to discuss it. "Listen, |'ve got a wonderful
i dea, you two seemto have so much to tal k about, about ... bothering, and ..
everything. Wiy don't you have di nner together, on me? My treat."

He pull ed another twenty dollar bill fromhis pocket. Behind him he
could feel Manny start.

"Ch, | couldn't," CGernshon said, at the same nonment that Jackie said
war ni ngly, "Popsy...."

Harry put his palnms on both sides of her face. "Please. Do this for ne,
Jackie. Wthout the questions, without the female protests. Just this once.
For nme."

Jackie was silent a | ong noment before she grimaced, nodded, and turned
wi t h hal f- hunor ous appeal to Gernshon.

Gernshon cleared his throat. "Well, actually, it would probably be

better if all four of us came. |'menbarrassed to say that prices are higher
inthis city than in ... that is, I"'mnot able to ... but if we went sonmewhere
| ess expensive, the Automat maybe, |'msure all four of us could eat

t oget her. "

"No, no," Harry said. "W already ate."” Manny | ooked at him

Jacki e began, offended, "I certainly don't want ... just what do you
think is going on here, buddy? This is just to please ny grandfather. Are you
afraid | mght try to junp your bones?"



Harry saw Gernshon's quick, involuntary glance at Jackie's tight jeans.
He saw, too, that Gernshon fiercely regretted the glance the instant he had
made it. He saw that Manny saw, and that Jackie saw, and that Gernshon saw
that they saw.

Manny made a small noise. Jackie's face began to turn so bl ack that
Harry was astounded when Gernshon cut her off with a dignity no one had
expect ed.

"No, of course not," he said quietly. "But _|I_ would prefer all of us
to have dinner together for quite another reason. My wife is very dear to ne,
M ss Snyder, and | wouldn't do anything that m ght make her fee
unconfortable. That's probably irrational, but that's the way it is."

Harry stood arrested, his nmouth open. Manny started to shake with what
Harry t hought savagely had better not be laughter. And Jackie, after staring
at Gernshon a long while, broke into the nost spontaneous smile Harry had seen
fromher in nonths.

"Hey," she said softly. "That's nice. That's really, genuinely, fucking

ni ce.”
* * * %

The weat her turned abruptly colder. Snow threatened but didn't fall
Each afternoon Harry and Manny took a quick walk in the park and then went
inside, to the chess club or a coffee shop or the bus station or the library,
where there was a table deep in the stacks on which they could eat |unch
wi t hout detection. Harry brought Manny a poor boy with mayo, sixty-three
cents, and a pair of inmported wool gloves, one dollar on pre-season sale.

"So where are they today?" Manny asked on Saturday, renoving the gl oves
to peek at the inside of the poor boy. He sniffed appreciatively.

"Hor seradi sh. You renenbered, Harry."

"The rmuseum | think," Harry said niserably.

"What nuseunf"

"How shoul d I know? He says, 'The nuseumtoday, Harry,' and he's gone
by eight o' clock in the norning, no nore details than that."

Manny stopped chew ng. "Wat nuseum opens at eight o' clock in the
nor ni ng?"

Harry put down his sandw ch, pastram on rye, thirty-nine cents. He had
| ost wei ght the past week.

"Probably," Manny said hastily, "they just tal k. You know, |ike young
peopl e do, just talk...."

Harry eyed himbalefully. "You mean like you and Leah did when you were
young and left conpletely al one."

"You better talk to himsoon, Harry. No, to her.'
reconsi der Jackie. "No, to _him."

"Talk isn't going to do it,"
"Cernshon has to be sent back."

"Be sent ?"

"He's _married, _ Manny! | wanted to hel p Jackie, show her life can hold
some sweetness, not be all struggle. Wat kind of sweetness is she going to
find if she falls in love with a married man? You know how t hat goes! Jackie
-- " Harry groaned. How had all this happened? He had intended only the best
for Jackie. Wiy didn't that count nmore? "He has to go back, Manny."

"How?" Manny said practically. "You can't hit himagain, Harry. You
were just lucky last time that you didn't hurt him You don't want that on
your conscience. And if you show himyour, uh ... your -- "

"My closet. Manny, if you'd only conme see, for a dollar you could get

He seened to

Harry said. He | ooked pal e and determ ned.

-- then he could just come back any time he wants. So how?"

