Polly O Keefe will never forget the sunmer she nmet Max- no matter how hard
she

tries.

Si xt een-year-old Polly is on her way to a

conference on the island of Cyprus, where

she will work as a gofer. The trip was

arranged by Maximliana Horne, a rich

brilliant artist who returned a year ago

with her longtime conpanion, Dr. Ursula

Heschel, to her antebell um mansion on

Benne Seed Isl and and becane the

O Keefes' neighbor. Max and Polly

formed an instant friendship and Max

took over Polly's education, giving her

t he encouragenment and confi dence t hat

her isol ated upbringing had not. Polly

adored Max, even idolized her, until Max

betrayed her.

Al one during a three-day stopover in Athens, Polly tries to figure out what
went

wrong with Max, to understand how Max could hurt her so much. The arrival of
Zachary Gray, a wealthy and handsome young man determ ned to spend all his
tine

with Polly, only conplicates her thinking as she renenbers events on Benne
Seed

whi | e he shows her the sights. Leaving Athens behind, Polly still cannot
forgive

Max and yet she is torn by the know edge that soon she may not have the
chance

to, even if she wants it.

In Cyprus, while preparing for the conference, Polly beconmes friends with
(continued on back fl ap)
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Virginia Porcher, a witer she has al ways

admred; Omio Heno, a vibrant young

man fromthe island of Baki; and other

remar kabl e del egates, from whom Pol |y

| earns she is not the only one who has

suffered. Then Zachary shows up and,

because of his own arrogance and cowardl i ness,

| eads her into danger. In the

heal i ng conpany of her new friends,

Polly realizes that it is all right to have

contradictory feelings about soneone,

and that on the other side of pain there is

still |ove.
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Constitution Square. Athens. Late Septenber.

| amsitting here with a new notebook and an ol d heart.

Probably 1'lI1 laugh at that sentence in a few years, but it is serious right
now. My sense of hunor is at a | ow ebb

I'malone (accidentally) in Geece, and instead of enjoying being al one,

whi ch

is a rare occurrence, since | have six younger siblings, | amfeeling
idiotically forlorn. Not because |'m al one but because nothi ng has gone as
pl anned. What | would like to do is go back to my roomin the hotel and curl
up

on ny bed, with nmy knees up to ny chin, like a fetus, and cry.

Do unborn babies cry?

My parents are both scientists and for a nonent | am caught up in wondering
about fetuses and tears. |I'll ask themwhen | get hone.



The sun is warmin Constitution Square, not really hot, but at hone, on Benne
Seed Island, there's always a sea breeze. Late Septenber in South Carolina is
sunmer, as it is in Geece, but here the air is still and the
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sun beats down on ne without the salt wind to cool it

of f. The heat waps itself around ny body. And ny

body, like everything else, is suddenly strange to ne.

What do | even look Iike? I'mnot quite sure. Too tall, too thin, not rounded
enough for nearly seventeen, red hair. Wat | look like to nyself in ny
mnd' s

eye, or inthe mrror, is considerably |ess than what | | ook

like in the portrait which now hangs over the piano in the Iiving room of our
house on the beach. It's been there for naybe a coupl e of nonths.

Neverthel ess, it was a thousand years ago that Max said, 'I'd |like to paint
you

in a seashell, energing fromthe sea, taking nothing fromthe ocean but

gi vi ng

some of it back to everyone who puts an ear to the shell.’

That's Max. That, as well as everything el se.

|'ve ordered coffee, because you have to be eating or drinking sonmething in
order to sit out here in the Square. The G eek coffee is thick and strong and
sweet, with at least a quarter of the cup filled with gritty dregs,

I noticed some kids at a table near mne, drinking beer, and | heard the girl
say that she had come to stop in at American Express to see if her parents
had

sent her check. "It keeps me out of their hair, while they're deciding who to
marry next." And the guy with her said, "Mne would like me to conme honme and
go

to coll ege, but they keep sendi ng me noney, anyhow. "

There was another kid at the next table who was also listening to them He
had

bl ack hair and pale skin and he | ooked up and nmet ny eyes, raised one silky
bl ack brow, and went back to the book he was reading. If 1'd been feeling
ki ndly

toward the human race |'d have gone over and talked to him

A group of kids, male, definitely unwashed, so maybe their checks were late
in

conmi ng, | ooked at ne but didn't
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cone over. Maybe | was too washed. And | didn't have

on jeans. Maybe | didn't even | ook American. But | had

this weird feeling that 1'd |ike sonmeone to come up to ne

and say, "Hey, what's your nanme?" And | could then

answer, "Polly O Keefe," because all that had been happeni ng

to me had the effect of making ne not sure who,

in fact, | was.

Polly. You're Polly, and you're going to be quite all right, because that's
how

you' ve been brought up. You can manage it, Polly. Just try.

I'"d left Benne Seed the day before at 5 a.m, South

Carolina tine, which, with the seven-hour tinme difference,

was sonething |ike seventeen hours ago. No wonder

| had jet lag. My parents had come with me, by

Daddy's cutter to the mainland, by car to Charl eston, by

pl ane to New York and JFK airport. Airports get nore

chaotic daily. There are fewer planes, fewer ground

personnel, nore noi se, |longer |ines, inconprehensible

| oudspeakers, short tenpers, frazzled nerves.

But | got ny seat assignnent without too nmuch difficulty, watched ny suitcase
di sappear on the nmoving belt, and went back to ny parents.



My father put his hands on ny shoulders. 'This will be a maturing experience
for

you.'

O course. Sure. | needed to mature, slow devel oper that | am

Mot her said, 'You'll have a wonderful tinme with Sandy and Rhea, and they'l
be

waiting for you at the airport, so don't worry.'

"I"'mnot worried.' Sandy is one of ny nother's brothers, and ny favorite
uncl e,

and Rhea is his wife, and
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she's pretty terrific, too. 1'd be with themfor a week, and

then fly to Cyprus, to be a general girl Friday and

gofer at a conference in a village called Gsia Theol a.

|'ve done nore traveling than nost Anmerican kids, but

this time, for the first time, 1'd be alone, on nmy own,

nobody hol di ng nmy hand, once | |eft Athens.

At hens, ny parents kept telling ne, was going to be fun, since Rhea was born
on

the isle of Crete and had friends and relatives all over mainland G eece and
nost of the islands. Sandy and Rhea were both international |awers and
travel ed

a lot, and being with themwas as safe as being with ny parents.

Why hadn't | learned that nothing is safe?
"Wite us lots of postcards,' Mdther said.
"I will,"” | promsed. 'Lots.'

| wanted to get away fromny parents, to be on my own, and yet | wanted to
reach

out and hold on, all at the same tine.

"You'll be fine,' Daddy said.

"Sure.’

' Take care of yourself,' Mther said. 'Be happy.' Underneath her words I
coul d

al nost hear her saying, 'Don't be frightened. | wish | could go with you.
wi sh

you were a little girl again.'

But she didn't say it.

And |'mnot. Not anynore. Maybe I'd like to be. But |I'm not.

My famly knew that sonethi ng had gone wrong,

t hat somet hi ng had happened, but they didn't know

what, and they respected ny right not to tell themunti
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| was ready, or not to tell themat all. Only ny Uncle

Sandy knew, because Max had called himto come, and

he'd fl own down to Charl eston from Washi ngton. This

was not hi ng unusual . Sandy, with or w thout Rhea,

drops in whenever he gets a chance, popping over to the

island en route to or from sonewhere, just to say hello

to the famly

Fortunately, I'mthe ol dest of our large fam ly, including our cousin Kate,
who's fourteen, living with us and going to school with us on the mainl and.
So

no one person cones in for too rmuch attention

Mot her put her arm around me and ki ssed ne and there were questions in her
eyes,

but she didn't ask them Flights were being called over the blurred

| oudspeaker.

O her peopl e were huggi ng and sayi ng goodbye.

"I think that's my flight nunmber-' 1 said.

Daddy gave ne a hug and a kiss, too, and | turned away fromthem and put ny



shoul der bag on the noving conveyor belt that took it through the X-ray

machi ne.

| wal ked through the X-ray area, retrieved ny bag, slung it over ny shoul der

and wal ked on.

On the plane | went quickly to ny wi ndow seat and strapped mnysel f

The big

craft was only a little over half full, and nobody sat beside nme, and that

was

fine with me. | wanted to read, to be alone, not to nake snal
back and listened to the announcenents, which were given first

in

English. A stewardess cane by with a clipboard, checking off nanes.
'O Keefe. Polly O Keefe. P-o-double |-y.' My passport has ny whol e nane,
Pol yhymmi a. My parents shoul d have known better. 1've | earned that

if

| eaned
in Geek,

t hen

it's best

| spell ny nickname with two |'s. Poly tends to be pronounced as though it

rhymes with pole. I'mtall and
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skinny like a pole, but even so | nmight get called Roly
Poly. So it's Polly, two |'s.

Anot her stewardess passed a tray of champagne. Wt hout thinking,

gl ass.

Si pped. Wiy did | take chanpagne when | didn't even want

don't

i ke chanpagne; not because |I'mlegally under age; but because of Max.

and
chanpagne, too nuch chanpagne.
At first, chanpagne was an icon of the world of art for

net al
Then it was dead bubbl es, and enpti ness.

took a
it? Not because
Max
of painting and

musi ¢ and poetry, with ideas fizzing even nore brightly than the dry and
sparkling wine. Then it was too rmuch chanpagne and a nouth tasting |ike

| drank the chanpagne, anyhow. |If you have a large famly, you learn that if

you

take a hel ping of sonmething, you finish it. Not that that was intended to

apply

to chanpagne, it was just an inbred habit with ne. Wen another stewardess

cane
by to refill ny glass | said, "No, thank you."

A plane is outside ordinary tine, ordinary space. H gh up above the clouds, |
was flying away from everything that had happened, not trying to escape it,

or

deny it, but sinply being in a place that had no connection with chronol ogy

or

geography. AH | could see out the wi ndow was cl ouds. No earth. Nothing

fam i ar.

| ate the meal which the stewardess brought around, w thout tasting it.
surprised

wat ched the novie, without seeing it. About hal fway through
nysel f
by falling asleep and sleeping till the cabin Iights were turned on

first

orange juice and then breakfast were brought around. Al
peopl e yawned and headed for the Johns, and there are not enough Johns,

nost of the men use them for shaving.
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W ndow shades were rai sed, so that sunlight flooded
the cabin. While | was eating breakfast | kept peering

out the w ndow, | ooking down at great w | d nountains.
Al bania, the pilot told us: rugged, dark, stony, wth
little sign of habitation or even vegetation

A dark and bl oody country, Mx had said.

t hrough the cabin,

si nce



Then we flew over the G eek islands, darkly green against brilliant blue.
Cyprus. After Athens, | would be going to Cyprus.

| had a sense of honecom ng, because this was Europe, and although we've been
on

Benne Seed Island for five years, Europe still seens |like honme to ne.
Especially

Portugal, and a small island off the south coast called Gaea, where the
little

ki ds were born, and where we lived till | was thirteen

Then we noved back to the United States, to Benne Seed |sland. Daddy's a
mari ne

bi ol ogi st, so islands are good places for his work, and Mther hel ps him
doi ng

anyt hi ng that involves higher math or equations.

Bei ng brought up on an isolated island is not good preparation for American
public schools. Right fromthe beginning, |I didn't fit in. The girls all wore
| arge quantities of makeup and tal ked about boys and thought | was weird, and
maybe | am Some of the teachers liked me because |I'm quick and caught up on
school work wi thout any trouble, and sone of themdidn't like me for the sane
reason. | don't have a Southern accent-why should | ?-so people thought | was
snhobby.

The best thing about school is getting toit. W all pile into a largish

r onboat

with an outboard motor, and running it is nmy responsibility. | suppose Xan's
taki ng over while |I'm away. Anyhow, we take the boat to the mainland, tie it
to

the dock with chain and padl ock around the nmotor. We walk half a mle to the
school bus,

A House Like a Lotus

and then it's a half-hour bus ride. And then | get through

the day, and it's bearable because | |ike |earning things.

When we lived in Portugal, there was no school on Gaea,

and we were nuch too far fromthe mainland to go to

school there, so our parents taught us, and | earning was

fun. Exciting. At school in Cowpertown, nobody seened

to care about |earning anything, and the teachers cared

nostly about how you scored on the big tests. | knew

had to do well on the tests, but | enjoy tests; our parents

al ways nade them seem|like ganes. So | did well on

them and | knew that was inportant, because | wll

need to get a good schol arship at a good coll ege. Qur

parents have nade us understand the inportance of a

good educati on

Seven kids to educate! Are they crazy? Sandy and Dennys will probably help,

i f

necessary. Even so ..

Charles, next inline after ne, will undoubtedly get a good schol arship. He
knows nore about marine biology than a | ot of college graduates. He's
tall-we're

atall famly-and his red hair isn't as bright as mne

Charles and | were the only ones to get the recessive red-hair gene. The

ot hers

are various shades of ordinary browns.

Al exander is next, after Charles, named after Uncle Sandy, and called Xan to
avoi d confusion, since Sandy and Rhea come to Benne Seed so often. Xan is
tall-of course-but |ast year he shot up, so that now he's taller than I am
It's

a lot easier to boss around a little brother who's shorter than you are than
one

who | ooks over the top of your head, is a basketball star at school, is



handsome, and adored by girls. W got along better when he was ny little
brother. He and Kate team up against the rest of us, especially ne. Kate is
beauti ful and brown-haired and popul ar
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After Xan is Den, nanmed after Uncle Dennys. He's

twel ve, and nost of the time we get along just fine. But

every once in a while he tries to be as old as Xan, and

then there's trouble. At least for ne.

Then come the little kids, Peggy, Johnny, and Rosy. Because |I'mthe ol dest,
I've

al ways hel ped out a lot, playing with them reading to them giving them
bat hs.

They're still young enough to do what | tell them and to | ook up to nme, and
to

accept ne just as | am And | feel nore |ike nyself when |I'm playing on the
beach with the little kids than | do when I'm at school, where everybody

t hi nks

' m peculiar.

Under normal circunstances | would have been delighted to get away fromthe
famly and from school for a nmonth. Mdther tries not to put too much
responsibility on ne, and everybody has jobs, but if Mdther's in the |ab
hel pi ng

Daddy work out an equation, then I'min charge, and believe me, all these
brethren and sistren have about decided ne on celi bacy.

The pl ane pl unged t hrough a bank of clouds and the

st ewar dess cal |l ed over the | oudspeaker that we were al

to fasten seat belts and put seats and tray tables in upright

position for the descent into Athens. | kept blow ng

my nose to clear ny ears as the pressure changed. Wth

a m ni mum of bunps, we rolled along the runway.

At hens.

| joined the throng |l eaving the plane, like animals rushing to get off the
ar k.

| followed the others to baggage claimand nanaged to get ny suitcase from
t he

carousel by shoul dering my way through the crowmd. As | |ugged the heavy bag
t o-
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ward the I ong counters for custons, | heard | oudspeakers

calling nanes, and hoped | m ght hear m ne, but nobody

called for Polly O Keefe.

The custons wonman peered into ny shoul der bag; she could have taken it, as
far

as | was concerned. But | couldn't refuse the bag, which Max sent over from
Beau

Al laire, without soneone in the famly noticing and making a crisis over it.
I't

was gorgeous, w th pockets and zippers and pads and pens, and if anybody el se
had given it to ne |I'd have been ecstatic.

The custons wonan pull ed out one of ny notebooks and gl anced at it. \Wat |
w ot e

was obviously not in the G eek al phabet, so she couldn't have got nmuch out of
it. She handed it back to ne with a scow, put a chalk mark on ny suitcase,
and

waved ne on.

| went through the doors, looking at all the people mlling about, |ooking
for
Uncl e Sandy and Aunt Rhea to be visible above the crowd. | saw a tall man with

a
curly blond beard and started to run toward him but he was with a woman with



red hair out of a bottle (why woul d anybody deliberately want that col or

hair?),

and when | | ooked at his face he wasn't |ike Sandy at all.

Aunt Rhca has black hair, shiny as a bird's wing, long and lustrous. | have
ny

hair cut short so there'll be as little of it to show as possi ble. Daddy says
it

will turn dark, as his has done, the warmcolor of an Irish setter. | hope
So.

VWhere were ny uncle and aunt? |'d expected themto be right there, in the
forefront of the crowd. | kept |ooking, noving through groups of people
greeting, hugging, kissing, weeping. | even went out to the place where taxis

and buses were waiting. They weren't there, either. Back into the airport. If
I

was certain of anything
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in an uncertain world, it was that Sandy and Rhea

woul d be right there, arns outstretched to wel come ne.

And they weren't. | mean, | sinply had to accept that they were not there. And
I

wasn't as sophisticated a traveler as 1'd fooled nyself into thinking |I was.
Soneone el se had al ways been with ne before, doing the right things about
passports, changi ng noney, arranging transportation. |'d gone through
passport

control with no problem but now what?

| looked at the various signs, but although I'd | earned the G eek al phabet,

m nd had gone blank. | could say thank you, epharisto, and pl ease, parakal o.
Kal anbs neans pen, and mat hetes neans student, and |I'd gone over, several
tines,

t he phrase book for travelers Max had given ne. |'m good at | anguages.
speak
Portuguese and Spani sh, and a good bit of French and German. | even know sone

Russi an, but right now that was nore of a liability than an asset, because
when

| looked at the airport signs | confused the Russian and G eek al phabets.

| wal ked more slowy, thought | saw Sandy and Rhea, started to run, then

sl owed

down again in disappointnment. It seenmed the airport was full of big,

bl ond- bearded men, and tall, black-haired wonren. At last | cane upon a |arge
board, white with pinned-up messages, and | read themslowy. G eek nanes,
French, German, English, Chinese, Arabic nanes. Finally, P. O Keefe.

| took the nessage off the board and made nyself put the pin back in before
opening it. My fingers were trenbling.

DELAYED W LL CALL HOTEL SANDY RHEA

They had not abandoned ne. Sonet hi ng had hap-
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pened, but they had not forgotten ne. | held the nmessage

in my hand and | ooked around the airport, where

people were still mlling about.

Wll, | didn't need soneone to hold ny hand, keep the tickets, tell nme what
to

do. I found a place where | could get one of ny traveler's checks cashed into

Greek nmoney, and then got a bus which would take me to the hotel

It was the King George Hotel, and Max had told nme that it was ol d-fashi oned
and

confortabl e and where she stayed. If Max stayed there, then it was expensive
as

wel | as pleasant, and that nade ne unconfortable. | wouldn't have m nded ny
father paying for it, though marine biologists aren't likely to be rolling in



wealth. | wouldn't even have m nded Sandy and Rhea paying for it, because
knew

Rhea had inherited pots of nobney. But it was Max. This whole trip was because
of

Max.

It was in August that Max had said to ne, 'Polly,

had a letter today froma friend of mne, Kumar Krhishna

Ghose. Wuld you like to go to Cyprus?

Non sequiturs were not unconmon with Max, whose thoughts ranged from subj ect
to

subject with lightning-like rapidity.

W were sitting on the screened verandah of her big G eek revival house, Beau
Allaire. The ceiling fan was whirring; the sound of waves rolled through al
our

words. 'Sure,' | said. 'But what's Cyprus got to do with your Indian friend?
"Krhis is going to coordinate a conference there in |ate Septenber. The

del egates will be fromall the underdevel oped and devel opi ng countries except
t hose behi nd
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the Iron Curtain-Zi mbabwe, New Qui nea, Baki, Kenya,

Brazil, Thailand, to name a few They're highly notivated

peopl e who want to | earn everything they can

about witing, about literature, and then take what

they've | earned back to their own countries.'’

| looked curiously at Max, but said nothing.

'The conference is being held in Gsia Theola in Cyprus. GCsia, as you nmay
know,

is the G eek word for holy, or blessed. Theola means, | believe, D vine
Speech.

W can check it with Rhea. In any case, a wonman nanmed Theola went to Cyprus
early in the Christian era and saw a vision in a cave. The church that was
bui I t

over the cave and the village around it are named after her, Gsia Theola.'
| was evidently supposed to say something. 'That's a pretty nane.'

At last Max, laughing, took pity on me. 'My friend Krhis is going to need

someone to run errands, do sinple paperwork, be a general slave. |'ve offered
you. Whuld you like that?
Wuld I! "Sure, if it's all right with ny parents.'

"I don't think they'd want you to miss that kind of opportunity. Your nother
can

do without you for once. I'Il speak to your school principal if necessary and
tell

hi m what an incredi bl e educational advantage three weeks on Gsia Theola will
be.

It won't be glanorous, Polly. You'll have to do all the scut work, but you're
used to that at hone, and I think it would be good experience for you. |'ve
already called Krhis and he'd |like to have you.'

Just like that. Three weeks at Gsia Theola in Cyprus.

That's how it happened. That's the kind of thing Mx
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could do. Now that | thought about it, it seened likely

that Max had paid for nmy plane fare, too.

The week in Athens, before the conference, was sonething Max said | shouldn't
m ss, and ny parents agreed. | had never been to Greece, and they were happy
for

me to have the opportunity.

W were all | ess happy about it by the tine | |left Benne Seed than when the
pl an

was first tal ked about, Max enthusiastically showi ng us brochures of Athens
and



GCsia Theol a, the nuseuns, the Acropolis. Those | ast weeks before | flewto

At hens, ny parents | ooked at each other when | came into a room as though
they'd

been tal king about nme, but they didn't say anything, and neither did I

And now | was on a bus, sitting next to a famly who were talking loudly in
furious syllables. The man wore a red fez, so | assuned they were Turkish,
and

Turkish is a language |'ve never even attenpted. During the drive | began to
feel waves of |oneliness, |ike nausea, until | was certain the hotel woul dn't
have a reservation for ne, and what then? | certainly wasn't going to cal
Sout h

Carolina and ask soneone to come rescue ne.

But | was wel comed, personally, by the manager, and gi ven a message which
sai d

the sane thing as the one at the airport.

| liked the hotel, which remnded ne a little of hotels in Lisbon. But I felt
very alone. | followed the bellman to ny room He opened the door, put my bag
down on the rack, flung open doors to closets, to a big bathroom opened
floor-length wi ndows to the bal cony.

"Acropolis," he said, pointing to the high hill with its ancient, decaying
buil di ngs, and | caught ny breath at the beauty. Sounds of the present cane
in,

contradicting the view bus brakes, taxi horns, the wail of a siren
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| stood | ooking around, first at the view, then at the

room which was confortably European, with yell ow

wal s, a brass bed, a stained carpet, and an enornous

bouquet of m xed flowers on a low table in front of the

sof a.

After a noment | realized that 1'd forgotten the bell man and that he was
waiting, so | dug in ny purse for what | hoped was the right anount of noney,
put it in his hand, saying, "Epharisto."

He checked what |'d given him smled at nme in approval, said, "Parakal 0" and
left, closing the door gently behind him

The sunlight flooded in fromthe bal cony, warm ng nme. Despite the heat, |
felt

an odd kind of cold, Iike nunbness from shock. | unpacked, spreadi ng out

not ebooks and paperbacks on the coffee table to establish nmy territorial

i nperative. No photographs. Not of anybody.

Whenever | stepped out of the direct sunlight, the inner cold returned. And a
dul'l drowsiness. Although | had slept nore on the plane than. | had expected,
it

was a long tinme since 1'd actually stretched out on a bed. The

ear | y-afternoon

sun was streamnming across the balcony and into ny room but nmy internal tine
clock told me | was tired and wanted to go to bed.

Max had suggested that | get on Geek tine as soon as possible. 'Take a nap
when

you get to the hotel, but not a long one. Here.' And | was handed a small
travel

alarm 'l won't be needing this anynore, and it weighs hardly anything. Sleep
for a couple of hours after you arrive, and then go to bed on Geek tine.

lt' 1l

be easier in the long run.'

| didn't want Max's alarmclock, and | didn't want Max's advice, no natter
how

excellent. If it hadn't been for the tel ephone, 1'd have gone right out,
defiantly, and
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wander ed around At hens. But | couldn't do anything



until 1'd heard from Sandy and Rhea.

"Do you still love me?' Sandy had asked.

'O course | do.'

"It was | who introduced you to Max.'

"I know,' | had said.

It all seemed a very long time ago. And yet it was right here in the present.
I

had crossed an ocean and still | couldn't get away fromit.

The sunlight fell on the bed. | stretched out inits warnth, lying on ny side
so

that | could see the Acropolis. | |ooked across twentieth-century Athens,

acr oss

hundreds of years to a world | ong gone. To the people who |lived way back when
t he Parthenon was built, who worshi pped the goddess Athena, what had happened
to

me woul dn't be very cosmic. To the other people in the hotel, also naybe

| ooki ng

out their windows fromthe present to the past, it wouldn't seemvery

i mportant,

ei t her.

"It's all right.' Sandy had his arns about me. 'You have to go all the way

t hrough your feelings before you can cone out on the other side. But don't

st ay

where you are, Polly. Myve on.'

There was a knock on the door, and | realized | had been hearing Sandy's

Voi ce

in a half dream | sat up

"Wio is it?"

"Sone fruit, and a letter for Mss O Keefe.'

| opened the door to a young uniforned man who bore a | arge basket of fruit,
whi ch he put down on the dresser. "Wth the conplinments of the manager." He
handed ne an envel ope. "W neglected to give you this when you arrived."

"Epharisto." | shut the door on himand ripped open the envel ope. One page,
in

the fam liar, strong, dark
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handwiting. "Polly, ny child, take this week in Athens

inthe spirit in which it is given. Forgive nme and | ove

me. Max."

| crunpled up the letter. Flung it at the wastepaper basket. The phone

j angl ed

across ny thoughts.

It was Sandy, sounding as close as when he called at home, ringing South
Carol i na from Washi ngt on

"Polly, you're there!"

"Sandy, where are you? \What happened?"

"Still in Washington. An energency. Sorry, Pol, but in ny line of work you
know

t hese things do happen.”

Hs work has nore to it than nmeets the eye. He and Rhea don't just work with
bi g

corporations and their international deals. It's top-secret kind of stuff, but
I

know it has something to do with seeing that underdevel oped nations don't get
ri pped off, and when tensions rise in the Mddle East or South Anerica or
Africa

they're often sent there to ease things. Rhea and Mother are close friends,
and

| have a hunch she tells Mdther a good bit, but the npbst |'ve ever got out of
Mot her was an anbi guous 'They're on the side of the angels.’



| said to Sandy, "I know t hese things happen, but are you going to conme?"
"OfF course we're coming. |'Il be dug out by Monday night, with Rhea's help,
and

we' ve changed our flight to Tuesday. W should be with you in plenty of tine
for

di nner, three days fromnow WII you be all right?"

"Sure," | said without nuch conviction. But Sandy always makes ne feel that |
can nmanage anything, and I didn't want to |l et himdown. "Do Mther and Daddy
know?"

"Do you want themto?" he asked. It was a chall enge.

| accepted it. "No. They might worry." Funny. W' ve been given a |ot of

i ndependence i n nmany ways, we've
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had nore experience than a ot of kids, and yet we're

al so in sone ways very overprotected. They woul d

worry.

"Do you have enough nmoney?" he asked.

"Max gave ne three hundred dollars in traveler's checks. Daddy gave ne two
hundred. I'mrolling in wealth."

"Good. Don't blowit all the first day. But make a reservation on the roof
restaurant of your hotel tonight, and just sign for your dinner. There's a
superb view "

"There's a superb view fromny room" | said. "I can see the Parthenon.”
"Good. Max is an old friend of the manager. | knew you' d get one of the best
roons. "

"It's very European and confortable. Sandy, it's got to be expensive."
"Forget it," he said briskly. "It's peanuts to Max. Check with the concierge
and

get yourself a ticket for a bus tour or two and see the sights. Don't waste

these days till Rhea and | join you."

"I won't. I'mnot a waster, you know that."

"That's my Pol. You all right?"

"I"'mfine," | said, which neant, | accept your challenge, Sandy. |I'Il be fine
in

Athens on nmy own. |'mnot a child.

"See you Tuesday," he said. "I love you, Polly."

"I love you, too. See you."

When we hung up, | lay down on the bed, fighting the tears which Sandy's

Voi ce

had brought rushing to ny eyes. Sandy believes that things have neaning, that
there are no coincidences, so | had to suppose there was some neaning to his
bei ng detained i n Washi ngton. Maybe it was to knock nmy pride down, to renind
ne

that I mght have seen a good bit of the world but I'd never been conpletely
on

nmy own before.
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| went into the bathroom and took a hot, soaky bath;

wr apped nyself in two large, thick towels and sat at the

open wi ndow to dry and | ook at the view. In the distance

the Acropolis and the bright stones of the Parthenon

were dazzling. In the foreground were the streets of

Athens, with tropical trees which rem nded ne of hone.

When | was dry | put on a cool cotton skirt and top and | ooked at ny watch,
which 1'd changed to Greek time on the plane. Just after 2 p.m | went to the
bal cony again to set nyself in tinme and space.

The great city was spread out before nme. And | wondered: \Wat do the old
gods,

the heroes in the Iliad and the Odyssey, think of the cars and buses and
gas-and-oil -smelling streets of today, or the nodern hi-rise buildings going



down to the harbor and stretching up the nountainsides? Piraeus, the port,
and

At hens are one vast city. In the days of Honer, what did all this |ook |ike?
Were there great plains between the city and the harbor?

| went down to the | obby and made a reservation for dinner on the roof. The
restaurant didn't open till eight, and the concierge | ooked at nme as though
he

t hought | was gauche when | asked for an eight o' clock reservation, so | put
on

nmy nmost al oof | ook and told himthat | had jet lag and wanted to get to bed at
a

reasonabl e hour, which, after all, was true. Then | checked on Sandy and
Rhea' s

reservation, and of course they' d already taken care of changing it. | asked
about tours, but there were so nmany | decided | was too tired to choose unti
I'd had a good night's sleep, and | just went out of the hotel and across to
Constitution Square.

| passed three evzones. Rhea had tal ked about them G eek soldiers stil

dr essed

in the same colorful costunes they wore in Turkish tines, white-skirted
tunics

with vivid splashes of red. They were marching briskly along, |ooking

f eroci ous,

and suddenly | had a police-state kind
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of feeling. But all around me everybody was bustling,

hardly turning to stare, and | heard a | ot of American

accents and saw wonen in pants, which | should have

t hought woul d be too hot in this weather, and men with

cigars-the ugly Americans Max had tal ked about. W

didn't see that many Americans when we lived on Gaea,

but we were in Lisbon often enough for me to have to

face the fact that we aren't very much | oved. Mbst of

t he shops around Constitution Square seened to be entirely

for the benefit of Anerican tourists, junky gift

shops, phony icons, sleazy clothes, and pictures of American

credit cards on the glass fronts of the doors. One

souvenir shop had a sign readi ng, "Wl come, Hadassah,"

and was reconmmended by some Jew sh Association. |

woul dn't have been surprised to find a shop wi ndow with

a conmendation by the Pope, or another by the Wrld

Council of Churches. | didn't like it. But that was judgnenta

of nme. | still didn't like it.

Most of the Anericans seened to be clustered in the cafes on the sidewal ks
across fromthe Square. There was one big cafe which appeared to be used
exclusively by kids ny age, or not that much older, all dressed exactly alike
in

jeans, with backpacks which were dunped on the ground by their tables. In the
Square itself, where | went to sit, there were sone Anmericans, but al so many
Greeks, relaxing and drinking coffee and readi ng papers.

The Iight was the way Sandy and Rhea had described it, blue and gold, alive
with

color. 1'd thought they were just rhapsodi zi ng, and that nothing could beat

t he

bl ue and gold of south Portugal and Gaea, but this was really different, nore
dazzling, with a quality of brilliant clarity, so that |I could al nost see
Apol | o

driving the chariot of the sun across the sky. And in this light | could
bel i eve
in Pallas Athena, could see her eyes, the sanme blinding blue of the sky.
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Max said my eyes were that color, and that's unusua

in carrottops.

Max was, theol ogically, heterodox. Religion, Max said, is divisive, and went
on

to cite the horrors going on between Christians and Moslens in the Mddle
East ,

bet ween H ndus and Buddhi sts in Sri Lanka, between Protestants and Catholics
in

Ireland. If we could forget religion, Max said, and renenber God, we m ght
have

a nore reasonabl e worl d.

Max |iked reading aloud, and had read to me from books witten in the very
early

days of Christianity, works by Gregory of Nyssa and Basil the Great and

d enent

of Al exandria, because their world was |ike ours, changing rapidly, with the
Roman Enpire falling apart around them

"Listen to this,' Max said one wi nter night when we were eating supper in
front

of the library fire and the northeast w nd was beating agai nst Beau Al laire.
" ement of Al exandria:

Now t he fabl es have grown old in your hands,

and Zeus is no |longer a serpent, no |longer a

swan, nor an eagle, nor a furious |over.

Isn't that superb?

| turned away fromMax in my mind. No nore furious lovers. | was no Senel e.
Max's house, Beau Allaire, is built of soft pink brick

and surrounded by three-story white verandahs, a house

built for shade and breeze. It is at the far end of Benne

Seed Island from our house, just past Miulletville, which

used to be a functional fishing village till a devel oper
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cane in and started an expensive housing devel opnent,

now t hat islands are becom ng status synbols. It's a

cocktail -partying place, cheek by jow with what's left

of the original village. There's a causeway from Mil | et -

ville to the mainland, and a school bus cones to take the

devel opnent kids to Cowpertown-those who don't go off

to boarding school. Beau Allaire is set on a hundred

acres, but even so, Max is not happy about the devel opnment

on what used to be an al nost private island.

Between Mul l etvill e and our house are two privately owned plantations and a
state wildlife preserve, so we're noderately isolated. Benne Seed is shaped
i ke

a crescent nmoon, the Mulletville and Beau Allaire point of the noon nmuch

cl oser

to the mainland than our point. Qur house and Beau Allaire are in all ways at
opposite points of the conpass. Beau Allaire is a great house, often
phot ogr aphed for books on Southern architecture. Qur house was once a notel
but

Benne Seed is really not a tourist- type island, or we wouldn't be there.
There's a tricky undertow, and swimring isn't safe unless you know the waters
wel | .

Mot her and Daddy rebuilt the falling-down notel, dividing the roons so each
of

us kids would have our own bedroomand there'd be a few extra for the uncles
and

aunts and other visitors. Mdther and Daddy's bedroom was what had originally
been the office and | obby, with a big screen porch off it, facing the ocean



Qur

roons were off on either side, and the ocean side was all screens in sunmer,
wi th enormous storm w ndows for winter. There were two wi ngs, one for Daddy's
| abs, with cases of starfish and lizards and squid and vari ous

ki nds of octopuses and a nmedi um si ze conputer for Mther; the other had a big
long living room a big dining room and a good kitchen. The wi ngs nade a

ki nd

25

of court, where we had swings for the little kids, and a

picnic table under an ancient water oak. The wood of

t he house was weathered, so that it was a soft, silvery

grey, and behind it were great, jungly trees, full of

Spani sh moss and nocki ngbirds. W were fairly high

up on the dunes, so there was a | ong wooden ranp which

| ed down to the beach. It was confortable and informal.

Beau Allaire was formal. The Greek revival colums rising up the three ful
stories enphasi zed the height of the ceilings. It was by far the nost el egant
of

the three plantation houses, and the best kept up. The other two were owned
by

Nort herners who were seldomthere and probably used themas tax wite-offs.
Max

has al ways had several yard men, and a couple living over the garage to take
care of things and clean the silver-and everything el se of course, but there
is

a great quantity of silver. Al the doorknobs, for instance, are silver.

' They

cone fromny manma,' ©Max said, 'and | treasure them'

There are Waterford chandeliers and candel abra, and paintings by Max, and

al so

by Picasso and Pissarro and even a Piero. And portraits. Southerners do seem
to

have a great nmany portraits, and Max had nore than nost.

But, until last Christmastinme, Beau Allaire was no nore than a nanme to us.
Early winter was niserable, cold and rainy and dank.

In Cowpertown it seemed as though the sun never shone,

and the fluorescent |lights at school glared. Nobody

turned on any strobe lights for nme. And | certainly

didn't have that inner luminosity Max saw in the portrait

of me in the seashell, a lum nosity which Mx
brought out in me. Decenber was grey day after grey
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day, with fog rolling in fromthe sea, so bad that Daddy

woul dn't let us take the boat to Cowpertown but drove

us the fifteen or so mles to Miulletville to take the schoo

bus fromthere, and we hated that.

And then Sandy and Rhea canme for Christmas, and Uncl e Dennys and Aunt Lucy,
bringing Charles with them It was wonderful having Charles hone for three
weeks. He's by far ny closest sibling. But when Uncle Dennys and Aunt Lucy
deci ded that Kate needed to live with a fanmily and stop being an only child
for

a few years, they suggested that Charles go to Boston as a sort of exchange,
partly because they didn't want to be conpletely w thout children, and partly
because Charles is a scientist, or will be, and the science departnent at
Cowpertown Hi gh | eaves a great deal to be desired

It was our turn to have everybody for Christmas. One of the good things about
being back in the United States is getting together for holidays. Al nost al
of

us. Daddy's parents are dead, and his fanmly is pretty well scattered. But
there



are Mother's parents, who are also scientists. Qur grandfather is an

ast rophysi ci st, and our grandnother a m crobiol ogist. Then there're Sandy and
Rhea. And Dennys and Lucy. Dennys and Sandy are twi ns, and very cl ose.

Mot her' s

youngest brother, the one Charles is naned after, is off sonewhere on sone
ki nd

of secret mission, we don't know where. Anyhow, when the larger fanmly is
gat hered together, it makes for a full house. This past year our grandparents
didn't cone, because our grandfather was just getting over pneunonia. W

m ssed

them but it was a |lot of people, in any case.

The norning after everybody arrived, Sandy and | were alone in the kitchen,
because Daddy had taken everybody else out in his cutter to show them around
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the island. Sandy and | warmed our toes at the fire and

had one last cup of cocoa made from sone speci al chocol ate

he and Rhea' d picked up in Holl and.

The phone rang, and | answered it. 'Sandy, for you.'

'"Me? Who on earth would be calling me here? | told Washi ngton under no

ci rcumnst ances . ' he muttered as he took the phone. 'Max?' H s voice
boorned

out with pleasure.

When he finished talking (I washed the dishes to give himprivacy), he rubbed
his blond beard and sniled. 'Polly, I'd like you to nmeet a friend of nine.
thi nk you'd get on.'

Sandy knew things at school were not going well for ne. He'd punped ne

t horoughly, and it was not easy for ne to keep anything fromny favorite
uncl e.

"Who? Where?

"A painter. A very good painter. And not far from here, at the other end of
t he

Island, Beau Allaire. Want to drive over with ne?

I'd go anywhere with Sandy. 'Sure. Now?'

"Anyt hing el se on your social cal endar?

Comi ng from Xan, that woul d have been snide. From Sandy it was okay. "I
didn't

know anybody was living at Beau Allaire.’

' Max has been back only a few weeks. | want to find out what on earth has
brought Max to Beau Allaire."'

W drove through the stark Decenber day. W never have snow on Benne Seed,
but

wi nter can be raw

"Max's family built the hospital in Cowpertown,' Sandy said. 'It's naned for
Max's sister, Mnerva Allaire Horne, who died young and beautiful. But I
suppose

you know all about that.'

| shook ny head. "No. Only that it was given by a famly with pots of nobney
and

Daddy says it's an un-

A House Like a Lotus

usual |y good hospital for a place |ike Cowpertown. He

knows sone of the doctors there. And he and Mot her

were saying it was too bad nobody lived in Beau

Allaire.

'"Max has had it kept up. The land is rented for cotton. And there are
gar deners

and two old-time Southern faithful retainers, Nettie and Ovid, like

characters
out of a novie. Max usually comes for a week or so each winter, but Beau
Allaire



hasn't really been lived in for years. Max said she was staying all w nter
Wonder why. '

' She?'

"Maxi m | i ana Sebastiane Horne. The parents gave both daughters absurdly
romantic

nanes. Mnerva Allaire -Allaire was the nother's nanme and the plantation cane
from her-was al ways known as M A, and Maximliana Sebastiane is called Max,
or

Maxa, or sonetinmes Metaxa. Metaxa is a rather powerful Greek brandy, and it's
not a bad name for her.'

W drove up a long driveway of crushed shells, lined with great oaks | eaning
t heir upper branches over the drive till they touched and nade a green
tunnel .

The car crunched over the broken shells. As we drew near, | saw the graceful

lines of a verandah, and Sandy pointed out the beautiful fanlight over the
door.

"And el even chi nmmeys, count them The architect was well aware of the
danpness

that can seep into an island house.'

We got out of the car and started toward the door just as a sports car pulled
up

behind us. Qut of it emerged a tall woman wearing a dark green velvet cape

l'i ned

wi th some kind of soft, light fur, with the hood partway up over

m dni ght - bl ack

hair. Her light grey eyes were large and rinmmed darkly with what | later
| ear ned

was kohl
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' Good enough for Isak Dinesen, good enough for ne.
| sak Di nesen was a Danish witer who used to be fanbus, and Max said that the
wheel would turn and she'd conme into her own again.

Now Max hel d her arns out, wi de, and so did Sandy, and they ran and enbraced
each other. It was theatrical, but it was also real, and | envied the freedom
that allowed themto be so uninhibited. | stood watching their pleasure in
each

other, feeling that |I shouldn't have cone in old jeans and a yel |l ow sweat er

t hat

was too small for ne.

After a noment Sandy and the woman broke apart, and he introduced nme. ' Max,
this

is Polly O Keefe, ny sister's firstborn. Pol, this is Maxi m|iana Sebastiane
Hor ne.'

| held out ny hand. '"Hello, Ms. Horne.'

She took ny hands in hers, and fromher hands | realized that she was ol der

t han

I'd thought. 'Max, please, or Maxa. |'mnot Ms. Horne. My husband was Davin
Tomassi, but | had already made a start as a painter when we married and he
wanted nme to keep nmy own nane.'

He was. So she was a w dow.

"Come in, cone in, don't stand out here in the cold.' She opened the heavy
front

door, which creaked. "I'll have to get this oiled,' she said, leading us into
a

| arge hall.

Sandy took ny el bow. 'Look at this hall, Pol, it's an architectural gem wth
a

groin-vaulted plaster ceiling and beautifully proportioned woodwork.'

It was gorgeous, with the walls papered a color | later |earned was Ponpei an
red.



Max opened anot her door, to a long, high library, the kind of roomwe'd |ove
to

build onto our house, where
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we' ve long ago run out of book space. But this wasn't a

beach-house room It was so high-ceilinged that there was

a | adder which could be nmoved al ong a wooden rail so

t he books on the top shelves could be reached. There was

a fireplace with a wood fire burning, though the room

still smelled and felt danp. The mantel pi ece was Ceorgi an

and beautiful, and over it was a portrait, in a heavy

gold frame, of a young worman with bl ack hair, wearing

a lowcut ivory gown. She was so lovely it made you

draw i n your breath, and | assuned it was Max when

she was young.

Max took off her cloak and flung it over a nahogany and red-velvet sofa, then
went to the wall near the fireplace and pulled on a | ong, enbroidered piece
of

cloth. Abellpull. 1'd read about bellpulls, and when our TV worked I'd seen
themin plays with Victorian settings, but this was the first one I'd seen in
real life.

| studied the portrait again, and Max said, 'My sister

Mnerva Allaire. MA was truly beautiful.' She perched on a low chair with a
hassock covered in petit point. She wore narrow bl ack pants and a bl ack
cashnere

cardi gan over a white, softly ruffled blouse. And yet, while | knew she was
quite old, older than ny parents, she did not seemold, because a trenendous,
sunny energy emanated from her.