A sudden noi se startled them both. Sonmeone was com ng through the
stacks. "Librarians!" Manny hissed. Both of themfrantically swept the
sandwi ches, beer (fifteen cents), and strudel into shopping bags. Manny,
pani cking, threw in the wool gloves. Harry swept the table free of crunbs.
When the intruder rounded the nearest bookshelf, Harry was bent over MAKI NG



PAPER FLOMNERS and Manny over PORCELAIN OF THE YUNG CHENG DYNASTY. |t was
Robert Gernshon

The young man dropped into a chair. H's face was ashen. in one hand he
clutched a sheaf of paper, the handwiting on the last one trailing off into
shaky squi ggl es.

After a noment of silence, Manny said diplomatically, "So where are you
com ng from Robert?"

"Where's Jacki e?" Harry denanded.

"Jacki e?" Gernshon said. His voice was thick; Harry realized with a

sudden shock that he had been crying. "I haven't seen her for a few days."
"A few _days?"_ Harry said.
"No. |'ve been ... |'ve been..."

Manny sat up straighter. He |ooked intently at Gernshon Over PORCELAIN
OF THE YUNG CHENG DYNASTY and then put the book down. He noved to the chair
next to Gernshon's and gently took the papers fromhis hand. Gernshon | eaned
over the table and buried his head in his arns.

"I"'mso awfully sorry, I'mbeing such a baby..." H s shoul ders
trenbl ed. Manny separated the papers and spread themout on the library table.
Among t he hand-copi ed notes were two slim books, one bound between bl ack
covers and the other a pamphlet. A MEMJ R OF AUSCHW TZ. COUNTDOWN TO
H ROSHI MVA.

For a | ong nonent nobody spoke. Then Harry said, to no one in

particular, "I thought he was going to science nuseuns."
Manny laid his arm al nost casually, across Gernshon's shoul ders. "So
now you'll know not to be at either place. More people should have only

known." Harry didn't recogni ze the expression on his friend s face, nor the
voi ce with which Manny said to Harry, "You're right. He has to go back."

"But Jackie..."

"Can do without this sweetness,"” Manny said harshly. "So what's so
terrible in her life anyway that she needs so nmuch hel p? Is she dying? Is she
poor? |Is she ugly? Is anyone knocking on her door in the mddle of the night?

Let Jackie find her own sweetness. She'll survive."
Harry made a hel pl ess gesture. Manny's stubborn face, carved wood under
the harsh fluorescent light, did not change. "Even _him... Manny, the things

he knows now - -

"You shoul d have thought of that earlier."

Gernshon | ooked up. "Don't, I -- I'msorry. It's just com ng across it,
| never thought human beings -- "

"No," Manny said. "But they can. You been here, every day, at the
library, reading it all?"

"Yes. That and nuseuns. | saw you two conme in earlier. |'ve been
reading, | wanted to know -- "

"So now you know," Manny said in that same surprisingly casual, tough
voice. "You'll survive, too."

Harry said, "Does Jacki e know what's goi ng on? Wiy you' ve been doi ng
all this ... learning?"

"No. "

"And you -- what will you do with what you now know?"

Harry held his breath. What if Gernshon just refused to go back?
Gernshon said slowy, "At first, | wanted to not return. At all. How can |
watch it, Wrld War Il and the canps -- | have relatives in Poland. And then
| ater the bonmb and Korea and the gul ags and Vi et nam and Canbodi a and t he
terrorists and AIDS -- "

"Didn't mss anything," Harry nmuttered. "And not be able to do
anyt hi ng, not be able to even hope, knowi ng that everything to conme is already
set into history -- how could I watch all that w thout any hope that it isn't
really as bad as it seens to be at the nmonent?"

"It all depends what you |l ook at," Manny said, but Gernshon didn't seem
to hear him

"But neither can | stay, there's Susan and we're hoping for a baby ..



| need to think."

"No, you don't," Harry said. "You need to go _back._This is all ny
m stake. |'msorry. You need to go back, Gernshon."

"Lebanon," Gernshon said. "D.D. T. The Cultural Revolution. N caragua.
Deforestation. Iran -- "

"Penicillin,” Manny said suddenly. H's beard quivered. "Civil rights.
Mahat ma Gandhi . Polio vacci nes. Washing machines."” Harry stared at him
shocked. Could Manny once have worked in a hand | aundry?