There was a knock on the door and a worman canme in, a wonman who sonmehow went
with

t he house and the bellpull. She was stocky and had grey-brown hair, short and
crisply curly. She bowed el aborately. 'Madame rang?

Max | aughed. 'Don't be dour, Ursula. It's danp and cold and this house hasn't
been lived in for thousands of years,'
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' Madanme woul d |i ke some consonme?' the wonan

suggest ed.

' Consomme with a good dollop of sherry,' Max agreed. 'And sone of Nettie's
benne

bi scuits.

Sandy asked, 'Max still bullying you, Urs?

The wonman smiled, and the heaviness in her face lightened. 'Wat would Max be
like if she didn't bully us all?

"Ursula, this is ny niece, Polly O Keefe. Pol, this is Dr. Heschel.'

I'd thought she was sone kind of servant, a housekeeper

She shook hands with nme, a good, firmclasp. Her fingers were |long and
delicate

and tapered, but very strong. 'I'mglad to neet you, Polly. Your Uncle Dennys
and | are coll eagues.'

Wl |, then, she had to be a neurosurgeon. | took another | ook

Sandy said, 'The world of neurosurgery is small. Dennys and |, as usual, both

have connections with Max and Ursul a. Davin Tomassi was a col | eague of mne
So,

separately, we've known Max and Urs for a long tine. We'll have a terrific
reunion.’

Dr. Heschel asked eagerly, 'Dennys is here, too?

' The whole kit and caboodl e of us. | don't know if the name rang a bell wth
you, Urs, but Polly's father is the O Keefe who's done such amazing work with
regeneration. His lab is now full of squid and octopuses. | suppose | have to

take it on faith that their neurol ogical systemresenbles ours.'



Dr. Heschel flung out her arms. 'Good Lord, when we |eft New York and cane to
Benne Seed | thought we were coming to the wilderness, and here is not only

Dennys
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but a scientist 1've long wanted to neet. Before | get

overexcited, |1'd better get out to the kitchen and see

about that consomme.'’

"W'll have a party,' Max said as the doctor went out. 'We'll bring Beau
Allaire

back to life with a real party.'

Sandy and Max tal ked about rmutual friends all over the world until a frai
old

bl ack man canme in, carrying a silver tray which | ooked much too heavy for
hi m

He wore rather shiny black trousers and a white coat. He put the tray on a
mar bl e-topped table in front of a |long sofa, |ooked at Max with | oving
concer n,

and left.
Dr. Heschel sat in front of the tray and handed out cups of consonme in
translucent china. | thanked her for mne

"Call her Ursula,' Max ordered. 'She gets enough doctor-this and doctor-that
in

New Yor k. People treat neurosurgeons as though they were gods. And nany of

t hem

fall for it.'

Dr. Heschel - Ursul a-responded mldly: 'Your iconoclasmtakes care of that.'
"Are you on vacation, Ws?" Sandy asked her

'Leave of absence.' And, as though to forestall further questioning, she
added,

"I was overdue a sabbatical. I'mglad to see you still have your beard,
Sandy. '

"I growtired of it,' he said, 'but it's the best way to tell Dennys and ne
apart. We still 1ook very nuch alike. Max, show Polly some of your
pai nti ngs.

Max shrugged, so that her thin shoul der bl ades showed sharply under the
cashnere. It | ooked to ne as though she needed a doctor handy, though an
internist would Iikely have been nore hel p than a neurosurgcon

"Most of ny best stuff is in museuns or private collections,' Mux said
"Contrary to opinion, | do have to earn a living. MA 's untinely death
caused

ny father
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to start a hospital in her nmenmory, and that's where the

nmoney went. Not that | begrudge it.'

Sandy gave a snort and turned it into a sneeze.

"You ran through a good bit on your own.' Dr. Heschel -Ursula-sniled.
"True, and | enjoyed it. But now | have to work for the finer things of
life.'

She | ooked at both of them and burst into |aughter. 'Like many filthy-rich
people, | tend to cry poor.' She smled at ne. 'Never believe people who tel
you they have no nmoney, Polly. People who don't have it sel dom nention the
fact.

Peopl e who do, tend to be enbarrassed about it, and so deny it, especially in
front of soneone |ike Sandy, who spends his life fighting the big

i nternati ona

nmegacorps. Cone on, and I'll show you sone of ny work.'

"Don't forget the painting of Rio Harbor,' Ursula said.

"First | want to show her ny self-portrait.' Max drained her cup and put it
back

on the tray. 'Cone on.'



| followed her into the big hall and up a curving staircase and then into a
room

which was as large as the library.

There was a huge, carved four-poster bed, with a sofa across the foot. |

t ur ned

and saw another high fireplace, with a large, white fur rug in front of it,
and

| could imagi ne Max, in black, lying on the white rug and staring into the
fire.

The fire was laid, and there was a copper bucket of fat pine beside it. The
far

end of the roomhad a big desk, a chaise |ongue, some confortable chairs
uphol stered in snoky-rose velvet. A long wall of French wi ndows opened onto
t he

verandah and the ocean view.

On the wall over the desk was a portrait. | knew it was Max because she'd
sai d

so. She was as young in this picture, or alnost, as the girl in the portrait
in

the li-
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brary, and they did |l ook very alike, with the sane dark

hair and light grey eyes and al abaster skin. Max was

thinner than M A, and she was | ooki ng down at sonet hi ng

she held in one hand. A skull.

It rem nded me of etchings of nedieval philosophers in their studies, with
skull's on their desks and maybe a skeleton in the corner, contenplating life
and

death. It was a beautiful painting. A shaft of light touched the skull, and
t he

shape of bone was cl ean and pure.

"I was a norbid young woman i n nmany ways, Polly, and felt it would do nme no
harm

to cast a cool eye on ny own nortality. It did keep ne fromwasting tine as
m ght ot herwi se have done. |1've had an interesting life, and |I've had nmy fair
share of vicissitudes, but it hasn't been dull and it hasn't been wasted.
What

are you going to do with yourself when you finish your schooling? She sat on
the foot of the chaise |ongue.

"l don't know,' | said.

"Where do your interests lie?

" Al nost everywhere. That can be a real problem I'minterested in archaeol ogy
and anthropology and literature and the theatre. | pick up | anguages easily.
['m

not a scientist, like ny parents.'

"But you're intelligent.’

'"Ch, yes. But | haven't found mnmy focus.'

"You' ve got a couple of years,' Max said. 'Wen the time comes, you'll find
it.'

She got up. 'Cone, |'ll show you the picture that Us likes.' On the way she
poi nted out some of the other pictures. A Hogarth. A de Chirico sketch. A Van
Gogh. 'Fortunately, the Islanders don't know how val uabl e they are-just
Maxa' s

junk. Even with Nettie and Ovid living over the garage, we aren't inmune to

burglars. If I'"mshort of cash, | sell one of the pictures. | do have very
extravagant tastes.'
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The painting of Max was what is called representational
The one of the harbor at Ri o was expressionist,
think, with vivid colors which | ooked one way straight



on and another if you gl anced sidew se.

"Way isn't this in a nuseun?' | was awed by it.

'Because | won't let it go,' Max said. 'l have to keep a few things. Us
want s

to buy it, and if | sold it to anyone it would be to her.' She | ooked at the
painting. 'She'll get it soon enough.'’

We went back out into the hall, and as we started down the stairs | saw

somet hing on the landing | hadn't noticed on the way up, a wood carving on a
mar bl e pedestal, of a man, with his head thrown back in | aughter and delight.

'"That's the Laughing Christ of Baki.' Mux paused. '| had a reproduction made.
The original is life-size and gives the effect of pure joy. It's probably
nearly

ten thousand years old.'

' The Laughing Christ?

' The Baki ans sinply assumed, when the mssionaries told them about the Son of
God, that it was their statue, which had never before had a nane.

Ant hr opol ogy

is one of ny hobbies, Polly. Someday I'll show you the sketch books |'ve nmade
on

my travels. This statue is one of ny nobst favorite possessions.'’

"I love it," | said, 'l absolutely love it."'

W went on downstairs and back to the library, and Max had anot her cup of
consomre, conplaining that Nettie hadn't put enough sherry in it. 'She

di sapproves. Nettie and Ovid are growing old, and I1'd like to get someone to
hel p them but they won't hear of it. Us likes to cook, and Nettie and Ovid
cone in after dinner and do the washing up, and they bring us our breakfast.
Nettie is a firmbeliever in a good breakfast, grits and
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fried tomat oes and eggs and anyt hing el se she thinks she

can get me to cat.'

"You could do with a few nore pounds,' Sandy said.

Max sat on a low chair and stretched her legs out to the fire. 'So you and
Rhea

are here for Christmas, Sandy? How can you take all those children?

"Very happily,' Sandy said. 'We'd hoped to have children of our own, but that
didn't happen to be possible.’

'"Ch, CGod, Sandy, |'msorry.' Max put her hands to her nouth.

"It's probably just as well in our line of work,' he said. 'W have to travel
too much of the time. And with all our nephews and nieces, we don't do too
badl y."

I'd wondered about Sandy and Rhea not having kids of their own.

He | ooked at his watch. 'W'd better go, Pol.'

Max put her hand very lightly on my shoul der. 'Cone back and see ne, little
one,

and we' |l tal k about anthropol ogy."

"All right," | nunbled. But |I knew | wouldn't. Not unless Max called nme. And
she

di d.

But not until she and Ursula had joined the throng

for Christmas. As soon as Modther and Daddy heard that

Max and Ursula were at Beau Allaire, and about the connections
wi th Sandy and Dennys, they invited them for

Chri st mas.
'Max won't cone,' Sandy said.
But she called and accepted the invitation. 'So Us will have sonmeone to talk

neurosurgery with.'

"Granted,' ny Uncle Dennys said, 'Ursula Heschel has overworked ever since
I've

known her, but it still seens
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atypical of her and Max to cone here in the dead of

winter. In the spring when the azal eas are out, yes, but

not in Decenber.’

"It's quiet,' Mther said.

"True, it's quiet. But I'"'mthe one who's the researcher. Ursula's a superb
surgeon. '

"You're right, Dennys,' Sandy said. 'There's sonething odd about it.'
Christmas was cold and clear and perfect. The sun glinted off the Atlantic.
Ve

had fires going in both the living and dining roons. The little kids played
outside with their new toys, so the rest of us could have sone reasonabl e
conversation indoors. Dennys, Us, and Daddy tal ked about the mnysteries of
t he

brain, and Daddy took themoff to the lab. It does seemweird to nme that the
oct opus and the human bei ng share so nuch of the neurol ogical system

Max, Mbther, Rhea, and Lucy tal ked about the state of the world, which as
usual

was precarious, and about the state of American education, which was
depl or abl e.

"Kate is getting an education just living in this zoo,' Aunt Lucy said while
we

were gathered in the kitchen basting the turkey and doing various |ast-mnute
t hi ngs.

Kate was ni bbling the candi ed grapefruit peel we'd nade a few days before.

' Cowpertown High's okay. I'mlearning plenty.'

"And going to all the dances?' Aunt Lucy asked.

" Enough,' Kate said. She could have said '"all.' Kate always had half a dozen
boys after her whenever there was a dance, and | knew that Modther and Daddy
felt

responsi ble for her and worried about whichever boy was driving and whet her
or

not booze or joints had been sneaked in. But Kate had sense enough not to
drive

hone wi th anyone who was stoned, and she had al ready call ed

38

twi ce to ask soneone to come for her. Though we didn't

tell Lucy and Dennys.

I f Mother and Daddy worried about Kate being popul ar and successful, they
worried about ne being alone too much. It was okay. | didn't want to go. Kate
| oves parties and dances and barbecues, and she gets bored if she doesn't have
a

ot to do. Not ne.

We'd put all the extensions in the table. Max had brought over an enornous

damask banquet cloth, and with candles and oil lanps Iit and the Christnas
tree

lights sparkling, it |ooked beautiful. The little kids all behaved reasonably
wel |, and no one threw up. It was a good Chri stnas.

And then Max and Ursul a asked us for New Year's Eve-the grownups, plus
Charl es

and ne.

Charles had grown taller, though he wasn't quite as tall as Xan, but he was
still ny special brother Charles who understood ne better than anyone el se.
Ve

spent hours up in our favorite old live-oak tree, talking, catching up. | was
going to m ss himabysmally when he went back to Boston; in ny eyes, Kate was
not at all a fair exchange for Charles. But at |east Charles was still here
for

New Year's Eve, and Beau Allaire was a perfect place for a party.
Al the verandahs were full of light as we drove up, and the great columms



gl eaned. Nettie and Ovid passed hot hors d'oeuvres, and there was |ots of
conversation and | aughter. We played charades. Sandy and | were the best at
pant om me, and Mbther and Max were best at guessing, but we all threw

our sel ves

into the gane and had a | ot of fun.

As all the clocks began to chine mdnight, Ovid opened a magnum of chanpagne,
and after a toast we all put our arms about each other's waist, standing in
39

a circle, and sang Auld Lang Syne. Wen we were

t hrough, Ursula put an arm around Max, tenderly, protectively.

And | thought | would like to be protected

l'i ke that.

Sitting in Constitution Square, being warmed by the

sun, | did not want to think about Max. But that was

not very intelligent of ne. What | needed to do was to

t hi nk about Max objectively, not subjectively. I'm

enough of a scientist's daughter to know that not hing

can be thought about conpletely objectively. W al

bring our own subjective bias to whatever we think

about, but we have to recogni ze what our bias is, so that

we will be able to think as objectively as possible.

Daddy had said that he could not even study his lab creatures totally

obj ectively, because to observe sonething is to change it.

That was certainly true. Max had observed ne. And changed ne.

| had finished two cups of the thick, sweet coffee, and that was nore than

enough. | put nmy pen and journal back in the shoul der bag, crossed the street
to
the hotel, went up to ny room and napped. It seened that all | wanted was

sl eep, and not just because of jet lag. Sleep is healing, Sandy said, and when
I

woke up, | did feel better. | had one foot in Athens and the present, and
al t hough the other foot was still across the Atlantic and dragging in the
past,

at |l east Max had made nme aware of how conmplex we can be, so it did not
surprise

me to be in both worlds sinmultaneously.

The problemwas that | could not conprehend the vast span of Max's

conpl exity.

My parents are, as hu-
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man bei ngs go, conplex, but also noderately consistent.

I can count on them And the bad people |'ve nmet have

been so bad that | could count on them bei ng bad, which

does sinplify things. But shouldn't | have | earned that

life is neither consistent nor sinple? Wiy did it surprise

nme?

| looked at the travel alarm|'d put on the bed table. Nearly eight. Just
tine

to dress and go up to the roof for dinner. | took a book so | wouldn't be
lonely. | love to eat and read, but in a famly like ours |I don't often have
t he

opportunity-only if I'msick enough to stay in bed, which doesn't happen

of ten,

and when it does, I'musually too mserable to read.

Sonetimes, when | went over to Beau Allaire, Max and | ate together, with
books

open beside us on the table, and didn't talk, unless one of us wanted to read
something to the other. W usually ate in the screened part of the back
verandah, rather than in the formal, oval dining room A breezeway went from
t he



screened porch to the kitchen, which was slightly separated fromthe rest of
t he

house, in the old Southern manner

"Pol, listen to this,' Max said. 'It's by a physicist, A 1. \Weeler. He
says:

"Nothing is nore inportant about the quantum principle than this, that it
destroys the concept of the world as 'sitting out there," with the observer
safely separated fromit by a 20-centineter slab of plate glass. Even to
observe

so mnuscul e an object as an el ectron, we nust shatter the glass."
a

nmoverrent with her hand as though breaking through glass, and her face was
bri ght

with interest as she | ooked up fromthe book, blinking silver eyes against
t he

light of the candles in the hurricane gl obes. 'W cannot separate ourselves
from

anything in the universe. Not fromother creatures. Not from each other.'
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But | had put the glass up between Max and ne,

erected a barrier, so that we could no | onger touch each

She nmade

ot her.
| got up to the restaurant at two minutes before eight,
and the doors were just opening. | was the only person

t here, though people did begin to trickle in after a few

mnutes. It was a beautiful, open-air restaurant, with

lots of plants, and candles on all the tables. | had a waiter

who spoke good English, so | didn't try to practice ny

G eek. He was concerned that | was all alone, so | told

hi m about Uncl e Sandy and Aunt Rhea and that they

woul d be with ne on Tuesday.

This seemed to reassure him and he began explaining the nenu to ne, and
didn't think it would be polite for ne to tell himthat | had a G eek aunt
and

was used to Greek food. Anyhow, | liked his taking care of ne, and he was a
ki nd

of surrogate uncle for an hour or so.

Two couples cane in and were seated at tables between me and the view of the
Acropolis, and | think one man thought | was staring at himwhen all | was
trying to do was see the Parthenon.

D nner tasted good, really good. And that in itself was a big inprovenent. |

ordered fruit and cheese, and ny waiter told nme that if | |ingered over
dessert

and coffee I1'd see, if not hear, the son et |lumiere show at the Acropolis.

| ate slices of pear with Brie, a French rather than a Greek dessert. | don't

have a sweet tooth and I'mnot fond of baklava or any of the other pastries
dripping with syrup. Spreading the soft Brie on a crisp slice of
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pear, | felt a presence behind nme, thought it was the

wai ter, and turned.

It was the bl ack-haired kid who'd raised his eyebrow at me while we were

sitting

in Constitution Square. And he was tall. Taller than I

"H, Red," he said.

I f Sandy and Rhea had been with ne as planned, |1'd have ignored him Though
likely if I'd been with Sandy and Rhea he woul dn't have spoken. | intensely

di slike being called Red.

"Saw you wal k over to the King George fromthe Square this afternoon," he
sai d.

"I'"'m Zachary Gray, fromCalifornia. You are Anerican, aren't you?"



"Yes." Did | really want to talk to this guy?
"May | sit down?"

"Feel free.” | still wasn't sure

"What's your nane, and where're you fron?" he asked. He was really

spect acul ar-1ooking, with black eyes and | ong bl ack | ashes. | envied him
t hose

| ashes, though I'm happy with my own eyes. Kate would have fallen all over
hi m

| didn't exactly want to fall over him but | decided | did want himto sit
down. "I"'mPolly O Keefe, and |'ve conme froman island partway between
Savannah,

Ceorgia, and Charleston, South Carolina."

"You don't have a Southern accent. Al nost English.”

"Mddle Atlantic,”" | corrected him "I spent a lot of nmy childhood in

Por tugal . "

Max's accent was softly Southern, not jarringly, just a gentle, nusica

rhyt hm

"So, what're you doing all by your |onesone in Athens? Are your parents wth
you?"

"My parents are honme on Benne Seed Island. |'mhere for a week, and then I'm
going to Cyprus. What're you doi ng here?"
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"Just bummi ng around. |I'mtaking a year off from

col l ege to wander around Europe and get sone culture.”

He didn't look like the typical American backpacker. He | ooked |ike noney,
lots

of nmnoney.

The waiter came over and Zachary greeted him "Hello, Aristeides. This young
lady's a friend of mne."

"Yes?"

| alnmost told Aristeides |I'd never seen himbefore in ny life, but |I shut ny
mouth on the words. | was |lonely. And being picked up by a desirable young
man

was a new experi ence.

Zachary ordered a bottle of retsina. "It's a white wi ne, soaked over resin.

I't

tastes like the Del phic Oacle.”

Rhea | ooks down her nose at retsina.

But Zachary went on: "There are other G eek wi nes which are nuch better;

j ust

happen to like it. Aristeides, by the way, neans soneone who is inflexibly
just.”

"You speak G eek?" | asked.

"A few words and phrases. You pick it up."”

A waiter's nane which neans 'inflexibly just' would be fine to set down in

t hat

journal 1 was supposed to be keeping for school, "How do you happen to know
Ari st ei des?"

"I like good food and pleasant places to eat it in. And Athens is ny favorite
city. I infinitely prefer it to Paris or London or Rone. How cone you're
goi ng

off to Cyprus right at the beginning of the school year? You don't |ook |like
a

dr opout . "

"I"'mnot. It's an educational trip. I'"'mgoing to be a gofer at a conference
in

Csia Theola."

"How d you get chosen for the job?"

"I"'mnot afraid of hard work."

Zachary said, "Your parents nust trust you, to let you
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cone this way all alone and stay all by yourself at a

hotel in Athens."”

"They do trust ne," | said. | didn't think it necessary to say they had no

i dea

I was all alone in Athens.

"So where's this place on Cyprus?" he asked.

"Osia Theola. It's a small village with a conference center in what used to be
a

nmonastery."

"Maybe we'll have a chance to get better acquainted before you go. | decided
when | spotted you this afternoon that you were someone | wanted to know. "
How to respond to this? Kate woul d have known exactly the right thing to say.
I

didn't.

"I"mglad your parents put you in the King George. You'll be safe here." His
tone was condescendi ng. "Wat's on your agenda for tonorrow?"

| replied firmy, "I'"mgoing on a bus tour.” | didn't want this Zachary

t aki ng

too nuch for granted.
"No, no, not a bus tour,'

Zachary said. "They're the pits. You're comng with

me." He sounded very sure of himself. "I just happen to be free for the next
couple of days, and I'lIl give you the mllion-dollar tour."

Ari steides brought the wine and two gl asses and | ooked at me questioningly.
"No, thank you," | said to him "Not after | spent all |ast night on a plane
and

my internal clock is all mxed up."

Zachary started to protest, so | added, "I'm underage, anyhow " and

Ari st ei des

nodded at ne and took my gl ass away, then poured some for Zachary, who held
t he
glass out to ne. "Take a sip at least."

Because of Rhea's taste in wines, |I'd never had retsina. Maybe ny tastes are
low, but | liked it; it nade ne think of pine forests, and D ana wal ki ng

t hr ough

fall en needl es, her bow slung over her shoul der
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Ari steides noved away to serve another table, and

Zachary | ooked at me over the rimof his glass. Zachary

really was in Athens on his own, while ny being by

nmysel f was because of sone kind of crisis in Sandy and

Rhea's work. And | was suddenly grateful that ny parents

cared enough about me so that | was not like this

Zachary, or the other kids checking in at American

Express for their noney while their parents did whatever

parents do who just want their kids out of their hair.

"How ol d are you?" Zachary asked.

"Nearly seventeen."

He | eaned toward nme. "It's hard to tell by looking at you. |I'd have thought
you

were ol der, except that your blue eyes are a child' s."

“"I'"'mnot a child."

"Thank God. Tell nme about this Benne Seed |sland where you live. It sounds as
though it's out in the boonies."

"Beene Seed nmkes the boonies |look netropolitan,” | said. "But isolation is
good

for Daddy's work."

"What does he do?"

"He's a marine biologist," | said briefly. W' ve | earned never to tal k about
Daddy' s experinents, because they're in an incredibly sensitive area and in



t he

wrong hands coul d be disastrous. But Zachary seemed to expect ne to say

somet hing nore, so | added, "My father needs a | ot of solitude for
experiments

that take a long time to show any definitive results.™

"Isn't that hard on you? How do you feel about all that solitude?"

| shrugged. "I have six younger brothers and sisters, so it isn't all that
solitary."

He nearly swooned. "Seven kids! Wat got into your parents? You Catholic or
somet hi ng?"
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| shook ny head. Sonetimes | wondered nysel f what

had got into ny parents. It seenmed to ne that when we

were living on Gaea they felt they had to repopul ate

the island all by thenmsel ves so we'd have people to play

wi t h.

Wio, of all of us, would |I send back? Not even Xan, who's the one who rubs ne
i ke sandpaper.

Fromny seat | still had a good view, despite the m ddl e-aged man who t hought
I

was | ooking at him and suddenly the walls of the Acropolis were it by soft,

moving lights, shifting frompale rose to green to blue. "Look," | said.
Zachary turned around in his chair, and back. "It's pretty vulgar." (Rhea
woul d

have agreed with himthere.) "But I'll take you tonorrow night if you like."

Again, | didn't know what to say. Yes? Kate says boys don't like it if you're
too eager. The only person |'d ever dated was Renny, and |I'm not sure having
pi zza with Renny even qualified as a date. He was an intern, and | was a kid
who

listened to himtalk.

| pushed the thought of Renny away. If | was going to go out with Zachary the
next day, | ought to know something nore about him "Wen you finish getting
culture and go back to college, where are you goi ng? What are you planning to
be?"

"One at a tine,’
M

pa's a corporate lawer, and | mean a nultinational corporate lawer, wth
hi s

finger in pies on every continent."

As | thought: nmoney. | watched the lights shimer on the hillside and then
bl i nk

he said. "I'm going back to UCLA, and I'Il be studying | aw.

of f.

"I"'mtaking this year off to find out what | really want. 1'll tell you what
I

want right now | want to spend tonmorrow with you."
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Wth me. This extremely gorgeous-| ooking young nan

wanted to spend the day with me. It sounded a | ot better

than going on a bus tour with a lot of people | didn't

know. I wasn't sure | trusted Zachary. But | didn't have

any reason to trust a lot of strangers on a bus, either

"Here we are, both on our own"-Zachary reached across the table and lightly
touched the tips of his fingers to mne-"and | think we can have a good tine
t oget her."

Not only had | not nentioned to Zachary that ny parents had no idea | was on
ny

own, | also did not tell himabout Sandy and Rhea.

He went on. "When | saw you in the Square this afternoon you reninded ne of a
wild pony, ready to shy off if anybody frightened you. You still have that

| ook,



as though you m ght suddenly | eap up fromyour chair and vanish. You're
sophi sticated enough to be eating al one on the roof of the King George and

yet

you have an innocence | haven't seen in anyone your age in | don't know how
long."

For want of anything better to say, | nurnured, "I've lived on islands nost
of

ny life."

"I was expecting to take off for Corfu tomorrow, but 1'd rmuch rather stay
here

and show you around. 1'll rent a car so we can go off into the countryside."
| was flattered. | suspected nmy cheeks were pink. Kate collects male aninmals
as

| collect specinmens for Daddy, going out in the boat to get squid or whatever
he

needs. Nobody anywhere near ny age had ever wanted to spend a day with ne
before. "That sounds lite fun. But | think right nowl'd better go to bed and
get a good night's sleep if I"'mto be awake for you tonorrow "

"I"ll take you to your room" he said.

"No. Thanks. 1'Il go nyself."
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"Don't you trust nme?"

| shook ny head. "It isn't you."

"You are a wild little animal,"” he said. "I'"mnot a wolf."

| stood up. "What time shall we neet tonorrow?"

"Ten okay?"

"Sure."

"Il pick you up. Wiat's your room numrber ?"

"Il meet you in the | obby."

"Ckay, okay, pretty Pol, | suppose you have every right to be suspicious of
sone

guy who's just picked you up. I'mstaying at the Hilton, by the way, because
it

has a better view Wit till you see it. Lobby of the King George. Ten a.m
tonmorrow. "
"I look forward to it," | said. | was glad 1'd already signed for ny neal, so

I

could just wal k away, w thout | ooking back

The view fromny room at night was as beautiful as

it had been in the full sunshine, although the son et

lum ere show was | ong over. | |ooked at the ancient

stones and wondered what all those centuries did to our

own troubled tine-put it in nore cosm c perspective perhaps?

But even if the Acropolis speaks of the pettiness

and brevity of our nortal lives, while our lives are going

on they matter.

The ancient stones seened lit fromwi thin. Sonmetines | think the past has its
own radiance. | turned fromthe bal cony, switched on the lights, and ordered
ny

breakfast for the next norning, hanging the breakfast chit on the outside of
t he

door. Breakfast in the roomwas my Uncle Sandy's suggestion. He and Rhea |ike
to

keep their
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nor ni ngs qui et when they're traveling, and | thought

I mght like that, too-continental breakfast, cafe au lait

and croissants, and a book. It sounded good to ne.

The bed had been turned down while | was at dinner, and it | ooked so
confortabl e



that | got undressed right away and clinbed in, pushing the pillows up behind
me, dutifully witing in the journal for school. Mst certainly the day in
At hens had not been in the | east what | had expected. No Sandy and Rhea;

i nstead, a boy called Zachary. That was not the kind of thing to wite down.
I

t hought for a noment, then described the view fromny room and nentioned
Aristeides, the inflexibly just, to prove that travel is truly educational
And then the phone rang.

I was not entirely surprised to have it be ny Uncle Dennys calling from
Bost on.

Sandy and Dennys have the special closeness of tw ns.

Al'l Dennys wanted to know was that | was okay, that | wasn't lonely or
frightened. He and Sandy use the | ong-di stance phone as though it were | ocal
They both feel that it's very inportant to keep in touch. And | suppose they
can

both afford it. Nevertheless, it awes nme. He asked, "Wat are your plans for
t onmor r ow?"

"I'" m going sightseeing."

"Al al one?"

"No, | net this guy fromCalifornia who knows a | ot about Athens, and he's
goi ng

to show nme around.”

"Are you sure he's okay?"

"Who can be sure about anyone? | can take care of nyself."

"Sure you can, Pol, but be careful."

"I"ll be careful. Don't worry."

"Sorry Sandy got held up, but maybe it'll be good for you to have this tine
on

your own."
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"Don't tell Mbther and Daddy-"

"Never fear. Sandy's already nmade ne promi se. Strikes me he's being nore
protective of themthan he is of you."

"He just wants ne to grow up," | said.
"You will. You already are, in nany ways." W said goodbye, and | felt warned
by

Dennys's call. Sandy had prom sed nme that what Max had call ed hi m about
woul dn' t
go any further, he wouldn't tell anyone, even his twin. And | knew he hadn't.

When | put the phone down | |ooked at ny school journal and decided | was too
tired to wite any nore. | slid dowm in bed and turned out the light. It was
cool enough, with the bal cony wi ndows open to the night breeze, for ne to
snuggl e under the covers. | plumeted into sleep, and slept deep down dark for
a

coupl e of hours, and then woke up and felt nyself floating to the surface. At
first I thought I was in ny famliar bed at hone. But | heard street noises

instead of the surf rolling and the wind in the palnettos. | was alone in a
hotel in Athens. Sandy and Rhea were still in Washington, but Zachary G ay
was

not far away in the Hilton. Amazing.

VWhat time was it at hone? Never mind. |'d better get body and mi nd on G eek
time. | leaned on ny el bow and peered at the travel alarm Mdnight. | lay
down.

W apped the covers about ne. Too hot. Pushed them down. Too cold. Slipped
into

hal f sleep. Half dream

Renny.

Queron Reni er.

(Wth a nane |ike Queron, who woul dn't be call ed Renny?)

Li ke Zachary, Renny was tall, taller than |I. Mst of the kids at Cowpertown



H gh

were shorter. Zachary was sophisticated and exotic. Renny was serious and

ni ce-
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| ooking in a conpletely unspectacul ar way. His |ight

brown hair bleached in the sunmer from sun and salt

water. Hi s grey-blue eyes peered behind thick | enses in

heavy frames. In the dream he was standi ng beside ne

on the open verandah at Beau Allaire, wearing his white

doctor's coat, with his stethoscope dangling out of his

pocket, looking Iike a young doctor on TV. He said, 'An

intern"s life is hell," the way he had said it to ne at |east a dozen tines,
but

in a tone of voice that belied his words. Renny |oved being an intern. He

| oved

the hospital and everything about it. When | first met himl assuned that he
was

at the M A Horne Hospital because it was the only place he could get. Renny
is

from Charl eston, and there are bigger hospitals in Charleston. There are

bi gger

hospital s in Savannah and Jacksonville. Or Richrmond or Baltinore

In the dream he sat on the white rail of the verandah. 'You watch out for
this

guy who's picked you up. | don't trust him

"l can handle him' | said.

"You're much too sure of yourself, Polyhymia

O Keefe. Pride goeth before a fall.'

"I"'mnot really sure of nmyself,' | said. "It's just a front.' It was. |'m
sure

of nyself as far as ny brain is concerned. |'ve got a good one, thanks to ny
genetic background. But in every other area of life I'"'minsecure. | can talk
easily and confortably with adults, but not with kids nmy own age.

"Watch it," Renny said, his voice echoing in the dream 'Watch it... watch it.

H s warni ng woke me and brought ne back fromBeau Allaire to ny bed in the

Ki ng

CGeorge. | was hot, so | got up and went out onto the bal cony, and the night
sky

was that extraordinary blue which was deep behi nd
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the stars. Geek blue. Blue and gold by day; blue and

silver by night. I wondered how nmuch hunman nature

had actually changed in the thousands of years since the

Acropolis was built, and if all that had happened to ne

was so extraordinary after all

I'd seen Renny every week or so during the past winter and sumer. Goi ng out
with himfor barbecue or pizza on his rare free evenings, and listening to
hi m

tal k about tropical nedicine, was a good antidote to not being asked to a
dance

at the Cowpertown Hi gh School, but that's all it meant, until a couple of
weeks

ago.

Renny was still an antidote, but for something far nore cataclysmc than not

bei ng asked to a dance, or watching ny cousin Kate go off with a bunch of
ki ds,
usual 'y including Xan, while | stayed hone. Kate is everything Mther and
Daddy



woul d have |iked ne to be. She's not short, but she's shorter than | am and
when she goes to a dance she doesn't | oomover the boys. And she's beautiful
full and beautiful. 1'"mno |onger the same neasurenment all round; | have
reasonabl e curves both in front and behind, which is a big inprovenent over
t he

pole | used to be, but Kate has pheronones which draw boys to her |ike honey.
I

wasn't exactly jealous of Kate; |I didn't even want to change places with her
I

was just wistful.

The light on the Acropolis was different now than it had been earlier, a
deeper,

darker blue, with many of the city lights extinguished around it, though not

all. Cties never go conpletely to sleep. Wile they are alive, that is.

st ood

| ooking at the pearly light on the stone until | was chilly. Then I went back
to

bed. Edges of dawn were outlining the windows as | slid into sleep. | didn't
wake up till there was a knock on the door

Breakfast. | was wi de awake in an instant. Breakfast

53

in Athens. | grabbed ny bathrobe and rushed to open

the door. A nice young waiter who | ooked |ike pictures

of Greek statues carried in a breakfast tray which he

took out to the bal cony. There was a pot of coffee, a

pitcher of hot mlk, a dish with croissants and toast, jam

honey, and butter.

When we lived on Gaea and school was whenever Mther and Daddy deci ded we
shoul d

start | essons, breakfast was unhurried, too. W fixed trays and ate in our

r oons

and emerged into the day when we felt like it, sonme of us getting up at dawn,
some not till seven or even eight. But at Benne Seed we were on a schedul e;
we

had to get to the mainland in tine for that school bus. So, though Mdther set
breakfast out and we were free to get our own and eat it whenever we |iked,
we

couldn't help bunmping into each other. If Mther and Daddy coul d have gone on
teaching us I mght have | oved Benne Seed as much as | |oved Gaea. It was
Cowpertown and the high school which depressed ne. The island itself was
hore.

So breakfast alone in Athens rem nded nme of breakfast on Gaea, though it was
much nore el egant. | thanked the waiter in Geek which was, if not flaw ess,
at

| east understandabl e, and he beaned at ne. "Parakal 0" he said, and then he
pointed to the Acropolis with the norning light bringing the stones to life,
gabbled at me in Greek, beamed again, and |left.

The tel ephone rang, jolting ne. | went back to the room and answered, and why
was | surprised when it was Zachary G ay?

"I just wanted to nake sure we were getting together today."

He was worried about me backing out? "OF course."

o}

"Have you had breakfast ?"
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"I"'mhaving it right now, out on the bal cony, enjoying

the view "

"We' || have |lunch together sonmewhere, then, though | want you to see the view

fromnmy bal cony first. Can you be in your |obby at ten sharp?"
| looked at my watch. It was just after eight. "Sure. See you at ten."
The sun was so bright as it slanted across the bal cony



that | hitched ny chair back into the shadows so | could

see to read w thout being half blinded. The croissants

were crunbly and delicious, and the cafe au lait was

good, much better than the sweet thick stuff. |Instead of

reverting to chil dhood, having breakfast alone in Geece

as we used to do in Portugal, | suddenly felt very grownup

Absurd. Why did it take being alone in Athens to

make ne feel mature enough to | ook at human nature

and feel part of it? Not better. Not worse. Just part.

| was readi ng a book Sandy had given nme, about Epi daurus, where he was

pl anni ng

to take me. There's a magnificent theatre there, though we were going to be
t oo

late in the season to see any plays. And there were holy precincts in

Epi daur us

where, back in the high days of Geek civilization, people were brought to be
heal ed, sone with physical ailments, some with mental ones. There were really
interesting things in the book. The snake pit, for instance. Those snakes in
t he

pit where really sick mental patients were put weren't just snakes, which
woul d

have been enough to send themout of their nminds for good; they were snakes
with

a strong electric charge. So it was, you mght say, the first electric-shock
55

treatment, and probably no nore i nhuman than any ki nd

of electric-shock treatnent. | wondered what Renny
woul d think of it.
The brilliant sun dazzling off the stones of the buildings and onto ny

stretched-out | egs and arns was a shock treatnment in its owm way. My spirits
lifted, and | took the last bit of apricot jamand licked it off the spoon
The sun tingled against nmy |egs, which had a good tan fromsumer. Unlike a
| ot

of redheads, | do tan, as long as I'mcareful and do it slowy. | also have
| ong, straight toes, probably because |I've worn sandal s or gone barefoot npst
of

my life. Feet are usually not the prettiest part of the body, but ny feet
wer e

one of the things | could feel pleased about.

I n Epi daurus, before sick people could go into the sacred precincts for
heal i ng,

they had to stay outside the gates to pray, to be purged of bad feelings,
anger,

resentment, |ack of forgiveness. Only then could they go in to the priests.

| looked at the words: anger, resentment, |ack of forgiveness, and in the
brilliant light the letters seemed to wiggle on the page like little snakes.
I

needed that purging. Nobody could get rid of all those bad feelings but ne,
nmysel f. The warnmth of the sun on the bal cony, and those words | eaping off the
page at ne, had nade ne see that much. O maybe it was getting away from
everything and everybody so | could see it in perspective.

"You'll like Krhis Chose,' Max had said, showi ng ne a snapshot of a thin man
who

| ooked something |like Nehru. W were up on the second-fl oor verandah outside
her

bedroom where she had confortabl e Chinese wicker furniture, and the breeze
from

t he ocean, plus the
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ceiling fan, plus nosquito coils, kept the insects to a



m ni mum

"I's he a Hindu or a Mslen?

Max fanned herself slowy with an ol d-fashioned pal mleaf fan. 'A Christian.
One

who actually is one. A person of total integrity. Wiy we get along so well
['m

not sure, but | count himanong ny closest friends.'

'"How did you neet?

"In Borbay. Much against ny will, | was dragged to a lecture Krhis was giving
on

t he connecti on between religious intol erance and | and boundari es. And instead
of

bei ng bored, | was fascinated, and we went out with him afterwards and tal ked
all night. He's cone through hell. Saw his wife and child shot. God, they do
keep shooting each other in that part of the world. But he's come out on the
ot her side, sonehow or other. Wthout bitterness.'

You could not go into the sacred precincts in Epidaurus with bitterness in
your

soul . Inner and outer illnesses were seen as part of each other, and both
patient and priest participated in the healing. The G eeks understood
psychosomatic, or holistic, medicine | ong before they were heard of in the
Vest ,

where we've tended to separate and overspecialize. In Epidaurus, healing was
an

art, rather than a science.

Sandy and Dennys say it's an art for Daddy, too, and that's why he's had such
remarkable results in his experinents on regeneration

Ursul a Heschel was fascinated by Daddy's work, and

when she and Max cane over for dinner, she and Daddy
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al ways spent tine together in the lab. Xan and | both

hel ped in the | ab, feeding the animals, cleaning the

tanks, and | had to wash down the floor with a hose once

a day. Max was interested and intelligent, but Ursula

was the one who truly understood. She and Daddy really

hit it off.

Once in January, Daddy and Ursula went to Florida to a |ab there specializing
in

t he nervous system of the octopus. In February they went together to

Bal ti nore,

where Daddy was giving a paper at Johns Hopkins. They had lots in common.

Xan said once, 'It's a good thing Ursula Heschel is much too old for Dad.'
"What are you tal ki ng about ?

'They sure like each other. Kate's noticed it. But Mther doesn't seem

j eal ous.'

"They're just friends. There isn't any reason to be jeal ous.'

And i ndeed Mot her, rather than being jeal ous, often suggested asking Max and
Ursula to dinner.

But if Urs, as it were, belonged to Daddy, Max bel onged to ne. And ny parents
encouraged the friendship. Mther said, 'l expect too much of you, Polly. The
ol dest always gets too nuch responsibility foisted on her. | should know O
course you can go over to Beau Allaire this afternoon.’

If the car wasn't free I'd go to Beau Allaire right fromschool, taking the
bus

from Cowpertown to Mulletville and wal king over fromthere, and then |ater

on,

Mot her woul d conme for ne, or Urs would drive nme hone.

Max had call ed and asked me for tea early in January. The uncles had |left,
Charl es had gone back to Boston with Dennys and Lucy, and Kate had stayed



with

us. The house was back to its normal popul ati on. Schoo
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had started again and was as stultifying as ever, and

was glad to be going over to Beau Allaire, but alittle

shy, driving over by nyself. 1'd got nmy |icense on ny

si xteenth birthday. One of the good things about Cow

pertown Hi gh was the driver's-ed course, though Mther

and Daddy said that driver's ed and simlar courses were

one reason why the science departnment was nearly nonexi stent,

and why no | anguages were of fered.

As | clinbed the steps to the front entrance to Beau Allaire, Max flung open
t he

door and wel comed nme in. Nettie and Ovid were setting out tea in the library,
I

didn't see Ursula.

"Us went into Charleston on a consultation,' Max expl ained. 'They don't have
a

neur ol ogi cal service at M A Horne, nore's the pity. It would keep Urs busy.
Dennys introduced her to the chief of neurology at Mercy Hospital and one
woul d

have t hought Dennys had given himpure gold. In a sense, he did. People flock
to

New York to see Ursula. They'll flock to Charleston just for a consult.

Mai nt enant,' She spoke to me in French. 'Did you bring your honmework with you
as

| suggest ed?

| replied in Portuguese: 'It's here, in ny canvas bag.'

"Not Portuguese,' Max said. 'That was Portuguese, wasn't it?

"Yes, and it's the |language | speak best,' | answered in German.

She | aughed. '| concede. You're good at |anguages. Let ne see sonme of your

school wor k. '

| pulled out ny English notebook. On the bus from school to the Cowpertown
dock,

I'd witten a sketch of the natives on Gaea, conparing themw th the |Indians
we'd net when Daddy took Charles and me with himfor a nmonth when he was
doi ng

research in Venezuel a.

"That's good, Polly,' Max said, to ny surprise. 'You really give a flavor of
t he

peopl e you're witing about,
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but you haven't fallen for the Noble Savage trap. You

ook at themwith a realistic eye. Were did you get

your gift for witing?

"I didn't know | had one. Daddy used to wite when he was young, and Mot her

says
he should go over his journals and have sone of them published. But he's too
busy."’

"If he's that good, he should make time,' Max said. She began |eafing through
ny

Engl i sh not ebook. 'You use inmagery well. That's a good snow metaphor, soft

flowers that perished before they reached the ground. \Were have you seen
snow?'

"Sonetines it snowed in Lisbon. And we've seen snow when we've stayed with
our

grandparents in New Engl and.'

"Good. | didn't think you could have witten that if you hadn't seen it. Does
your English teacher appreciate you?



"She gives me B's. She 'thinks |I'm showi ng off when | wite about Lisbon and
ot her places we've been.'

"Are you?

'No. When she wants a description of a place, | have to wite about places
know. '

"True. But | can see that it mght seemlike showing off to your English
teacher. What's her nane?

"M ss Zel oski .

"Hardly a good South Carolina name. Who are your favorite poets?

Sandy and Rhea often give ne poetry for Christmas. This year it was a snall
vol ume of seventeenth-century witers. | loved it. 'There's soneone called
Vaughan, | think. | love the way he relishes words.'

"And M ss Zel oski ?'

"I'f anything rhymes, Mss Zeloski says it's old-fashioned. She |ikes poetry
t hat -t hat obfuscates.'
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Max | eaned back on the sofa and | aughed. 'And

suppose she likes all that garbage full of genital inagery?

'"Not at Cowpertown Hi gh. The PTA has its eye out for obscenity.

'"Go and catch a jailing star' Max said. 'Get with child a mandrake root.'

' She doesn't |ike John Donne. | think he scares her.’

"Too real ?

"That's not what she calls it. But yes. | think she's afraid of reality. So
i f

the poetry doesn't nean anything, she doesn't have to cope with it.'

Max clinmbed up on the library | adder and pulled a book off one of the top
shelves and read a few lines, 'e. e. cunmngs.'

"I love him' | said. 'Sandy and Rhea gave ne one of his books for ny birthday
a

few years ago.'

'Not cool enough for your Mss 7..7

' Too cool .

Max clinmbed down fromthe |adder, and refilled my cup. It was a special tea,
snoky, and we drank it without anything init. | liked it. | liked Max. |

l'i ked

talking with her. At home, everybody (except my parents) was younger than |
and

our conversations were limted. And at school | didn't have any real friends.
I't

wasn't that | was actively unpopular, | just didn't have anyone special to
tal k

to. Mostly | felt I was wal king through the scene, saying ny |lines reasonably
wel I, but not being really in the show At school | tried to play the role

t hat

was expected of ne, as best | could. Wth Max, | was nyself.

She | aughed at ne gently. 'Wat a snob you are, Polly.'

"Me?' | was startl ed.
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"Way not? It's obvious that school bores you, and that

there's nobody to chall enge you, teacher or student.'’

"Alot of the kids are bright.'

She cut me off. 'Go ahead and be a snob. I'ma snob. If you didn't interest ne
I

woul dn't give you the tine of day. Being a snob isn't necessarily a bad

t hi ng.
It can mean being unwilling to walk blindly through life instead of living it
fully. Being unwilling to | ose a sense of wonder. Being alive is a marvel ous,

precarious mystery, and few people appreciate it. Go on being a snob, Polly,
as
long as it keeps your mind and heart alert. It doesn't mean that you can't



appreci ate people who are different fromyou, or have different interests.'
Max made me not only willing to be Pol yhymmi a O Keefe but happy to be.

It was, oddly enough, through Max that | began seeing

Renny. He called ne early one evening late in

January.

Xan shouted, 'Hey, Polly, it's for you. Sone guy.'

| anbled to the phone. Sonetimes kids in ny class call me to ask about
horrewor k.

"Is this Polly O Keefe?

"Yes.'

"You don't know ne. |'m Queron Renier, and |'ma distant cousin of a friend
of

yours, Simon Renier, the one who's staying in Venezuel a.'

"Wll, hello," | said. '"It's nice to hear fromyou."'

"I"'man intern at the M A. Horne Hospital in Cowpertown, and | thought maybe
we

coul d get together.'

Interns usually nove in sonetine in early July. This
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was January. 'Well, sure.' | didn't sound wildly enthusiastic.

"I haven't called before because |'mbasically a shy guy. But | was talking
with

an outpatient who's a friend of yours. | guess she saw | was |onely, and
sonehow

or other I nmentioned that 1'd heard of you through Sinmon but | hadn't felt
free

to call-'

"Who was it?'" | was curious now.

"A Ms, Tonassi.'

It took me a nonent to renmenber that Max's husband's nane was Tonmmssi. ' Max!'

"l guess. She lives on Benne Seed at Beau Allaire-'

'What was she doing at the hospital ?'

A pause. 'She was just in for some blood tests.'

| wanted to ask what for, but Daddy has tal ked to us often enough about
confidentiality, and I knew that Renny wouldn't tell ne.

He said, 'Well, could we get together sonetinme? Take in a novie in Cowpertown
or

somet hi ng?

"Sure.' | realized | wasn't being very hospitable. '"Wuld you like to cone to
di nner? Do you have anything on, your next evening off?

"It's tomorrow,' he said. 'It's sort of short notice, but no, I don't have
anyt hi ng on.

"Wl l, good. Cone on over. Do you have access to a notorboat?

' Nope. '

"Well, cone by the causeway, then. It's a lot longer, but if you don't have a
boat it's the only way. W're the far end of the island.’

"No problem'

" About six?' | gave himdirections, hung up, and then doubl e-checked with

Mot her .

"OF course it's all right,' she said. | knew she was wor-
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ried that | didn't bring friends hone the way the others

di d.

Renny was nice. Everybody liked him Kate nmade eyes at him but fortunately
she

really was too young for him Fourteen, after all. Anyhow, Renny and | got on
well. He was alnost as shy as | was, and | think he was grateful to have
sonmeone

he could be purely platonic with. | mean, he hardly saw ne as a sexpot. But



he

asked me to go out for something to eat, and see a nmovie, on his next free
eveni ng.

| saw Max the day after Renny canme for dinner. She called me to come over
after

school, to do ny homework at the long table in the library, and stay for an
early supper.

Usula was in the library, too, sitting in her favorite chair, deep in sone
medi cal j ournal

"So how did you like ny nice young intern? Mux asked.

"You described him' | said. 'Nice.'

' Not exciting?

"He just came over for dinner with the famly. It was kind of a nob scene.
But

he was able to cope with it, and that says sonething.'

"Hm

' Max, why were you having bl ood tests?

Ursul a | ooked up fromher journal but said nothing.

Max replied shortly, 'Wen one is ny age, every time one sees a doctor, one
has

to have a nmillion tests.'

"Way did you need to see a doctor?

"When one is nmy age, it is prudent to have regul ar medi cal checkups.'
"Renny called you Ms. Tomassi.'

"It was, after all, ny husband' s nane.'’

"You never use it.'
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"Therefore it gives nme a nodi cum of privacy, of which

there is very little around here. And stop prying. It is

not a quality I like,"'

'"Weren't you prying about Renny?' | countered.

"At ny age, prying is permssible. Not at yours. Please treat nme with the
respect | deserve.'

Ursul a put her journal down and stood up, stretching. "I"moff to finish up
in
t he kitchen.

'Need any hel p?' | asked.

"No thanks, Pol. Nettie and Ovid already think |I'mdisplacing them | do try
not

to hurt their feelings, and I'mnmore than grateful to have themwash up. It's
a

dream of a kitchen, and cooki ng has al ways been therapy for ne.
At Beau Allaire it wasn't always easy to renenber that Us was at the top of
her

prof essi on. She seened to enjoy acting the housekeeper

"l take outrageous advantage of Urs,' Max said, as the doctor shut the

library

door. 'But she doesn't have to let ne.'
"Well, she I oves you.'

'So, are you going to see Renny agai n?'
"Yup.'

"Waen?'

He's not on call on Thursday. W're getting together.'

He's coming to the Island for dinner again?

"No. I'"'mgoing out with him'

This seemed to pl ease Max. And that surprised me. Max did not strike nme as
t he

mat chnmaki ng type

Usula came in with a decanter of sherry and said she'd fixed a good French
peasant stew for dinner and it could sit on the back of the stove till we



Wer e

ready. 'Like Nettie and Ovid, | tend to ignore the electric stove and use the
ol d wood- and-coal one. | suppose |I'll be
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grateful for the electric stove cone sunmer.' She poured
a small glass of sherry for Max, half gl asses for herself
and for me, and put the crystal stopper back in the
decanter. 'You're good to spend so much tine wth us,

Polly."'
' Good! You've rescued nme! You've no idea how lonely |'ve been.'
‘"I do,' Max said. 'l grew up at Beau Allaire. |, too, went to school in

Cowpertown. You were probably luckier on your Portuguese island, where you
wer e

the only Americans, the only Europeans, really, and had to make your own
conpany. '

| nodded. 'I was lots less lonely than | amhere. It's not the island-I1 |ove
Benne Seed.'

'Too bad you and Kate don't hit it off better. MA and | made |life under the
Spani sh nmoss bearabl e for each other.’

'"Kate and Xan are the ones who get along. And Kate's wildly popul ar at
school .

"You're not?' Ursula's voice was gentle.

"I think the other kids think I'mweird."’

"You're brighter than they are,' Mux said, 'and that's threatening.'

"A couple of guys in nmy grade killed a tortoise the other day,' | said,
feeling
sick all over again. 'I mean deliberately, and | could have killed them |

wanted to, it was awful, but then | realized that the tortoise was al ready
hal f

dead so it was better to let themfinish the job, and everybody | aughed
because

I was making such a case of it.'

'Kate and Xan, too?' Ursula asked.

'They weren't there. Xan woul d have stopped them

Ursul a spoke reassuringly. "Don't worry, Polly. You'll have friends, too,
even

if you have to wait till you get to
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coll ege and neet nore people. You're friend materi al

and once you have friends you'll keep themfor life.'

Renny had borrowed a notorboat from one of the

doctors, which saved us nearly an hour. He took nme to a

G eek restaurant, Petros', near the dock, which shared

a run-down sort of boardwal k with a seafood restaurant.

Renny and | sat in a booth and he told me about his special field, tropica
nmedi ci ne, especially in South America.

That surprised nme. | |ooked at Renny sitting across fromne, and there was
somet hing solid about him Hi s blue-grey eyes behind the thick | enses were
anused. 'l inherited the Renier myopia,' he said. He'd have been good casting
for a young doctor on a soap opera. If 1'd been asked to guess what he was
goi ng

to specialize in, 1'd have said orthopedics, or maybe general surgery.

No. South Anerican anpbebas and parasites.

"What about India? | asked, because |'ve always wanted to go to I|ndia.
"Aren't

there vast quantities of ampebas and parasites there?

"Yes, but I'mparticularly interested in sonme parasites which are found

| argel y

in South Anerica. They get into the bloodstream and-to try to sinplify a
| ong



procedure -eventually invade the heart.'

' Doesn't sound nice.'’

"Isn't. The parasite Trypanosoma enters the body usually through the bite of
an

i nsect. There are two types of Trypanosona problenms |'minterested in-Chagas'
di sease and Nel son's. Nelson's disease is even nore | ethal than Chagas',
particularly to someone with no inmuni-
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ties. Wen it gets to the heart, ultimately it kills, and

thus far we don't have any successful treatnment. Mre

i nportant than treatnment is finding a nmeans of prevention.'

"Hey. |Is there any of this di sease around here?

"No, no, don't worry. So far, it's found al nost exclusively in South America.
None i ndi genous to North America.'’

Behi nd Renny was a | arge poster of the Acropolis, the Parthenon prom nent.
Despite the Greek decor, the menu was Italian. But | had no idea, that first
pizza with Renny, that |'d ever be going to G eece.

'So how cone you're interning at M A Horne in Cowpertown if you're so
interested in South Anerican di seases?

' Because Bart Netson's on the staff of M A Horne. He's ny immedi ate boss.'

When | | ooked totally surprised, he grinned. 'l have the feeling you
suspect ed

that M A Horne was at the bottomof ny list when | applied to hospitals.'

I could feel nyself flushing. | had once again junped to conclusions. | had
judged Renny quickly and unfairly. 'O fhand, a small general hospital off the
beaten track doesn't sound like a nunber-one choice. |I didn't know about this

Nel son or his disease. Wiy is he at M A. Horne?

Renny | aughed, a nice, hearty laugh. 'He was born in Charleston but spent
nost

of his childhood in Argentina because his father was in foreign service. He
cane

back to Charleston to nmedical school and nmarried an Allaire. He spends a
coupl e

of nmonths each year in South America doing research. He's published a | ot of
good material, probably the best in the field of tropical nedicine, and it's
prestigious for M A Horne to have
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him They' re heavily enough endowed to give himpretty

much whatever he wants.'

"So he's a sort of cousin of Mx's?

"Has to be. Her mother was an Allaire.' He cut two nmore slices of pizza and
put

one, dripping cheese, on ny plate. '"Polly? If | go on riding ny hobbyhorse,
we'll miss the novie.'

"That's okay. 1'd rather talk.'

He | ooked eager. ' Sure?

"Sure. I"'minterested. | wouldn't think you' d have many patients coming into
M

A. Horne with South American di seases.’

"You'd be surprised.' He took a large bite of pizza and a swig of milk. "Wth
the continuing flood of refugees from South American countries, sonme of them
comng in via Cuba and Florida and filtering up through Georgia, we get quite
a

few. And because of Bart Netson, their problemis recognized nore quickly

t han

in other places. For instance, a mld case of conjunctivitis plus a
fluctuating

fever isn't usually equated with a parasite.’

"Conjunctivitis? You nean pi nkeye?

'The vector-the biting insect-often bites the face at the nucocut aneous



junction-'

"Transl ate.’

"The lip, or the outer canthus of the eye.'

"How d you get involved? It did seeman odd choice for a perfect

Sout hern-gentl eman type |ike Queron Renier

"I spent a couple of sunmers working in a clinic in Santiago. Eventually, |
want

to go back.'

'Li ke a m ssionary?

He shook his head. 'To do research. A lot of good nedicine has, in fact, cone
from medi cal missionaries who give their lives to hel p peopl e nobody el se
gi ves

a
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hoot about-millions of people worn down and living

hal f lives.'

'So how d you get to Chile and this clinic?

He | ooked over ny head at one of the Greek posters. "I met a girl from
Sant i ago

while | was in college. Jacinta was over here taking pre-ned courses and
stayed

on for nedical school. It was through her | got the sumer jobs in Chile.'
"You were in love with her? He nodded. 'And vice versa?

A shadow crossed his face. 'To some extent. But there wasn't any future for
us.'

" Way not ?

' For one thing, Jacinta was Roman Catholic.'

"Wuld that really matter?

"To her, yes. And she came froma big Chilean famly, and she was engaged to
someone there. They still arrange marriages.'

' She sounds |ike an independent type. Wiy'd she accept it?

"Who knows? Maybe she liked the guy. Maybe he had enough noney for her
clinic.'

"And you don't want ne to ask you any nore questions about her.’

"It's okay,' Renny said. 'I've pretty well got her out of ny system'

"But you're still into tropical nedicine.'

"Yeah. | guess I'mgrateful to her for that. | really amfascinated by it.'
And he was still bruised over the Chilean girl.

‘Jacinta's interning in Louisiana,' he said. 'l might bunmp into her if | ever

get back to Chile. But she'll be married by then. They make good bakl ava

her e.

Want sone?'
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'Too sweet. You go ahead.'

After we finished eating, he drove back to the dock and we got into the
not or boat. About halfway to the Island, he cut the nmotor and ki ssed nme, which
Kate had given nme to understand was mandatory, whether the guy really |iked
you

or not. | hoped that Renny |liked nme. He kissed nicely.
"I"'mglad your friend made nme call you,' he said.
That was Renny, and | liked him as the older brother I'd always wanted, even

if

| got alittle tired of tropical nedicine. And maybe | was hel pful to himin
getting his Chilean girl out of his system

The view of the Acropolis fromthe bal cony at the

King George was very like the poster at Petros' in Cow

pertown. | took |onger over breakfast than |'d expected,

| ooking out at the view, reading hits fromthe book on

Epi daurus (Sandy woul d expect ne to have done ny



honmewor k), relaxing in the warm norni ng sunlight.

So | had to dress in a hurry to get down to the | obby by ten. Not difficult.
I

don't have a | arge wardrobe to choose from unlike Kate, who could barely get
all her clothes plus herself into her roomat Benne Seed. WlIl, Kate's an
Ol y,

and if | had that many clothes I'd have a terrible tine deciding what to
wear .

| put on a blue-and-white seersucker dress and ny sandal s and was ready when
Zachary pulled up in a diesel taxi with flames conming out the tail pipe.
remenber thinking the car was on fire when | first saw a diesel taxi in

Li sbon.

| felt simultaneously warmwi th excitenent and frozen with shyness as | sat
by

this extrenely handsone young
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man on the drive to the Hlton. Zachary did the talking,

so | didn't have to worry about what to say. "And listen

Red"-as we drew up to the Hilton-"uh-Pol -about coning

up to my roomit's perfectly okay-lI mean, |'m not

going to try anything or anything like that. So just relax."

His roomwas on the eleventh floor of the Hilton, "in the best curve of the
building," he told me as we went up in a very swift elevator. He led ne

t hr ough

his room and right out onto the bal cony, and I caught ny breath in awe and
delight. He had a view not only of the strange, flat-topped hill with the
Part henon but also a wide vista of the harbor at Piraeus, with the Aegean Sea
to

the left. And there was a high, stony nountain rising out of cypress trees,
topped with a stone belfry, and then a large, white building, probably a
nmonastery. It was far nore spectacul ar than the view fromthe King George, or
the poster at Petros'.

| had let nmy breath out in what was al nbst shock at the vast sweep of

gl ori ousness. He gave nme a proprietary smle. "Told you it would wow you."

It did. But the funny thing was that despite the staggering magnificence of

t he

view, | liked ny old hotel better than the Hilton
As though reading ny thoughts, Zachary waved toward the room "The decor is
pure

Hlton, and a Hilton is a Hilton is a Hlton. However, my pa has connections,
and the view redeens it. And the bathroomis European, black marble, with a
tub

made for people who prefer baths to showers.™

"Like me," | said.

"I can't start the day wi thout a shower. Okay, what now?"

"The Acropolis, please, if you haven't been there too many tines."
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"The Acropolis, pretty Pol, can't be visited too many

times. We'll just grab a cab.”
"Can't we wal k?"
"We could, if we had nothing else to do all day. | want to drive out in the

country with you, and then come back to Athens, and naybe go to the Plaka to
one

of nmy favorite small tavernas.
I

felt a thrill of pleasure ripple over ne. | glanced at himout of the corner
of

my eye. He was just as gorgeous as | thought, and at |east two inches taller
than 1.

It was a gl orious end-of-sunmrer day. Despite Zachary's chatter about the

He was planning to be with me the whol e day.



terrible pollution which was destroying the Parthenon and ot her anci ent

si tes,

and which gave himallergies, to me the air was clear and crisp and
invigorating. It would be romanticizing to say it was |ike Gaea, because Gaea
had as nmuch fog and danpness as any other island, but it was |like Gaea as |
remenbered it.

Zachary insisted on paying the entrance fee for both of us, and I was not
happy

about this. |I didn't want to be beholden to some guy | had just met who cane
fromthe world of megabucks. | pulled out my Greek nmoney and my bookl et of
travel er's checks, but he brushed me aside and got our tickets and | couldn't
very well armwestle himin the mddle of the throng. | foll owed himthrough
the gates, along with a lot of other tourists. Many were bunched together in
groups, with guides herding themlike sheep

Zachary pointed to a cluster of Japanese tourists slung with caneras. He
nudged

me. "They say that Japanese tourists really aren't pushy. They just get behind
a

German. " He | aughed, then said, "Or don't you approve of ethnic jokes?" Just
at

t hat nonment we saw a big, red-
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faced man in | ederhosen pushing his way through the

crowd.

"See?" Zachary said. But the man opened his nouth and called to soneone, and
he

spoke in pure m ddl e-Anerican. "Quch." Zachary made a face. "Corn belt. What
does he think he's trying to prove? No wonder nost of the world hates us.
Cone

on, Pol. If you think there's a mob today, you should see it in midseason.”
He

took me by the hand.

| pulled back, |ooking at the scaffolding partly concealing a beautifu

buil ding. "Not so fast."

He stopped. "Ckay, listen, this is really interesting. They're literally

i nocul ating the stone with antibiotics to try to sl ow down decay. The
Caryatids-you know what Caryatids are?"

Max had seen to it that | would not cone to Greece unprepared. "Fenal e forns,
sort of like colums, holding up a roof."

I think Zachary was slightly annoyed that | knew about Caryatids. (Kate had
sai d

to ne, 'Listen, Polly, guys don't like it if they think you know nore than

t hey

do." 'l do know nore than they do.' 'You don't need to showit.') "Okay,
then, "

Zachary said, "they're trying to restore the Caryatids which hold up the
Erechtheion. That's what all the scaffolding is for. And that's why the

Part henon is roped off, because all those tourists' feet were wearing down

t he

mar bl e. Okay, Red, c'non. The Theseumis one of ny favorites. Wat gets ne is
knowi ng that all this beauty was destroyed not so much by the erosion of
tine,

and normal wear and tear, as by war, and greed, and man's stupidity. It
really

makes me nore anti-war than some of the nore obvious things, |ike nuclear
stockpiling. Lots of these fallen colums were destroyed by peopl e scavengi ng
for metal ."
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"What for?"

"Quns. Cannons."



| shuddered. "You nean they really destroyed gorgeous tenples just to get a
smal |l quantity of netal ?"

"That's exactly what | nean."

"And Lord Elgin, all those marbles he took-" 1 |ooked around. "I suppose he
really thought he was saving themfromthe Turks, but shouldn't they be back
now

where they bel ong? At |east those which didn't get |ost when that ship sank?"
Why don't you shut up, Polyhymia. You' re showi ng off how nmuch you know
agai n,

reeling back the tape of what Max taught you

Zachary knew | was showi ng off. But he was nice about it. "You' ve done your
honmewor k, haven't you? That's okay. Lots of Anericans don't know anyt hi ng
about

what they're gawking at, and don't really care. Like nmy pop. He has a fancy
canera and takes hundreds of slides, and when he gets them home he can't even
renenber where he was when he took the pictures.” He led me to a marbl e bench
in

the shade of an ancient olive tree. "Let's sit for a mnute, and watch the
cr owd

go by, okay? You know, Red-"

"Don't call ne Red."

"Polly. You really intrigue ne. You aren't like any girl |'ve ever net."

Was that good? He made it sound good.

"You said you're nearly seventeen-"

| nodded.

"I'd say you're nearly thirty and nearly twelve. And there's sonething

vi r gi nal

about you. Nice contrast to ne. But don't worry. | won't do anything to hurt
you. Trust nme."

Did | trust this guy? I was not in a trusting frame of mind. But | didn't
have

to trust himto enjoy being with him
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"Are you?" Zachary asked.

"Am | what ?"

"Avirgin."

| hesitated. She who hesitates is |ost.

He gave ne a long, scrutinizing look. "Still waters run deep, eh?"

| tried to recover nyself. "That is not a question you should ask somebody
you

have just net. It is not an acceptable question.”

He actually | ooked disconfited. "Sorry. Sonmetines my curiosity gets the
better

of me. And you nake ne intensely curious, pretty Pol."

"I don't play around,"” | said. "Not ever."

"Sweetie, | never thought you did. Not for a minute. \Watever you did, and
with

whonever, would be totally serious.” He touched ny armlightly. "I didn't
nean

to upset you. Shall we change the subject?"

"Please." | was trenbling.

W got up and started to wal k al ong agai n, brushed by tourists who were
hurryi ng

to catch up with their groups. If there was going to be any further
conversation

bet ween us, he would have to start it. | wanted to tell himto take nme back
to

the hotel, but nmy voice was | ost sonmewhere deep down inside ne.

After a while he spoke in a quiet, normal way. "The Parthenon is probably
nor e



beautiful to us today than it woul d have been when it was built, because now
it's open to the Greek light that plays on the marble and brings it to life
In

the old days, when it was conplete, the main body of the building, the

sanct uary

t hat housed t he goddess, was encl osed and had no wi ndows, so the only |ight
came

fromthe doorway."

"Wait, please." | dug into nmy shoul der bag. "Let ne
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get some of this down, so | can wite about it in the

journal 1 have to take back to school."

"Now you sound like a little kid again. Wiy bother? Teacher'||l spank you if
you

don' t?"

"I said1l'd doit." |I opened the journal and made a couple of notes. My hand
was

st eady.

"You m ght add," Zachary said, "that despite their brilliance, the G eeks
wer e

l[imted in their architecture, because they never discovered the arch. Wth
t he

arch you can support lots nore weight, and that's why the great cathedrals
can

be so spacious."

Witing furiously, | said, "You certainly knowa lot."

"I"'mnot stupid. | got kicked out of several prep schools because |I was

bor ed.

But if I"'minterested in sonething, | learn about it. Ckay, take your notes
and

then we'll go on. We can come back to the Acropolis another day. It's so

overwhel m ng you can't take too nuch at a tine,"

| wote down what Zachary had said, and | wondered about the Greeks and their
gods. Wy had they closed in the Parthenon, so that the goddess Athena had
been

hi dden?

Zachary surprised me by picking up on ny thoughts. "Qdd, isn't it, Pol, how
al |

the different civilizations want to box God in. The ancient Hebrews wanted to
hi de the Tabernacle in the Holy of Holies, so the ordinary people couldn't
see

it. Christians are just as bad. Peter wanted to put Jesus, Mdses, and Elijah
in

a box on the Mount of Transfiguration."

W had cone to another bench, and | sat down; it was not easy to wite

st andi ng

up, and the notes |I had taken were an untidy scraw .

"I"man atheist, obviously," Zachary said.

| looked up at him "For an atheist, you seemto know a | ot about religion."
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"That's why |'man atheist."

Maybe it was because Zachary was ol der than the kids | went to school wth

t hat

he did not seemto be afraid to talk about ideas. | was far nore confortable
with ideas than with ordi nary social conversation.

At hena was the Greek nane for the goddess. The Romans call ed her M nerva.
Max' s

sister was Mnerva Allaire. This was the kind of conversation Max deli ghted
in.

The sun was hot, the sane sun which beat down on these stones and ot her



peopl e

t housands of years ago.

"Penny, Pol," Zachary said.

"Ch-just wondering what it would be like to worship a goddess."” Was that a
Freudi an question?

"You a femninist?"

"Liberation for all,” | said. "The Greeks had a pantheon of gods of both
sexes,

didn't they?" | put the notebook in ny bag. "Wy am | suddenly fam shed?"
"Breakfast was a long tinme ago." Zachary took nmy hand to pull me up. "l've
ordered the car for eleven. W'll drive to Del phi and have lunch at a xeni a.
Know what a xenia is?"

Sandy and Rhea and | woul d be staying at xenias. "Greek-run inns." ('You
don't

have to show off all the tine,' Kate said.)

"Ever been in one?"

"I just arrived yesterday."

"Ckay, c'mon, let's go."

The car was an old VWBug, a bit cranped for our

| ong | egs.

"Sorry about this rattletrap,
| ast

m nute. "
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"W have a Land- Rover on Benne Seed." Daddy coul d

drive it over the dunes, and it didn't get stuck in the

sand the way an ordinary car would. "This is a lot |ess

bunpy than that."

Zachary drove too fast. | buckled my seat helt tightly. 1'd nuch rather have
puttered al ong and | ooked at the countryside. But | kept my mouth cl osed.
"Zachary was a new experience for ne, and | didn't want to turn himoff by
saying the wong thing. If he was intrigued by ne, | was certainly intrigued
by

him | couldn't figure out why he had picked ne, out of all the kids in
Constitution Square. But the fact that he had certainly did something for ny
ego.

I think I expected Del phi to be bigger and grander than it turned out to be.
It's a small village on top of a mountain, facing a great valley and what
appears to be a large |lake but is actually part of the Bay of Corinth. W
stopped at a snmall xenia set in the mdst of gardens built on several |evels,
with the roofs of the Iower levels planted with grass, trees, flowers, so

t hat

the xenia seenmed part of the hillside. If Del phi was smaller than |'d

expect ed,

it was also lovelier, and the mountains were higher and grander. | was
overwhel med by the nountai ns.

The xeni a served only one dish, a | enmpbny chicken that was delicious. But again
I

felt tongue-tied.

"What's wrong, Red?"

Zachary said. "It was all | could get at the

"Polly."

"Polly. Wat's wong?"

" Not hi ng. "

"Come on. | know better than that. Soneone's hurt you."

"You can hardly get to be ny age w thout being hurt."
"You're a constant surprise to ne. Wien | relax into
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t hi nking of you as a child, you turn into a woman,
wounded. "

"Don't be romantic."”



"Don't you want to talk to nme?"

"OfF course | want to talk to you. \Wat've we been doing all day?"

"Chatting. Show ng off how rmuch we both know. Wth a few m nor exceptions, we
haven't been tal king."

Vll. He was nore sensitive than |1'd realized.

"So, shall we tal k?"

Qut of desperation, | asked, "Wy don't you talk?"

" About what ?"

"Well, why are you in Greece instead of college? It's not just for the

cul ture.”

"Little Mss Smarty-pants. No. It's not."
"So who wounded you?"

As though stalling for time, he signaled the waitress for the check. "I got
dunped by a girl | liked, and | deserved to be dunped. As is ny wont, |
showed

off, tried to prove what a big shot I am and when she really needed ne | |et
her down. | don't |ike accepting that about nyself." Suddenly his face

crunpl ed.

Then he was back in control. "My self-image took a beating. Hey, Red, | don't

tal k about nyself like this, not with anybody. Wat've you done to ne?"

This time | didn't tell himnot to call ne Red.

He went on. "So it seenmed wise to take sone tine off, to find out nore about
who

I am what | want to be."

"Have you been finding out?"

"No. As usual, |I've been running away. It hit me a couple of days ago in
Mykenos. 1've been running so | wouldn't have to stop and | ook at nyself. Do
I

want to be a | awer, part of an enormous gl obal corporation, |ike Pa?

al ways

t hought | did. Putting growth and
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profit over the interests of any nation. Miltinationals

are not accountable to anybody. That's Pa's world. Do

I want to inherit it?"

It occurred to nme that the world which Zachary stood to inherit was the world
whi ch Sandy and Rhea were devoting their lives to fight. Sandy and Rhea put

t he

i nterests of human beings above the interests of corporations, and I knew

they'd

upset several gl obal oligarchies.

"Do you want to inherit that world?" | asked.

"It's power," he said.

"Power corrupts."

"Well, Red, I don't know, | just don't know 1It's easier to face your own

weaknesses in a context of noney and power than looking in the mirror in the
nmorni ng while you' re shaving. If you have enough nmoney, and enough power,
nothing el se matters. Pa's never |oved anything except noney. He and Ma

endur ed

each other -she died a couple of years ago. The extent of their conversation
was, *I need another ice cube.' O, 'Were shall we go for dinner? | doubt

if

they ever slept together nuch after | was conceived. Wat about your parents?
Do

they still have sex?"

He' d reveal ed too nmuch about hinself, | thought, so he had to turn it on ne.
M

voi ce was cool. "They sleep in the same bed. What they do in it is their own

affair.”



Zachary paid the bill, putting out what seenmed to be a very small tip. "Let's
get out of here and clinb up to the stadium"

It was quite a clinb, and Zachary got out of breath. If he was wandering
around

Europe finding out who he was and what he wanted to do, he nust have been

doi ng

it intaxis and rented cars and expensive hotels. | felt sorry for him But
he

al so represented a world which was ruthless, where noney mattered, and not
peopl e.
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We'd had to | eave Portugal because of that world, because

of people coming to Gaea and trying to get hold

of Daddy's work on regeneration and exploit it, long

before it was safe. | liked Zachary, and not just because

he liked me; there was just something about himthat

appealed to ne. But | was also frightened by the world

in which he'd grown up. M xed feelings. As usual

The stadi um was inpressive, with nany of the original marble seats intact,
carved right out of the hillside. W sat |ooking at the nmountains | ooning
above

us, at the valley far below, caressed by the golden air. The | and was very
dry

and bare-1ooking. There were a few trees, but very little grass, and that was
parched and brown. But this was only part of a great cycle, Max had told ne.
In

the winter the rains would come and the earth woul d be green again.

| didn't like it when Zachary asked ne about ny

parents' sex life. I'mnot |ike Rosy, of course. At four

Rosy still thinks of Mther as an extension of herself. |

don't. But still, I want Mther to be Mther, Daddy to

be Daddy.

Max, in a different way from Zachary, al so separated ny parents from ne,
seei ng

themw th her clear grey eyes in a way that | had never seen them

"Your nmother's restless,' Max said, one rainy w nter day when we were sitting
in

the library.

'Ch?' Mother, restless?

Max got up fromthe |Iong sofa and put nore fat wood on the fire. 'She's been
a

good mother to all of you, but it's beginning to wear on her. She's got a
fine

brai n, and not enough chance to use it.'
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' She hel ps Daddy a lot in the |ab, does all the conputer

stuff.’

'Yes, she does, and that's a saving grace, but it's not her own thing.'
'She's going to finish her Ph.D. as soon as Rosy's in school .’

'Easier said than done. You do a great deal, too nuch, | think, but you'll he
out of the nest soon. The boys aren't going to be that nuch help."’

" Everybody hel ps out,' | said. 'Everybody has chores.'

"Most of it still falls on your mother,' Max said. 'She's so tired and so

restless she's ready to do a Gauguin and wal k out on all of you.'

"But she won't-' The idea was preposterous.

"No. She won't. Your Uncle Sandy told nme that your nother suffered as an
adol escent because her own nother was beautiful and successful in the world
of

science- didn't she win a Nobel Prize?

'Yes, for isolating farandol ae within mtochondria.'



"Your nmother felt insufficient because of your grandnother, and she didn't
want

the sane thing to happen to you, to nake you feel you had to conpete. So
she's

hel d hersel f back, and it's beginning to tell. She wll get

to her own work, eventually, but eventually no doubt seens a long tine away.'
| stared into the fire. Now that Max had pointed out that Mther was restless,
I

could see that it was true.

"Your nmother is a truly mature human being, and they're rare. She's |earned
to

l[ive with herself as well as with your father, and believe ne, your father's
no

easy person. He may be a genius, but single-mnded scientists tend to |et
peopl e

down. '

' Daddy doesn't-'

She cut me off. 'OF course he does. W all do. You
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won't grow up until you learn that all human bei ngs

betray each other and that we are going to be Il et down

even by those we nost trust. Especially by those we nost

trust.'

| didn't like this, but it had the ring of truth. And | didn't like that,

ei t her.

"I'f we put human bei ngs on pedestals, their clay feet are going to give way
and

they are going to cone crashing down, and unless we get out of the way,

t hey' |

crush us.'

And | didn't get out of the way.

| hardly heard Max. 'Your nother has the guts to stick

it out on this godforsaken island with amazi ng grace.

Your father's work is inportant, and it denands isol ation

and consi derabl e secrecy, but it's hard on the rest

of you.' She continued to squat by the fire, poking at the

snol dering | ogs. The fat wood caught and its bright

flames soared. Satisfied, Max sat back. 'Your parents

have one thing going for them They |ove each other.'

My response was again a reflex. 'Of course.'’

Max turned fromthe fire and smled at me, her loveliest smile. 'There's no
" of

course" about it. Lots of married people barely tolerate each other. People
stay

t oget her because of the children, or for financial convenience. Divorce is
expensi ve. But your parents |ove each other. They're lovers, and that's

pr obabl y

i nconmprehensible to you, but it's a wonderful thing indeed.' The fire was
bl azi ng brightly now, and she got up and sat next to ne on the sofa. 'lIt
worries

your nother that Kate goes to all the school dances and you don't.'

| shrugged. The wi nd beat the rain across the veran-
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dan and against the library windows. 'l don't like disappointing

her .’

Max put her arm around ny shoul ders. 'You don't disappoint her. She just
doesn' t

want you to have the sanme kind of difficult adol escence that she did. But she
weathered it. You will, too.'

"l suppose.’



"Polly, love, having it easy is no blessing. To my mind, it hinders

mat uri ng.
Zachary and | clinbed dowmn fromthe stadiumto the
sacred precincts and the theatre. | wanted to be able to

wal k in awe, here where so many extraordi nhary nysteries

had gone on thousands of years ago. It was here

that people cane to consult the Delphic Oracle in tines

of energency. How lonely the Oracle nmust have been

speaking only in riddles, with no one to understand her

except the priests, who may or may not have transl ated

correctly what she was saying.

The guides were herding their groups |ike goats-sheep at the Acropolis; why
did

I think of them as goats in Del phi?-and shooting facts at themin German,
Engli sh, French. The noise cut across the clarity of the air. Noise pollution
is

as destructive as any other.

If | focused on one of the guides | could translate what he was sayi ng. But
t he

facts were delivered with the boredom of repetition

"Apol |l o was worshi pped here," Zachary said, "and Di onysus. Light and dark
reason and fecundity, waxing and waning |ike the noon."

W were standing on a green knoll. Across the valley
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were the great, dark mountains. The sky noved upward

i nto a vani shing vastncss of bl ue.

"I"man Apollo worshipper,"” Zachary said. "O would be if |I lived in G eek
times. Apollo, the god of reason.”

"You strike ne as being rather Dionysian," | said. The name Dennys cones from
Di onysus, but ny Uncle Dennys is both sober and reserved. Sandy says it's
because Dennys spends his time with the unfathomabl e nysteries of the human
brai n.

Zachary bowed. "Thank you. | take that as a conplinment. But | don't want you
to
t hi nk about phil osophy. | want you to pay attention to ne."

"Even you can't conpete with all this."

He took ny hand. "Avanti! Let's go."

It was a good day. Confusing, but good. Zachary nade

me feel | wasn't just a gawky, backward adol escent who

didn't even need a bra till | was fourteen, but that | was

mature, and attractive to him

W went to the son et lumere show at the Acropolis, which sonmehow had | ess
magi ¢ close up than it had had fromthe roof of the King George the night
before. Then to the Plaka for a late supper, a snmall place Zachary had

di scovered that wasn't touristy. Good food and G eek nmusic and |ots of

| aught er

inthe air. | decided that | was neeting Sandy's chall enge pretty well. Very
wel | .

After the meal, we sipped snmall cups of the sweet Greek coffee and I was
sorry

t he day was al nost over.

"Polly, | haven't had this good a tine in ages. You don't put any pressure on

me. You take ne as | am Dare | ask you to spend tonorrow with nme?"
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Dare he? | hadn't dared dreamthat he would. "Dare

ahead. "

"We' || do sonething fun. Take a drive. Have a picnic. I'Il pick you up at ten
agai n, okay?"

"Fine." What would | have been doing if Zachary hadn't picked me up? Going on
that bus tour and feeling sorry for nyself?



Max had once said, 'We cannot afford the luxury of self-pity.' Self-pity is
destructive, | do know that. But Zachary made it very easy for ne not to need
the |uxury.

In the taxi he |l eaned toward me and brushed his |ips against mine, then

ki ssed

me, gently. "That's not your first kiss," he said.

No, but it was different. | was different.

He ki ssed me again. "Polly, | don't know what you're telling ne."

"Good night," | said firmy as the taxi drew up in front of the hotel. "And
t hanks, Zachary. It's been a good day, a really good day."

Back in the room | undressed and bathed and then

wr apped nyself in towels and sat at the desk, getting ny

journal for school finished for the day. How would M ss

Zel oski translate what | had witten? | wote about what

| had seen, but not that | had been w th anybody.

Then | took a postcard fromthe stationery folder and wote the fanmily. Wote
a

separate card to Charles. And to Renny.

There was one postcard left. Should I wite Max and Ursul a?

| shut the folder.
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Witing the journal for M ss Zel oski was as nuch fun

as it was work. Even if | didn't tell her about being with

Zachary in Del phi, | enjoyed witing about Apollo and

Di onysus.

Max had shown ne sone sket chbooks she'd made in Greece. Line draw ngs not of
t he

present but of the past -Senele and the swan; Jason bei ng brought up by the
centaur Chiron; O pheus with his harp

There were ot her notebooks |I'd | oved | ooking through, each one dealing with a
speci al place and tinme. The Bushmen of southern Africa, a race of tiny people
who had come, Max thought, originally fromEgypt. The Schaghti coke | ndi ans
from

the part of New Engl and where ny grandparents still live and where | was

bor n.

The nomads, or Numidians, of North Africa.

Max had not been fanmiliar with Gaea, so | showed her sonme nore pieces |I'd

witten about the native Gaeans. | didn't go into anthropol ogy, just wote
about

the way they lived, accepting some things fromthe twentieth century,
rejecting

others. She liked ny Gaean pieces, and so did |

It was nevertheless a conplete surprise the day she call ed and suggested
cone

over for supper, that she had sonething to show ne.

'"Let's go to the bedroom' she said. 'I've a good fire going, and with the
February northeaster blowing, it's the warmest roomin the house. It can be
col der on Benne Seed Island than in the Arctic.'

"Where's Urs?

' Shoppi ng on the mainl and. Pl anni ng sonet hi ng special for supper.’

| paused on the |anding, as usual, to | ook at the Laugh-
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ing Christ. There was no way one could feel self-pity in

front of that absolute joy. Even in | aughter the face reflected

a tol erance and forbearance that nade ne

ashaned of ny own tendency toward judgnental ness.

Max paused, too. 'I'mglad you like him' W went on up the stairs. The |ong
wi ndows in Max's roomthat |ed out onto the verandah were cl osed, and though
we

could hear the wi nd sweepi ng around the house, the fire was conforting.



"What do you have to show ne?' | asked.

She smiled at me, the firelight bringing out silver glints in her eyes, then
noved slowWy to her desk and got an envel ope, which she handed to nme. It was
addressed to Pol yhymmia O Keefe, c/o Maximliana S. Horne, It had come froma

travel mmgazine, not an inportant one, but still a real magazine, and they
had

accepted one of my pieces on Gaea. | wouldn't get any noney, but |1'd get two
conplimentary copies of the magazine. | couldn't believe it.

Max | aughed and took ny hands and swung ne around, and | saw an ice bucket on
a

stand near the fireplace. 'This calls for a celebration.' She put a napkin
over

the bottle and uncorked it gently. 'The idea that the chanpagne cork should
pop

up to the ceiling is insulting to good chanpagne.'

W lay on the rug in front of the fire, and after a while Ursula cane in and
joined us. She brought a bow of shrinp which had been caught that afternoon
and some spicy sauce. It was lovely. One of the happiest tinmes I'd ever
known.

And | was happier at home, too. The fact that | hated

school no | onger seened inportant. Max was mny teacher
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as Mot her and Daddy had been ny teachers on Gaea.

And because | was learning, and felt happy about it, |

was nore patient with the little kids. | hel ped get them
ready for bed w thout being prodded, read to themif
Mot her was working with the conputer in the lab. | let

Kate borrow my favorite necklace for one of the school

dances. Xan and | didn't spat as much as usual

And at least a couple of tines a week | did my honmework over at Beau Allaire.
When |1'd finished with the witten stuff, Max would pull a book down from one
of

the Iibrary shelves and have nme read aloud to her. 'You're going to have nore
t han one option when you conme to choose a career. You have a lot of acting

ability.'

"I"'mtoo ugly.

"You aren't ugly at all. You have the kind of face that cones alive when
you're

speaki ng. Wiy would | want to paint you if you were ugly? I'll take you over

Kate, any day.'

Max taught ne to see the world around ne with her painter's eye. Now I

noti ced

not only the | oveliness of a new noon seen through a fringe of Spanish noss,
I

saw al so the delicacy of a spider's web on the grass between two tree roots,
saw

the little green lizard camoufl aged under a leaf. And this seeing the
particul ar

wonder of the ordinary was reflected in what | wote for school, but if Mss
Zel oski noticed it, she didn't particularly like it. And Mss Zel oski was the
one who gave the grades, and | had to get good grades.