"Or," Manny said, nore quietly, "Hitler. Auschwitz. Hoovervilles. The
Dust Bow . \What you | ook at, Robert.”

"l don't know," Gernshon said. "I need to think. There's so nuch ..
and then there's that girl."

Harry stiffened. "Jackie?"

"No, no. Sonmeone she and | met a few days ago, at a coffee shop. She
just walked in. |1 couldn't believe it. | |ooked at her and just went into
shock -- and maybe she did too, for all | know. The girl |ooked exactly like
me. And she felt like -- | don't know. It's hard to explain. She felt Iike
_me. | said hello but I didn't tell her ny name; | didn't dare." Hi s voice
fell to a whisper. "I think she's my granddaughter."

"Hoo boy," Manny said.

Gernshon stood. He made a nove to gather up his papers and bookl ets,
stopped, left themthere. Harry stood, too, so abruptly that Gernshon shot him
a sudden, hard | ook across the library table. "Going to hit me again, Harry?
Going to kill me?"

"Us?" Manny said. "Us, Robert?" His tone was gentle.

"In a way, you already have. |I'mnot who | was, certainly.”

Manny shrugged. "So be sonebody better."

"Dam it, | don't think you understand -- "

"I don't think you do, Reuven, boychik. This is the way it is. That's
all. Whatever you had back there, you have still. Tell ne, in all that

readi ng, did you find anything about yourself, anything personal? Are you in
the history books, in the library papers?"

"The O fice of Public Docunents takes two weeks to do a search for
birth and death certificates,” Gernshon said, a little sulkily.

"So you | ost nothing, because you really know nothing," Manny said.
"Only history. History is cheap. Everybody gets sone. You can have all the
history you want. It's what you nake of it that costs."

Gernshon didn't nod agreerment. He | ooked a long tine at Manny, and
somet hi ng nmoved behi nd the unhappy hazel eyes, sonething that nmade Harry
finally let out a breath he didn't know he'd been holding. It suddenly seened
that Gernshon was the one that was old. And he was -- with the fifty-two years
he'd gai ned since | ast week, he was ol der than Harry had been in the 1937 of
CAPTAI NS COURAGEQUS and the wi de-brimred fedoras and clean city parks. But
that was the good tinme, the one that Gernshon was goi ng back to, the one Harry
hi nsel f coul d choose, if it weren't for Jackie and Manny ... still, he
couldn't watch as Gernshon wal ked out of the book stacks, parting the nusty
air as heavily as if it were water.

Gernshon paused. Over his shoulder he said, "I'll go back. Tonight. |
will."

After he had left, Harry said, "This is ny fault."

"Yes," Manny agreed.
"WIl you conme to ny roomwhen he goes? To ... to hel p?"
"Yes, Harry."

Sonehow, that only nmade it worse.
* * * %

Gernshon agreed to a blindfold. Harry led himthrough the closet, the
war ehouse, the street. Neither of them seenmed very good at this; they stunbled
into each other, hesitated, tripped over nothing. In the warehouse Gernshon
nearly wal ked into a pile of lunber, and in the sharp jerk Harry gave
Gernshon's armto deflect him sonmething twisted and gave way in Harry's back.



He waited, bent over, behind a corner of a building while Gernshon renmoved his
blindfold, blinked in the norning light, and wal ked sl oWy away.

Despite his back, Harry found that he couldn't return right away. Wy
not? He just couldn't. He waited until Gernshon had a | arge head start and
t hen hobbl ed towards the park. A carousel turned, playing bright organ nusic:
Sept ember 24. Two chil dren he had never noticed before stood just beyond the
carousel, watching it with hungry, hopel ess eyes. Flowers grew in imuacul ate
flower beds. A black man wal ked by, his eyes fixed on the sidewal k, his head
bent. Two small girls junping rope were watched by a smling woman in a
bl ue-and-white uniform On the sidewal k, just beyond the carousel, soneone had
chal ked a swasti ka. The black man shuffled over it. A Lincoln Zephyr V-12
drove by, $1090. There was no way it would fit through a cl oset.

VWhen Harry returned, Manny was curled up on the white chenille
bedspread that Harry had bought for $3.28, fast asleep

* * * %

"What did | acconplish, Manny? \Wat?" Harry said bitterly. The day had
dawned gl orious and warm unexpected Indian sumer. Trees in the park showed
bare branches against a bright blue sky. Manny wore an old red sweater, Harry
a flannel workshirt. Harry shifted gingerly, grimacing, on his bench. Sunday
strollers dropped ice cream w appers, cigarettes, newspapers, Di et Pepsi cans,
used tissues, popcorn. Pigeons quarreled and children shrieked.