"Why?' Max demanded. ' One does not |live by grades al one.'

"I want to go to a good college, and | need to get a scholarship. After all
there are seven of us to educate. So grades matter.'

Max put the back of her hand to her forehead in a
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swi ft gesture of apology. 'O course. Stupid of me. Like

nost peopl e who' ve never had to worry about noney,

can be very dense. So. How do we win M ss Zel oski ? Get

her to give you A's instead of B s? Wiat does M ss Zel osk



want ? That's the first question you have to ask. You

don't have to conprom se in order to please her. Find out

what she's |l ooking for, and then give her that in the very

best way you possibly can.'

"I don't want to give M ss Zel oski anything.'

"You really dislike her, don't you?

' She grades unfairly.'

"You are very opinionated, Polly. Part of becoming a mature worman is | earning
conpassi on. '

"I know |I'm opi nionated. |I'msorry."'

"Don't be sorry. Just think. You tal k about being odd man out. How do you
t hi nk

Mss Z feels?

It took ne a while to answer. 'Lonely.’

" And maybe insecure. And that may hel p explain why obscure poetry is

conforting

to her. I'Il bet she loves footnotes and all the vines of the groves of
acadene.

The next time she gives you a free witing assignnent, give her a

wel | - docunment ed essay. It'll be good discipline for you.'

It was. Max made nme see the fun of cross-referencing, of finding out, for

i nstance, what was happening in the world of science when Mntai gne was
writing

hi s essays, and what the |ineup of nations was, and who was painting, and
what

was the popul ar nusic of the day. And it worked. M ss Zeloski didn't seem such
a

bore to ne, and her nasal Southern accent didn't grate so, and she gave ne
A's.

Max taught ne to understand that M ss Zel oski was far lonelier than | was.
She

taught me to see that some of the kids who drank and slept around were | ost
and
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groping for sonmething they couldn't find. But she didn't

have nmuch patience with those who hunted down

animals and birds. 'Sadismisn't limted to the rich and

corrupt. One doesn't tolerate it even when it comes from

i gnorance and stupidity.' Then, 'Cone out on the porch

| brought in a Cape jessanine bud this morning. It's

bl ooming in a small crystal bow and the air is full of its

scent and the prom se that spring is just around the

corner.'

Through Max's eyes | saw nore than |'d ever seen before.

One beautiful early-spring evening, Max and Ursul a

cane to dinner. Daddy and Us went to the | ab, as usual

When di nner was ready, Mdther sent nme to call them

As | canme to the screen door, | heard ny name and

st opped.

"You mustn't let Polly bother Max,' Daddy was saying. 'Polly has Max confused
with God, and she'll give her no peace if Max goes on encouraging her.'
Ursul a | aughed, her warm sane laugh. '|I dare say God gets no peace, either
and

I'"msure he continues to give encouragenent.'

'Max has certainly brought out the best in Polly.'

| realized |I'd done enough eavesdroppi ng, and banged on the door to call them
in

to dinner.

At dinner Kate and Xan were tal ki ng about tryouts

for the school spring play, open to everybody in the high
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school. It was always a Shakespearean play, and this

year was going to be As You Like It.

Xan said, 'They chose that because there are so many fenmal e parts. They never
get enough guys.'

' Ch, cone on, Xan,' Kate urged. 'If you try out, you'll get any part you
want . '
"It'1l interfere with tennis.'

"No, it won't,' Kate said. 'They schedule rehearsals so it doesn't interfere
wi t h anyt hi ng.

I knew she'd talk himinto being in the play. And she'd probably be Rosalind.
Max asked, 'What are you going to try out for, Polly?

| used Xan's ploy, which hadn't worked for Xan. 'I'll be practicing for

SW mm ng. '

"I told you,' Kate said, 'the rehearsals are during school hours. You could
have

one of the boys' parts if you want, Pol. They always have to use girls, too.
| saw Max and Ursula | ook at Kate, then at each other

Daddy said, 'l don't think Polly needs to limt herself to nale roles,"’

"Ch, | didn't nmean-' Kate said. '"It's just that she's tall and they need tal
girls to play nmen.'

I'd tried out for the play the year before, and had a wal k-on. Even so, it
was

the nost fun I'd had from school the whole year

'"Do you get a choice of whomyou try out for? Ursula asked

Kate said, 'Well, you can ask.'

Xan said, "I'Il try out if Polly will."'
"Ch, sure," | said. '"At least | can paint scenery.' | did not nmention that I
had

no intention of trying out for the backstage crew, I was going to try out for
Rosalind or Celia. Mss Zeloski did the casting.
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In March, Beau Allaire was brilliant with azaleas in

great banks around the house. Max's gardener got extra

hel p, and the grounds rivaled the great gardens in

Charl eston. The magnolia trees were heavy wi th waxen

white bl ossonms. The canellias were exceptionally brilliant.

Al the |l ong wi ndows were open to the verandahs

and the ocean breeze and the singing of the nockingbirds.

On the day of the tryouts | got hone from school to find a normal kind of
chaos.

The little kids had friends over and were shouting out on the sw ngs and

sl i de.

The | ab door was shut, with an old hotel do not disturb sign on it, which
neant

Mot her was doi ng sonething tricky with equations on the conmputer and needed
to

concentrate.

| called Max. 'I have news.'

' Good?'

"Terrific.'

"Come on over and tell ne. WUs is in Charleston and | was going to call you
anyhow. You beat nme to it.'

| didn't want to disturb Mther about the Land-Rover, but Xan said go ahead,
he'd tell Mther as soon as the | ab door was open again. So | headed for Beau
Allaire, singing at the top of my |lungs.

Max was out on the steps, waiting for ne. 'So what's this big news?
"I"'mgoing to play Celia in As You Like ft.'

She flung her arnms wi de, then gave nme a big hug. Then pulled back. 'Wo's
pl ayi ng Rosal i nd?'



'One of the seniors.'

'What about Kate?"

" A shepherdess.

Max | aughed. 'I'm delighted about Celia, absolutely delighted. She has sone
splendid lines. Wth the right director, Celia can be al nost as good a role
as

Rosal i nd.
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She pulled me into the hall. '"Let's go up to ny verandah

There's a lovely breeze.'

On the landing we paused to | ook at the statue of the Laughing Christ. 'He
approves,' Max said. '"He thinks you're terrific.'

When we got out on the verandah | sat at the gl ass-topped table to get ny
honmewor k out of the way. Max curled up on the cushioned w cker couch and read

till 1'd finished. When she saw nme putting ny books away, she said, 'Your
parents have done a good job with you, Polly. And they've taught you
sonet hi ng

contrary to today's nores, that instant gratification is a snake in the
grass.'

"What do you nean?' | zipped up ny book bag.

"When you eat a neal, what do you eat first? What do you eat last?

"I eat what | like least first, and save what | |ike best till last. Wy?

' Because people who eat the best first, and then likely can't finish the
neal ,

are apt to be the sane way with the rest of their lives. Fun first, work

| ater,

and the work sel dom gets done.'

| giggl ed.

"What's funny?

"A coupl e of years ago when we spent Christrmas in New England with the
grandparents, | was asked out to dinner with sone friends who had a daughter
ny

age, and they had turnips. Ugh. So | ate mne up, fast, so | could get rid of
them and get to the rest of the dinner. And the nother saw ne, and beaned at
e,

and said how wonderful it was that | |iked her turnips so nuch, and before
coul d say anything, she gave ne another great big hel ping. | was al npost
sick.'

Max | aughed. 'Don't let it stop you from saving the
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best. Wen you canme in today you sat right down and

did your homework, not putting it off till later.'

"Well, as you said. If I put it off, I won't get it done.’

'What about your cl assmates?'

| pondered briefly. 'Some do the work. Sone don't.'

' How do they expect to live?

"I don't think they think nuch about it. | think about it, but I haven't got
anywher e.

"You'll do all right, whatever you choose. Wait.' She di sappeared into the
bedroom and came back with a book

"Listen to those nockingbirds,' she said. 'They sound right out of the Forest
of

Arden.' She riffled through the pages. 'Here. This is practically ny favorite
line in all of Shakespeare, and it's Celia's: O wonderful, wonderful, and
nost

wonderful .' and yet again wonderful! and after that, out of all whooping!'
"It's going to be fun.' | said. '"Rosalind has a line | love: Do you not know
I

am a wonman? when | think, | must speak.'’

"A bit chauvinist,' Mx said.



' Maybe nen ought to speak nore than they do?' | suggested.

'Stay here,' Max said again, and di sappeared once nore, but instead of com ng
back with a book, as I'd

expected, she came with a bottle of chanpagne. 'Nettie and Ovid have |eft
some

salad for us in the icebox,' she said.

W never got to it. W kept reading bits and pieces fromAs You Like It, and

then some ot her plays, sad ones, funny ones. |'d never before realized just
how

al i ve Shakespeare is, how very present.
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When | got home | parked in the shed at the end of

the lab wing. |I felt tingly, and as though the ground was

about a foot lower than it ought to be. | walked to the

dunes and stood | ooki ng down at the water. Then |

turned back to the house and heard the phone ring. It

woul dn't be for ne, so | didn't pay any attention. Wen

| reached the | ab, Daddy was standing in the doorway.

'"Come on in the lab for a mnute, Polly."'

I went in and sat on one of the high stools.

"I just answered the phone, and it was Max, very apol ogetic because she was
afraid she'd given you too rmuch chanmpagne and shoul dn't have |l et you drive
hore. '

| could feel that nmy cheeks were flushed. 'You always let us have a little
w ne

when you have it.'

"There is such a thing as noderation. I'mgrateful to Max for calling e, but
surprised she let you drink so nuch.'’

"W didn't have that much.' How much had we had? | had no idea. Max kept
filling

nmy glass before it was enpty, and | certainly wasn't counting.

Daddy sat on the stool next to mine. On the high counter was a pad full of
mat hemati cal scribblings: Mdther's witing. Daddy noved the pad away. ' Max
was

concerned enough to call to see that you were safely hone.'

| felt deflated. And defensive.

"You're a mnor, Polly, and you're not accustomed to drinking, and it's very
easy to have too much without realizing it.'

'Pl ease don't make a case out of it, Daddy. Max isn't in the habit of giving
ne

too nmuch to drink. W were celebrating.'’

' Cel ebrating what ?
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'"I"'mgoing to play Celia in As You Like It. It's areally

good rol e.

"That's wonderful news, honey. Just don't overcel ebrate next tine. Have you
told

Mot her ?

"l haven't had a chance to tell Mother.'

"She's reading to the little ones. Wiy don't you go tell then? And send Xan
out

tonme if you see him He hasn't cleaned the lizard tanks.'

| cleaned ny share of the tanks in the norning before school so | wouldn't
have

it hangi ng over ne. Xan probably does a better job than | do, but he | eaves
it

till last thing. He does it-1 don't think he's forgotten nore than once-but
he
puts it off.

' Ckay. Daddy-'



"What, ny dear?

"I"'mnot drunk, really. It's as much excitenment about getting a part in the
pl ay

as anything. Xan's playing Jaques, by the way, but he couldn't care |ess.'

" And Kat e?

' She's one of the shepherdesses.'

"I's she di sappoi nt ed?

"Yes. But | didn't have even a wal k-on when | was Kate's age.'

Daddy put his armaround nme. 'We hoped that Kate would be a friend for you, a
girl you could have fun with.'

' Kat e' s okay.

He pulled me closer. 'Polly, you don't have to conpete with Kate in any way.
Not

in looks, not in talent, not in school. | wouldn't have you be any different.
You don't need to prove anything, to anybody. | truly don't have favorites
anong

nmy children, but you are ny first child, and very special. | |ove you.'
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| returned his hug. 'You're special, too.' And | w shed

that there were nore tines when Daddy and | coul d

have tinme al one.

Daddy and Ursula went to Charleston together the

next week, and | think they tal ked about all that chanpagne,

because there wasn't any nore after that. At |east

when Ursula was there. And, as a matter of fact, the

next time Max brought out chanpagne was the day after

t he production of As You Like It. The performance was

in md-April so as not to interfere with all the acadenic

stuff that accunulates in the |ast senester

As You Like It was a big success, and | even got my own curtain call, and
everybody said what a pity it was to put in all that work for one

per f or mance.

But it was worth it, at l|least for ne.

Max called ne over to celebrate. U sula had been to see ne play Celia but had
flown to New York in the norning for some kind of big consultation. Max

br ought

out a bottle of chanpagne, but we had only one glass each, and with it a | ot
of

fried chicken which Nettie had fixed for us, and a big casserol e of okra,
onions, and tomatoes. | don't like okra, | think you have to be born to it,
and

| told Max | was eating it first to get it out of the way.

That weekend there was a school dance, and | went with the guy who pl ayed
Ol ando. Rosalind was going steady with another senior. W were to neet at

t he

school, so | drove Xan and Kate. Xan was going stag, and he said he didn't
trust

Kate's date to bring her hone.

| f Daddy wanted ne to have a warning about booze,
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| got it. The girl who played Phebe got sick all over

hersel f.

'"Go help her clean up,' Xan said disgustedly. 'The kids she came with are al
stoned, and so's Kate's so-called escort.'

Kate came and hel ped ne.

Not that Cowpertown High is full of alcoholics and junkies. Just a few, Iike

any
ot her high school. But even a fewis too many.
After we got Phebe noderately tidy, Xan and Kate wanted to go hone. | was

actually having a good time with some of the kids fromthe play, who seened



aware of ny existence for the first time. The boy who played diver was
danci ng

with me when Xan cane over, followed by Kate, who was followed by half a
dozen

boys. | didn't want to |leave, but | was the one with the driver's license.
And

maybe it was better to |l eave while | was doing well and wasn't what the
Cowpertowners still call a wallflower.

W tal ked about the dance the next night at dinner

and | suppose it was a good and maybe unusual thing

that we could talk with our parents.

'"Pot is an anbition danper,' Xan said in his nbst dogmatic voice.

"You're right,' Daddy agreed. 'But on what do you base your concl usions?'
' The kids who use pot regularly aren't doing nuch, and they don't seemto
care.'

Den put in, '"I"'mpitching in the next gane between Milletville and
Cowper t own.

Y all coning?

Kate picked up on Xan's last remark. 'They didn't
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learn their lines for As You Like it , and they sinply

dropped sone of the |light cues. The shepherdesses were

practically in the dark.'

"Hey, you should see ne do the double flip." Johnny tried to get our
attention.

Xan cut across his words. 'It hasn't helped the tennis team'

"Any addiction's a bad thing,' Daddy agreed.

Peggy said loudly, 'W're going to have an addic sale at school .’
'Xan's addicted to tennis,' Den said.

"When do you think I'Il be old enough to wear a bra?' Peggy shouted | oudly
enough so that she was finally heard.

"Along tinme, if you're anything like Polly,' Xan said, and went on, 'I don't
want to be addicted to anything. | don't want sone chenmical to be in contro
of

nmy body. O mind.'

"Alot of kids are snoking,' Kate added. 'Not just pot. Cigarettes.'

"Yukh.' Den nmade a face. 'Wth all the pollution we have no choi ce about
breathing, why add to it?

' Snoki ng' s gross,' Peggy said.

"More rice and gravy, please, please" Rosy jogged Mther's arm

"W can't do anything about acid rain,' Xan continued as though there had
been

no interruptions or interpolations, 'or red tides, but we don't have to put
gunk

into our lungs on purpose.’

Den grinned at me. 'Or does he mean on por poi se?

At | east Xan and Kate hadn't called me Puritan Pol

Later, while we were brushing our teeth, Kate asked me, 'Have you ever tried

pot ?'

| shook ny head. 'Mnority ne.'
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"I don't like it. Don't worry, | haven't snoked here, it
was | ast year in Boston. | hated it. You know what, |
think it's nore square to try pot than not to. | hope

your parents don't think Cowpertown is unique. It's no

wor se than any place el se.'

"I know," | agreed.

"And at | east we have swiming and crew al nost all year round. And
Shakespeare.



You were really good, Pol.'

That was nice of Kate, and | thanked her. Playing Celia had done ne no harm
at

school .

I was in nmy Celia costume, but | was not in the Forest

of Arden the kids had made with branches of trees hung

wi th Spani sh noss. | doubt if there was Spanish noss in

the real Forest of Arden, but it was a pretty set.

Renny was dressed in the forest-green costune Ol ando had worn. | was

dr eam ng.

In Athens, | was dream ng of Renny, who |led ne under a tree which becane

enornous, | oom ng up through the roof of the stage at the end of the schoo
gym

Why Renny, in Athens, two nights in a row?

Why not Renny?

| saw hi m maybe every other week. Sometinmes we went to the novies, if
anyt hi ng

decent was showi ng in Cowpertown. Usually we sat in our booth at Petros' and
tal ked. The place snelled of cheese and tomatoes and a whiff of fish fromthe
ot her restaurant on the dock. Renny went on and on about his pet South
Anerican

di seases. He tal ked to ne about medicine as though | coul d understand
everyt hi ng

he said. He thought | was terrific as Celia, and he'd had to get soneone to
cover
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for himin order to cone see the show 1 liked the way
he never put ne down. | |iked the way he kissed ne,

gi ving, rather than taking.

Sonetimes he tal ked about his girl, Jacinta, in Chile. They'd really had a
bi g

t hi ng goi ng. Someone would have to do a |ot of neasuring up to get Renny's
attention. Sometines when he kissed ne | understood that steady, sturdy Renny
could unleash a lot of passion at the right noment, and with the right person
I

was safe, because | was too young.

| wasn't too young with Max, and that's one reason | |oved being with her
Chronol ogy didn't enter into it. Max was as young as | was, and | was as old
as

Max. And when Ursula was there, | was treated as an equal

| had ermerged fromny dream of Renny into that hal f-waking, half-sleeping
state

where thoughts are not really directed but shift around like the patterns in
a

kal ei doscope. | slid deeper into sleep, thinking to myself about the glory

t hat

was Greece and the grandeur that was Rone.

| woke to the glory that was G eece, about five mnutes

bef ore breakfast was brought and set out on the bal cony.

It was anot her blue-and-gold day. | had a date with a

young man who woul d set ny cousin Kate reeling.

felt noderately reeling myself.

Zachary and | started off by going to the museum because he said it was
mandat ory. There was far nore than | could absorb in an hour, though it
wasn' t

quite as overwhelmng as the Prado in Madrid. Nevertheless, it was a city
museum and it woul d take days to see everything. There were sonme narvel ous,
very thin gold masks,
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anci ent, thousands and thousands of years old, and yet

they rem nded ne of faces in Mdigliani paintings. W

saw t he statue of the Di adumenus. He seened to be tiptoeing

with life, even though parts of the statue were

m ssi ng.

Zachary kept checking his watch, and after exactly one hour he said, "Okay,
that's enough culture. Let's go."

"Wher e?"

The VW Bug was waiting for us, and as he opened the door for nme, he said, "A
funny old place called Gsias Lukas."

"What's that?"

"It's an old nonastery tucked into a cup in the hills, and there are good
pi cni c

pl aces nearby."

"Csi as Lukas-Bl essed Luke?"

"Yes. His chapel was built in the tenth century, | think, and there are sone
nice icons. And the nosaics have been well restored. It's a small enough
pl ace

so you can see it all and not get saturated. Osias Lukas was a nonk who,

al l egedly, was a healer."

Way do | dislike so intensely the skepticism the self-protectiveness, of
allegedly? It's part of the |legal jargon Zachary was inheriting, but it stil
strikes me as a cowardly word.

Max's attitude about theol ogy nakes nmore sense to ne than Zachary's dogmatic
atheism ©Mux was always willing to take a netaphysical chance, Sandy said
once;

she was an eager observer, tolerant of hunman foible, open to the
unexpl ai nabl e,

but nobody's f ool

W stopped at the entrance of Osias Lukas to buy postcards for nme to send
hore.

There was a confortable feeling to the cluster of buildings nestled agai nst
t he

hills, protected from weather and the anger of the gods. | wondered if people
had truly been heal ed by Gsias
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Lukas. Ursula, who didn't tal k about religion, agreed

wi th Daddy and Dennys that not only attitude but faith

had done al nost unbelievable things in the way of healing.

They were scientists, properly skeptical, but open

| wondered if Gsia Theola in Cyprus was going to be anything like this

pr ot ect ed

pl ace. Osia Theola, Max had told me, was reported to have been given the

di vi ne

gift of truth after she had seen her vision. People still cane to her church
to

pray, to seek the truth.

"Superstitious, perhaps,' Max said, 'but if one should go to the cave of Csia
Theola to seek the truth, one would need to be extrenely brave.'
"Daydr eam ng?" Zachary asked ne. W were standing

in the chapel and I was | ooking at the fresco over

the altar without seeing it.

"I was just thinking Theola and Lukas mi ght have |iked each other."

"They were nearly a thousand years apart," Zachary said.

| thought I'd better not say that people Iike Lukas and Theol a probably
weren't

bound by chronol ogy.

Suddenly we were surrounded by a group of Japanese tourists, and Zachary
sai d,

"Come on, let's get out of here. The Hilton has packed us a super picnic, and



I

know a good spot."

W sat on a hillside overlooking water and sky. Zachary nmade ne fee
amazi ngly

happy about nysel f.

Then he spoiled it by pulling ne to himand kissing ne, much nore of a kiss
t han

| wanted. | pulled away.

"Why not?" he asked.

"We don't even know each other."
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"So?",

"Cetting to know people takes tine."

"But we make nusic together. You like me, don't you?"

"Very much."
"And you told nme you aren't a virgin."
| pulled further away. "I didn't say that."

"Your silence did. O am | wong? Are you a virgin?"
Sil ence was admi ssion, but | could not speak. My throat was dry, ny tongue
tied.

He put one hand on ny cheek and turned ny face toward him "Did it hurt you
very

much? Was the guy a bastard?"

I moved ny head negatively against the pressure of his hand.

"Sweet Polly. Someone has hurt you, and you're putting a hard shell of
protecti on about your wound. But unless you break the shell, the hurt can't
be

heal ed. And |' m speaking fromvery painful experience."

| nodded. Blinked. |I would not cry. Wuld not.
"I won't do anything you don't want me to do,"'
beauti ful,

Polly."

Max had nmade nme see that inner beauty was better

than outer beauty, that it could, indeed, create outer

beauty.

"You shone as Celia,' she said, 'in that depressing gym on a dreadful stage,
with appalling lighting. You had a radi ance nobody else in the cast even

appr oached. "

W were in her studio, which was a separate building to the north of the
house,

Zachary said. "You're

with the entire north wall nade of glass. | was sitting for the portrait in
t he

seashel | .

106

" You have el egant bones. Tilt your head just slightly to

your right. Beautiful slender wists and ankles, I|ike

princesses in fairy tales. Bet Cousin Kate envies them

| didn't think Kate envied anything about ne.

"Don't nove,' Max said. 'What splendid eyes you have, like bits of fallen
sky,

and wi de apart, always suggesting that you see things invisible to |esser
nortal s.

Usula, comng in with iced tea, heard her. "Don't turn the child' s head.'
Max paused, paintbrush in hand, a dab of paint on her nose. 'It can do with a
l[ittle turning. She still underestinmates hersel f.'

Ursula put the tea down and came to stand behind Max, | ooking over her
shoul der

at the painting, nodding approval

Max said, 'Enough for today, or I'Il start overpainting.'



Pl aying Celia and having nmy portrait painted were definitely doi ng somnething
for

ny ego.

It was a beautiful painting when she finished. Even

if I didn't recognize the Polly Max saw in the seashell

| knew that the painting was beautiful. Max brought it

to ny parents.

'"It's a superb painting,' Daddy said, 'but we can't possibly accept sonething
that valuable. It's nuch too great a gift.'

Max smiled calmy at his protestation. '"It's little enough. You O Keefes have
made a wi nter which could well have been the winter of nmy discontent into a
stimulating and pl easant one.'

Daddy | ooked at her, a brief, diagnostic glance. 'It's a
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beautiful picture, Maxa. We're nore than grateful

Where shall we hang it?

Wll, it ended up in the living room on the wall over the piano. W keep a
[ight on by the piano because of the beach hunmidity, to keep it dry enough to
stay in tune, so the portrait was well lit, and it domi nated the room The

little kids said, 'Polly's eyes keep followi ng us wherever we go.'

Xan and Den made rude remarks, which | did not take personally. Kate said, 'l
don't know why nobody's ever painted a portrait of me.' She said it severa
times, once in front of Max, but Max sinply smiled and said nothing.

About a week after the portrait was hung, we had

the first really hot weather of the season, so that as soon

as we came honme from school we put on shorts and

sandals. At dinner the little kids were wiggly, and the

nmonent they'd finished eating, Mther said they could

go out and play and she'd call themin for dessert.

As soon as they had gone outdoors, Xan asked, as though he had been waiting,
' Do

you think it's good for Polly to spend so nmuch tinme with those dykes?

What ?

Daddy paused with his fork halfway to his nmouth, [ooking at Xan. 'Wo're you
t al ki ng about ?'

Xan | ooked at Kate, and Kate | ooked at Xan.

Kate said, 'Well, some of the girls were talking to me at recess, and

didn't

i ke what they said about Polly."’

'Kate, what are you tal king about?" Daddy demanded.

Agai n Kate and Xan | ooked at each other. Xan said, as though sorry he'd
started

whatever it was he was
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starting, 'Sonme of the guys said Polly | ooked really

pretty as Celia, with nakeup on.'

"I don't wear mekeup,' | said.

"Well, that's part of it,' Kate said. Kate didn't wear nuch makeup, but she
wor e

some. | had no idea what she and Xan were | ooking at each other for. | asked,

"Way do you two keep | ooking at each other as though you had sone secret?
"It's no secret,' Xan said.

"What, then?

Xan | ooked down at his plate. 'You do spend a lot of time over at Beau
Allaire.

"Way not?' | denmanded. 'I'mwel come there. |I'm happy there.'

Agai n Xan and Kate exchanged gl ances. 'O course we know Polly isn't,' Kate
sai d.

"Isn't what?' | demanded. 'I don't know what you're getting at.'



"Don't you?' Xan asked.

Daddy said, 'Xan, is this something you really want to tal k about?

Xan flushed a little. "I"msorry, but if Polly doesn't know people are

t al ki ng,

I think she ought to know.'

"Who' s tal king? About what?' And suddenly | didn't want to know.

"Some of the girls fromMilletville,' Kate said

Xan went on, 'Mulletville's right near Beau Allaire and you' re always there
with

Max and Ursul a and everybody knows they're-'

' Shut up!

Mot her tried to cal mthings down. 'Xan and Kate, |'msurprised at you. Wat
"everybody knows" is usually gossip, vicious gossip.'

"I knowit's vicious,' Kate said. '|I hate it.'
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"I don't like hearing glop about ny sister,' Xan said.

' You punched that guy,' Kate said.

Den got into the fray. "All you and your friends think about is sex and who
has

it with who, and who does what. It's sick.'

Daddy banged a knife against the table. 'This conversation has al ready gone
t oo

far. Xan, you know what we think about gossip, either listening to it or
spreading it.'

"But, Dad, | thought you ought to know. Polly-'

"Stop him' | said. 'How can you let himsay vile things about our friends?
They're your friends, too, aren't they?

Daddy replied quietly, 'They are indeed our friends. Ursula Heschel is one of
the finest people and one of the nost brilliant surgeons |I've known. You've
al ways been interested in the brain, Xan. And your father's a neuro-surgeon
Kate, and Ursula's friend.'

"And Max is one of Sandy's closest, friends,' | cried. 'Sandy introduced us
to

them'

' Sandy nakes mi stakes, |ike everybody el se,’ Xan snapped.

Den pushed away fromthe table. 'May | be excused? This conversation is
gross.'

'Yes, go, Den, by all neans,' Daddy said. \Wen Den had |eft, he turned back
to

Xan and Kate. 'Do you think your Uncle Sandy woul d i ntroduce Polly, or any of
us, you two included, to people he didn't trust and respect?

Kate and Xan | ooked down at their plates.

"Do you think Mther and | would have them here so often if they weren't our
friends?

'"I"'mreally sorry,' Kate said. 'Xan and | talked about it, a lot, and we

t hought

you ought to know what people-'
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| interrupted. 'It's a good thing the little kids are outside.

I"mglad they aren't hearing this garbage. Den was

right to | eave.

Mot her absent mi ndedly passed the salad to Daddy, who tossed it. 'Sandy knew
we

had a lot in comon with Max and Ursula. That's what nakes friendship. Like
interests. Your father and Ursula have nourished each other this winter.'
"And Max has nourished ne,' | said. 'She's made ne believe in nyself.'
"Sure, she flatters you,' Xan said, 'paints your portrait, swells your head-'
Daddy cut himoff. 'Xan, are you feeling well?

"I have a sore throat. Wat's that got to do with it?

"After we finish eating, I'"mgoing to take your tenperature. And | woul d



rem nd

you that a norbid interest in people's sexual activities is as perverse as
anyt hi ng el se.

'"W're sorry,' Kate said

Mot her added, perhaps trying to bring this ugly conversation back to normal
dinner-table talk, 'Possibly the high divorce rate has something to do with a
tendency to equate marriage with sex alone, instead of addi ng conpanionship
and

| aughter.'

"Ursula and Max aren't married.’

" Al exander!' Daddy was getting really angry.

When Xan gets hold of a subject, he can't let go. 'Lesbiani smdoes exist. |
shoul d think you'd be worried about Polly."'

W all spoke simultaneously. | said, 'Leave ne out of it.'

Mot her said, 'Xan, | think you' re feverish.'

Kate said, 'We're just trying to protect Polly."'

Daddy said, his voice so quiet we had to stop talking in order to hear

' Don' t

you have any faith in Polly? O
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our ability to understand and to care? O course | esbianism

exi sts, and has since the beginning of history, and

we have not al ways been conpassionate. | thought it was

now agreed that consenting adults were not to be persecuted,

particularly if they keep their private lives private.

W human beings are all in the enterprise of life together
and the journey isn't easy for any of us. Xan
cone with ne. | want to take your tenperature. Polly,

you can bring in dessert and call the others.'
Xan had a fever of 102°. He was coming down with a strep throat. He went to
bed

with penicillin instead of dessert.
"That explains it,' Daddy said. |1'd better keep a close watch on the rest of
you. Polly, will you come out to the lab with ne, please?

| followed him He gazed into one of the starfish tanks, jotted sonething
down

on a chart, then sat on one of the high stools. 'l don't want you to be upset
by

what Xan and Kate said.'

| perched on the other stool, hooking ny feet around the rungs. '|I am upset.'

"In this world, when two people of the sane sex |ive together, assunptions
are

made, valid or not.'

"I hate the Mulletville girls. They think they're better than anybody el se,
and

they love to put people down. They didn't like it that | got Celia in the
pl ay-,

and they didn't like it that I was good. None of them got anything but
wal k- ons. '

"You think they're getting back at you for succeedi ng?' Daddy asked.

"Sure. 1've been the bottom of the pecking order. They don't want nme to nove
up. '

"Polly, | don't want this to affect your friendship with Max and Ursul a.'
"Don't worry. It won't. It hardly affects ny feeling
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for the Mulletville girls, either. It was already rock-

bottom'

Daddy hugged me and | burst into tears. 'It's your first encounter with this

ki nd of nasty-m ndedness, isn't it, Pol? Island |iving has kept all you kids
nore isolated than you shoul d have been.'



"That's fine with me.' | reached for the box of tissues behind the Bunsen

bur ner.

"No, Polly, you live in a world full of people of all kinds, and you're going
to

have to learn to get along with them

"l suppose.’

"And, Polly, | don't want you to worry about any gossip about you. You're a
very

nor mal si xteen-year-old."'

"Am | ?'

"You are. You're brighter than a |l ot of your peers, you're physically a slow
devel oper and intellectually a quick one.'

| said, 'I'"'mnot a |esbian, Daddy, if you're worried that I'mworried about
that.'

' Sure?'

"Sure.' | pressed ny face against his firm confortable chest. 'But | w sh we
were back in Portugal .’

"W aren't. And even in Portugal, tinme would have passed; you'd still be in

t he

difficult process of growing up.'

"I"ve got sone history reading to finish," | said. 'I'd better go do it.'

"Al'l right, love. But don't let all of this get out of proportion. Put at
| east

some of it down to strep throat.

"Sure. Thanks, Daddy.'
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Xan did not give ne his strep throat, but he had

pl anted an ugly seed, uglier than strep. Tal ki ng about

Max and Ursula the way he had was a far cry fromthe

remark Xan had made weeks ago, that it was a good

thing U sula was ol der than Daddy. That, at |east, nade

a certain anmpbunt of sense.

But the seed was pl ant ed.

VWhile we were little, Mdther and Daddy were anyt hi ng

but perm ssive parents. The little ones don't get

away with nuch. But once we get well into our teens-

and that nmeant Xan and Charles and nme, and Kate,

whil e she was with us-they noved into a hands- of f

policy. If we hadn't learned fromall they had tried to

teach us when we were younger, it was too |ate.

And what we'd | earned was as nmuch from exanpl e as from anything they said.
Qur

parents were responsible

toward each other as well as toward us. What's nore inmportant, they |oved
each

other. Max didn't need to tell ne that. | knewit. It was solid rock under ny
feet. And | ove nmeans that you don't dom nate or mani pul ate or control

Xan missed a few days of school. Den was the only

one to catch anything fromhim but Daddy was wat chi ng

us all, and Den lost only a day. The rest of us were

all right, as far as strep was concer ned.

What Xan and Kate said shouldn't have nade any difference. | should have
t hr own

it anmay, forgotten it
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O | should have asked Daddy when we were out in the

| ab together if he believed what they'd said about Max
and Ursula. But | didn't ask him And what's said is
said. Xan's and Kate's words were |ike pebbles thrown
into the water, with ripples spreading out and out



It kept niggling at the back of my m nd

| didn't want to think about sex. The nal e popul ati on of Cowpertown Hi gh was
still in intellectual nursery school. Renny didn't want me to be anything but
a

kid sister to him Wo else was there?

Friday night | couldn't sleep. Finally | got up and went into the kitchen to
make nyself something warmto drink. W'd put away the wi nter blankets, and
t he

ni ght was cool. Mdther was already there, in her nightgown, waiting for the
kettle to boil.

"I"'mmaki ng herb tea,' she said. 'Want sone?

'"I"d love sone,' | said, '"as long as it's not canonile.’
"I don't like canmonile either, unless | have a very queasy stomach.'
"My stomach's queasy,' | said, "but I still don't want canonile.'

"Way is your stomach queasy, honey?

"What Xan sai d.

"What, that Xan said? Xan says a lot.'

' Xan and Kate. About Max and Ursula.'’

Mot her got two cups fromthe kitchen dresser and fixed our tea. '|I hoped
Daddy' d

relieved your mnd about that.'

"It keeps com ng back.'

She handed nme a steam ng cup, and we sat at the kitchen table. The w ndows
wer e

partly open and the steady nmurmur of the ocean came in, and the wi nd noved

t hrough the palnettos, rattling themlike paper
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Mot her slid one of the wi ndows closed. 'Xan and Kate

are both fourteen. At that age, children tend to have a

high interest in sexual activity, because they're just discovering

t hensel ves as sexual human beings. Their interests

do widen after a while, as yours have.'

"When | was fourteen, | hardly knew | esbi ani smexi sted, and | wasn't
particularly interested.’

"You and Xan are very different people. You and Kate, too. For one thing, if
you' d heard upsetting gossip at school, you'd have come to your father or ne
privately. You wouldn't have brought it up as dinner-table conversation.'

' Xan thinks anything's okay for dinner-table conversation.'

"That's partly our fault. We encourage you to tal k about what's on your

m nds.

You' ve al ways been interested in an unusually w de variety of topics. Wat do
you and Max tal k about ?

' Phi | osophy. Anthropol ogy. Lately she's been on a binge of reading the
pre-Pl atoni ¢ phil osophers. She says they were the precursors of the
physi ci sts

who study quantum nmechanics.'

"Shouldn't that tell you sonething?

"Tell me what?

"Where your interests lie. And Max's.

I couldn't hold the question back any longer. 'Mther, do you think Max is a
| esbi an?

Mot her si ghed and sipped at her tea. Qutside, a bird sang a brief cadenza and
was silent. 'The point | thought | was making is that what's inportant to you
about Max is her interest in ideas. She's soneone who appreciates and

encour ages

the i deas you have. You might not have tried out for Celia if it weren't for
Max. '
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| couldn't leave it alone. Maybe I'mnore |ike Xan

than | realized. 'But if she is a |eshian, wouldn't that



worry you and Daddy-1 nean, that |'m over at Beau

Allaire so often?

Mot her si ghed agai n. She | ooked tired. Daddy had been off to Tall ahassee with
Ursul a. Mother had stayed home with us kids. Daddy had been prom sing her a
few

nights in Charleston, to go to the Dock Street Theatre, to the Spoleto
Festival,

but there hadn't seenmed to be tine. O noney, Charleston may not be New York
but theatre tickets aren't cheap anywhere. The neuro-surgeon Dennys had

i ntroduced Ursula to, who al so knew Daddy, had offered his guesthouse, which
put

it inthe realmof possibility. It just hadn't happened. Daddy travel ed

ar ound,

to nedi cal neetings, and Mt her stayed hone,

"Polly," she said, 'there are a great many areas in which Daddy and | sinply
have to trust you kids. W have to trust that how Charles lives his life
whi | e

he's in Boston is consistent with the values we've tried to instill in all of
you, just as Dennys and Lucy have to trust Kate while she's with us. Wen
Kat e

and Xan- and you-go to a school dance, we have to trust you not to give into
peer pressure and experinent with alcohol or with drugs you know to be
har nf ul

and addictive. W' ve been grateful and perhaps a little relieved when Kate
has

called us to cone get her, rather than drive hone w th someone who's been
drinking, and | suspect Dennys and Lucy feel the responsibility for Charles
as

strongly as we do for Kate.'

'Kate's got good sense.'

"And so do you. And that's why we trust you; and we trust Max and Ursul a not
to

do or say anything that woul d harmyou. Has our trust been justified?
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"Yes.' | nodded agreenent. This was how Mot her and

Daddy t hought. This was how t hey behaved.

"If they were pulling you away from ot her people, then we'd think that was not
a

good i nfluence. But you've been happier in school, haven't you?

"Yes.'

' You' ve been asked to be in the chorus, haven't you?

"Yes.' | did not tell her that the teacher who taught chorus went into
ecstasi es

because she said | had 'the pure voice of a boy soprano.’

"You're getting nmore phone calls fromyour classmates. Things are generally
easier for you.

"Yes.' 1'd hardly realized it consciously, but it was true. Except for those
snobs from Milletville.

Mot her continued. 'Trusting people is risky, Polly, we are aware of that.
Trust

gets broken. But when | think of Max and Ursula, | don't feel particularly
curious about their sex lives, one way or another. They're opening a world of
i deas for you, ideas you're not likely to bunp into at Cowpertown Hi gh. I'm
sorrier than | can say that there's been ugly gossip fromthe Milletville
girls

and that the gossip has touched you. You're young to bunp into this kind of
gratui tous viciousness, but it hits us all sooner or later. I've had to sit
out

a good bit of gossip about your father and femal e coll eagues.'

"But it wasn't true!’



"No, it wasn't true, Polly. That's the point |I'mmaking. If you can, try to
forget Xan and Kate's fourteen-year-old gossip.'

Now | sighed. "I'Ill try. But | wish they'd kept their big nouths shut.'
"So do I, Polly, so do I.'
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She had not told me whether or not she thought Max

was a | esbian. But perhaps that was part of the point she

was naki ng.

April, turning into May, was Benne Seed's mnpst gorgeous

weat her. We had a few sumer-hot days, but

nostly it was sunny and breezy and the air snelled of

flowers and the sky was full of birdsong. Kate nade a

tape of a nockingbird to take hone.

Daddy and Ursula drove down to Florida again, overnight. Daddy was to give a
paper on new devel oprments in his experiments with octopuses, with Ursula

gi vi ng

anot her paper about how it could be applied to neuro-surgery on human bei ngs.
I

found nyself w shing that Xan was still concerned about Daddy and Ursul a.

Max call ed when |I got hone from school, as she al nost always did when Ursul a
was

away. | drove over; Us and Daddy had taken Ursula's car; a Land-Rover's not
great for long distances. And suddenly, when | was about hal fway to Beau
Allaire, the fog rolled in fromthe ocean, and the outlines of the trees were
blurred, and the birds stopped singing. There was a danp hush all over the

i sland. Turning on the headlights just made visibility worse, and the fog
lights

didn't help nuch. I slowed down to a craw, and was grateful to arrive safely
at

Beau Allaire. W went right up to Max's room which is always the pl easantest
pl ace when the wind swings to the northeast. Wen the sun is out on the

I sl and,

it's warm even in winter. Wien the sun is hidden by fog, it feels cold, even
if

the thernoneter reads 80°.

W were sipping tea when Mother called, to nmake
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sure |'d arrived safely and to say that the visibility at
our end of the island was nil. She agreed wi thout hesitation

when Max suggested | spend the night and go to
school in the norning on the bus with the kids from

Mil letville.

That was the only part | didn't like. |I looked into the fire so Max woul dn't
see

ny face.

But she saw sonething. 'Your nmother's confidence in me means nore than | can
say. But-

"But what?' | asked, still |ooking away from her

' For sone reason you're not happy about going to school with the Miulletville
conti ngent.'

"They're all snobs, and anyhow, |'m needed at honme to handl e the boat.'

"And you don't want the students fromMilletville to know you spent the night
here.' Her voice was flat.

"If the fog lifts, I'Il get up early. Anyhow, | have to get the car
horre- Mot her

didn't think of that.'

"What she was thinking of was your safety. Wen your father and Ursul a get
back,

Us can drop himoff here and he can drive your Rover hone.' | didn't say
anything, but | turned to | ook at her, and her eyes were bleak, the col or of



i ce, and the shadows under them seemed to darken. 'I hope this isn't going to
conprom se you any nore than you've al ready been conprom sed."

| stared back at the fire. 'l don't care.’

| could hear Max draw in her breath, let it out in a long sigh. '"It's taken a
long tinme for gossip to reach you, hasn't it? | expected it to raise its ugly
head | ong before this.'

'"CGossip is gossip. Mdther and Daddy take a dimview of it. The girls from

Mil letville are the bitchiest group at school .’

Max sighed again, and | turned once nore to | ook at
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her, lean and el egant, stretched out on her side, |eaning
on one elbow. 'I'd hoped this conversation wouldn't be

necessary. Us said it would be, sooner or later, since the

wor |l d considers personal privacy a thing of the past.

Have you noticed how, whenever there's a tragedy, the

TV caneras rush to the bereaved to take pictures, totally

i mmune to human suffering?

"Wl l-our TV doesn't work-but | know what you nean.'

"And 1'm avoiding what | need to say. You're pure of heart, Polyhymia, but
nost

of the world isn't. I wish Urs were here. She could talk about it nore sanely
than I, so that it wouldn't hurt you. We-Ursula and |-have been |overs for
over

thirty years.

| stared down at the white fur of the rug. If Max wanted to avoid this
conversation, so did I

"When peopl e think of honosexuals they usually think of-Usula and | have had
a

long and faithful |ove.'

In ny ears | heard Xan's words about two dykes. It didn't fit Max and Ursul a.
Neither did the words | heard at school, gays and faggots and queers.

"I love you, Polly, love you |like ny daughter. And you |ove ne, too, in al

your
amazi ng i nnocence.'
There was a | ong pause. | hoped the conversation was over. But Max went on

"Ursul a'-she paused again- 'Usula is the way she is. She's conpeted in a
man' s

world, in a man's field. There are not many wonen neurosurgeons. As for ne-'
-1 don't want to know, | thought. -Keep this kind of thing in the cl oset
wher e

it belongs. That's what doors are for. It doesn't have anything to do with
ne.

'"W'd better go downstairs,' Max said. 'l asked Nettie and Ovid to set the
tabl e

on the verandah.'

| followed her. Instead of going directly out to the
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ver andah, she paused at the oval dining room swtching

on an enornous Waterford chandelier which sparkl ed

like drops of water fromthe ocean

Mot her and Daddy have eaten in the oval dining roomat Beau Allaire. Wen |
ate

with Max and Ursula, it was supper, not dinner-sonetimes if it was chilly, on
trays in the library, or sonetimes on the big marble-topped table in the

ki tchen. Ursul a kneaded dough on that table, and the kitchen usually held the
fragrance of baking bread.

"Nettie, really!" Max exclained, and | saw that two pl aces had been set at

t he

mahogany table, which, like the room was oval

As though she had been called, Nettie cane in through the swi ng door which



| ed

to the breezeway and the kitchen. 'Verandah's too danp, M ss Maxa. Table's
wet .

Fog' s thi ck.

"Fine, Nettie,' Max said. "You're quite right. W'Il eat here.' She sat at

t he

head of the table and pointed to the portrait over the |ong sideboard, a
portrait of a man, mddl e-aged or nore, stern and dignified, with white hair
and

nmust ache, a nose which was a caricature of Max's, and a smile which nmade ne
unconf ort abl e.

Ovid cane in and lit the candles on the table and in the sconces on the wall.
"My papa.' Max nodded at the portrait and her smile matched the smle on her

father's face. | felt cold, chillier than the danpness the fog brought in.
'Looks like him' Max said. 'Spitting inage, as they say. It's not a bad
pi ece

of work. One has to admire the artist's perception which transcends the
stiffness of his technique. Wat do you think?

| couldn't very well say, "Hs smle gives ne the creeps.' | said, 'He | ooks
rather form dable.’
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' Formi dabl e? Ch, he was.'

Nettie and Ovid came in with silver dishes, cold sliced chicken, hot spoon
bread, served us, and wi thdrew.

Max said, 'Wen ny sister and | were little, we used to think God | ooked Iike
Papa, and | suspect he fostered the idea. Papa |iked being God. You don't
make

as much nmoney as Papa did wi thout a God conplex. Beau Allaire belonged to
Manma

and Papa got a job in the famly bank. He was a big frog in a little pond,

but

he made the noney not only to keep up Beau Allaire but to build a hospital
And

he had no hesitation in shoving people aside if they got in his way. After
all,

isn't God supposed to do whatever he wants?'

That wasn't the way | thought of God. O the way | thought Max thought of

God.

She took her fork and spread spoon bread around on her plate. 'I wonder if
CGod

ever feels guilt? The M A Horne Hospital is Papa's big guilt offering. Us
sees God as a benevol ent physician. That's a better image than nmine. The only
way | can get rid of the false imge of Papa as God is to think of the
marvel s

of creation. The theory nowis that everything in the universe, all of the
gal axi es, all of the quanta, everything conmes fromsonmething as small as the
nucl eus of an atom Think of that, of that tiny speck, invisible to the naked
eye, opening up like a flower, to beconme clouds of hydrogen dust, and then

stars, and solar systens. That softly opening flower -1 visualize a lotus-is
a

nore viable inage of God for ne than anything else. | keep the portrait of
Papa

to remind ne that God is not like him'

| liked the imge of the gently opening lotus. | didn't like the man in the
portrait.

Ovid cane in with a bottle of wine in a napkin and poured a glass for Max.
"This

will help your appetite,
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M ss Maxa. You need Nettie's good spoon bread.' Then



he put a very small anount in my glass and filled it

up with water. My talk with Daddy was still clear in

my mnd. That was plenty for ne.

"MA and | were only eleven nonths apart, and were nore lite tw ns than just
sisters. Not that we didn't think for ourselves, but there wasn't anything we
couldn't tell each other. She was the younger, and when we were four or five
years old our nother died-she had a weak heart-and that made us cl oser than
ever. Mama's portrait is the mddle of the three across fromyou.'

| looked at the three gold-franed portraits. The niddle, and |argest, was of
a

fragil e-1ooki ng woman, al nost beautiful, but too washed-out to nmake it. She
was

not vivid like Max, or translucent, like MA in the portrait in the library.
' She | ooks pretty. But tired.'

Max | aughed, not a happy | augh. 'Papa was a tiring man. Qur materna

grandfat her, our Allaire grandfather, nust have been equally tiring. Poor
Manma

Her name was Subnmit, and her two sisters, in the portraits on either side of
her, were Patience and Hope. \Wich gives you an idea of the frame of mnd of
our

Al laire grandnother. Mama's calling us Mnerva Allaire and Maximliana
Sebasti ane may have been her way of getting even. She died before we had nmuch
chance to know her, but she was affectionate and gentle.'

Ovid cane to take away our plates, checking that Max had eaten nost of her
neal .

Nettie followed himw th salad, delicate greens fromthe Beau Allaire

gr eenhouse.

' Keepi ng this enornous house with inadequate help killed Mama. | have one
Wi ng

conpletely closed off, but while Papa was alive, all the roons had to be
r eady

at a monent's notice. Papa did not nmake his business deals on the golf
cour se,
he made them here in the oval dining
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room over port.' She paused. 'The portrait's uncannily

[ike him | don't think the artist realized how accurate

he was.'

W sat in silence for a while. Then she said, 'I"'mnot really a portraitist,
but

every once in a while there's someone | know | nust paint-like you. Ursula's
never allowed me to paint her, but she can't stop ne from maki ng sketches.'
Nettie came in, bearing crene brulee, which she put in front of Mix, beam ng
When she went back to the kitchen, Max | aughed, a nice laugh this tine.
"Nettie

feel s she nmust conpete with Us. Bless Us. She has to make godlike deci sions
all the time, but she has nore genuine humility than anyone |'ve known. She
pi cks up her scal pel and she holds Iife and death in her hands. No wonder she
cones home fromthe hospital and bakes bread and creates casserol es and
listens

to Pachel bel and Vivaldi.' She served ne a |uscious dish of crene brullee.
"Bless Nettie, too. I'mfar better served than | deserve.'

When we had finished dessert, Max suggested we go upstairs again. The fire
had

di ed down, and she rebuilt it, then sat on the rug, head on her knees,

wat chi ng

the fat pine take flanme. 'As soon as we were old enough, MA and | becane
Papa' s hostesses. After Mama died, he got a good housekeeper, but MA and
sat

with himin the dining roomevery night, were with "hi mwhen he entertained



busi ness guests. | think it was expected that eventually we would marry from
t he

guest list. Mney tends to marry noney. And when Papa snhapped his fingers, we
di d what ever he wanted us to do. He wasn't beyond hitting us if we didn't

obey

promptly. MA was deathly afraid of him | suppose | was, too, but I
pr et ended

I wasn't. | tal ked back to him and he

liked that. One didn't show fear in front of Papa.’
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Sonething in Max willed me to turn fromthe fire

and | ook into her eyes, grey, like the fog, the silver glints
di nmed. She spoke in a low, chill voice. 'Papa was a | echerous
old roue. It killed ny nother. But she subnitted,

poor darling, until her heart gave out, living with a nman
conpletely unprincipled. He killed MA., too. He hated

wonen, | think, but he wanted them All of them One

ni ght when | was away, he ... She got away from him

and ran out into the rain, and died of pneunonia. And

anguish. | will never forgive him'

| shuddered. The fog seened to be creeping into the room It did not seem
like

May .

"Sorry, Polly, darling Polly. Hate is a totally destructive enotion, | know
that. But | hate him | hope you will never have cause to hate anyone as |
hat e

Papa. | would like to forgive him but | don't know how.'

| stole another | ook at her. Her eyes burned, and | thought she had fever.
"It's extraordinary how | can hate Papa-and at the sanme tine acknow edge t hat
in

ny youth I wasn't unlike him conpletely indiscrimnate in nmy affairs after
ny

marri age broke up. What | did had little connection with |ove. And then | nmet
Ursul a. Blessed Ursula, who |loved ne and heal ed ne. W have been good for
each

other. Nourishing. As your parents nourish each other.'

Max conparing herself and Ursula to nmy parents? WAs that possible?

" Sandy trusted ne enough to bring you over to nme. | value that trust. | want
never to hurt you. And | already have, haven't 1? O vicious gossip has.
Peopl e

are assum ng that because you are very dear to ne, you are like me. The world
being the way it is, they'd assune it even if | was straight as a pin.'

"Never mind," | said clunmsily. 'They're stupid.’
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t hought of the girls fromMilletville who thought they

were better than anybody el se. To put thenselves up

they had to put other people down.

Max said, 'l love you as | would have | oved the daughter | couldn't have. You
don't need a mother, you have a fine one. But every adol escent needs soneone
to

talk to, sonmeone to whom she is not biologically bound, and |I serve that
purpose. We are alike in our interests, you and I, but not in our ways of
expressing our sexuality.' She | ooked straight into ny eyes. 'Don't be

conf used

about yourself. You're not a lesbian. | know'

| suppose, |ooking back on it, that it was brave, maybe even noble, of Max to
tell me all this.

She took a long brass wand and blew into the fire. The fl anes soared. She put
t he wand back, speaking as though to herself. 'Bad hearts run in the Alaire
famly. Mama. MA M little-' She broke off. 'I have a heart as strong as an



ox. What irony.

| didn't understand the irony.

A sudden crash of thunder cut across ny thoughts. Al npost daily thunderstornms
are

part of summer on Benne Seed Island. Five minutes of |ightning and thunder
and

rain and the air would be cleared. This sudden storm woul d di ssipate the fog.
"Your father and Urs are friends, Polly. | don't know whether or not they've
tal ked about this, because it isn't within the context of their interests, but
I

suspect your father knows.'

| suspected that both ny parents knew. That they knew before Xan and Kate
brought it up at dinner.

Max said, '| asked Ovid to light the fire in the green guest roomto cut the
danp. W'll just wait till this stormis over.' She took a soft wool bl anket
fromthe chaise | ongue and tucked it around ne. | was over-
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whel med by great waves of sleep, a reaction of shock

fromwhat Max had told ne.

"Little one,' she said softly. 'Let it go. You don't have to bear it with ne.
It's over. You have a terrifying ability to enter into the experience of

ot hers,

that's why you're such a good little actress. You feel things too deeply to
bear

t hem unl ess you can get them out of yourself through sone formof art.’

| closed my eyes and her words drifted away with the snoke.

When | woke up, it seened that a |light was shining in ny eyes. The fog had

cl eared, and the moonlight was com ng through the wi ndows. By its ancient

l'i ght

Max was | ooking at ne, her eyes as bright and savage as a gull's.

But her voice was gentle. 'Time for bed.'

| staggered to ny feet and foll owed her to the green guest room The fire had
died down to a glow, but it had taken the danp away, and the breeze coming in

fromthe wi ndow was summery. | slipped into bed, and Max tucked the covers
about
me. | drifted back into sleep

In the nmorning | got up early, drank a glass of mlk, drove the length of the
Island to our house, and took the boat across the water to Cowpertown and the
school bus.

Stubbly grass was prickling agai nst nmy cheek, and a

hand noved gently across my hair. | opened ny eyes

and | ooked up at Zachary.

"Have a ni ce nap?"

| sat up and pushed nmy fingers through ny hair. "l guess |I'mnot quite over
j et

lag yet. Sandy says it takes a day for each hour."
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"Sandy? Who's Sandy?" he asked suspi ciously.

"My uncle. He and Aunt Rhea are conming into Athens tonorrow, |ate afternoon
I

t hink."

"Are you going to ditch nme for thenP"

"W do have plans . "

"WIl you at |east spend the day with nme, Sl eeping Beauty?"

| probably | ooked a nmess, with grass marks on ny cheek and ny hair sticking
out

in all directions, and here he was asking ne to spend another day with him
"“1'd

| ove to spend the day with you
"You cried out in your sleep," Zachary said. "Listen, about whoever it was



who
hurt you, remenber |'ve been hurt, too. It's not a nice feeling. It takes the

al ready shaky ego and shrivels it, like putting a match to a plastic bag. I'm
not pushing you, Polly, but it really mght help if you tal ked about it."

| shook ny head. "Thanks, Zach, | don't want to talk about it till | have it
al |

sorted out."
"Sonetines tal king hel ps sort things out."

"I"'mnot ready. You talk if you want to. I'msorry you got hurt. | do care."
"You do, don't you? Thanks, Pol, but |I'ma selfish bastard and | deserved
anything | got. | lived by sophonoric nores, Nunber One all the way. In ny

world, love affairs were taken with incredi ble seriousness, which ought to
nean

at | east an expectation of permanence."

"Doesn't it?"

"Ha. Totally serious can mean a few days, and then al ong comes sonmeone over
t he

hori zon who has nore nobney or nore prestige, and whoops, musical chairs,
change

partners. You know how, at cocktail parties, the person you're talking to is
| ooki ng over your shoulder, in case there's sonmebody nore inportant to talk
to?"
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| didn't. 1'd never been to a cocktail party.

"I'n ny world they're | ooking over your shoul der while they' re making | ove,
and

it's nusical chairs again." He sounded bitter

"Are you tal king from experience?" | asked.
"Pretty Pol, in experience | amold enough to be your grandfather." He put
hi s

head down on ny lap, and | ran ny fingers through his silky black hair.
Anot her

first for me. | was amazed at how natural it seemned.
"You're lucky, Red," he said. "My parents don't know anythi ng about trust.
They

never trusted each other, and they never trusted nme. And |'ve never trusted
them And your parents trust you, enough to let you cone to G eece all alone,
not because they want to get rid of you, but because they trust you. | nmean,
that's pretty incredible."

Even though my parents didn't know | was in Geece all alone, their trust in
e,

and in the rest of us, was indeed pretty incredible. And that trust had been
betrayed, and | hoped they'd never have to know the extent to which it had
been

betrayed. Part of growing up, | was discovering, was |learning that you did
not

have to tell your parents everything.

Did Mdther and Daddy carry trusting us to an extrene?

What choice did they have? The three little ones were the only ones young
enough

to be nonitored twenty-four hours a day. Den was in junior high, the rest of
us

in high school. W did have curfews, and if there was a valid reason we

coul dn't

make them they trusted us to phone. Wen Xan and Kate were late, tw ce,

wi t hout

calling, they were given a 10 p.m curfew for the nonth, which neant no going
to

Cowpertown after school hours. Fromtheir point of view, that was only an



i nch

awnay
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from capital punishment. They conpl ained the entire

time, but they kept the curfew

If 1"ma slow devel oper, Kate's a rapid one. | knew that she'd gone a | ot
further with boys than | had, not that 1'd had nuch chance, and that this
concerned Mother and Daddy. And sonetinmes Xan seens older, as well as taller
than |. But how rmuch did Mot her and Daddy know about string-bean Xan? He was
al ready six three, and good-looking, and a little arrogant, and he brought
home

straight A's and was star of the basketball team and president of his class.
But

did they know hi n?

And how nuch did they really know about me? Wien | went out w th Renny,

Mot her

and Daddy knew what our plans were, whether we were going to drive, whether
Renny had borrowed a boat, They probably suspected that Renny kissed me good
night. Did they trust us blindly?

How coul d Max ever trust anybody again, after what her father did? And yet
she

trusted.

And | knew that there wasn't any other way to live. You sinmply cannot go
around

sni ffing suspiciously at everyone and everything, expecting the worst. At

| east,

Mot her and Daddy coul dn't. And, by gene and precept, neither could I

'People are trustworthy only by virtue of being trusted,’' Daddy had once

sai d.

Havi ng your parents trust you is a pretty heavy burden

On the other hand, | trusted ny parents.

"What ' re you thinking?" Zachary asked.

"Ch, trusting people. Letting them down."

Zachary patted my thigh. "I can't imagine you |letting anybody down."
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I ran ny fingers through his hair again. "You don't

know ne very well." The thought flashed across ny

mnd that | had et Max down. | pushed it away.

Zachary yawned. "We'd better be getting back to town. |'ve made reservations
on
the roof of the Hilton. W'IlIl have drinks outside first, and |I've reserved a

wi ndow table. The viewis better than the food, though the food' s not bad.
Rat her bl and, to pl ease unexperinmental Americans. You can even get a

hanbur ger. "

He eased out of ny lap, stood up, held out his hand to me, then took one
finger

and touched ny cheek. "So soft,"” he murnured. Wth the tip of his finger he
circled my eyes, then |l eaned toward me and ki ssed ne.

| pulled away, and started toward the car.

"What's the matter?" he asked. "You know our chemistry's expl osive."

"Chem stry's not enough.”

"Way not?" | didn't answer. "If you gave in once, why not now, when you know
things are really fizzing between us?"
"I said," clenching ny jaw, "chem stry's not enough."” | picked up the picnic

basket and put it in the car.

Zachary ran after me. "Hey, wait up. Was | being offensive?"

"You might call it that."

"Well, listen, Pol, hey, listen, I'"'mreally sorry. Okay?"

"Ckay." | still sounded pretty chilly.

"You're going to have dinner with ne tonight? I'll be good. Prom se. Ckay?



I've
never met anyone like you, and |'ve |earned, honest | have, it's a m stake
for

me to think you're going to react |like anyone else. | don't want you to.
like

you the way you are. So you will have dinner?"

"Sure. Dinner will be fine."
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I'd never had anyone pleading to have dinner with

me before. If | needed affirmation, Zachary was providing
it.

The view fromthe roof garden of the Hlton was as
spectacul ar as the view from Zachary's bal cony. | ordered
| enbnade, and Zachary had a Metaxa sour

Metaxa. Urs often called Max that.

"Have a sip?" Zachary asked.

| shook ny head.

"Polly, 1'll see you tonorrow?"

He was saying it, and | still didn't quite believe it, that he really wanted
to

be with ne three days in arow "lI'd love to."

"And after tonmorrow, what? Am| ever going to see you agai n?"
"Who knows? It's a snmall world."

"I"'d like to be friends with you forever. | want to know there's sonethi ng
per manent in human rel ations."

| sipped ny | enbnade. "I'mnot sure there is."

He signaled the waiter for two nore drinks. "I'mthe one who's the cynic, not

you. What about your parents? They sound pretty permanent to ne."

"As things go in this life, | guess they are."

"And that's what you're | ooking for?"

"Utimately. But not for a long tine. | have to get through coll ege and
figure

out howto earn ny living."

"And you're going to wear your chastity belt all that tinme?"

"I don't know," | said. "If I've |learned nothing else, |'ve |earned that you
never know what's going to happen. But right now, tonight, in Athens, |I'm
wearing my
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chastity belt." | thought 1'd better be firm about that,

for nyself as much as for Zachary.

The maitre d hotel summoned us then, and took us to our table. After we'd
ordered, Zachary said, "I wish | knew who he was, this guy who hurt you so
nmuch.

He's made you put your armor on so there isn't even a chink. Wiy are you
rejecting me?"

"I"'mnot rejecting you. W've just met, and already we're friends. | could
have

been very lonely, and you've been wonderful ."

He smiled at ne across the table. "If you ever take off that chastity belt,
Polly, it'll be for real."

He wal ked nme back to the King George and kissed ne

gently just before | got in the elevator. | took another

| ong, hot bath, to help ne unwind. Got into bed and

read. | realized that | mssed the famly, even Xan

He had come into nmy roomone night while | was reading in bed, knocking
first,

which is a tradition. Qur roons are our own.

"Yah?' | didn't sound very wel coni ng

He stuck his head in the door. 'I'msorry about the other night.' He was so
tall



that he al nmost had to bend down to get in the door. Hs wists and ankl es
showed

past his pajana sleeves and | egs, and he was skinny, because of having shot
up

so qui ckly.

'What ot her night?

"You know. VWhat Kate and | said about the Mulletville kids and stuff. About
Max

and Usula and you. I'mreally sorry.’
"Ckay.' But it wasn't okay, and | didn't sound or fee
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graci ous. Maybe eventually Max woul d have told ne

all that she'd told ne, but it mghtn't have hurt so nuch.

"I hate those Mulletville kids,' Xan said. 'It's not fair.'

He sounded so vehenent that he renminded nme of ny little sister Peggy, who
frequently stanped and said, 'It isn't fair,' and Mother would reply, 'W
never

told you life was fair.' 'But it ought to be," Peggy would insist.

Max had said once, 'The young have an appalling sense of justice. Conpassion
doesn't cone till rnuch later.'

Was | | ooking for justice w thout conpassion? |'mnot even sure what justice
woul d be. If the mlk has soured, there's no way to make it sweet again.

Now | said to Xan, 'Since when did you expect things to be fair?

He hovered in the doorway. 'Can | cone in?

"Sure.' | closed ny book, a finger init to mark the place, to give hima

hi nt

that | didn't want himto stay |ong.

"I had a long talk with Dad.'

'Did you?

"In the first place, | shouldn't have listened to the Milletville kids. In
listening to them | was encouragi ng them

| shrugged. 'l listen to gossip, too.'

' About ne?

' Peopl e don't gossip nuch about you.'

He sat on the foot of ny bed. Because |I'mthe ol dest, | have the room

fart hest

fromthe main part of the house and Mother and Daddy's room | have a

conbi nati on desk/chest of drawers. A chair. A closet for ny clothes. And a

Vi ew

of the ocean through an enornous chinaberry tree, which is a favorite of

r edbi rds.

Xan said, 'Dad told ne that Usula is very highly
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t hought of, and he feels privileged to be her friend, and

Max's.' He | ooked at ne and added, 'At least all this has

taught nme sonething.'

' What ?'

"I used to think of |esbians as being different from other wonen, kind of
freakish. | didn't think they were |like other people, like U sula Hesche
doi ng

a good job. | nean, being a neurosurgeon is tough.'

And Ursul a nmanaged it wi thout playing God. She cane hone and baked bread. And
took care of Max.

Xan said, 'W do gossip and bitch at school about things we really don't know
about. I'mas bad as Kate. What | want to say is, I"'mreally sorry we brought
it

up. Being sick was no excuse.'

"Forget it," | said.

Xan stood up. 'It's hard to keep your head on straight in a world like this.'
"You're right," | agreed. 'It's not easy.'



"You're not still mad at ne?

"No. !

On the whole, | thought, Xan kept his head on straighter than | did.

deci ded

I'd wite hima postcard all his own, not just a famly one.

I woke up in the night hearing sirens. G eek sirens.

do not like sirens, anywhere. They nean police and fire

and vi ol ence. They nmade me feel very alone in a hote

in a strange city. | conforted nyself with the thought

that Sandy and Rhea would be with ne in tine for

dinner, and it mght be a good idea if | made a reservation

for a table at the roof restaurant.

Zachary and | were going to neet in the norning,
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drive out in the country again, and take the ferry ride

fromltea, at the foot of Munt Parnassus, to Aegea, and

woul dn't be back till late afternoon. Was it because

was seeing Zachary in a new country, with home far behind nme, that we had
cone

to know each other so quickly? It took weeks and weeks of seeing Renny before
we

could talk the way Zachary and | had talked in only two days. | had m xed
enotions. In a way | would al nbst be glad to say goodbye to hi mwhen Sandy
and

Rhea canme, because he did have a powerful effect on nme, and it scared ne. And
at

the sane tine it would be a

wrench to | eave soneone forever who had appeared when | really needed
rescui ng.

Zachary knew that | expected Sandy and Rhea, but not that |'d expected them
to

be at the airport to neet ne, that these days alone in Athens were not part
of

anybody's plan. If | still believed in guardian angels, 1'd suspect it had
al |

been prearranged for nmy benefit.

Max sometinmes tal ked about the delicate bal ance

bet ween a prearranged pattern for the universe and

human free will. 'Sonetines our freedom cones in

the way we accept things over which we have no control

t hi ngs which nmay cause us great pain and even

death.'

| didn't understand then that she was tal king about herself. W were sitting
on

t he verandah, overl ooking the ocean. The wi steria vines were in bloom the
bl ossoms noving from pal e | avender to deep dark purple. Pungent scents from
flowers and herbs wafted toward us.

She changed the subject. '| wonder how | ong Benne
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Seed will be the kind of lovely island it is now? If the

other two plantations should ever be sold, there'd be

nore devel oprnents like Miulletville, only bigger.'’

'"I'd hate it," | said. 'Daddy'd hate it. He'd have to | ook for another
island.'

"I don't think it'll happen for a while. Spring and early sunmmrer, before the
long heat sets in, are as lovely here as any place in the world. |I'mnot sure
why | love Beau Allaire. | was never happy here. MA and | cane out in

Charl eston, but nost of the tine Charl eston seens as far from Benne Seed as
New
York. And |'ve spent far too much of ny life on that asphalt island. Maybe



that's why | love to cone here. But 1'd die of loneliness, intellectua
loneliness, if | had to live on Benne Seed for |ong.'

The idea that Max might not stay on the |Island was horrible, but why had
ever

t hought her return to Beau Allaire was permanent? | renenbered Sandy and

Dennys

guesti oni ng her coming, thinking there was sonething odd about it. But | felt
that I, too, would die of loneliness without Max to talk to. 'You're not

| eaving, are you?' Wen she did not reply, | asked, 'Is Ursula' s sabbatica
over?'

Max | ooked down at her hands, lightly fol ded, pal e against her dark dress.

" No,

Polly. And no, | amnot going back to New York.'

During the normal pattern of Max and Ursula's year, Us took August off and
t hey

travel ed abroad together. In the winter, Max went off by herself to paint, to
check on Beau Allaire, to get away fromthe city.

"And,' she added, 'from Ursula. We're both dom nant personalities, and people
who | ove each other need to be apart periodically. | have nmy own studio on
Fifty-seventh Street, but even a city as big as New York can
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be too small. And | enjoy travel nmore than Urs does.

Even though it's getting daily nore difficult, and one

expects planes to be late, connections to be m ssed, trains

to stop for hours instead of mnutes, | still love it. Two

years ago | spent a month in Antarctica. | nearly got

frostbite on ny aristocratic nose, but | was totally fascinated

by that wild, cold world. | wanted to bring Us

back a penguin, but only if | could bring back a square

mle of its environment.'

For a while | was enbarrassed when Max tal ked about Urs, but she was so
matter-of-fact that it stopped bothering nme. She tal ked about Urs as anyone
woul d about a good friend. Slowy | began to forget Xan and Kate's gossip,
even

to forget what Max had told ne. As Mther had pointed out, it was not where
Max's and ny interests |ay.

Mot her and Daddy seemed to take it for granted that | mght go over to Beau

Allaire a couple of tines a week. | got ny chores in the |ab done in the
early

nmorni ng, helped with the little ones as nuch as possible, once a week
stri pped

t he beds and put the sheets through the washing machine. Wat time was |eft,
apart from school, was ny own.

Max and Ursula canme across the Island to have dinner with us every few weeks.
And if Xan and Kate heard any nore gossip, they didn't say anything. Sonetines
I

wonder ed about Max's husband, Davin Tomassi, and why they'd married, and what

had happened. | asked Mt her one day when we were taking sheets off the |ine,
snel ling of ocean and sky.

"I don't know rmuch about it,' Mther said. 'l gather Max and Davin renai ned
very

good friends, and kept in touch until he died. Max is a very conpl ex human
being. A very fine one.'
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The phone rang. In the mddle of the night, in the

King CGeorge Hotel in Athens. Goggily, fearfully, I

reached for it, heard a thick male voice asking for

Katerina, got an apology for disturbing me. 1'd have been

furious if | hadn't been half awake, anyhow. Even so, it

scared me. Phone calls in the mddle of the night aren't



usual | y good news.

I'"d thought it mght be about Max.

One warm May afternoon | was over at Beau Allaire.

Ursula and | had gone for a swim Max said she didn't

feel up to it and | thought Ursula's glance was anxi ous.

But the two of us had a fine swm W knew the tides and undertows and so
wer e

able to go out beyond the breakers. Wen we got back to the house, Max was on
t he verandah, curled up in the wicker swing, a pile of her old sketchbooks
besi de her, one open in her |ap.

Ursul a pi cked up a sketchbook Max had filled when they were on safari

shoot i ng

wi th cameras, not guns. Ursula had the camera, Max the sketchbook, and had
filled it with pictures of wildebeests, honey badgers, lions, elephants,
giraffes.

'"Cet dressed,' Max said sharply. 'l don't want sand and salt water all over
ny

sket chbooks.' Then she smiled at us, her special, slow smile which made ne
feel -oh, not just that Max was fond of me, but that being Pol yhymia O Keefe,
just as | was, with red hair and legs that were too long for ne, was an al
right thing to be.

I changed in the green guest room which was begin-
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ning to be "Polly's room' and went back to the verandah

Us was in the kitchen, 'doing sonething elegant with

chicken and fresh dill,' Max told ne.

| picked up another African sketchbook, this one filled with people rather

t han

ani mal s, pencil draw ngs of Africans doing tribal dances. Pygnmi es. Bushnen.
Mat abel es.

Anot her sket chbook. From Asia. Mirre odd dances, people wearing masks, |eaping
about fires. '"What's it about? | asked.

" Aggression,' Max said. 'Cetting rid of it legitimtely. W don't, nowadays,
we

sophi sti cated peoples. As society evolved, we began to repress the
destructi ve,

aggressive instincts we needed to acquire back when we were living in caves
and

trees and had to protect ourselves fromw ld aninmals-or wild people. Wat do

you
do about your own anger?

"I chop wood,' | said. 'That's the good ol d-fashi oned way of getting it out
of

your system but it works.'

Max pointed to a pen-and-ink sketch of naked peopl e dancing. They had | ong

| egs,

and | ong sl ender necks, and Max had given thema wild rhythm 'They're acting
out their feral feelings in a way which doesn't endanger society. Kids in

i nner

cities, or even places |ike Cowpertown, don't have any legitimte way of
wor Ki ng

out their aggressions. Not too many of themin the South, at |east-chop
wood. '

'Benne Seed gets mighty cold, and we use a lot of wood. | can split a cord as
wel | as Xan.

"Even the old scapegoat'-Max riffled through the pages -'was a useful device
wher eby peopl e could dunp their sins onto the animl, and not be crushed under
a

burden of neurotic guilt.' She put down the sketchbook, picked up a pad, and
began sketching ne. '"If | had it to do
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again, 1'd be an anthropologist. W is it who said the

proper study of mankind is man?' | didn't know the

answer, and she went on, 'We all have our own burdens

of neurotic guilt. Sketching helps nme get rid of mine.'

| reached for another sketchbook. It was filled with watercol or paintings of

brilliant, jungly-Ilooking birds, flashing color in deep-green forests, and

t hen

nore peopl e, wearing masks and danci ng.

To ny surprise, Max grabbed the sketchbook. 'I don't like those paintings.'
'Where were you when you did then?' | asked, not understandi ng why she was so
vehenent .

' Ecuador .

Ecuador. In South Anerica. 'Wre you in the jungle?

"For a while.' She pulled out another sketchbook. 'Now | ook at these

sket ches,

Polly. It's fromny last China trip."'

"When were you in Ecuador?' | persisted.

'Last year. Look, here's the Geat Wll of China. It's al nost unbelievabl e,
even

when you're looking right at it."'

| 1 ooked, not at Max's drawi ngs of the Wall, but at Max herself, her pallor
her

t hi nness. And the pieces of the puzzle suddenly fitted together. This was why
Max had come home to Beau Allaire, why Ursula was on | eave of absence from
her

hospital in New York

If 1'd seen Urs alone, |I'd have asked her if ny guess was right, but there
wasn't a monent. Once Urs called to us that dinner was ready, the three of us
were together the whole time, and then they both waved me off when | left for
horme. | wi shed the Land-Rover hadn't been available, so | could have asked

U s

to drive ne.

As soon as | got back, | checked in, and then went out to the |lab and call ed
fromthe phone there, called the
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hospital in Cowpertown and left a message for Renny to

call nme. 1'd never done that before.

| took the hose and sluiced down the cement floor of the lab, so I'd be there
to

grab the phone when it rang. | was cl eaning one of the tanks when he call ed.
"What's up, Polly?

| perched on one of the high stools; the tel ephone was on the wall above a
shel f

full of beakers and jars and a |l ot of |ab paraphernalia. 'Max was in Ecuador
| ast year. Has she got one of your awful parasites?

A pause. Then, 'Thousands of Anericans go to South America every year.'

"Max was in the jungle, not on a cruise ship.'

Renny was sil ent.

"Listen, | know all about doctors' confidentiality, but you' ve talked to ne a
| ot about your field, and unless you tell ne I'mwong, |'mgoing to assune
t hat

Max got infected while she was in South Arerica, and this thing is going to
kill

her. Is killing her.'

Renny said, 'Polly.' And then, 'Look, | can't talk on the phone. Were are
you?'

"In the | ab. There's no one around.'
"Pol, | can't talk about it at all. You know that.'



"Then it's true. Ckay, | know |I'm not next of kin, | have no legal right to
ask.

But Max is ny friend. She matters to ne.'
Renny sounded very far away. 'If Ms. Tomassi wanted you to know, she'd tel
you.'

"That's telling nme. Thanks.'

"What are you going to do with it?

"Nothing. You're right. If Max wanted nme to know, she'd tell me herself. But
I

want to talk to you, please. Not about Max. You've talked to nme plenty about
vec-
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tors, and parasites circulating in the blood of the host in

Trypanosomal form

"You know too rmuch about too many things,' Renny said.

"You don't have to talk to ne about Max. Just talk to me about Netson and his
research.’

"l suppose | owe you that nmuch. It's all ny fault that you guessed. |'m not
on

call tonorrow evening.'

He' d borrowed a boat, so we went to Petros' as usual. Renny had brought an
article by his boss in the New Engl and Journal of Medicine, and | skimred it,
then went back to read nore slowy. Cinically, the patient experiences a
recurrent fever. The Trypanosomal organi snms go through sonme kind of change,
but

eventual ly they get back in the bl oodstream and i nvade the heart. In the case
of

peopl e |ike Max (though we never mentioned her nanme) who have no i munities
what soever, severe heart di sease devel ops. Even with people who have |ived
for

generations in areas where the disease is endenic, about ten percent of the
popul ati on end up with congestive heart failure, and sudden cardiac arrest is
conmmon.

"How did Max find out she had Netson's?' | handed hi m back the New Engl and
Journal . Renny began |l eafing through it, not answering.

| felt angry and frustrated, and at the sanme time | respected his attitude. |
spoke slowy, quietly. 'You don't have to tell ne. | can figure it out. Max
is

no fool, and Usula is a doctor, even if tropical nedicine isn't her field.
But

she nust have heard of these diseases, and Max is an ommivorous reader. |f
she

had a bite on the eyelid, followed by conjunctivitis while she was in
Ecuador,

she'd have suspected. One of the forenmpst specialists in
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tropical diseases is her cousin, on the staff of M A

Hor ne, which was started with her father's noney.

Ironic, isn't it?

Renny | ooked at ne over the magazi ne, but said nothing-

I went on. '"So it would be a logical thing for her to cone hone to confirma
di agnosi s she and Ursul a al ready suspected, and to stay here, because Dr.

Net son's in Cowpertown, and Beau Allaire is hone. And Ursula's on | eave of

absence, to be with Max until-' My voice broke, and |I |ooked at Renny. He did
not contradict me, so | knewl was right, if not specifically, at |east
generally. For a nonment a wave of nausea broke over ne. | fought it back
"Isn't

there any treatnent?
"Not hi ng satisfactory.' Renny spoke reluctantly. 'W're trying prinmaquine in
t he



dosage suitable for nmalaria. And there's a nitrofurazone derivative that
shows
prom se. But if there's organ damage, it's irreversible, at |east at

present.'

"What about a heart transplant?' | suggested.

' They're chancy, at best, and contraindicated in Netson's. Polly, I've told
you

nore than | shoul d.'

"You haven't said a word about Max. You've just tal ked to ne about a di sease
in

which you're particularly interested. If Max weren't involved, you could have
sai d everything you ve said to me, and it wouldn't have hurt. That's the
difference.’

H s voice was heavy. 'She's a special lady. Areal |lady, and there aren't

many
around nowadays. | truly admire her. | wi sh there were something | could do
for

her. You're lucky to have her for a friend.'

"Yes. | know.'

W didn't finish our pizza. Petros came and asked us
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if anything was wong with it, and we assured himit
was fine, but he wanted to make us another, on the
house, and finally | convinced himl didn't feel well

Renny asked himfor the check. 'Polly, sweet. I'msorry.

"I know.'

"For all the breaks we've been getting in nedicine, there's still a lot we
can't

do anyt hi ng about.'

My voice was brittle. 'Nobody ever pronmised us life was going to be safe.
Everybody di es, sooner or later.'

"Wuld you want not to?" Renny asked. 'To go on in a body growi ng ol der and
ol der, forever? Even if we could keep the body in reasonabl e shape, would you
want to live forever?

"Yes,' | said, and then, 'No. Forever would be crippling. One woul d never
have

to do anything, because one could always do it tonorrow.' One could- I'd

pi cked

that up from Max, as so much el se. 'But not extinction. | can't imagi ne Max

bei ng anni hil ated.'

Renny didn't say anything, and | didn't want himto, because he's an intern

and

| knew what he'd say. At least |I'molder than Renny in that way. He can take
on

faith that there are mitochondria and farandol ae, and that there are quarks

and

guanta, even though they can't be seen. Well, so can |. My parents are
scientists, after all. But | can also take on faith that Max is too alive to
be

ext i ngui shed by anything as-as banal as death.
Renny paid for the pizza. 'Polly-'
| 1 ooked at him

'Can you keep .. . what you've guessed ... to yourself?

"Il try. If | don't see Max for a couple of days, maybe I'Il get it al
into

some kind of perspective. I'mnot very good about hiding things from people
care about.' Max
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had guessed inmediately that |I'd heard gossip about her
and Us. But this was different. |1'd have to keep her



from knowi ng that | knew.

W drove to the dock and junped into the small notorboat. Halfway to Benne
Seed,

Renny cut the notor as usual, but instead of kissing we |ooked up at the
stars.

'In the life span of a star,' | said, 'our lives are less than a flicker
whet her we live for ten years or a hundred.’

"In the life span of the universe,' Renny said, 'that life of a star is |less
than a flicker.' And then he kissed me. And | wanted himto. Just as it was
begi nning to build, he broke off. 'Tine to take you hone.'

Heavy with unwanted know edge, | went to nmy room saying that | had a | ot of
reading to do for school. VWich was true. Exans were coming up, and | had to
do

wel | .

And my roomwas full of Max. The little crystal bird she'd given nme for the
opening of As You Like It was on ny desk, by the wi ndow, where it caught and
refracted the light sparkling off the ocean. Over ny desk chair was flung a
Fai r

I sle sweater Max had | oaned me one early spring night when it had grown
unexpectedly chilly, and then told me to keep because she didn't need it
anynore. On ny bed table were books she'd taken down fromthe library shelves
at

Beau Allaire and given nme to read.

Now that | knew all that | knew, | couldn't understand why it had taken ne so
long to realize just why it was that Max had come honme to Beau Allaire.
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But | learned that | was capabl e of keeping a secret.

Max and Ursula did not know that | knew.

In the King George Hotel in Athens | woke up with

tears on ny cheeks, and the sound of the redbird in the

chinaberry tree in nmy ears. The sound faded into the

ni ght noises of a city, and | knew that | had been crying

about Max. Suddenly | heard a soft rain spattering on

t he bal cony floor, and a cool breeze cane in. And | went

back to sleep

In the norning the sky was even nore brilliantly blue and gold than it had
been,

with no heat haze, and a cool breeze.

Zachary called while | was having breakfast, the Fair Isle cardigan over ny
shoul ders. He explained that we'd need to make an early start if | wanted to
be

back in tine for dinner with Sandy and Rhea. "Can you be in the | obby at

ni ne?"

"Sure, why not?"

"Leave a nessage for your uncle and aunt, that you may not be back when they
arrive. Wien are they getting in, by the way?"

"I"'mnot sure. Uncle Sandy just said in plenty of time for dinner."

"Ckay, then, he doesn't expect you to hang around. |'ll have you back at the
King George in good tine to bathe and change. Just |eave them a nessage."
"WIl do." Sandy would certainly not want ne to hang around.

"That was quite a downpour we had during the night," Zachary said. "Did it
wake

you?"

"I heard it." It was mxed up in my mind with the
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redbird in the chinaberry tree and ny conversation wth

Renny. "But now we've got the nost glorious day of all."

| had carried ny coffee cup fromthe balcony to the tel ephone

in the bedroom and took a swallow. It was cooling

off. "See you at nine."



The air was dry and warm when we started off in the VWBug, which was

begi nni ng

to seemlike a fanmiliar friend. Zachary'd brought another picnic basket, not
fromthe Hlton this time, he said, but very Greek: cold spinach pie, feta
cheese, winkly dark olives, tarama-salata, cucunber dip.

"And | got themto nmake nme some fresh | enonade at the Hilton. | don't suppose
you want to greet your uncle and aunt with wi ne on your breath."
"I'"'mnot nuch of a drinker," | told him

"There's a difference between having an occasi onal gl ass of wi ne and being an
al coholic.™

"OfF course. But I'mstill a mnor, in case you' ve forgotten, and |'ve seen
enough of the results of the abuse of alcohol to be very wary of it."

He | ooked at me with open curiosity. "Not your parents?"

"Heavens-no! "

"Who?"

| didn't say Max. It was a while before |I realized that sometines she drank
t oo

much. She frequently switched fromw ne to bourbon. 'It's good for elderly
hearts,' she said.

| asked Renny if it was all right for her to drink bourbon, and he said that
to

an extent Max was right, that a noderate anount of whiskey actually dil ated
t he

arteries. And he added that it was a painkiller. He gave me another of

Nel son's

articles to read, this one way over ny head, but | gathered that in the |ast
nmont hs of the disease there is a good deal of acute pain, and the
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damaged heart nuscle will not tolerate ordinary painkillers.

One eveni ng when Max and | were alone at Beau Allaire she tal ked to ne about
her

husband. W were sitting at the table out on the verandah, and she was

si ppi ng

bourbon. Only the slight flush to her cheeks nade ne realize that she was
drinki ng nore than usual, but there was nothing ugly about it.

"I married Davin Tomassi in good faith,' she said. 'l wanted famly life,
want ed

children, and | thought Davin and | could nmake it. He was the gentlest nan |
have ever known, and occasionally he could get through all ny bl ocks and

i nhi bitions, but not often. God knows it wasn't Davin's fault there was no
mracle. He was infinitely patient. And when | got pregnant-oh, God, how we
rejoiced. But the baby was born with the Allaire weak heart, and lived only a
few days. After that-it was apparent things weren't going to work out for us
as

husband and wife. That was my worst time, after | left Davin. | fell apart in
the ugliest possible way. Then | net Urs. And was able to be friends with
Davi n

again. | will always |love Davin, in ny fashion, and be grateful to him"' She
put

her hands to her cheeks, and her fingers trenbled. 'l think | want you to go
hone now, Polly. I'mtired."’

| left. It had been alnost as hard for Max to tell ne about her marriage as
it

had been for her to tell ne about her father and M A | wondered when she was
going to tell me that she was dying.

The next time | was at Beau Allaire, U sula was there,

and | managed a few mnutes with her in the kitchen

(Max didn't give us much time al one, basically because
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Max didn't want to be alone). 'Us, | don't nean to pry,



and | know Max doesn't want to talk about it, and nobody

told me, | mean Renny didn't say anything, but

| guessed-'

Ursula turned fromthe stone sink. 'Did you? | thought you m ght have. How
nmuch

do you know?'