"Jackie's going to be just as hard as ever and why not?" Harry
continued. "She finally nmeets a nice fellow, he never calls her again. M,
| eave a young man m serable on a sidewal k. Before I leave him | ruin his
life. Wiile | leave him | ruin ny back. _After_ | leave him | sit here
guilty. There's no answer, Manny."

Manny didn't answer. He squinted down the curving path.

"I don't know, Manny. | just don't know. "

Manny said suddenly, "Here comes Jackie."

Harry | ooked up. He squinted, blinked, tried to junp up. H's back made
sharp protest. He stayed where he was, and his eyes grew wi de.

"Popsy!" Jackie cried. "I've been | ooking for you!"

She | ooked radiant. Al the lines were gone from around her eyes, al
t he sharpness from her face. Her very collar bones, Harry thought dazedly,
| ooked softer. Happi ness hal oed her like light. She held the hand of a slim
red-haired wonan with strong features and direct hazel eyes.

"This is Ann," Jackie said. "I've been | ooking for you, Popsy, because

wel |, because | need to tell you sonething." She slid onto the bench next
to Harry, on the other side from Manny, and put one armaround Harry's
shoul ders. The ot her hand kept a close grip on Ann, who snil ed encouragenent.
Manny stared at Ann as at a ghost.

"You see, Popsy, for a while now |'ve been struggling with sonething,
something really inmportant. | know |I've been snappy and difficult, but it
hasn't been -- everybody needs sonebody to | ove, you' ve often told ne that,
and | know how happy you and Grammy were all those years. And | thought there
woul d never be anything like that for ne, and certain people were making
everything all so hard. But now ... well, nowthere's Ann. And | wanted you to
know t hat."

"Happy to neet you," Ann said. She had a |l ow, rough voice and a sweet
smle. Harry felt hurricanes, drought, sunshine.

Jackie said, "I knowthis is probably a little unexpected --

_Unexpected. _ "Well -- " Harry said, and could say no nore.

"It's just that it was time for me to cone out of the closet.”

Harry made a small noi se. Manny nanaged to say, "So you live here,

Ann?"

"Ch, yes. All ny life. And ny famly, too, since forever."

"Has Jackie ... has Jackie net any of themyet?"

"Not yet," Jackie said. "It mght be alittle ... tricky, in the case
of her parents." She smiled at Ann. "But we'll manage."

"I wish,” Ann said to her, "that you could have net _ny_ grandfat her



He woul d have been just as great as your Popsy here. He al ways was."

"WAs?" Harry said faintly.

"He died a year ago. But he was just a wonderful man. Conpassionate and
intelligent."

"What ... what did he do?"

"He taught history at the university. He was also active in lots of
organi zations -- Amesty International, the ACLU, things like that. During

Wrld War Il he worked for the Jewi sh rescue | eagues, getting people out of
Cer many. "
Manny nodded. Harry wat ched Jackie's teeth.
"We'd like you both to come to dinner soon," Ann said. She smiled. "I'm

a good cook. "

Manny's eyes gl eaned.

Jackie said, "I know this must be hard for you -- but Harry saw t hat
she didn't really nmean it. She didn't think it was hard. For her it was so
real that it was natural weather, unexpected nmaybe, but not strange, not out
of place, not out of tine. In front of the bench, sunlight striped the
paverent |ike bars.

Suddenl y Jackie said, "Ch, Popsy, did | tell you that it was your
friend Robert who introduced us? Did | tell you that already?"

"Yes, sweetheart," Harry said. "You did."

"He's kind of a nerd, but actually all right." After Jackie and Ann
left, the two old nen sat silent a long time. Finally Manny said
di plomatically, "You want to get a snack, Harry?"

"She' s happy, Manny."

"Yes. You want to get a snack, Harry?"

"She didn't even recognize him"

"No. You want to get a snack?"

"Here, have this. | got it for you this nmorning." Harry held out an
orange, a deep-colored navel with flaw ess rind: seedl ess, huge, guaranteed
juicy, nurtured for flavor, perfect.

"Enjoy," Harry said. "It cost nme ninety-two cents."
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