" That Max has Nel son's disease, and that there's no cure.'

Ursul a wi ped her hands carefully. 'Oh, Polly child, this is a lot for you to
handl e, and you're in too deep now for you to turn your back on Max and

wi t hdraw. '

Wt hdrawi ng had not occurred to me. 'Can't anything be done to help her?'
knew

t he answer, but Ursula was ol der and nore experienced than Renny.

"Not much. When Bart Netson confirnmed the diagnosis | don't think she
realized

how much she was going to have to endure. Wth some people it's just a sl ow
weari ng down of energy, and then quick heart failure. It's being nuch sl ower
with Max; she's very strong. The pain is bad, and getting worse. |'m grateful
to

you, child, for all you do to help Max. You're both friend and daughter to
her .

Did she tell you that she and Davin had a little girl?

"Yes.'

'That was a devastating blow to Maxa, seeing what appeared to be a perfect
infant, and then watching it wilt and die. You're Max's child, Polly, the
child

she couldn't have, and that's an enornmous burden to put on a

si xt een-year - ol d.

What have we done to you, Max and | ?

"You've made ne alive,' | said quickly.

"I worry about you.' She turned back to the stone sink. "I hope we're not-|I
hope

we're not destructive to you.'

"Constructive,' | said quickly. 'Sandy brought ne to Beau Allaire to neet
you,

just ne, renenber? He
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woul dn't have, if he hadn't known | needed you and

Max. '

"Bless you.' Ursula refilled the kettle and put it back on the stove. 'Bless
Sandy. Dennys, too. They're good friends.'

Mot her went to Charleston with Usula, at last, to go

to the Spoleto festival in the afternoon while Us was

consulting at Mercy Hospital, and then go out to dinner

and back to the festival in the evening. She came back

gl owi ng.
The foll owi ng week Max said, 'It's your turn, Pol. Us has to go back to
Charleston to see Ornsby-there are times | could kill your Uncle Dennys for

offering Us to himbut Us needs the stimulation, so |I'm sinultaneously
grateful. There's an interesting play on at the Dock Street Theatre in the

eveni ng.'

"Waen?'

" Tormorrow. We've already cleared it with your parents. Us will be getting
her

hair trinmred, so we'll kill two birds with one stone and get yours styled.’

"You're not coming? O course she wasn't com ng. She wasn't up to it, and
knew it.

"Not this tine. You go with Us and have fun.'

Usula and | stayed in the O nsbys' guesthouse, which was a separate buil di ng
behi nd the house and had been the kitchen in the old days. There was a



confortable sitting room overl ooking the garden, a bedroomw th twi n beds, a
bat hroom and a tiny kitchenette, so the guests could be self-sufficient. The
furniture was antique and beautiful -Ms. O nmsby was an interior decorator
-and

there was air-conditioning.
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W said hello to Ms. O nsby, who was wel com ng

and chatty and asked about Daddy and then Uncle

Dennys, and tal ked about getting Mother into Charl eston

nore often, and wouldn't Ursula be interested in

serving on sonme comrmittees? ' And how is Maximliana

doi ng?' she asked, a tentative note coming into her voice

"As well as can be expected.' Ursula's tone was carefully nonconmttal

"I wish we could help, ny dear,' Ms. Onsby said.

Suddenly and for the first tinme | realized that U sula was bearing Max's
deat h

on her own shoul ders, bearing it for Max as well as for herself. And | had a
faint glinmer of what that death was going to nean to Ursula. Max had said

t hat

t hey had been together for over thirty years. That was | onger than Mther and
Daddy had been married. How woul d either of nmy parents feel if they were

wat ching the other die? I couldn't quite conceive it. Now, as | watched and
heard Ursul a bei ng courteous and contai ned, some of her pain becane real to
ne.

Ms. Onsby, returning to her social, light voice, told us there was iced tea
in

the fridge, and a bottle of white w ne.

W thanked her and then went to the hairdresser, chic and undoubtedly
exorbitantly expensive. | felt alittle odd, having ny hair styled. Kate's
chestnut hair is curly, and even when she nibbles at it with the nai

sci ssors,

it looks just right. If | hack at mne with the nail scissors, it |ooks
exactly

as though |1've hacked at it with the nail scissors. Mther usually cuts it.
"Cut it short, please,' | said to the stylist, 'as short as possible.'

"Why so short?' he asked.

"It's an awful color, and the shorter it is, the less of it.'

"I'f I could make up a dye the color of your hair, half
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nmy | adi es would cone flocking. You have a beauti ful
neck. W will show off your neck to the best advantage.'

(Kate's reaction when | cane hone was, 'CGolly, Polly!’

Xan said, 'Gosh, Pol, what'd they do? You | ook al nost pretty!

"She is pretty,' Mbdther said.

Max sinply nade ne turn round and round, |ooking at me critically fromevery
angl e, nodding with satisfaction.)

| could hardly believe it nyself. Wien the stylist was through with me, ny
straight hair actually lay in soft curves, capping ny head.

Ursula's hair |ooked nice, too. 'Max found Dominic for me," she said. 'If Max
didn't see to it that | go to a good stylist, she knows | wouldn't bother
After

all, a surgeon's hair is frequently conceal ed under a green surgical cap.'
When we left the hairdresser, U sula went to the hospital and | went to the
art

gallery, where there was an interesting exhibition of women painters: Rosa
Bon- heur, Berthe Morisot, CGeorgia O Keeffe. O Keeffe. Hn Two fs. | liked the
way it |ooked. My parents had not objected when I put the extra |l in Polly,
but

| doubted if they'd let ne get away with putting an extra f in O Keefe.

I'd gone back to the cottage to change, and was del ayed by Ms. O nsby, so



was
a fewmnutes late and Ursula was waiting for me. She was evidently known by
t he

peopl e who ran the restaurant, and the waiter was snmling and respectful. 'W
have the noul es nmarinieres that you like, Dr. Heschel.'

"Splendid, Frangois. | think you'll like the way they prepare them here,
Polly."'

"Fine.'
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She did not order wine. We had Vichy water. 'This

place is small enough to be personal, and |'ve got in the

habit of eating here when I'min Charleston. Did you

have a good afternoon?

"Terrific. It's ages since |'ve been in an art gallery.

"Sonmetine |'mgoing to take a real sabbatical. But it's been good for nme to
keep

my hand in during all these nonths. Mrris Onsby called me in today on an
interesting and tragic case, a young worman in her thirties who has had a
series

of brain tunmors. Benign, in her case, is a nockery. After her first surgery,
some nerves were cut, and her face was irrevocably distorted, her nmouth

twi sted,

one eye partly closed. A few days ago anot her tumor was renoved, and severa

nore smaller ones were discovered. | agreed with the decision not to do
further
surgery. She said that she is looking with her mnd' s eye at the tunors,
willing

themto shrink, seeing them shrink. And she quoted Benjamin Franklin to mne:
Those things that hurt, instruct. An extraordi nary woman. A holy woman. She
| ooks at her devastated face in the mrror and, she says, she still does not
recogni ze herself. But there is no bitterness in her. She sails, and as soon
as

she gets out of the hospital she plans to sail, solo, to Bernuda. At sea,
what

she I ooks like is a matter of conplete indifference. My patients teach ne,
Polly. O d Ben knew what he was tal king about, and it's conpletely counter to
general thinking today, where we're taught to avoid pain and seek pl easure.
Pai n

needs to be noved through, not avoided.'

Usula was referring to her own pain, | thought. And Max's. And nine
"Way is hurting part of growing up? | demanded.

"It's part of being human. |'ve been watching you nove through it with
amazi ngly

mat ur e comnpassi on
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You' ve been the best medicine Max could have. Wl

child, it's a good thing the play is a comedy. This is

nore than enough heavi ness.'

W spent two hours in the theatre | aughing our heads off. Then back to the
guest

cottage. Ursula went into the main house to have a drink with the O nsbys, and
I

got ready for bed, and read until she came in. She took a quick shower, and
t hen

got into the other twin bed, blowing me a kiss. 'Sleep well, child. I've
enj oyed

our time together.'’

'"Me, too. It's been wonderful.'

"We'll have a bite of breakfast at seven, and then drive back to the Island



before the heat of the day. Sleep well.'
"You, too. Thank you. Thanks, Urs.'

Us wasn't Max. But she was still pretty special
"Who?" Zachary asked as we drove toward Munt
Par nassus

"Who what ?" | asked stupidly.

"Who' s abused al cohol, to nake you so uptight about it?"

"Zachary, | go to high school, okay? Occasionally |I get invited to dances.
Ki ds

sneak in booze and drink thenselves silly. You have no idea how rmuch tine |
spend hol di ng ki ds' heads while they whoops, or mopping themup afterwards if
they don't make it to the John. It's enough to nake ne join the WCTU. "
"What on earth is the WCTU?"

| giggled. "The Winen's Christian Tenperance Union."

He didn't think it was funny. "Your parents aren't teetotalers, are they?"
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"No. But they're noderate."

"Anyt hi ng good can be abused. | know that from very personal experience. But
I've learned that | am capabl e of tenperance, and tenperance neans
noder ati on,

not abstinence.”

"Ckay, okay, |I'mnot arguing with you. Mderation in all things, as the

i moderate Geeks said."”

It was from Max that |'d heard about the G eeks talking

about being noderate. It was, she said, because tenperanentally

they were totally i moderate. Starting a

war over Helen of Troy is hardly noderate. The vast

gquantity of gods and goddesses isn't very noderate,

ei t her.

W' d tal ked confortably over a cup of tea, Ursula maki ng cucunber sandwi ches
for

us, and then | sat at the table on the verandah, and did nmy homework, while
Ursula sat in the white w cker swi ng, reading a nedical journal, and Max
sketched. Wien | was through-it wasn't a heavy-honework night-1 left my books
and papers on the table and went to stand by Max, |ooking down at her

sket chbook. A sketch of nme. One of Ursula. Several sketches of hands.

"Pol ly-'

Sonething in her tone of voice made nme stop

"Us tells me that you know.'

Usula let the magazine slip off her lap onto the floor, but did not bend
down

to pick it up. The swing creaked noisily fromits hooks in the ceiling.
"Yes, Max, | know.'

' Because of Renny, | suppose-'
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'He never tal ked about you-'

"No, he wouldn't. He just tal ks about tropical diseases ad infinitum And

you're

no fool. Dear, square Renny. I'mglad he's assisting Cousin Bart. d ad you
have

himfor a friend. I'd hoped to spare you, Polly, at least a little l|onger.'
"No, no, I'd rather-' | started, and trailed off inadequately.

'Not many peopl e have the privilege of being given tinme to prepare for death.
I

can't say that I"'mready to die-I1"mstill in nmedia res and | have things I'd
like to paint. . . things I'd like to do-but I'm beyond the denial and the
rage.

| don't like the pain.'

'"Ch, Max-' | |ooked helplessly at Ursul a.

Us glanced at Max, rose, picked up the journal, and dropped it in the sw ng.



"I"'moff to the kitchen. Conme and join ne in a few mnutes, Polly."'

"Little one," Max said. 'There are worse things than dying. Losing one's
sense

of compassion, for instance; being inured to suffering. Losing the wonder and
the sadness of it all. That's a worse death than the death of the body."'

| was silent. Trying to push back the dark lunmp of tears rising in ny throat.
"I don't know how long | have left,' Max said. 'Bart doesn't know. |'m strong
as

an ox. My heart is not going to stop beating easily. But it's been an

i mensel 'y

interesting journey, this life, and |'ve been given the child of ny heart to
rejoice ne at the end.’

She stood, pushing up fromher seat with her hands, and I was in her arns,
tears

stream ng down ny cheeks. She wiped themwi th her Iong fingers. 'Dear, |oving
little Pol. But it's better this way, isn't it? Qut in the open?

| nodded, pushing nmy fingers in nmy pocket to | ook
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for Kl eenex. She put a handkerchief in ny hand. ' Max,

| don't want to go to Cyprus.'

" Nonsense.' Her voice was brusque. 'I amnot going to allow ny plans for the
education of Pol yhymmia O Keefe to be disrupted."’

| wanted to ask, '"WIIl you be here when I come back?' | nunbled, 'l stil
don't

want to go.'

She smled at me. "You'll go, Polly, if only for nme. You won't disappoint ne.
Now. Go help Ursula. And let's have a nerry neal. |1've had a rich life,

Pol |y,

and |'mgrateful indeed.' She gave nme a gentle hug, then a small shove, and

went out to the kitchen.

I could ask Us what | couldn't ask Max. "UWrs, if | go to Cyprus, wll Max be
will Max be alive when | get back?

"I can't answer that, child. | don't know. There are no tidy answers to

Nel son's. But things aren't going to get better.'’

"I don't want to go.'

"You must. You know that. Part of growing up is learning to do things you

don't

want to do.' She | ooked at ne gravely. '"Child, | promised Norris Onsby I'd

go
back to Charl eston next week. Just this once nore. |'ve made it clear that
it's
the last time. Max won't ask you to stay with her, now that she knows t hat
you

know. She won't want to burden you. But |I'mgoing to ask you to conme stay
with
her overnight. Are you up to it?

"Yes,' | said.

"It's alot to ask of you. | know that.'

"You don't need to ask. | want to be here.’

"You're a strong child, Polly."

-lt's all afront, | wanted to say, but | didn't. And | didn't m nd when
U sul a

called ne child. I'd have hated it from anyone el se.
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She handed nme a plate of cold chicken and ham 'I

hope you're not going to regret these nonths since

Sandy brought you over to Beau Allaire as his Christmas

present to Max and ne.'

"Never!' | cried. I've learned nore in these past nonths than |'ve ever
| ear ned



in school. | could never regret them

"Never' is a long word

"Am | never going to see you again, after | take you

back to the hotel this afternoon?" Zachary asked.

"I't's been wonderful being with you," | said. "I've had a nmarvel ous tine.

11

wite you postcards from Cyprus."

"I want nore than postcards. You really do sonething special for nme, Polly,
you

really do. Do you honestly enjoy being with nme?"

"I wouldn't be with you if | didn't." Zachary evidently didn't even suspect

t hat

| was anything but a social success in Cowpertown and that having a young man
after me was a totally new experience.

"Mount Parnassus isn't that far beyond Del phi, O goddess mne,’
I

won't trace any of our route. Did you do your homework?"
"Sure." In ny mind s eye | saw Max sitting with me on the verandah swi ng,
showi ng me pictures and sketches, got a whiff of her perfume, of Beau
Allaire's

flowers in the spring. "Munt Parnassus is sacred to Dionysus, and the
Thyi ads

hel d their Bacchic revels on one of the sunmits."

"I"d like to have a Bacchic revel with you." He took

he said, "but
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one hand off the steering wheel and pulled me close to
him | nmust have stiffened. "Relax, pretty Pol. I'm not

going to hurt you."
| did relax during the ferry ride. W stood on deck and the light of sun on

water was so brilliant it was alnost blinding. The sea was choppy,

whi t e- capped,

with a high wind which dried the spray as fast as it blew up at us. To our
ri ght

was a barren coast of stony mountains, with only a little scrubby-Iooking
vegetation on the lower slopes. | wondered if it had been greener for the

Di onysian revels; | could hardly imagi ne them on hard, bare stone.

The sea got choppier and choppier as we approached | and, and the sky nore
lowering. "It rained last night," Zachary said. "I forbid it to rain today."

But as we got back in the Bug to drive off the ferry, big raindrops

spl attered

agai nst the wi ndshield. Zachary swore. Then, "There's a place nearby where we
can have a gl ass of tea and see what the weather's going to do."

The small restaurant he took me to was right on the shore, and we coul d watch
the rain maki ng pockmarks on the water. The waiter seened sorrowful but not
surprised when Zachary asked for tea and nothing el se, and while we were
drinking it the skies opened and dunped quantities of water, and then
abruptly,

st opped.

"I have a rug for us to sit on,
have

our picnic." The sun was out, and the wet flagstones outside the restaurant
wer e

st eam ng.

The wind was still strong, and it was a wild, warm early afternoon of
swiftly

shifting clouds which went well with the grandeur of the scenery. Zachary
drove

to a grove of ancient pines, fromwhich we had a view of a
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crunbling tenple, the stone shining and golden in the

Zachary said. "I think we can drive on and



post - st or m sunshi ne.

Zachary spread a rug over the rusty needles, and we ate confortably,

pr ot ect ed

by the trees, which swayed in the wi nd, sounding al nost |ike surf. Zachary
popped a winkled little olive into his nouth, and then |ay down, |ooking up
at

t he blue sky through the green needl es of the pines, a high, burning blue
with

gol den glints.

| 1 ooked at one of the crunbling colums. "It's so old-"

"And gone," Zachary said, putting his dark head in nmy lap. "As our own
civilization will soon be gone. It's a never-ending cycle of rise and fall,
ri se

and fall. Except that there's a good possibility we'll end it." He spat out

t he

olive seed. "Wth the new nicrotechnol ogy, there'll be |less than a
fifteen-second | apse between the pressing of the button and the falling of

t he

bonbs. Al those bonmb shelters people have built, ny pa anong them wll be
usel ess. There won't be tine to get to them Wen it happens, it'll happen

wi t hout war ni ng. "

| pushed his head off ny lap. "Shut up."

"On. " He rubbed his head and put it back on ny lap. "It mght happen now, in
t he

next few seconds. A light so bright we'd be blinded, and heat so intense we'd
be

i ncinerated before we realized what had happened. It wouldn't be a bad way to
go, here, with you."

| pushed at his head again, but he didn't nove. It's one thing to contenpl ate
one's nortality realistically, another to wallow in nelodrama. It was al npost
as

t hough this strange young man was deliberately inviting disaster

"Don't be an ostrich," he said, "hiding your head in the sand."

"I"'mas realistic as you are, but it doesn't do any
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good to dwell on the horror. Nobody wants it, and it

doesn't have to happen.”

"Gve a child matches, and sooner or later he'll light one."

"W had an essay contest, not just our school, but the whole state, on howto
prevent nuclear warfare, and | wish the President of the United States would
listen to the kids."

"Did you wi n?" Zachary asked.

"I was a finalist. At least | was able to speak my piece. And we have to live
as

t hough there's going to be a world for us to live in."

"What's the point of naking plans?"

| countered, "Wat's the point of not nmaking plans?"

"We're at the end of our civilization, let's face it."

"Ch, Zach." Absently | began to run ny fingers through his hair. "Think of

al |

t he groups who deci ded they knew exactly when the end of the world was

com ng,

because of the lineup of planets, or sonme verse from Revel ation, and dressed
up

in sheets to wait on sone nountaintop for Judgnment Day. O had bi g Doonsday
parties. And refusing to live, because it wasn't worth it when the end of the
worl d was so close, and even selling their property-and then, when the world
didn't end at the predicted nonent, there they were."

"I"'mnot selling ny property," Zachary said. "You needn't worry about that.
Just



in case, |I'll hang on to what | have."

"You can't take it with you."

"I"ll keep it till the last second. |'ve got five thousand dollars in
traveler's

checks with me right now "

I did not like this aspect of Zachary. |I'mrealistic enough to know the
possibilities for the future, but there are sone positive ones, too, as
rem nded Zachary.
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There are people |ike Sandy and Rhea whose work is

about dianetrically opposite to Zachary's father's,

though | didn't mention that. A lot of doctors are refusing

to take part in energency mnedical -di saster pl anning,

making it clear that it's unethical to delude people into

false beliefs that there are any realistic mechani snms of

survival after an atomic war. Mdre and nore people are

ri sing up agai nst nucl ear stockpiling. At home. Abroad.

W don't have to blow up the planet.

Max said once, 'We do nmake things happen by what we think, so think
positively,

Pol Iy, not negatively. Wen you think you are beautiful, you are beautiful
I f

you believe in yourself, you will do well in your life's work, whether you
choose acting or witing or science.'

It was a warm sunmer evening and we were out on the verandah upstairs, off
Max' s

room watching night fall. The sky over the ocean was rosy with aftergl ow
whi ch

Max said was nore subtle than the sunset. The ceiling fan was whirring
gently.

In the purply sky above the soft rose at the horizon a star cane out, pulsing
softly so that it was nore |like the thought of a star than a star, and then
there it was, followed by nore and nore stars.

Max pointed to the sky. 'The macrocosm Stars beyond countless stars.

Gal axi es

beyond gal axies. |If our universe is finite, as many astrophysicists believe,
there may be as many universes as there are galaxies, floating like tiny
bubbl es

in the vastness of space.'

"Tiny bubbl es?

| was sitting on a |low stool at Max's feet, and she reached out her fingers
and

massaged the back of ny neck gently. That's where | get tired when | wite a
lot, and 1'd just finished my |ast | ong paper of the year for M ss Zel oski
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"The last tine Us and | were at your house, Rosy and

Johnny were bl owi ng bubbles, lovely little iridescent

orbs floating in the breeze. And when one thinks of the

macrocosm and then the microcosm size nmakes no neverni nd

as Nettie would say.' She | aughed gently. 'Is a

gal axy bigger than a quark? | |lean nore and nore on the

total interdependence of all creation. If we should be so

foolish as to blow this planet to bits, it would have repercussions

not only in our own solar systembut in distant

gal axies. O even distant universes. And if anyone dies-

atree, a planet, a human being-all of creation is shaken.'

How di fferent that was from Zachary. Frightening, but in a conpletely

di fferent

way, because it gave everything meaning.

"Never think what you do doesn't matter,' Max said. 'No one is too



i nsi gnificant

to make a difference. \Wenever you get the chance, choose life. But | don't
need

to tell you that. You choose life with every gesture you nake. That's the
first

thing in you that appealed to nme. You are naked with life.'

And wasn't that what drew me to Max, that abundant sense of |ife?-pointing
out

to ne the fierce underside of a nmoth clinging to the screen; fireflies like a
fallen gal axy on the dunes in front of our house; the incredible, pulsing
life

of the stars blooming in the night sky, seenming to cling to the Spani sh npss
on

the ol d oaks.

| looked at the crunbling gol den colums near Zachary's picnic spot, the

chi pped

pedi ments, and thought that Max would see in them not the death of a
civilization but the life. | got up and wal ked slowy toward the tenple, and
Zachary foll owed me

He dropped his doomtal k. "When am| going to see you agai n?"
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"Uncl e Sandy has plans to take ne to various pl aces

for the rest of the week, and then I'moff to Cyprus."

"I like Cyprus. 1I'll cone see you there."

"No, please, Zachary. |I'mthere to do a job, and I'm not going to have tine
for

anyt hing el se."

"How long is this job?"

"Three weeks." We'd reached the tenple, and | sat on the still-danp stone of
a

pediment with a |otus-leaf design. Did the Geeks think of the |otus as
flowering into an entire universe?

Zachary counted off on his fingers. "Three weeks, okay, | may go to Turkey for
a

while, then. How re you getting honme after the conference?"

"Cyprus Airlines to Athens, then on to JFK in New York, and then to

Charl eston.”

"You change pl anes in Athens?"

"Of course.”

"How | ong do you have between pl anes?"

"Nearly three hours."

"Il meet you at the airport, then, and we can have a bite together and a
chance to catch up. When we get back to the hotel, wite me down your flight
nunbers. "

"Ckay, that would be fun." | tried not to let on just howthrilled |I was that
he

didn't want to drop ne when Sandy and Rhea arrived.

He touched ny nose, then nmy lips with his finger. "I can't imagi ne anything

nicer than fun with you, Polly. You're like a bottle of chanpagne just
wai ting

to be uncorked. O don't you like that anal ogy?" | had turned away, and he
pul l ed me back. "I didn't nean to hurt you, sweet Pol. Since you haven't told
ne

anything, | can't help blundering." He pressed ny face against his shoul der
gently.
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It was nearly seven when we got back to the hotel
Zachary insisted that | give himthe Cyprus Airlines
flight nunber, so | let himinto nmy roomjust |ong



enough to check mnmy ticket and wite down the information

for him He was | ooking around the room and I'm

sure it gave himthe inpression the O Keefes are a | ot

richer than we are. But | didn't explain.

He ki ssed me goodbye, and electricity vibrated through me. But we don't have
to

act out everything we feel. I'd | earned that nuch.

"I"ve got to call Uncle Sandy's room Thanks, Zach. These have been good days
for nme. Really good. Thanks."

"Believe ne, the pleasure was mne. And this is not goodbye, Pol, you're not
going to be able to get rid of ne this easily."”

| hoped he would be at the airport to neet ne at the end of my three weeks in
Cyprus. But | thought |I'd better not count on it.

I rang Sandy and Rhea's room and he answered.

"Polly! We arrived about an hour ago and got your

message. G ad you were off doing sonething. Been having

a good tinme?" There was both question and chal |l enge

in his voice.

"Yes. | have. | met a guy from California-did Uncle Dennys tell you?"

"He mentioned it."

"I"ve been of f sightseeing and doing things with him"

"Not too much, | hope?"
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| laughed. "No fault of his, but no, not too much."

"My, you sound grown up."

"It's about time," | said. "I hope it's all right that | went ahead and nade
a

reservation for dinner on the roof at nine. | thought that night be easiest
for

you-"

"It's just right," he said. "Rhea's napping, but I'Il wake her up in tine.
See

you at the restaurant."”

| soaked in a warm bath. Zachary had been an escape route in many ways.
coul d

forget that Sandy was likely to ask ne questions. Sone of the questions had
no

answers. But there were other ones which | was going to have to respond to,
and

| wasn't ready. | felt as though a splinter of ice had | odged deep in ny
heart.

VWhile | was with Zachary | was able to forget it, but nowit was there,
chilling

ne.

| stayed in the tub as long as possible, but it didn't thaw anything. Then
dressed in the one dressy thing I'd brought with me, a soft, floaty geonetric
print of mauves and blues and | avenders, which softened ny angles and brought
out the blue of nmy eyes and nade ny hair | ook |ess orange. Rhea had given it
to

me for Christmas, and 1'd worn it for the New Year's Eve party at Beau
Allaire,

and for Zachary when we went to the Hilton for dinner. Rhea knew how to buy
cl ot hes which were just right for ne.

At nine sharp, | was standing in front of the elevator, and when | got to the
roof, Sandy and Rhea were waiting. | hugged them rubbing ny face against
Sandy's soft gol den beard, snelling Rhea's faniliar, exotic scent, enbraced
by

them both. For a fleeting nmonent Rhea remi nded ne of Max. They both had bl ack
hair. They were both tall. They both had fine bones. They knew how to dress.
But



that was it. Max's eyes were silver, and Rhea's |ike dark pansies. Max was
t hin,

and Rhea was
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sl ender. Max vibrated like a plucked harp, and Rhea

was serenely quiet. Max, with her acute awareness of

life, was dying, and Rhea still had her |ife ahead of her

W were shown to a table with a good view, one of Aristeides' tables. He
greeted

me like an old friend, and | introduced himto Sandy and Rhea.

"You seemto have made yourself very much at hone," Sandy said.

Rhea sniled at nme approvingly. "We're proud of you for managi ng on your own
so

well. OF course we knew you woul d. "

Sandy and Aristeides spent quite a while discussing the merits of various
di shes, and when Rhea said sonmething in Geek Aristeides was delighted,
repeat ed

everything in Geek, rattled off a list of wines, and approved of Rhea's
choi ce.

It was not retsina

During dinner, Sandy and Rhea told ne that after they had visited sonme of
Rhea' s

relatives they'd been invited to tour the islands on a friend' s yacht, and
t hen

they had a job to do. They didn't tell me what or where, but | was used to
secrets. A lot of Daddy's research was secret, too.

Rhea and Sandy were even nore cosnopolitan than Max, and | was only Polly,
t he

island girl, but I was conpletely at ease with them

Zachary came with the after-di nner coffee, appearing

at Sandy's el bow and introducing hinsel f.

"I thought you might Iike to see who it is who's been escorting Polly these
past

few days." He | ooked handsonme in dark pants and bl azer and a white shirt.
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Rhea invited himto sit down, and | could see they

t hought 1'd done pretty well, until Zachary nentioned

his father's corporation, and sonething in Sandy's eyes

clicked, like the shutter of a camera. Then he switched

the conversation to ny job in Osia Theola, and the tension

evaporated, and we tal ked confortably. Zachary

flattered Rhea w thout being obvious, and was politely

deferential to Sandy. He shook hands with them as we

parted, kissed me on the cheek, and said, "Be seeing

you, Pol," and left us.

Sandy | aughed slightly. "Your young man doesn't suffer for |ack of funds."
Rhea spoke gently. "You can't blame himfor his father."

"True. I'"'mglad you had a good tinme with him Polly."

Sandy had rented a car big enough for the three of

us and our luggage. As | left nmy roomand ny bal cony

| felt a sudden pang of homesi ckness for this place where | had been for only
a

few days.

Sandy came to nmy roomto see if | needed anything. "Set?"

"I think so. The flowers are pretty well wilted, but |1've put the rest of the
fruit in a plastic bag-1 thought we mght want it while we're driving."
"Good thought." He sat down on the sofa. "I talked with your parents | ast

ni ght." Sandy and Dennys mnust have astronom cal phone bills, but still | was
surprised. "Everyone's fine, and | gave them a good report on you. They
haven't



heard fromyou yet, it's too soon."
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"I"'ve witten every day, at |least a postcard.”

"They're aware that mail takes at |east a week or ten days. Should | have
phoned

when you could talk wi th then?"

| shook nmy head, slowy.

"And | talked with Ursula and Max. We could call again, if you like, so you
could tal k."

| shook ny head again, bent to pick up my shoul der bag.

"Max i s weaker, Urs says, and in a good bit of pain." It was nore a question
than a statenent.

| slung the bag over ny shoulder. W'd had all the big conversations on Benne
Seed. | had nothing to add.

Sandy went to the door. "Sonmeone will be up for your bag in a nmoment. W'l
neet

you in the lobby." H's voice was even, not condeming, not judgi ng.

"Ckay." | sat down to wait. | didn't want to leave. | wanted to be going
somewhere with Zachary. |'d been devastated when Sandy and Rhea were not at
t he

airport to neet me. Now |'d be delighted if they were del ayed for another
week.

A knock on ny door. Time to go.

Rhea insisted that | sit in front with Sandy since she was so famliar with
t he

countryside. | told themwhat Zachary and | had done, where we'd gone, and

t hey

approved.

"He wasn't very thorough. One hour in the nuseum And |I'lIl have to go back to

Del phi, and Gsias Lukas. It's all so overwhelm ng-there's far nore than | can
manage to see in a week."
"And you don't want to get saturated,"” Sandy said. "Just a sip here, a taste

there, and you'll know what you want to drink of nore deeply the next tinme.
And

there'll be a next time, Polly, maybe not for the next few years,
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but you have travel in your blood, and Greece will draw

you back. Now, my loves, ny plan for today is this.

W'l stop in Corinth for lunch and a little sightseeing,

and go on to Nauplion for the night. Then tonorrow

we' |l push on to Epidaurus. We'll spend a good part of

the day there, and then we'll have to head back to Athens

to get you on your plane to Cyprus."

"We'|l stick to a fairly easy pace," Rhea added. "Sandy and | are in the nood
to

putter along, enjoy things w thout pressure. Al right?"

"Fine. Absolutely anything's fine. Charleston is the farthest |'ve been from
Benne Seed in years, and |'ve m ssed Europe."

Rhea | eaned over the seat. "Have you read Robi nson Jeffers's play about
Medea?"

"Max had nme read it, along with a ot of Aeschylus and Sophocles."

"How did you get along with all that classicisn®?"

"Wth Max's help, pretty well." | didn't want to tal k about Max, but with
Rhea

and Sandy it was inpossible not to.

Sandy and Rhea were nuch nore thorough sightseers than Zachary. "If we want
to

pl umret Polly back thousands of years," Sandy said, "M/cenae's the place."

It was. As we drove steadily uphill, the sky clouded over, and as we
appr oached



Mycenae, the wild grey of the sky seemed to go with the stark and anci ent
magni fi cence. Max had shown me her sketchbooks of G eece, but they hadn't
prepared me for the reality. She'd taken nme through a good bit of Sophocl es,
some of which I thought was absolutely fantastic and sone of which was

bori ng,

and | knew that the Acropolis of Mycenae was the setting for his plays.

W parked the car and wal ked through the stone gates
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at the top of the nountain. Sandy grasped ny arm "Do

you realize, Pol, that these are the gates through which

Aganemmon and Orestes wal ked? Cone on, 1'Il show
you the place which is thought to be where Cytemestra
nmur der ed Aganmemmon in his bath. You'll read Sophocles

differently after this."

| reached for his hand. "Wy are human beings so viol ent ?"

"W can be tender, too," he said, "and we can |augh at ourselves. Didn't Max
gi ve you any conedies to read?"

"I think we just didn't get to them"

"Per haps she thought they were too bawdy?" Rhea suggest ed.

Sandy | aughed. "I doubt that. Max is conmitted to opening Polly's eyes.”

But Max's plans for the education of Polyhymia O Keefe had been interrupted
before we got to the comedi es.

In the xenia in Nauplion, Sandy and Rhea had a

| arge corner room facing the Bay of Argos. Fromtheir

bal cony we could see a Venetian fortress. My room next

to theirs, overlooked the water, and the sound of w nd

and waves was the sound of home, but wilder, because here the sea beat

agai nst

rock, not sand. But it was still the famliar nmusic of waves, and | slept.

| was in a small boat in the wide stretch of water

bet ween Cowpertown and Benne Seed |sland. The waves
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were high and the boat was rocking, but | wasn't afraid.

| held a baby in my arns, a tiny little rosy thing, but it

wasn't Rosy, or any of my younger siblings. It had no

clothes on, and | held it close to keep it warm Above us

a seagull flew

And then sonething seened to be hitting at the wooden sides of the boat, and
I

| ooked over to see what it was-

- And Sandy was knocking on my door in the xenia in Nauplion and calling,
"Wake

up, sleepyhead. Cone and have breakfast with Rhea and nme on our bal cony."

"Be right there," | called.

But | dressed slowy, still partly in the dream which had been strangely
beautiful. Bending down to fasten ny sandal strap, | renmenbered, with
sonewhat

the sane wi ndswept clarity as in the dream that |ast evening with Max, when
we

sat drinking | enronade before dinner and she had tal ked about her baby again.
Her

little girl had been born in the same nmonth that | had, and just the day
bef or e,

though a lot of years earlier. Max's voice as she said this was cool and
cal m

with the barest hint of sadness. Birds were chirping sleepily in the oaks,
and

the rolling of the breakers was hushed. The air was heavy with humdity, and
heat |ightning flickered around us. But Max seened rel axed, and the pain

l'i nes



whi ch were permanently etched in her forehead seened | ess deep than usual
and

her grey eyes were not shadowed.

She put her hand gently over mne as she said that sonetimes when one gives
somet hing up conpletely, as she'd given up the thought of ever having anot her
child, then God gives one another chance, and God had done that for her, in
ne.

And she said that, said God
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So that was what the dream was about, | thought,

and perhaps it had cone to me because | went to sleep

with the sound of the sea in ny ears. But why was

hol di ng t he baby?

'Dreans are nessages,' Max said. 'But don't get faddy about them Take them
seriously, but not earnestly. It can be a formof self-indulgence if you
over do

it." Nettie came and refilled our glasses. | think Nettie was al ways
del i ght ed

when Ursul a was away, but Nettie also | oved Max, and knew that Max needed
Ur sul a.

When Nettie had withdrawn to the kitchen quarters, Max said, 'Don't be sorry
for

me, Polly. 1've had a good life. I"'mnot a great painter, but 1'ma good one,
and |'ve had nmore than ny fair share of success. | have few regrets. Not many
peopl e can say that,' W were silent for a while, listening to the evening

sounds around us. Atiny lizard skittered up the screen. Sumer insects were
maki ng their doubl e-bass runblings, 'There isn't anything that happens that
can't teach us sonething,' she said, '"that can't be turned into sonething
positive. One can't undo what's been done, but one can use it creatively.'
She

| ooked at ne and her eyes were sea-silver. '"I'mglad | had the experience of
having a baby. | wouldn't undo it, have it not have happened. The only thing
is

to accept, and let the scar heal. Scar tissue is the strongest tissue in the
body. Did you know that?

"No. !

"So | shouldn't be surprised if it's the strongest part of the soul.’

Per haps, when the ice thawed, the scars on ny soul would heal

But had Max's? Once again | thought of the portrait
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of her father, of the smle on his face which gave ne

chills. Did heal ed scars ever break open agai n? Get

adhesi ons? Coul d one get adhesions on the soul ?

| fastened the second sandal strap and went to join Sandy and Rhea on their
bal cony, where wind fromthe sea blew the white tablecloth so that it flapped
like a sail.

The theatre in Epidaurus was inpressive all right,

great stone seats built into the nountain. It must have

seated tens of thousands. Rhea and | clinbed to the top

row to test the acoustics, and Sandy stood in the center

of the stage and recited "The Walrus and the Carpenter."

W' d thought we were the only people there, till a group

of kids rose up fromthe seats and began appl audi ng.

They drifted off, and Rhea and | clinbed down and took

the stage. She recited a passage from Antigone, in Geek

whi ch made nme shiver. | didn't understand nore than a

few words, but the Greek rolled out in glorious syllables.

"Your turn, Polly," she said.

Uncl e Sandy call ed down, "Do one of your speeches fromAs You Like It."
"Ch, do," Rhea urged. "W were so sorry we couldn't be there for the



performance. Only one performance for all that work!"

"It was worth it," | said. "Okay, here goes." | stepped to the exact center
of

the stage, where the acoustics were supposed to be perfect. | chose a speech
early in the play, where Rosalind is about to be banished by Celia's father
who

was just about as nasty as Max's father. But Celia stands up to him

def endi ng
Rosal i nd. She rem nds
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himthat after he had taken the dukedom and bani shed
Rosal i nd' s fat her

| did not then entreat to have her stay;

It was your pleasure and your own renorse

| was too young that time to val ue her

But now | know her: if she be a traitor

Wy so aml; we still have slept together

And wher esoever we went, |ike Juno's swans,

Still we went coupled and inseparable.

Sandy and Rhea appl auded, and Rhea said, "That was

superb, Polly. If I'"'mever in need of a defender, 1'll take

you. "

Sandy sai d, "The Elizabethans understood friendship. This pusillani nous age
seens afraid of it. You can have sex at will, soneone w thout conm tnent, but

not friendship. You were excellent, Pol. Have you thought of acting as a
career?"

"I"ve thought of it. Max says | read aloud well, but | doubt if I'd have a
dr eam

of making it on Broadway. Or even at the Dock Street."

"You made friendship real again. Did any of the kids nisinterpret?"

"OfF course. The Mulletville girls. Mss Zeloski tal ked about affluence going

along with intellectual deprivation. | think she was pretty upset that it was
the kids with affluent backgrounds who made the nastiest cracks.” | did not
add

that the cracks were particularly nasty because of Mx, though they never
actual ly mentioned her nane.

"In a world where pleasure rules, people tend to be underdevel oped in every
ot her way. Your M ss Zeloski sounds |ike a good teacher."
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"She is," | said, "though it took ne a while to realize

it."

"Let's go on to the sacred precincts,'
conpassi on. "

"It's a sort of B.C. Lourdes,"'
Aescul api us. "

"I gave Polly a book about it." Sandy gall oped down the high marble stairs as
agilely as Xan.

When we got to the sacred precincts, we stopped tal king. W saw dormitories
for

sick people, saw the special baths in which they were given healing waters.
In

t he museum we saw anci ent surgical instrunents, and Sandy renarked that sone
of

themwere |ike those in Dennys's office.

When we | eft the nuseum he said, "They knew a | ot about psychol ogy, those old
Greeks. One of their nedicines for healing was comedy. The patients sat just
where we were, and on the stage the best actors of the day played
conedi es- Euri pi des, and other |less well known playwights. They were

exceedi ngly

bawdy- Shakespeare woul d have been right at hone-and exceedi ngly funny, and

Sandy suggested. "There's a lesson in

Rhea expl ai ned, "dedicated to the god



| aught er does have healing qualities."
"M ss Zel oski said that Shakespeare was bawdy, but never dirty."
"True." Rhea nodded. "The G eeks were way ahead of the present world in many

ways. |'mproud of ny ancestry." | thought | saw Sandy give her a | ook, a
signal. She went on, "I'mrather tired and | think I'Il just sit and rest for
hal f an hour. Then it'll be time for lunch. You two go on."

"You all right?" Sandy sounded concerned, so maybe it wasn't a signal after
all.

"I take longer to get over jet lag than you do. I'mfine, and I'll be

fam shed

for lunch.”
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"Ckay, Pol?" Sandy asked.

"Sure." We wandered along the path together, | was glad there weren't many
ot her

tourists that norning, because the ancient stones, even the air we breathed,
filled me with awe.

W stood near the site of the snake pit. "You read the book on Epidaurus I
gave

you?" Sandy asked.

"I finished it last night."

"A patient couldn't get through the outer gates until all bitterness and
self-pity and anger were gone. The belief was that healing wasn't possible
unti |

the spirit was cleansed. | think you're better, Polly, but not all the way. Am
I

ri ght?"

| nodded.

"What are you hol ding on to? What can't you let go?"

| turned away from him

He fol | oned ne.

"Zachary said |'d put a hard shell around nyself."

"That's nore perspicacious than 1'd given himcredit for. Hardness doesn't
beconme you."

"I know. "

"I"'mnot asking you to forget, Polly, because you' re never going to forget.
What

you have to do is remenber, with conpassion, and forgive."

My voice trenmbled. "Uncle Sandy, | don't |ike having a piece of ice stuck in

ny
heart. It hurts!"”

"Sit here in the sun," he said, "and let it thaw 1'll be back for you in a
few
mnutes. |'mgoing to see how Rhea's doing."

He was |l eaving ne for Rhea just as Ursula had |eft ne-

Stop it, Polyhymia O Keefe. That's plain self-pity, self-indul gent
self-pity.

None of that.

| sat where Sandy had |l eft ne, on an unconfortable
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stone bench. | closed ny eyes, and a vision of the dream
fromthe night before came back to me, unbidden. | was
in the boat, protecting the baby, and the seagull flew
over us.

And the seagull was Max.

Ursul a had called Daddy to tell himshe was going

to Charleston for one last consultation with Dr. O nsby,
and asked if | could go over to Beau Allaire to stay with
Max. Nettie and Ovid rooned over the garage, and it



was not a good idea for Max to be conpletely al one.

Ursul a woul d be back as early as possible on Saturday.

'"Do you want to go?' Daddy asked me. We were in the lab, and it was
Sept enber-hot; sonetinmes it seens Septenber is the hottest nmonth of all

Daddy

wore shorts and a white T-shirt. | had on shorts, too, and a halter top, and
I'd

just scrubbed down the floor and cl eaned ny tanks.

"Max shouldn't be alone.” | looked at him [|'d tal ked with hi mabout Mx, and
he'd treated ne as an intelligent adult. | didn't want himto treat ne as a
child now.

He didn't. 'I've talked with Dr. Netson, and he doesn't expect any radica

problemin the inmediate future. But this disease is unpredictable, so if Mx
shoul d show any kind of alarm ng synptonms, call himat once. O call Renny.
And

of course, call ne.
' Ckay, but you don't think there will-"'

"No, Pol, | don't think so. Your nother and | are very fond of Max and
Ursul a,

and |'mglad we can help, even a little. Max has given you a lot, in
sel f-confidence particularly."'
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Daddy was sitting in an old | eather chair that was
too battered, even, for our house. | perched on the sagging

arm 'Daddy, people are so conplicated!’
That hasn't just occurred to you, has it, Pol?
'"No. But Max and Ursula seemparticularly conplicated.'

'"In a way, they are. But, you know, | prefer their kind of conplication to
some

of the cocktail-partying, w fe-swapping, prom scuous |lives of sonme of the
peopl e

i n Cowpertown.'

"And Mulletville.'

'Yes. Many of themare on third or fourth marriages. Love has to he worked
at,

and that's not popul ar now'

"I"mglad you and Mot her don't worry about being

popul ar .

"W do work at our marriage. And it's worth it.’

"And I'mglad you trust nme,' | said.

'Over the years, you've proven yourself to be trustworthy.'

"I hope I'll never let you down.'

He pulled me onto his knees. 'You will,' he said gently. "It's human nature.
Ve

all let each other down. | may be putting too much responsibility on you, in
allowing you to go over to Beau Allaire to stay with a very ill wonman.'

"I want to go.

"I know you do, and I'mglad you do. Your nother and | have al ways gi ven you
a

great deal of responsibility, and you're a very capabl e young wonman. Just
renenber, call nme if there's even the slightest sense of energency.'

"All right.’

But | didn't get a chance to call.

On Friday | piloted everybody honme in the boat, then
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packed nmy overni ght bag. Mdther was going to drive ne

to Beau Allaire because Daddy had sone kind of neeting

to go to and woul d need the Land- Rover

"Just call on Saturday norning when you're ready, and |I'Il be over.'

"Urs said she might be able to bring ne hone.'



" Wi chever. Just renenber, it's no trouble for ne.
She dropped ne outside the house, waited till Ovid opened the door, waved,
and

drove off.

Ovid led ne through the house and onto the back verandah. The ceiling fans
wer e

whirring, but the air was oppressive.

Max hel d out her hands in greeting. 'Heavy electrical stornms forecast, with

possi bl e damaging winds. | lost a great oak in the last storm and | don't
want

to lose any nore. Nettie has fixed a cold nmeal for us and left it in the
fridge.

She and Ovid feel the heat, and | told themto take the evening off. W'l
| eave

the dishes in the sink and they'|l|l take care of themin the norning.'
W watched Ovid retreating toward the kitchen, a slight figure in his dark
pant s

and white coat, and cottony hair. Then | regarded Max and was grateful that
t he
pain |ines were not deep

Ovid cane back in to refill the pitcher of |enpnade, then said good night to
us
and left. | wondered if he and Nettie knew howill Max really was.

She took a long drink and put her glass down. 'Do you believe in the soul
Pol l y?" Max never hesitated to ask cosnic questions out of the blue.

"Yes.' | thought maybe she'd turn her scorn on ne, but she didn't.
'So, what is it, this thing called soul ?

This scarred thing, full of adhesions. '"It's-it's your you and ny ne?
"What do you nean by that?
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"It's what makes us us, different from anybody else in

the world."'

'Li ke snowf| akes? You have seen snow, haven't you- yes, of course you have.
Al

those trillions of snowflakes, each one different fromthe other?

'More than snowf |l akes. The soul isn't-epheneral.'’

"A separate entity fromthe body?

| shook ny head. 'l think it's part. It's the part that-well, in your

pai nting

of the harbor at Rio, it's the part which nade you know what paint to use,
whi ch

brush, how to make it alive.'

Max | ooked at the silver pitcher, sparkling with drops, as though it were a
crystal ball. "So it's us, at our highest and | east self-conscious.'

"That's sort of what | nean.’

'The amazing thing is that one's soul, or whatever one calls it, is strongest
when one is |least aware. That's when the soul is npbst aware. W get in our
own

way, and that di m nishes our souls.' She pushed up from her chair and headed
toward the table, which was already set with silver and china. 'Be an ange
and

bring the food out to the verandah.'

W ate confortably together. Max had a book with her and began | eafing

t hr ough

it, looking for sonething. 'There's a passage our conversation rem nds nme of

" What ?'
"I'n the Upani shads-a series of Sanskrit works which are part of the Veda.
Here



it is, Pol, listen: In this body, in this town of Spirit, thereis alittle
house shaped like a lotus, and in that house there is a little space. There
is

as much in that little space within the heart as there is in the whole world
out side. Maybe that little space is the reality of your you and ny ne?
"Could I copy that?' | asked.
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'"OF course. |'ve been watching that little space within

your heart enlarging all year as nore and nore ideas

are absorbed into it. Some people close their doors and

| ock them so that nothing can cone in, and the space

cannot hold anything as | ong as the heart clutches in

self-protection or lust or greed. But if we're not afraid,

that little space can be so large that one could put a

whol e universe in it and still have roomfor nore.' She

stopped and her hand went up and pressed agai nst her

chest, and | could see pain dimmng the silver in her

eyes.

'"CGet me sone whi skey. Quickly.'

I ran into the house and into the dining room turning on the lights. The
Wat erford chandelier sparkled into bloom | hurried to the sideboard and got
t he

decanter of bourbon, with its silver label, turned out the light, ran back to
t he verandah, and poured Max a good tot.

She drank it in a gulp, so quickly that she al nost choked, then sighed and
put

the glass down. 'It works, and quickly. I'msorry, Pol, | don't like you to
see

me in pain.'

| reached across the glass top of the table and put nmy hand on hers. It was
hot

and dry. Mne was cold.

'"Don't be afraid, little one. I'mall right. These epi sodes are bad, but they
don't last.' She reached for the decanter and poured herself sone nore.
"You're sure | shouldn't call-'

Tolly. I'"'mall right. There's nothing anyone can do. Don't fret. The pain's
nmuch

better.'

| took our plates out to the kitchen, rinsed them and left themin the sink
for

Nettie and Ovid. | thought that maybe | should try to call Daddy, and then
decided that it would make her angry. Wen | got back to the verandah, dark
was

falling. The | ong evenings of sunmer
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were behind us. Night was closing in early, though the
shadows of evening still held the hum d heat of the day.

Max was | eani ng back in her chair, and there was just enough light for me to
see
that the | ook of pain had eased. She took a sip of bourbon and put her gl ass

down. 'It leaves nme tired,' she said. 'Let's sit here for a while and watch
t he

stars.'

| sat across fromher, glancing at the unlit candles in their hurricane

gl obes.

'"Do you want any |ight?

"No. Even candle flane adds to the heat. Look, there's a star.'

The wind was rising, but it was not a cooling wind. The gentle whirring of
t he

paddl e fan, the slowrolling of the waves across the sand, the chirring of



| ocusts, were hot, summer sounds. A seagull screaned.

"Anot her star,' Max said. '"All the galaxies, the billions of gal axies-the
possibility of billions of island universes -floating |ike bubbles in a great
spaci ous sea-'

"There's the Big Dipper,' | said, relaxing a little.

'The Great Bear,' Max said. 'l talk about the uninportance of size, the

m crocosm as i nmense as the macrocosm-but then | think of Beau Allaire
sitting

on a small island on an insignificant planet-how can God keep track of it
all?

Do you think God really does count the hairs of our heads?

"Yes.'

'y ?"

"I don't know why. It's just what | think.'

"At least you don't give nme glib answers. |If hunman bei ngs can program
conput ers

to count astronomical figures, why should God do less? If there isn't a God
who

cares about our living and dying, then it's all an echoing joke. | don't want
ny

life to be a bad joke, so I have to believe that God does care. That there is
a

someone who
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began everything, and who | oves and cares.' She shivered.

" Funny, how i ntense heat can nmake one break out in

gooseflesh, just like cold. Let's go up to my room It's

cool er there. Wiy don't you get ready for bed, and |

will, too.'

W paused on the | anding, as always, to |l ook at the statue of the Laughing
Christ. The light touched the joyous face, and there was compassion in the
eyes.

While | was changing in the green guest room thunder began to runble in the
di stance. The air was so thick with humdity you could squeeze it. The sky
flickered faintly with electricity.

Max's ni ghtgown was ivory satin, so lovely it could have been worn as an
eveni ng

dress. She sat on the white rug, her hands about her knees. A Chinese screen
was

in front of the fireplace, gold background with flowers and herons painted on
it,

'You' ve grown over the sumer,' Max said. 'You're going to be tall.'

My ol d seersucker nightgown was too short. 'Not too tall, | hope.'
"You cone froma tall famly, and you carry it well. Don't ever slunp. That
j ust

makes one | ook taller. Hold your head high, like royalty.
The light fromone of the lanps glinted off the decanter of bourbon and onto

Max's glass, half full of anber liquid. I hoped that she knew how nmuch she
shoul d drink. Then |I noticed a bottle of chanpagne. 'l really don't need
anything,' | said awkwardly. 'There's nore lenmpnade if | get thirsty.

"I"ve already uncorked the chanpagne,' Mx said. 'Hold out your glass.'

| picked up the tall fluted glass which was on the hearth in front of the
Chi nese screen, held it out, and
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she poured. | thought her hand was a little unsteady,

and | was concer ned.

Why should | worry about that decanter of bourbon, or that maybe Max was
drinking too much? If she was dying and it eased the pain, what difference
did



it make?

But it did. It did nmake a difference. This was not the Max | knew, the Max
who

made ne believe there were wide worlds open for Pol yhymi a O Keefe.

Thunder again. Low. Menaci ng.

'"To you,' Max said, her voice slurring. 'To all that you can be.' Sone of her
whi skey spilled on the rug.

| wanted to throw it at the Chinese screen. This could not be Max, this wonman
wi th her hand clutching the decanter of bourbon.

She poured herself nore. Her eyes were too bright, her cheeks too flushed.

Li ght ni ng fl ashed again, brightening the flowers on the screen. 'That's too
close,’ Max said as the thunder rose. W could hear the w nd whipping the
trees.

"I'mafraid, oh, little one, I'"'mso afraid
Not of the thunderstorm

"Afraid of the dark. Afraid of nothingness. O being alone. O not being.'
This was naked, prinordial fear. | wanted to call Daddy, but what would |
say?

Max is drinking too much and she's afraid of dying?

Li ght ning again, but this time there were several seconds before the thunder
"Are you afraid?" Mx whispered.

"No. | don't mind thunderstorns as long as |I'mnot al one.’

A sl ow wave of thunder rolled over her response. 'l need an affir'-her words
slurred-"an affirmation. An
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affirmati on of being.' She picked up her glass. | glanced

at the decanter and saw that it was half enpty.

Ch, Max, | wailed silently, I w sh you wouldn't.

She bent toward me, whispering, "Ch, ny little Polly, it's all so short-no
nor e

than the blink of an eye. Wiy are you afraid of Max? Why?

Her breath was heavy with whi skey. Her words were thick. | was afraid.
didn't

know what to do, how to stop her. How to nmake her be Max again.

In the next flash of |ightning she stood up, and in the |long satin gown she
seened seven feet tall, and she was swaying, so drunk she couldn't wal k. And
then she fel

I rolled out of the way. She reached for ne, and she was sobbi ng.

| scranbled to ny feet. Ran. | heard her coning after ne. | turned at the

| andi ng, rushed down the stairs, heard her unsteady feet, then a crash, and
turned to see that she had knocked over the statue.

I ran on, panting, past the dining room slipped in ny bare feet on the
pol i shed

floor, and alnost fell. | reached out to steady nyself, and ny hand hit the
light switch, and the crystal chandelier blooned with light, and the |ight
touched the snmile on the face of the portrait of Max's father

'Pal' she screaned out, staggering toward nme, carrying the statue. 'Dam youl
Dam you! |I'mjust |ike you, damm you!'

| pushed open the heavy front door and burst out into the pelting rain.

| ran up the long drive, hardly realizing | had on only ny ni ghtgown. The
crushed shells hurt ny feet but did not slow ne down. My ni ghtgown was

dr enched

and
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clung to ny body. | felt a sharp pain in nmy foot. Rain

streamed fromny hair and into ny eyes, so that the

headl i ghts of an approaching car were nearly on ne

before | saw them and heard the shells crunchi ng under

the tires, and veered to the side of the road.

Brakes were slamed on. The car stopped. A wi ndow was opened and somnmeone



| ooked

out. "Polly!"

It was Ursul a.

"Something told me-' She flung open the door. '"Get in, child."'

Ursul a woul d take care of everything.

| stunbled into the car.

' Child, what happened?

"Max i s drunk-oh, Urs, she's-drunk-and | got away from her and ran. She .

she ran after ne, she knocked over the statue of the Laughing . . . and the
light cane on and hit the portrait of her father, and . . .' | babbled on
hardly knowi ng what | was sayi ng.

"Ch, Max,' Ursula said. 'Ch, Max.' She started the car again and drove up to
t he

house. 'Wait here, child.' She ran indoors. | heard her calling, 'Mx! Mx,
dear, it's Urs. Wiere are you?' And the door slamred on her words.
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191 | n the norning, before time to take me to the airport for ny plane to
Cyprus, Sandy came into my room Once again he suggested that | night want to
call the United States. "Phoning anywhere from Cyprus isn't easy." He didn't
say, 'Do you want to call the famly? or 'Do you want to call Max?' and

t hi nk

he was | eaving all options open

| just said, "No, thanks." And then, because | felt that | was being
ungr at ef ul

and ungracious, | said, "I think it's time | cut the unbilical cord."
"Fromyour fam|ly?" he asked. "Or from Max?"

| funmbled in nmy suitcase, refolding a blouse.

"I should have realized," Sandy said, "how young and vul nerable you are.
You're

SO mature in sonme ways it's easy to forget how i nexperienced you are in human
rel ati onships. You idolized Max, and that is always the prelude to disaster."
-1 speak five |l anguages, | thought irrelevantly, and it doesn't make any
difference at all.

He put his hand over mine. "The toppling of your
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goddess was nothing |I could have conceived of, and

do not in any way condone what happened. But it was

an aberration, a terrible one, and it was nothing that had

anything to do with the Max | have known for twenty

years."

| shut the suitcase, clicking the |atches.

"Do you know, Polly, can you guess, what it nust have cost Max to call ne, to
tell me what happened, what she did? The fact that she could do that tells ne
just how rmuch she | oves you, not in any erotic way, but as her child."

| heard, and | didn't hear. | rolled up the cardigan, the Fair |sle cardigan
I'd

brought in case it turned chilly, and put it in the shoul der bag.

"Your parents do not know what happened, because you didn't tell them and

t hat

speaks wel | ."

For nme? For ny parents? For Max?

"I think you will be able to forgi ve what happened, Polly. |I'mnot sure they
woul d be able to. And they woul d bl ane themnsel ves. "

"They didn't have anything to do with it."
"I know that. But your parents wouldn't."
says

that Max has stopped drinking entirely, except for what Urs gives her for
pai n,

and she doesn't want that but Netson has ordered it. | realize that nothing

He paused, |ooking at me, "Ursula



can

t ake back what happened, what Max did. But would you want never to have known
her ?"

"l don't know. "

"Perhaps where | hold Max nobst at fault is in letting you worship her. But
you

are a contained person, Polly, and | doubt if Max realized the extent of your
adoration. Maybe you didn't, either."

| nodded, nutely.
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"You're all right, Polly." He rubbed his hand over

his beard. "Nearly ready?"

"Yes. Thank you, Sandy. |'ve loved these days with you and Rhea. Thank you."
"No thanks needed. You are very dear to us." He pulled ne to him Kkissed ny
hair. "Have you been keeping that journal for school ?"

"Every day. | try to describe things, not only the ancient sites, but little
things, like the nen with braziers standing on the street corners in Athens
selling roasted corn. That surprised me. | think of corn as being only
Anerican.”

"We bring our worlds with us when we travel, we Anericans." He gave ne his
rough, Uncle Sandy hug. "You bring the scent of ocean and canellias."
"That's nice. Thank you."

"And that young man, Zachary, who seens so taken with you, brings the snell
of

nmoney and power. To the Zacharies of this world, Turkey, Pakistan, Kuwait are
i nterchangeabl e. They exist only for their banks and insurance conpani es and
megabucks. When noney is your only concern, there isn't any difference

bet ween

Zaire and Chi cago."

"Hey," | protested, "you and Rhea don't even know Zachary. He's just |ike al
t he ot her kids who hang around Constitution Square."

"Wth his father's corporation behind hin? Don't be na'ive, Polly. |I'mglad
you

had himto escort you around till we got here. | think he was good for you in
many ways, but I'mjust as glad you' re never going to see himagain."

"Wait a minute!" | said. "You saw himjust that once. | spent three days with
him He's ny friend." But
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| remenbered, too, Zachary's saying that even if he expected
the world to end he'd hold on to his property.

"He's complicated. Sure, he has lots of nobney, but there's
nore to himthan that."

"You're willing to |l et Zachary G ay be conplicated?"

"Of course.”

"But not Max?" Sandy | ooked at ne, a long, slow look fromunder those bushy
bl ond eyebrows. | turned away from himand pi cked up ny suitcase.

| kissed Rhea goodbye, and Sandy drove me to the

airport. | was very glad he was with ne. | didn't know

about the airport tax of sixty drachmas, and |1'd deliberately

used up all ny drachmas because in Cyprus |I'd

be using Cypriot pounds. Sandy paid the tax and then

hel ped nme get a traveler's check cashed into Cypri ot

noney.

"Have a good tine in Cyprus. Don't work too hard. Have fun."

| waved after him and then there was a great shoving getting on the bus that
whi zzed across the airfield to the plane; then everybody jostled to get off,
and

then pushed to get up the steps to the plane-no jetway for the small plane to
Larnaca. There was no attenpt at queuing, and lots of people sinply janmed
their



way into the line. A small amount of consideration was given to very old
worren

and those with infants.

Finally I got onto the plane and into ny seat, next to two G eek wonen. The

host ess gave us landing cards to fill out, and the two wormen told nme, with a
| ot

of signs, that they did not know howto fill out their cards. So | did it for
them | had to put down their ages, and | was
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astoni shed to find out they were a great deal younger

than they | ooked. The ol der, one of the grandnothers

peopl e made way for, was exactly Mdther's age. Wth

white hair pulled into a knot on top of her head, and

wri nkl es around her eyes and nouth, she | ooked old

enough to be Mother's nother. Mdtther's hair is stil

chestnut brown, and she swinms a lot, and her body is

strong and supple. It was a vivid contrast.

In filling out their landing cards, | learned that they lived in England and
were coming hone to Cyprus for a visit. They spoke only a few words of
Engl i sh,

and they did not know how to read or wite. They beaned and nodded their

t hanks,

and then began talking together in Geek as |I filled out nmy own | anding card.
Larnaca was a conparatively small, quiet airport, though no G eek-speaking
public place is really quiet. So | was grateful indeed to see a nan who

| ooked

like Nehru waiting for nme. He introduced hinmself, told me to call himKrhis,
took nmy suitcase, and led me to a battered old Bentley. At home it would have
been snobbishly chic. Here, it was just functional

"I"'mglad your plane was a few nmnutes late," Krhis said. "I had a flat tire
on

my way in. This old wagon's not going to hold up forever. It's good to have
you

with us, Polly. The rest of the staff is already at the Center. Virginia

Por cher

and | have been here for a week, both resting and planning. And now we wil |
all-the staff-have three days together before the delegates arrive. Did you
[ unch on the plane?"

"Yes. Thanks."

"Was it edible?"

"More than. There was sonmething | thought was turkey which turned out to be
snoked fish and it was really good."
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He turned slightly and smiled at ne. "You do not

m nd, then, eating the foods of the country you are in?"

| smiled back. "Not all Americans insist on hanburgers.™

"Yes. Maxa told me you were a cosnopolitan young worman. Dear Maxa. How is
she?"

| had a norment to think while he maneuvered the car around a donkey cart. |f
Max

had not told Krhis anything was wrong, obviously she didn't want himto know
I

said, carefully, "She hasn't been very well this winter. That's why she's
been

staying at Beau Allaire."

Wth a | oud honking, a snmelly bus provided another diversion as it forced
Krhi s

over to the side of the road and roared past. He said, "Maxa tells nme you have
a

gift for |anguages."”



"Ch, | love |anguages." Now | could be freely enthusiastic. "I speak

Por t uguese,

because we used to live in Portugal, and | speak Spanish and French and a bit
of

German, and Gaean, which probably won't be much use to you, but it was the

| anguage of the natives on the island off the south coast of Portugal where
Daddy had his lab."

Again the slight turn, the gentle smle. "But Portuguese and Spanish will be
hel pful. We'll have a del egate from Angol a, where many people still speak
Portuguese. And another fromBrazil. And two or three are fromthe

Spani sh-speaki ng countries of South America. However, all the del egates mnust
have sonme facility with English, as it will be our comon | anguage."”

He drove down a dusty road lined with tired-1ooking trees. It was as hot as
Cowpertown in mdsumer. Krhis said, "W won't see much of Larnaca today.
It's

on a salt lake as well as the ocean, and suffers from having the new
superinposed on the old wi thout rmuch thought. Luxury hotels are sprouting

i ke

nmushr oons. "
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What | saw of Larnaca | ooked rather barren. There

were a few expensive-looking villas, a big oil refinery,

and then we drove through several sizable villages, with

| ow white houses surrounded by flowers and surnounted

by dark panels for solar heating. W passed several working

windmlls, too. An island like Cyprus has both sun

and wi nd, and the villages were maki ng good use of

t hem

"You are the ol dest of several children?" Krhis asked.

"Seven," | said. "W're ol d-fashi oned and unfashi onabl e. "

"And you hel p?"

"W all do."

"But, as Max pointed out, the ol dest bears the brunt of the work. She is very
fond of you." He paused. "It is too bad she was not able to have chil dren of
her

own. "

| 1 ooked down at my hands, still sumrer-tan. "Yes. She- she-" Did he know
about

the lost little baby? "She wanted children.™

"And now she has you. That is good. | had hoped she m ght be able to cone
with

you. She would | ove Gsia Theol a-and our varied and various del egates. She has
a

great gift with people, does she not?"

I murmured agreenent.

"Wth Max there are no barriers of race or culture. O age. You are her
friend

as well as her child."

| did not reply, but |eaned back against the seat and cl osed ny eyes.
The hum d heat and the rhythm of the car eased ny

t houghts, and | was dozing when Krhis said, "W are

here." | opened ny eyes as we drove through gates of

gol den stone, and we were at the Conference Center
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It was rmuch bigger than Gsias Lukas, not nestled in

a cup in the hill, but perched on the side of the nountain.

W entered a great, dusty courtyard surrounded

by a cloister. There was a two-story building, a tallish

rectangle formng part of the wall to our right, with

arched doors and wi ndows with eyebrow|ike carvings



over them Krhis drewup in front of it.

"Now that the village is becom ng a resort, the nmonastery grounds are not as
qui et as they used to be. Tourists cone to see the church and the fountain
house

and tend to wander all over."

| sat up and | ooked around at the gracious arches of the cloister, with

glimrers

of sun on sea sparkling in the distance.

Krhis continued, "It is a delight to us that the village church is within the
nonast ery grounds-see, just ahead of us, the tall bell tower? You will see
weddi ngs and funerals and baptisns. The village is still small enough so that
its life goes on, as it has done for centuries, and we who cone here for
conferences are, as it were, tourist attractions for the villagers. W'Ill be
a

strange group, but Osia Theolians are friendly and wel com ng. Ah, here cones
Norine." His face lit up

A young Chi nese worman, tiny and delicate, came hurrying to greet us, shook ny
hand with a firmgrip, insisted on getting nmy suitcase out of the trunk while
I

stood awkwardly by, towering over her

"Norine Fong Mar, Polly O Keefe," Krhis introduced us. "Norine is one of ny
col | eagues in London and is associate director of this conference.”

"I amfrom Hong Kong," Norine said, "but lately |I've spent nore tine in

Engl and

than at home. Follow nme." She set off at a rapid pace.

| hoi sted the shoul der bag and foll owed her across the
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dusty compound, al nbst having to run to keep up, despite

my much | onger |legs. W went past the church

and then veered to our left, to the center of the grounds,

where there was a snmall octagonal stone building with

open, arched sides and a domed roof.

"The fountain house,” Norine said. "Very old. The only new building in the
Center is the Guest House, and it is in the old style and doesn't stick out
i ke

a sore thunb." We went along a narrow path with roses bl ooning on either

si de,

and the air smelled of roses and salt wind. The only roses on Benne Seed

I sl and

were at Beau Allaire, and grew there because the gardener was constantly

wat eri ng and tendi ng them

Norine headed for a long, white building with a red-tiled roof, the blinding
white of the stucco walls rmuted by fl owering vines. Bougainvillea

recogni zed,

and ol eander; but the other flowers were newto ne. It was nuch hotter on
Cyprus

than it had been in Geece, and | could feel sweat trickling down ny |egs.
['m

used to heat; even so, it was hot.

Nori ne beckoned ne inperiously, and | hurried to catch up. She opened a door
leading to a long corridor. Over her shoul der she said, "Your roommate is
from

Zi mbabwe. She's the youngest of the wonen del egates, and we thought you'd
enj oy

each other. But you'll have the roomto yourself for these next few days."
She

spoke with a crisp English accent, nore fluently than Krhis, whose words cane
slowy, thoughtfully. She was dressed in a denimskirt and white shirt and
exuded efficiency.

She opened the next-to-last door on the left, which led into a pl easant room



with twin beds, two desks with shelves for books, and two narrow chests of

drawers. It was what | imagined a college dormwould be Iike, except for the
dim

bars of light on the floor, filtering
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t hrough the cl osed shutters, which spoke of the tropics.

Nori ne heaved ny bag onto one of the beds, then opened the shutters. The

wi ndows

were already wi de open, and | followed her onto a bal cony whi ch | ooked across
terraced gardens to the Mediterranean Sea. It was different from Greece, but
equal 'y gl ori ous.

"You like it?"

"It's absolutely I|ovely!"

She beaned at nme, then glanced into the room "See, you have been sent coals
to

Newcastl e.”

Not understanding, | |ooked into the roomand saw a vase of hothouse fl owers
on

t he desk by the window. A small white envel ope was clipped to one of the

st ens.

| opened it and pulled out a card, and read: just so you won't forget ne.
zachary.

I could feel nyself blushing. Nobody had ever sent ne flowers before; the
ones

at the King George had come fromthe managenment and didn't count. | put ny
face

down to sniff themto hide ny hot cheeks.

Norine laughed. "It seens that someone likes you. | may call you Pol yhymi a?
You

will call ne Norine?"

"I"d love to call you Norine, but call ne Polly, please, Polly with two I's."
"But Pol yhymmia is a G eek nane and she was one of the Mises-"

"I know, but plain Polly takes a lot |ess explaining."

"As you like." She sounded di sappointed. "Since you are here first, you wll
have the choice of bed, desk, chest. You would |ike the w ndow side?"

It was hardly a question. Fortunately, | would like the wi ndow side. "Thank
you. "

She | ooked down at the beds, which were unnmade, showi ng mattresses wth
grey-and-white ticking. A bed pad, sheets, pillowase, towel, facecloth, were
in

a neat pile in the center of each bed. "It will be very hel pful
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Polly, if you will nake the beds. Mdst of the del egates

wi || have been traveling for many hours and will be very
tired."

I can't say that making beds is ny favorite job in the world, but |'m
certainly

used to it. I've done it often enough at home, particularly before the little
kids were old enough to do their own. "OF course, I'lIl be glad to," | said.
Nori ne handed ne a key on a |leather thong. "This is the master key. We keep

t he

roons | ocked, because sonetinmes the tourists come snoopi hg around, not
realizing

that this is a dormtory. They are not dangerous, only a nuisance,
particularly

those who go in for topless bathing. It upsets the villagers." | nodded. "If
you

are tired, don't try to make all the beds this afternoon. Just a few. You can
finish tonorrow, or the next day. We are sorry it is so unseasonably hot.
Thi s



heat wave began today. W hope it will break before the del egates arrive."
She

pul | ed open a desk drawer, and there was a box of matches and a nosquito
coil.

Norine started to explain, but | told her that | knew all about nosquito
coils.

Even with screens everywhere, the little kids are constantly running in and
out,

so we have to use nmosquito coils a lot.

"Ckeydokey, that is good. You can help ne explain themto the del egates. This
heat has brought the insects out, the night ones especially. Even with the
coil,

you will have to pull the shutters to at night." She snapped on a fan that
was

on the inner desk. "It helps a little. Wen you are in your room you can

| eave

t he door open for cross-drafts. Now |l go for ny siesta. The staff will have a
nmeeting at five o' clock this afternoon, before the evening neal. | will cone
for

you to show you the way."

"Thank you."
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As briskly as she had cone in, she left, and | could

hear her clip-clopping along the tile floor of the long

corridor.

I moved back to the desk with the bouquet of flowers froma florist. Even if
Norine was right, and sending flowers to a flower-filled place like GCsia
Theol a

was coals to Newcastle, | was thrilled with them | checked to see that they
had

enough water, and noved the vase so that they would not get the direct heat
of

the sun. Then | | ooked around the room There was an open cl oset near the
entrance, and on the shelf above it were grey wool blankets. | doubted that
we'd

need them unless the weather changed radically. There were four wre hangers
on

the rod, and | was glad Max had told me to bring hangers of ny own. 'You'l
have

plenty at the King George, but not in Gsia Theola unless |I'mvery nuch

m st aken.'

The sun was streaning into the roomfromthe bal cony, which ran the | ength of
the building, with high, stucco dividers between each roomfor privacy. There

were two fol ding canvas chairs | eaning against the wall, and | opened one and
stretched out. | | ooked appreciatively at the view, across terraces planted
with

veget abl es and vines, and windnmills turning in the breeze; and then nmy gaze
traveled on to the sparkling of the sea below It was too hot to stay out in
t he

sun for long, so | went back into the room sniffed the fragrance of
Zachary's

flowers, and then unpacked, putting ny notebook on the desk nearest the

wi ndow;

nmy books on the shelf; my underclothes in one of the chests of drawers;
hangi ng

my clothes in my half of the closet, |leaving the four wire hangers for ny
roommat e from Zi nbabwe.

Once | was conpl etely unpacked, | nade up the two beds in ny room Then |

t ook

the master key and went
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into the hall, and opened the door of the roomnext to

mne. It was stifiingly hot. | opened the w ndows while

made the beds. By the tine | had done that room and

two others down the hall, | was dripping with sweat. |

decided that in this heat four roons, eight beds, were

enough for a while. | felt suddenly very lonely, and at

the sane time | was grateful that | was going to have

these first few days in the roomby nyself. |I've never

had a roommate. Mther says there are so many of us

it's inmportant that we each have our own room even if

it's no nore than a cubicle.

| opened my notebook and started to describe the roomand the view, to paint
in

words the Conference Center of sun-gilded stone and ancient buil dings. Since
t he

not ebook was for school, | didn't mention Zachary's flowers.

| wote about Krhis, Kumar Krhishna Ghose, with his gentle tan face with the
long l'ines moving down fromhis eyes, and the smle that belied the sadness.
Wy

woul dn't he be sad? seeing his famly shot and killed. He hadn't pushed ne to
talk on the drive from Larnaca, and the silences between us had been good

si | ences.

| described Norine Fong Mar, from Hong Kong, tiny and bossy. Krhis wasn't

bossy

at all, so perhaps he needed an assistant who was. Krhis was quiet; there was
no

static. Norine had considerable static. She was not cal minside, |ike Krhis.

|
wasn't, either.

M ss Zel oski, | thought, was going to enjoy my notebook. And if it hadn't
been

for Max, M ss Zeloski and | woul d never have becone friends.

| shut the notebook. | was as hot as though |I were at hone. My fingers were
maki ng snudges on the paper. | went back to the bal cony. There were no
screens,

just the long wi ndows and the wooden shutters. | pulled the deck chair into
t he

shade of the divider and stretched
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out. The light breeze fromthe sea, and the noving air

fromthe fan in the room net and blew across ne. | slid

into sleep.

The breeze fromthe Mediterranean bl ew over ne,

bl ew t hrough the w ndow of the car in which | was

sitting. No. Not the Mediterranean breeze, but a stronger
wind fromthe Atlantic, spattering ne with raindrops

as | sat huddled in U sula Heschel's car, parked outside
Beau Allaire. | sat there in the hum d hothouse of the

car and waited. What else could | do? It was still pouring,
al t hough the electrical stormhad passed over.

couldn't walk very far-1 noticed bl ood and saw t hat

I'"d cut ny foot on a broken shell, a deep, ragged gash

Al 1 had on was a too-small, very wet nightgown.

| felt tired as though I had been running for hours. A wave of sleep washed
over

me, and | gave in to it, as into death.

Ursula woke nme. 'Polly. Child. You' d better conme in.'

| didn't want to wake up

"Polly. Core.



"I want to go hone.'
"No,"' Ursula said.

'"Please. | want to go hone.'

"I can't take you this way. Your nightgown is soaked. Your parents are
expecting

you to spend the night here.'

"No. '

"Polly, child, I know that you are shocked and horrified by what happened. |
am

too.'
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| couldn't hear Ursula's shock, or any but my own.

' Pl ease take nme hone.'

Ursula got in the driver's side of the car and sat beside ne but did not

t ouch

me. 'Child, I"'msorrier than | can say for what Mx-'

A funny little mewing noise came out of ne, but no words.

"Poor child. Poor little one." Usula lifted one hand as though to pet ne,
t hen

drew back. 'It wasn't Max doi ng any of-of what she did. It was pain and

al coho

and fear . . .'" | didn't answer, and there was a long silence. Finally Ursul a
spoke in a |l ow voice. 'Max, unlike the true alcoholic, will not sleep it off
and

forget what happened. She will renenber everything. | wi sh she could forget.

I

wi sh you coul d.

| | ooked at her.

"Cone.' Ursula spoke with her authoritarian doctor's voice.

| followed her in. | didn't see Max.

"What's wrong with your foot?

| 1 ooked down, and there was blood on the soft green of the Chinese rug. 'l
cut

it, on a shell, | think.'

Ursula took me into the kitchen, washed ny foot, and bandaged it. Warned sone
mlk. | took a sip and nearly threw up

"I"'mgoing to give you a mld sedative,' she said.

' No- Daddy-"

‘"I agree with your father. | do not use a sedative unless | consider it

absol utely necessary. You nust get sone sleep.'

| don't remenmber how we got fromthe kitchen to the green guest room It was
as

t hough fog had rolled in fromthe ocean and obliterated everything.

"I"ve brought you a nightgown,' Ursula said, and
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hel ped me into it, nuch sinpler than Max's satin one,

but nore el egant than ny old seersucker

Did she kiss me good night? | don't think she touched ne. The sedative mnust
have

been working. Everything was blurred. | thought | heard soneone crying, but I
wasn't sure whether the sound canme fromme or from Max.

| closed ny eyes.

Saw Max running after me with the Laughing Christ cradled |like a baby in her
arms, saw the statue fall, crashing, down an endless flight of stairs-

My scream woke ne.

A worman cane hurrying toward me fromthe path which ran just bel ow the

bal coni es. "Hoy! Wat's w ong?"

| 1 ooked at her in confusion as she junped up onto the balcony. "I think |I had
a

ni ght mare. "



"This heat is enough to give you one. You're Polly O Keefe, aren't you? |I'm
Vi rginia Porcher." She pronounced it the French way, Por-shay.

"Ch-Ms. Porcher-1 |ove your witing-"
"Not Ms. Porcher. Virginia. O Vee, as npost people call me. We're all on a
first-name basis here. You'll understand why when you hear the | ast names of

some of the del egates-they make me understand why nost peopl e pronounce ny
| ast

nane as though it were the back porch. Sinplify, sinmplify. And | understand
you

prefer being called Polly to Pol yhymi a?"

| smled at her. "Wuldn't you?"

"I think you could probably carry Pol yhymi a, but
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| sympathize. Polly. Krhis tells ne you'll be hel ping ne

with the witing workshop, anmobng your nany ot her

chores."
"Yes, anything | can do to help, anything at all."
"I expect there'll be a good deal. | hope this heat breaks. It's not at al

seasonable. It's usually pleasantly warm during the day, and cool at night,
by

| ate Septenber. Weather all over the world seens to be changing drastically.
Wy

don't you cone along to my roon? Since |I'ma workshop | eader, | have the
privilege of a roomto nyself. Krhis will have a folder for you at the staff
nmeeting, but | thought you might |like a preview of the schedule." She was
chatting away, giving nme time to wake up, to nove out of the horror of the
ni ght mar e.

Vi rgi ni a Bowen Porcher, one of ny favorite witers, who wote novel s about
peopl e who were flawed but with whomyou could identify, dealing with al
aspects of the human being, the dark as well as the |light, but never | eaving
you

inapit of despair. And in the sinplest possible wirds and i nages she wote
poens which seenmed al npbst |ight on the surface, and then, when you backed
away

fromthem the fact that they were neither light nor sinple kicked you in the
teeth. Max conpared Porcher's work to Mozart. Wien | told M ss Zel oski that
Vi rginia Porcher was | eading a workshop, that in itself was enough to get

M ss

Zel oski to urge the principal to let nme take the nonth away from school

And here Virginia Porcher was asking nme to call her by her first nane, and

| ooki ng-wel I'! Now that | had recovered enough fromthe nightrmare to | ook at
her,

| saw that she had red hair. Not blatantly red like mne; it was nmuch nore
subtle. But still, it was red. She had green eyes, really green, as ny eyes
are

really blue. She
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wore a full cotton skirt with a tiny millefiori print, and

a peasant bl ouse.

Meeting one of your favorite witers in the world can be scary. It's so easy
to

be let down. But | felt elated. | liked her, liked her as well as admred
her .

And she had red hair.

Her room was al nost identical to mine. One of the twin beds was covered with
books and papers. "My filing system" She picked up a blue folder, opened it
and handed it to me, and | | ooked at the typed schedul e. Three workshops in
t he

nmorni ng, with an hour before lunch for sw nmng. An hour for lunch, an hour
for



rest, and three nore workshops in the afternoon. The evening neal. An evening
program A full schedul e, indeed. The witing workshop was the first one of

t he

day, at nine in the norning.

"Thi s weat her knocks out swi nm ng at noon." Virginia Porcher sat on her bed,

i ndicating the desk chair for me. "lIt's a twenty-mnute walk to the sea, and
it's much too hot under the broiling noonday sun. |I've been taking ny sw m at
bedti me, but Krhis won't be able to come with me now that the staff is al

her e.

He' Il have his hands full. This is a glorious place for a conference, isn't
it?"

| nodded, | ooking around the room On one of the desks was a picture of a man
with dark hair and a kind, sensitive face. He nust be her husband. He | ooked
like the right kind of person to be married to one of my favorite witers.
"My sister-in-law, who's holding the fort at hone, asked, 'Wy Cyprus?' and
told her it's nore or | ess a nmean point geographically for the del egates.

But,

also, if the conference were being held in-say, Detroit- | wouldn't have
accepted the invitation to | ead a work-
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shop. Krhis says you've had a week in and around

At hens?"

"Yes. The Iliad and the Odyssey- all the Greek nyths -everything nmeans nuch
nor e

to me than it did. |I'moverawed."

"That's a good reaction. So am|. No matter how many tines | cone to G eece
or

the islands, I'mswept out of the linited world of technocracy and into the
wi | dness of gods and goddesses and centaurs and nynphs. We'll have a ful
noon

this weekend and you'll understand anew why t he noon has so often been an
obj ect

of worshi p. The noon goddess, beneficent while she is waxing, harsh while she
is
wani ng. Astarte fascinates ne. She was a Syrian goddess, but her worship

spread

to G eece. Aphrodite is, | guess, her Geek counterpart, though she isn't as
much associated with the moon. So. How is Ursul a Heschel ?"

That startled ne. "Fine, | guess. You know her?"

"I"mone of her nore remarkable mracles. | had an aneuri sm whi ch woul d have

been inoperabl e before mcrosurgery, and even with all science now knows, it
was

a risky business. It was a long surgical procedure, and a very |long recovery,
and Ursula and | becanme friends. And then, of course, | met Max. And through
U s

and Max | nmet Krhis Ghose when he was in New York. A conference like this

t ends

to be very small-worldy. You' re here because of Max, aren't you?"

"Yes." Beneficent while waxing, harsh while waning.

"How ol d are you?"

"Nearly seventeen. |I'ma sl ow devel oper."

Virginia Porcher stretched out |ong, suntanned |egs, wiggling her toes under
the sandal straps. "I was, too. Still am Sone people say that we sl ow

devel opers end up going further than the quick-flowering ones."
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| nodded. | hoped she was right.

"Are you interested in witing?"

"I don't think so. | enjoy it, but I'mnot passionate about it. | Iike
acting,



really a lot, but I knowit's an awfully chancy field. What |'m best at is

| anguages, but | don't want to be a teacher, and | don't think | want to be a
si mul t aneous translator at the UN because I'man island girl-"

"Manhattan's an island."”

"Ch. | guess | nean small islands with | owdensity popul ation."

She | aughed, a nice, warmlaugh, not at all at ne. "You still have tine.
Sonetimes it's not an advantage to have too many talents." She reached down
to

scratch a bite on her leg. "Watch out for the bugs here. They're not bad

duri ng

the day, but they're nonstrous at night, and they | ove American bl ood."
"I"'mpretty used to bugs," | said. "Benne Seed Island' s off South Carolina-so
I"mused to heat, too."

"You'll find"-she nodded-"when the del egates arrive that you'll be spending

t hese next weeks with people who have experienced a great deal of |ife under
conditions where personal freedomas we know it is hardly even a dream Wen
I

fuss because the bathwater here is tepid, it chastens ne when | remenber that
some of the del egates don't even have indoor plunbing. This dormitory

bui I di ng

is going to seemw ldly [uxurious to nost of them" She stood up. "I've got
wor k

to do now before we neet at five. By the way, a word of warning." | paused by

the door. "The tap water here is quite saline, and you won't be able to drink
much of it. And this heat that clanped down on us today isn't supposed to |et
up

for a while. There's a little shop outside the nobnastery gates and up the

hi Il

where you can buy sodas. And if
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you have any ot her questions, trivial or cosnic, don't

hesitate to ask ne."

"Thanks," | said, still feeling too shy about calling Virginia Bowen Porcher
by

her first name to call her anything. "Thanks a lot."

| took the naster key and made up the beds in three nore roons. Even though |
opened the windows, | was still streaming with sweat, so | went back to ny
room

and sat at the desk to record nmeeting Virginia Bowen Porcher in my journa

for

M ss Zel oski .

For M ss Zel oski ? Max. Even though Max woul d

never read it, the journal was al so for Max.

Because of Max's insight into soneone she'd never even nmet, | was able to see
M ss Zel oski as someone who hadn't had many breaks in life, soneone who'd
want ed

a famly, and children, and instead |lived alone. O, as | found out when Max
prodded ne, not alone but with an elderly father she supported and cared for
She was intelligent, and she'd probably have been a good coll ege English
teacher, but here she was, stuck in Cowpertown because of her father, teaching
a

ot of kids who weren't particularly interested in all she had to give. |
hadn' t

been, until Max opened ny eyes. |I'd been as bad as the rest.

Here, in Gsia Theola, | was on my own, making up ny own m nd about the people
I

was mneeting, and | earning that making up ny own mnd, just ne, Polly, wasn't
even possible. As | tried to describe Virginia Porcher to Mss Zel oski, | was
seeing not only through my own eyes but through Max's, and through M ss
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Zel oski's. And that was all right, too, because it gave an

added di mension to what | was witing.

Left conpletely to nyself, how much would |I have noticed beyond the fact that
Virginia Porcher had red hair? Wuld | have seen the ki ndness with which she
drew me out of the nightnare?

But | didn't wite about the nightrmare, the Laughing Christ falling, falling.
| described the papers on Virginia Porcher's bed, and the small typewiter on
the desk, with a pile of manuscripts beside it. | wished |'d dared ask her if
she was working on a new novel

| told Mss Zel oski she probably was, and that what struck ne nost was how
natural she was, not a bit a prima donna, but as sinple as her own work. As
deceptively sinple?

Norine Fong Mar called for ne a little before five, as

prom sed. "OCkeydokey, tine to go." She wore, now, a

I ong yellow cotton print dress with a Chinese collar, the

skirt slit, with braid at the sides, and | ooked far nore

exotic than when | had first net her

The neeting was in the golden stone building by the nonastery gates. W

gat hered

in a sizable roomon the second floor, where Krhis was already sitting by a
table, with Virginia Porcher next to him She smled at nme and patted the
chair

by hers.

"Vee tells me the two of you had a good talk," Krhis said.

"Yes. She showed ne the schedule and helped fill me in." She had done far
nor e

than that, but | was em
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barrassed to say, "She was wonderful." Could | let her

be wonderful, and human, too?

"Good." On the table by himwas a pile of blue folders, and Norine handed ne
one.

"Here you are. One of our delegates is already here, Qrio Heno from Baki
There

are only two days a week when he can fly out, so he will be with us this
weekend. "

"I"'mnot sure where Baki is," | said.

Krhis answered, "It's one of those numerous islands north of Australia. It
used

to belong to Australia, and there are still many Britishers there in

supervi sory

positions. Orio is in his md-twenties, and very talented."

Norine added, "His English is considerably better than that of many of the
del egates, and he devours books as we send themto him He works in adult

education, not an easy job, as the level of literacy is still very |low on

Baki . "

Vi rgi ni a Porcher suggested, "Perhaps the Australians wanted to keep it | ow
Educate them and they'll cause trouble?"

Krhis smled, shaking his head. "That's too facile. However, Orio got into
considerable difficulty all round when he insisted that the native wonen be
allowed to learn to read and wite. He ran into walls of prejudice, but he
finally got his coeducational classes. Wien Orio sees sonething as right, he
won't stop till he gets it. He's quite a lad." He paused as we heard heavy
footsteps, and a | arge, dark-skinned woman cane in. Krhis and Norine rose to
greet her, and she ki ssed them both, then cane to shake hands with Virginia
Por cher and ne.

Krhis introduced us. "M | cah Adah Xenda is our storytelling expert. MIlie
Vee

is our witing-workshop | eader."



The | arge wonman-wi de, rather than tall-smled.

A House Li ke a Lotus

"Yes, | know Ms. Porcher's work." She spoke with an
accent which was partly guttural, partly French. |
couldn't place it. "W're lucky to have you."

"Thanks, I'mlucky to be here. And |I'm Vee, please.™

"At home in Cameroon, in the college where | teach, I'mcalled MA.," MIcah
Adah Xenda said. "Krhis calls ne MIlie, and | |ike that."

"MIllie, then," Virginia Porcher said.

MA Howironic. I was glad we were going to call her MIlie. |I did not need
to

be remi nded of Mnerva Allaire.

M| cah Adah's handcl asp was firmand dry, despite the heat. Wen she sat
down,

the chair creaked under her, but she exuded cal mand confort. She wore a

| oose

cotton shirt, and space shoes.

"Polly is going to help Vee in her workshop," Krhis said, "be with Norine in
t he

office, and do all kinds of odd jobs. If you need special errands run, that's
one of the things Polly is here for."

"I'"'mnot much for running nyself.”" MIlie bathed me with her snmile, which was
not a quick flash but a slow spreadi ng of appreciation

| decided that 1'd be happy to run anywhere for M| cah Adah Xenda, and that |
woul d I'ike to be young enough to clinmb in her lap. The fact that she cane
from

Caner oon expl ai ned her accent; Caneroon used to be French. | |iked her voice,
whi ch had a deep quality to it, like the night sky at home at Benne Seed when
it

is warmand the stars are bl urred.

W heard nore feet on the stairs, and two people canme into the room One was
a

woman, bl ack, though a darker, nore purply black than MIlie, and tall, nuch
taller than I am She wore a | oose robe of brown with a pattern in rust and
bl ack, and a turban, which made
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her seemeven taller than she was, and she | ooked

formi dabl e.

Behi nd her canme a man who surprised me sinply because he | ooked so ordinary,
like ny father, or my uncles, or anybody | might nmeet at honme. He had

br owni sh

hair with a touch of nahogany, not red, just warm and nice eyes; they

rem nded

me of Sandy's.

Krhis made the introductions. The inmrensely tall woman was Bashemath Cdega
and

she cane from Kenya. It was easy to think of MIcah Adah as MIlie; but I
couldn't conceive of giving Bashemath any ki nd of nicknane.
MIlie said, glancing at her folder, "You' re the expert in chil dhood

educati on?"

"That sounds very inpressive," Bashemath said. "It's what | teach, and what |
care about."

"And this is Frank Rowan," Krhis continued. "He's the publisher of a small
educational press in Istanbul, and he will give the del egates hints on
starting

their own presses-difficult, but not inmpossible."

Bashemat h Odega and Frank Rowan evidently knew each ot her, because Bashemath
said, "We're running a small independent press, thanks to Frank. W're
constantly on the edge of bankruptcy, but that's not Frank's fault." Her



Voi ce

was deep, nore guttural than MIlie's.

Krhis introduced nme as a coll eague, not just a kid who'd been given a chance
to

be a gofer. Everybody was on a first-name basis, as Virginia Porcher had
sai d,

and | understood I'd have to get over ny hesitancy. Wuld | ever feel really
confortable calling Virginia Porcher Vee? But already | felt so close to her
that Ms. or Madane Porcher sounded not only formal but unfriendly.

Krhis called the neeting to order. | liked him | trusted
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him though | tried to rem nd nmyself that trusting people
i s dangerous. | watched him with his coffee-col ored

skin and dark, grieving eyes, but no self-pity in the lines

t hat noved downward, and | knew that Max | oved him

and that he loved Max, and that there was a | ot about

human relations | didn't understand, and that maybe

was going to have to nmove through a ot of time before

| was going to be able to understand.

MIlie kept wi ping her face with a | arge handkerchi ef. Bashemath fanned
her sel f

regally, with an odd-looking fan of ivory and feathers. Frank Rowan kept
pushi ng

hi s spectacl es back up his nose, a gesture which rem nded ne of nearsighted
Renny. If it had not been for the sea breeze coming in the arched w ndows,
t he

heat woul d have been unbearable. The walls of the roomwere the sane

sun- soaked

stone that was found al nost everywhere in the old part of the nonastery
grounds.

Krhis discussed the schedul e and expl ained that he would like us all to be at
all the workshops, to encourage and support the del egates. "Your presence is

i mportant to the norale of the group.” Then he snmiled and told us that it was
nearly time for supper, and that there would be fresh | enbnade in the

cl oi ster

while we waited for the neal

Norine whi spered to me, "Wait just a minute, Polly. 1'd like to take you down
to

the office and show you how to use the nmineo machi ne. Vee and Bashemath both

have sonme things they'd |like you to run off."

Krhis and MI1lie went out together, followed by Virginia Porcher. Bashemath
turned to Frank and | heard her mutter in a dark whisper, "If Krhis throws
one

of his ecunenical religious services, he can count me out. |I'mhere for

ear |l y-chil dhood education. Period."

| couldn't hear Frank's murnured response because

217

Norine was buzzing, "Fresh | enonade is even nore of

a treat here than wine. It's not the [ enons-there are

pl enty of those-but the bottled water which is an expensive

[ uxury." Then she called to Frank and Bashe-

mat h, "Be careful of the steps, okeydokey? They've been

worn down through the centuries, and they're slanting

and slippery."

"Right-o," Frank called back, and | noticed that he was |inping.

| followed Norine down the steps and into the office, which was a small room
on

the first floor. "Do you know how to type?" she asked. "I'mslow, but | can
do



it if I take enough time." "Have you ever typed a stencil?" She handed ne a
sheet of purply, carbon-1ike paper

"No. We have a photocopy machi ne at school .’
a

ot of luxuries the rest of the world can't even contenplate. Wen you type a
stencil you have to be careful, because you can't correct nistakes. Here's
sone

stuff Vee would like to hand around to the del egates. You don't have to run
it

of f now. There isn't tine before dinner. Tonorrow norni ng, okeydokey?"
"Sure." Then | asked, "Wy does Frank limp?" "He lost a leg a few years ago.
He

and his wife were taking their children to the United States so they could go
to

hi gh school there, and as they were driving to New York to fly back to

Tur key,

they were in a terrible autonobile accident, and his wife was killed, and

Fr ank

| ost

aleg."”

"How awful . "

"Funny ganes fate plays,” Norine said. "Frank's spent nmost of his life in the
ti nderbox of the Mddle East, but tragedy hits himwhen it's | east expected,
in

the safe
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United States. His children are in college now The el dest

graduat es next year."

So Frank was probably a little older than ny parents -but |I'm not good about
chronol ogy.

Nori ne showed me how to work the mimeo machine, once |'d done the stencil

" How

are you coning on the beds?" she asked ne.

"I"ve done quite a few "

"The staff menmbers have already done theirs, of course. You can tell the
staf f

roons because the nanes are on the doors.'
her

desk and wi ped her forehead. "Lenpbnade?"
"I"'mready," | said. | was parched. | followed her out of the hotbox of the

of fice. Across the conmpound a breeze was blowi ng fromthe sea.

In the cloister a table was covered with a blue-and-white cloth. It was on

t he

Medi t erranean side of the |ong wal kway, where open arches gave onto vistas of
the village and the sea. A young man stood by a snall table on which there was
a

| arge pitcher and a tray of gl asses.

"I bear refreshnent for your thirst on this island, which is wel com ng us as
warmy as ny island of Baki. | am Orio Heno." H's voi ce was warm and

r hyt hm c,

his speech slightly overprecise. He poured ne sone | enonade.

Orio turned to ne. "Krhis wote me you would be here, all the way fromthe
United States, and so young."

"You Americans take for granted

She pulled a tissue froma box on

Don't rub it in, | thought. | took the glass he handed me. "I'mnearly
seventeen." He | ooked very young hinmself. Md-twenties, Krhis had said. Like
Renny.

He smiled, showing perfect white teeth. His skin was so dark that it was a
surprise when |ight brought out copper glints. His palms were pale pink, and
so

were the soles of his feet, showing a rimof pink between foot
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and sandal. Hi s hair was fine and black, curling softly.
He noved |ike a dancer, and Norine (who was to becone

nmy great source of information) told me later that

one of the special pleasures | had to | ook forward to was
Omi o performing sone of the traditional Bakian dances.

"And bl ue eyes so beautiful,"” he said, "like the first blue of sky after
sunri se

on a fine day."

| could feel the telltale blush. | had been given nore cause to blush since

flewto Athens than in all the tine on Benne Seed |sland and at Cowpertown

H gh.

"Thank you." And then, "How long did it take you to get here?"

Hs smle widened into even nore brightness. It was the kind of snmle sone
peopl e m ght have used to show off, but with Orio it seened pure, spontaneous
delight. Now he burst into a | augh and pointed at his wistwatch. "Tinme got
changed on nme so many tinmes, |lo back, lo forth, I don't know how long it has
taken. A jeep, a bus, a train, four planes, two buses, and here | am"

| smled back. "You speak very good English."

"I spent a year in London working with Krhis. | was given a schol arship and

| o,

| learned nore than in the rest of ny life, though we have many

Engl i sh- speaki ng

peopl e on Baki, nore, alnobst, than Bakians. | |earned also in London that |
do

not |ike English weather and that Baki is ny home, and although we Baki ans
are

t hought of as primtive, we also have old wisdom | work hard to teach people
to

read, to wite, and nost inportantly to think, so that we will know how to
hol d

on to the old wisdom and not let it degenerate into superstition. | am
writing

down the stories of ny people, how the world began and is held up on the
spout

of a great whale."

"I"d love to see what you've witten."

H's smle shone again. "One day, then, | will show
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you." (When we know each other a little better, |

t hought the 'one day' meant.)

Krhis called us to the table and we stood around it hol di ng hands the way we
do

at home. Hol di ng hands around the table is the best way to keep the little
ki ds

quiet, but there's nore to it than that, and | liked holding Virginia
Porcher's

hand on ny right, Orio's on nmy left.

Krhi s suggested, "Sarananf"

oo'

| did not know what he neant, and evidently neither did Virginia Porcher, but
the others lifted up their voices to sing in beautiful harnony.

Recei ve our thanks for night and day,

For food and shelter, rest and play,

Be here our guest, and with us stay,

Saranam saranam saranam

It was beautiful. Two Cypriote wonen standing in the

background beanmed and nodded appreciation

W pull ed out our chairs and sat down. There was a big pitcher of water on
t he



table, and another of red wine. Krhis poured some of the wine into his glass,
then filled it with water. "lI'mafraid the wine is rather rough, and the

wat er

is salty. Mxed together, they are quite potable.” He took out a large white
handker chi ef and patted his brow, although he did not |ook hot. "This is an
unusual heat wave. And | have becone acclimted to England."

Orio smiled at him "In England | froze, lo, into the

very marrow. This is |ike hone."

Nori ne passed around a basket of bread. "You may find this a little sour, but
it

i s baked fresh every day and is very good. They do not serve butter except at
br eak-
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fast, okeydokey?" She indicated two small dishes. "This

spread is made fromolives, and this from cucunber.

Very good on the bread." She nodded at ne, and | hel ped

nmysel f and passed the dishes to Virginia Porcher. Vee.

I would have to start thinking of her as Vee.

A platter of what |ooked Iike onion rings was passed around. "It is octopus,"
Norine explained. "It is a little rubbery, but quite tasty."

One of the Cypriote wonen passed the platter to Virginia -Vee-who hel ped
hersel f. "Epharisto, Tullia."

Fortunately |1'd eaten octopus before, though not at hone. | watched MIlie
t ake
atentative taste and try not to make a grinmace. Frank Rowan, living in

| stanbul, was obviously used to it, and hel ped hinself |avishly.

Bashemat h took a m ddl e-si zed hel ping and | ooked gravely at me. Wy shoul d
eating octopus be worse than eating shrinp or any other kind of fish? As |
ate

m ne, | thought of Ursula and Daddy and Dennys, and their nutual interest in
t he

oct opus because of its nervous system

The sour bread was good, and so was the bow of salad Tullia brought us.

dr ank

hal f a glass of nixed wine and water. For dessert we had fruit.

"This is sinple, typical Cypriote fare," Krhis said, "but to nme it is

enj oyabl e. "

After Tullia and her younger hel per ("Her name is Sophonisba," Virginia

Por cher

whi spered to ne) had cleared the table, refusing to let us help, Krhis
suggest ed

that we stay out in the cloister to catch the breezes. "And we should teach
Vee

and Polly sone of our songs. We will do a |ot of singing together, and many
of

the del egates will look to you to help themw th songs they are not famliar
with."

"Saranant Om o said, and turned his snmile on ne.
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"It is an Indian song Krhis brought to us, but we have
made nmany of our own verses."

"Sing a verse through for us," Krhis suggested.

Wth no self-consciousness Onio lifted up his voice.
For this small earth of sea and | and,

For this small space on which we stand,

For those we touch with heart and hand,

Saranam saranam saranam

He sang it until we all had nenorized the words and

t he nel ody, and then dropped his voice to a rich bass
acconpaninment. MIllie lifted hers in a descant. It was



pi ercingly, painfully beautiful.

Al most too beautiful. | ached with unshed tears. Bashemath said suddenly,
"Here's one we all know, and it will be good for all of us to hear it in the
various | anguages of the delegates.” | wasn't quite sure what | expected, but

I

was totally surprised when in her snoky voice she sang Silent N ght in Msai
She sounded both tender and form dable. When she had finished, she bowed to
Frank Rowan.

"I"ll sing it in Turkish," Frank said. Al though the words were foreign, he
still

sounded very Anerican. Then he bowed to Norine. The famliar words sounded
strange in Chinese, pitched rather higher than we were accustoned to, and with
a

gentl eness | had not felt before in Norine.

Then came Orio, with his voice |like black velvet, the Bakian words comnmi ng out
softly, like an ancient lullaby. It was anmazing how different the sane song
could sound. 1'd been bored with Silent N ght from over-exposure, so that |
could no | onger even hear it, and suddenly, in this hot |ate Septenber night
in

a cloister in
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Gsia Theola, with the breeze barely stirring, it was alive

and new.

| listened to Orio sing and felt tears come to ny eyes, and | ooked at Vee and
she was bl owi ng her nose. | wondered what nmenories the fam liar carol brought
to

her, and to the others of the staff. Wat was Christrmas |ike in Kenya?

Caner oon?

For me, the fanmiliar nelody brought back Mdther baking Christmas cookies with
all of us, even the littlest ones, hel ping (hindering) her, and the snell of
turkey and stuffing, and chil dhood, when ny parents were O ynpian and their
| ove

could solve all problenms and keep us safe, and there was nothing on earth |
couldn't talk to them about.

| looked around the circle of people; faces were unguarded, and when | saw
MIlie put her hands over her face, | turned away quickly, feeling that | was
viol ating her privacy, and ny glance fell on Frank Rowan and his eyes were
bright with tears, and | turned away again, wondering if he was renenbering
Christmas when his children were little and his wife was alive. | |ooked at
Norine, who sat with her hands tightly clenched in her |ap, her eyes closed,
no

| onger the efficient |eader, but a wonan with her own nmenories, her own
griefs.

I had not lived | ong enough to have |l earned the coming to terms with life
whi ch

| felt fromthese people, but | thought of New Year's Eve at Beau Allaire
when

everyt hing had been as shining and beautiful as the Christnas tree, and we
had

sung carols and played charades, and chanpagne was sparkling and didn't hurt
anyone-but now | hurt, and | couldn't get out on the other side of that hurt.
Vee said (and was it Silent Night that was helping me to think of her as
Vee?),

"Polly, can you sing it in German?"
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| nodded, and started, "Stille nacht, heilige nacht"

and while | was singing, there were no nenories, nothing

but the song for these people who were al ready beconing

cl ose to ne.

Krhis said, when | was through, "Sing it in French, Vee. MIllie, you'll use



one
of the native dial ects?"

MI1lie nodded, and Vee sang in French

When she was through, MIlie lifted her voice in her clear soprano, as easily
and joyously as a bird. Everybody had sung at |east reasonably well; nobody
flatted, or swooped, or sang nasally, but MIlie's voice was extraordinary,
and

we were nesnerized. She sang with a conplete |ack of self-consciousness.
| had thought | had the tears well under control. But the pure effortl essness

of

MIlie s singing made ne choke up, and tears slipped down ny cheeks. | got up
quietly and went to one of the open arches and stood | ooking at noonli ght
maki ng

a wide path on the sea, then junped down fromthe high sill to the sand

bel ow,

wal ki ng al ong until | cane to an ancient-I|ooking tree shadowi ng the remants
of

a wall. | stepped into its darkness and sobbed.

An arm came around ny shoulders, and | was drawn to a | ean, masculine body,
snel ling a musky, pungent snell. It was QOmo.

"I"'msorry-1"msorry-" | gasped.

"It is all right. Lo, many of us have brought wounds with us, and MIllie's
si ngi ng opened them and brought healing tears. Do you have a handkerchi ef ?"
Omio's presence stilled the stormof tears. | dug in nmy pocket and found a
tattered piece of Kl eenex. "I'msorry-"

"It is all right. Norine has provided punch and macaroons, and we'd better go
back before we are mssed.”
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When we got back to the cloister, everybody was drinking

punch fromtiny paper cups and rmunchi ng nacar oons.

Nobody menti oned ny absence.

Krhis asked, "You like to sing, Polly? Does your famly enjoy it?"

"W love it. We used to sing nore when we were all littler and had | ess
honmewor k, but when there are nine people in a famly, singing is sonething
everybody can do."

Norine said, "You have a nice voice, Polly. Wile we are working in the
office

tomorrow, we can do some singing as well."

Vee announced that she was going for a swm and did anybody want to cone?
"Sorry," Frank said. "The walk's a bit nuch for ny

i nanimate leg."

"Not tonight for ne, Vee," Krhis said. "Now you will find other sw mm ng
partners. But | beg all of you, and ask you to enphasize it to the del egates,
do

not go alone. There are strong tides and undertows. But the water is

r ef reshi ng,

and the wal k at night will not be too hot."
Only Orio and | wanted to go. | was used to all kinds of undertows, and
felt

sticky, and the idea of a swimat night in the Mediterranean was enticing. It
had grown dark while we were singing, the sudden, subtropical dark |I was used
to

on Benne Seed. Vee said, "Krhis is right that we should stick together. Polly
and | live next door to each other, at the far end of the dormitory buil ding.
Let's neet just outside, at the laundry unbrella, and 1'll show you the way."
Orio told us that he was on the second fl oor, and he'd be ready in two

m nut es.

"Make it ten," Vee said.

It didn't take nme nore than a couple of minutes to
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get into ny suit, so | went out the back door of the
bui | di ng and wal ked toward the |aundry unbrell a,

which was like an enpty tree, with one pair of bathing
trunks (probably Krhis's) hanging |ike a single |eaf.

When everybody arrived, it would fill up.
As | stepped toward it, ny foot slid out of my thong and | stepped on a
pebbl e.

A sudden pain shot up ny |eg.

Just as the sharpness of a broken shell sliced into ny foot, as | was running
away from Beau Allaire.

| did not see Max in the norning after Ursula bound

my cut foot and nade ne spend the night at Beau Allaire.

| woke around five, dressed, and slipped out of the

house. But | no | onger wanted to go hone.

It was cool, before the sun was up; little webs of dew sparkled on the grass,
whi ch was kept green by constant sprinkling. | wal ked slowmy down the drive
because ny cut foot hurt, and because the crushed shells crunched noisily.
Ursula, | knew, got up early, so | wal ked carefully, as though that woul d
keep

her from | ooking out a wi ndow and seeing nme. | was fleetingly grateful that
her

wi ndow, |ike Max's, faced the ocean, and not the front of the house with the

gardens and the long curving drive. And even if Nettie and Ovid were already

in

the kitchen, that, too, faced the water.

The drive wound around until the house was no |longer visible. It seened mniles
until | got to the road with its snoother surface. | turned and headed toward
Mul letvill e and the causeway. How was | ever going to nake it with ny cut

f oot ?

Periodically | stopped and sat at the side of the road until | had the energy
to

nove on.
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| did not want anybody in Milletville to see nme, but

only the fishernen would be up, and they wouldn't care.

The devel oprment people would all still be in bed.

| heard a car behind nme and stepped to the side of the road. The car sl owed
down

and soneone called out, 'Hey, hon, want a ride? Look as if you could use
one.'

It was a boy fromMilletville who went to Cowpertown Hi gh, called Straw
because

of his sun-bleached hair and his stubby, alnost-white |lashes. He went with a
rough crowd, kids who snmoked and drank a lot. Why on earth was he up and out
so

early? He was older than I was; | think he'd had to repeat a couple of years.
I'd never had nuch to do with him and didn't want to see hi mnow, and
hoped

he woul dn't recogni ze ne. But he did.
"Hey, aren't you Kate's sister?

'"Kate's my cousin,' | said.

'So what's your nane, Kate's cousin?'

"Polly."’

'Where you com ng fronf

"I"'mgoing," | said. 'To Cowpertown.'

"Y'are?' He lit a cigarette and dangled it in the corner of his nouth.

"To the M A Horne Hospital. | cut ny foot, and | have a friend there who's
an

intern. He'll fix it for me.’

"You sure | ooked hagged out. Hop in. 1I'll drive you into Cowpertown, as far



as

LeNoir Street, and naybe you can get another hitch fromthere. | have a
Sat ur day

job at Diceman's Diner, so | can't take you any further. 1'll be sacked if
['m

not there in time for the breakfast crowd.'
So that's why he was up. | got in beside him | had no choice. | hoped he'd

go
on enjoying the sound of his own voice. He was, | was pretty sure, one of the
guys who'd
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killed the tortoise. But | needed the ride into Cowper-

town. I'd never make it on foot.

'"Kate sure is pretty,' he said.

After a pause, | agreed. 'Yah.'

"You don't look like her.' He flicked ashes out the w ndow

"W can't all be that lucky,' | said.

He | ooked at nme instead of the road. 'Hey, how d you cut your foot?' He

gl anced

down. The cut had broken open, and bl ood was seepi ng t hrough the bandage. It
probably | ooked a |l ot worse than it was.

"On a shell," | said, 'a broken shell.’

"Why, you poor little thing.' He took his hand off the steering wheel and
patted

nmy thigh. 'Hurt rmuch?

"Some.' 1'd just as soon he kept his hands on the wheel and his attention on
t he

r oad.

"I got a good first-aid kit. Want ne to fix it up for you?

'"No, thanks. My friend at the hospital will take care of it."'

H s hand reached for ny thigh again, rhythmcally patting. | stood it as long
as

| could, then pulled away.

"What's the matter?" His hand cane down hard, and | wi nced.

"I told you. My foot hurts.'

"Way don't you let nme make it feel better? He tossed his cigarette out the
wi ndow.

"It's nmy foot that hurts, not my thigh.'

"You don't like Straw, hunh?

| remenbered his face, full of lust for killing, as he battered the tortoise.
No, | didn't like him 'l don't know you very well .’

"Wll, now,' he drawl ed, 'naybe Kate's right after all.’

" About what?' | should have kept my nouth shut.
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"You.'

If | knew one thing, it was that Kate hadn't talked to Straw about ne. He'd
never been one of her dates. He'd never cone home with her for dinner. He
wasn' t

her type. But he canme fromMilletville, and he dated Mulletville girls. |
pushed

away from himas far as possible.

'So what's Kate's cousin doing at this end of the island?

| didn't answer.

'You' ve been at Beau Allaire, haven't you?

| 1 ooked down at the blood drying rustily on Ursula's bandage.

"W know all about those danes at Beau Allaire, and what they do. You've been
with them You're like the way they are, and that's why you don't like ne.'
"Let me out,' | said.

He jamed on the brake, throwing ne forward. 'You really want to get out?
"Yes.'



"Don't have an attack. I'll get you to LeNoir Street.' He stepped on the gas
pedal, and his hand canme at me again, and | pulled away. 'Wat's the matter
honey? You really don't |ike Straw?

What arrogance. This guy thought every girl in school was after him

"You like danes, is that it? Can't make it with a guy?

| shut ny eyes, clanped ny lips closed. He kept his foot on the gas pedal
The

car rocked as he whizzed around a curve with a screech of tires. | didn't
care

if it turned over.

| opened nmy eyes as | felt the car sl ow down and we drove through the
outskirts

of Cowpertown, then onto LeNoir Street with its post office and banks and
stores. Again he slanmed on the brakes. 'Here we are.'

' Thanks. '
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"I feel real sorry for Kate. She's a nice girl. Norm'

| opened the door and junped out, and the pain shot sharply fromny foot
t hr ough

nmy body into ny head, sending yell ow flashes across mnmy eyes.

Straw drove off w th another rubber-snelling screech

| was still a long way fromM A Horne, which was at the farther end of
LeNoi r

Street, a good three or four mles, too far to walk on a bl eeding foot. |
stunbl ed al ong, not knowi ng what to do, until | saw a phone boot h.

I would call Renny.

| was jerked back into the present as | heard a sliding

of sand and stones. Orio came | eaping down fromthe

top of the hill, wearing bathing trunks and a short terry

j acket .

| couldn't stand Straw s hands on ne, but | had liked Onio's arns around ne as
I

cried under the old tree.

The door opened, and Om o greeted Vee by handing her a flashlight. "You may
need

it to warn drivers of our presence.”

"Thanks, Onrio, what a good idea. Half the drivers here are crazy and drive
t hese

wi ndy roads as though they were the Los Angel es Freeway. And cars drive
Engli sh-fashion, on the left, when they're not in the niddle of the road, so
we'll walk on the right."

She | ed us along the path which ran bel ow t he bal coni es of the dorm and
there

was the tree | had fled to, and now that nmy eyes were not blinded by tears
coul d see how beautiful it was. "Wat is it?"

"A fig sycanore. | don't know how old it is, but hun-
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dreds of years. It's the nost beautiful tree |I've ever seen

and | keep trying to wite poens about it, but thus far

t hey el ude ne."

The nmoonlight turned trees and branches to silver. "Full noon, day after
tonorrow, " Onio said.

Vee started downhill. "Careful. It's rocky and rough, and we don't want any
sprai ned ankl es."

Bel ow t he nonastery conpl ex we came out on a road that ran through the | ower
part of the village. There were a few shops, closed for the night; what

| ooked

like a small bank; a taverna, with people sitting outside, |aughing and

t al ki ng.

Music cane fromwi thin, and light spilled out onto the road.



"Osia Theola is on its way to becoming a resort," Vee

said, "since the old resort towns, |ike Famagusta, are now Turkish. If | were
a

mllionaire I'd buy Gsia Theola and save it fromthe tourists-as well as the

Turks; it's anybody's guess as to who's the nost destructive.”

| said, recalling Max's teaching, "Poor Cyprus. It's always being taken over
and

rul ed by somebody. The Italians were here before the Turks, and the Turks
before

the English, and now in the north the Turks have cone again."

"That's the way of the world," QOmio said. "Baki has always been prey to
stronger, |ess peaceabl e peoples. Now there are nore Australians and English
t han Baki ans. "

"And yet Engl and," Vee said, "was overrun by Vikings and Normans. The Picts
and

Angl es and i ndi genous inhabitants were ruthlessly wi ped out. Genocide isn't
new

to this century."

W turned off the main village street onto a dirt road which ran past nore
tavernas, narrowed to a path cutting through walls of high grasses, and

t ur ned

sharply at a boatyard. The sea was on our right. "Not far, now,
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Vee said, "and we'll come to a good place to bathe, beyond
the village, but before the hotel, where it's too
crowmded for ny liking. I've found an unused bit of

beach. There's a wi de band of stones between the sea

and the sand, and |'ve been trying to nove them asi de

to make a path to the water, but they keep washi ng

back. "

"You' ve been here awhile?" Ormio asked.

"For a week, resting. Doctor's orders, and orders | was happy to conply wth.
I've slept and swum and worked on nmy new novel with no interruptions or
out si de

pressures.”

So she was witing a novel. | wished | dared to ask her what it was about.
Orio and | followed the path she had made through the stones. | slipped and
al nost turned ny ankle, but Ormio caught me. The stones were not very big, and
they were rounded fromwater, but they were still unconfortable to step on

Al t hough the cut on mmy foot had heal ed, the stone near the laundry unbrella
had

rem nded me that there was further healing needed, and it seened that | could
feel the skin stretching around the scar as | stepped into the water

Om o dropped down and swam out, cleanly, barely tossing up spray. Vee and
foll owed. The water was cool, not cold, just right for getting cooled off.
The

sky was misty with stars

"Don't go too far out," Vee called. "Krhis is right about the undertow This

is
one of the safest places, better than the beach up at the hotel."
Omio was a superb swinmrer, l|ike nost island people, but he turned around and

cane back toward us, then veered off and swam parallel to the land, up toward
t he
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lights of the hotel. I would have liked to swmwth

him but thought it would not be courteous to Vee, who

swam wel | but not quite as well as | did, since |'ve been

in and out of water all ny life.

She stood inside the stones, shaking water out of her ears. "Good thing we've
both got drip-dry hair."



Om o had turned again and was swi mri ng back. "He's a nice |lad," Vee said.

“1'm

glad he's here early. You'll enjoy him He's been through a |lot, and he hol ds
no

bitterness. You'll find that's true of nost of the del egates. | suspect

Nori ne

will fill you in on sone of their histories. It's probably one of the nopst
varied groups we'll ever encounter, geographically, physically, every way."

Om o had swum back to us and was runni ng through the shallow water wth great
| eaps, splashing silver spray.

"\What energy!" Vee exclaimed. "Wiy can't you bottle it and give sone to ne?
Cone

on, kids, we'd better go on back. Breakfast's at seven-thirty and we all need

our sleep.”
| felt confortably cool after the swm but the wal k back to the dormtory
buil ding was all uphill, and | was sweating again by the tinme we reached the

nmonastery. At Beau Allaire, Max has a white coquina ranmp going over a jungle
of

Spani sh bayonets and crape nyrtle, down to the beach. At home we run al ong
our

cypress ranp over the sand dunes and across a lovely long stretch of beach

At

Gsia Theola we were going to have to work for our swim

Norine was waiting at the dormitory building, waving to us.

"Polly," she said, "I have a phone nmessage for you."
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My heart thunped. "For nme?"

"Yes. While you were swi mm ng, some young man called. Zachary Gray. You know
hi nP"

| hadn't told Norine who the flowers were from "Yes."

"He wanted to make sure you'd arrived safely. He said to give you his |ove,
and

he'll call again."

"Ch-thanks." | could not help being pleased, and showing it. Then | said good
night to Vee and Om o, thanked Norine again, and we all went to our roomns. |
took a | ukewarm bath and | ay back in the tub, dazzled by Zachary's fl owers,
by

his call.

The bedroomwas hot. | lit the nmbsquito coil and opened the shutters and | ay
down on the bed to read for a while. At hone there are screens everywhere,
and

wi ndows open to catch the breeze. Max had told nme that when she and M A were
growi ng up at Beau Allaire, not many people had screens, and they slept under
white gauze nmosquito nets. A nosquito net would not be a bad idea at Gsia
Theol a.

The coil went out without my realizing it, and instantly | was attacked by

i nvi sible, soundless insects. | slapped at them struck a match, and relit
t he
coil. Realized | was going to have to close the shutters. | was bitten on the

| egs, the arms, the face.

| slamed the shutters closed. Scratched nmy | egs. Rubbed nmy eye. Could fee
it

hot and itchy. | remenbered Renny telling nme that the vector, the biting

i nsect

whi ch put Trypanozonas into the bl oodstream and ultimately the heart,
frequently

enters the body with its |lethal poison by biting the corner of the eyelid.
had

a nonent of utter panic.

Nonsense, Polly. You cone froma famly of scientists. Use your m nd. Chagas'



and Netson's di seases are
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endemi c in South Anerica, not in Cyprus. They don't

exi st in Cyprus.

| rubbed my eyelid again. Looked in the mrror. The Iid was red and puffy.
Absurd. But | felt infected.

I diot. Renny would have warned me if there was any Nelson's in Geece or
Cyprus.

Max woul d never have arranged the trip. Ursula would not have allowed it.
Daddy

woul dn't even have considered it. There are plenty of biting bugs at honeg,
nasty

red bugs, shrilling nosquitoes, no-see-um bugs which bite and the bites puff
up

like the one on ny eyelid and get red and feverish but are uninportant.
That's

the kind of insect these Cyprus bugs were, just like the Benne Seed

no- see- umns,

itchy and horrid but not dangerous. Nobody woul d have a conference center
wher e

insects were a threat to life.

My heart began to beat less fearfully.

But it was hot. My sheet was wet. The fan was blowing a warmdraft over ne,
doing no nore than recirculating hot air. | put down my book and turned out
t he

light; even the filament of the light bulb added to the heat of the room
The coil burned slowy, its end barely glowing, so that | knewit was stil
lit.

| was not being bitten anynmore. | turned on my stomach, spread-eagled. The
cool
waters of the Mediterranean seenmed eons ago; | was bathed in perspiration

And | wanted Renny to sit by ne on the bed and reassure ne, tell me | needn't
worry about the bite on ny eyelid.

How do you feel when you know that an insect bite on the corner of your
eyelid

means death to your heart? What a funny little nmuscle to hold life and death
in

its punping.

But this wasn't that kind of insect, that kind of bite.
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| wanted to run to Renny, the way | had run when

fled Beau Allaire.

| called the hospital. '"I'd like to speak to Dr. Queron

Renier, please. It's an energency.'

"Who is calling, please? The operator had ny nost unfavorite kind of

Sout hern

accent, nasal and whiny.

"Well-could you just say it's Polly?

"Just a minute, hon. | don't know if he's in.'

O course he was in. He'd be in his quarters or on the floor. | waited. The
nasal voice came again. 'He's not answering. May | |eave hima nmessage?

| looked at the nunmber of the phone in the booth, gave it to the voice on the
other end of the line. '"Please . . . please try to find him Please, it's
urgent,' | said. | could not control the trenbling of mnmy voice.

I would have to wait for Renny to call.

Suppose, for sone reason, he wasn't at the hospital ? How | ong should | wait?
And

what then? | |eaned against the wall of the phone booth and I wasn't sure how
long I could stand up

The part of LeNoir Street where Straw had left ne was nostly shops. A few



dusty
pal metto trees drooped in the nmorning sun. My breath fogged the glass of the
phone booth, and | opened the door. A few people wal ked by. A few stores

opened.

| waited. Waited

Hal f an hour.

| couldn't stay in the phone booth all day.

| would have to go sonmewhere, do sonething. The night before, | had wanted to
go

hone. Not now. | couldn't go hone.
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| crouched over, as though |I had cranps, and heard

a funny noise, like an animal's, and | ooked around to see

what was maki ng the noise, and it was com ng from ne.

| pushed nmy hand agai nst ny nmouth and it stopped.

Oh, Renny. Renny, help.

The phone was silent. | had been there for an hour. The street was waki ng up
| had to go sonewhere and there was nowhere to go. My foot throbbed, and

bl ood

continued to seep through the bandage. Nunbly, not even thinking, | started
away
fromthe phone. | was a few yards down the street when it rang.

| rushed back.

Grabbed the phone off the hook. 'Hello?

"Pol ly?

' Ch, Renny, Renny-'

'\Where are you? What's wong?'

| heard nyself wailing. 'My foot's cut, and |I'm bl eeding all over the
phone-booth fl oor-'

Renny's voice was sharp. 'Polly. Cal mdown. Tell me where you are, and what's
wrong. '

"I"'min a phone booth on LeNoir Street near the post office. Can you cone for
me, oh, please, Renny, please-'

"\Where on LeNoir Street? Polly, don't get hysterical, this isn't like you.'

| 1 ooked around. 'Two bl ocks south of the post office. I'"'mright by a
hearing-aid place. |I'm bl eedi ng-'

"All right," Renny said. Tve just finished making early rounds. 1'Il be there
in

ten m nutes.

| gave a sob, but there were no tears with it; it was so dry it hurt ny

t hr oat .

"Hurry-pl ease-"'

The ten minutes | waited for Renny seened | onger than the hour before the
phone

rang. He drove up in his old green car, and | stunbled out of the booth. He
hur -
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ried around to open the car door for ne, and | al nost
fell in.

"Let nme see that foot.'

| |l eaned back agai nst the shabby seat. Stuck my foot out at him

"Who bandaged it for you?

"Ursul a Heschel .’

'Polly, what happened?

"I cut it on a shell.’

H s fingers worked the bandage free. 'That's a nasty cut. How did you get
her e?'

"I wal ked partway, then | got a hitch.'



"A hitch?

"Renny.' My voice was heavy. '"Hitching's a federal offense in ny famly. But

I

coul dn't wal k.

"No, Polly, you couldn't.' He opened the glove conpartment and rummaged anong
maps and dark gl asses and a can opener and pulled out an Ace bandage. 'This
will

do until | can get you to the hospital and dress your foot.

Then 1'Il take you hone.'

Now the tears cane, spurting out, as sudden as a sumer storm 'No, no,

Renny,

no, | don't want to go honme, | can't go hone, no-' | was being i ncoherent and

hysterical and | have never in ny |life been incoherent or hysterical

Renny shut the gl ove conmpartment, took my foot and wapped it in the Ace
bandage, then shut the door and went around to the driver's seat. He got in
and

sat down, waiting for ne to get under control. 'Polly, what happened?’

| shook ny head, and again that awful animal noise came out of me, but this
tine

it flomed out with tears, and it was easier to stop

Renny started the car.
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"Renny, | don't want anybody to see me. Sone of the

doct ors know Daddy-'

"I have no place to take you except the hospital,' Renny said. 'W'll go in
t hrough Energency.' He drove in silence along LeNoir Street. The shops gave
way

to houses, at first close together, then set back fromthe street, larger and
farther apart. The street curved around to the hospital driveway. He drove to
t he back. Opened the door for ne. Try not to put too much wei ght on that
foot.'

W went in through the Emergency entrance. There were only a few people in
t he

waiting room and the nurse at the desk was sipping froma Styrof oam cup
Renny

greeted her, saying that he was taking a patient to have her foot bandaged. |
don't think she even | ooked up from her magazi ne.

"It was a heavy night in Energency.' Renny led ne into one of the exanining
cubicles. "It's all quiet now'

"Are you on Energency rotation?

"No. Urology. Wrd gets round in a small hospital. How did you cut your
foot ?'

"I told you. On a broken shell.’

" Where?

"Max's driveway.'

"Waen?'

'Last night.'

"\Where were you going?" He was bathing ny foot, holding it in a bow of

wat er,

pi nk fromny bl ood

"I was running.

"Where?' He swabbed the cut with disinfectant and | cried out. 'Were,
Pol | y?'

" Anay. '

H s strong fingers held ny foot, holding the cut so that the bl eeding

st opped.

"This was | ast night?
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"Yes.'

'"Did you go hone?



"No. No. | couldn't. Then | got up early to-to come to you.'

Renny pressed a gauze pad against the cut, then taped it. 'You'll have to

st ay

of f that foot today.'

"All right.’

He was perched on a small white stool, keeping his hand around nmy foot. 'I do

have to take you hone, you know.'

"No. No!'" My voice rose.

' Shhh,' he said. 'Unless you can give nme a good reason, a real reason not to,
"Il have to take you hone or call your parents to come get you.'

"No.' This time | kept ny voice low 'I can't. |I can't talk to them'

He stood up, put his hands on ny shoul ders, |ooked into nmy eyes. 'You'd
better

tell me whatever it was that happened.'

"I can't.' | leaned toward himso that |I could press ny face against his
white

coat. Renny had been to our house once when Max and Ursula were there for
di nner. He knew Max that way, and as an outpatient. | could not tell him

"You were with Max and Ursul a?'

"Wth Max, so she wouldn't be alone while Us was in Charleston.'

'"Ch, Polly-' He sighed. 'When did U sula cone in on this?

"While | was running away from she was driving home from Charl eston. Ch,

Renny,

Max was drunk. She was in terrible pain and she was drunk. |'ve never seen
anybody drunk that way. She didn't really know what she was-'

H's arns cane tightly around nme. | didn't have to
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tell himany nore. And then he asked me who' d picked

me up to drive me to Cowpertown, and | told himabout

Straw and his ugly insinuations.

' The creep,' Renny murrured, 'the crude creep.' H's arns were protecting,

reassuring. 'The first thing you need is sone sleep. I'"'mgoing to call a
friend
of mine, one of the nurses here. She's on duty now, but 1'll get her key.
Vait.'

"Don't tell her.'

"Shhh. | won't tell her anything.'

"Don't tell anybody-not Modther or Daddy-'

"I won't tell anybody.' He shut the door of the exam ning cubicle behind him

Wil e he was gone | lay back on the black exam ning table, which was too
short

for me. It was covered with white paper that crinkled if |I noved, so | lay
still. 1 was half asleep when Renny canme back

"All right, Polly, let's go.'

He led me along a back corridor, down sone stairs, and out a side door. W
got

back in the car and drove to one of the streets around the hospital which had
once been a street of rich people in big houses and was now funeral parlors
and

room ng houses. He pulled up in front of a Greek revival house with heavy
white

col ums and none of the airy grace of Beau Allaire. W went up the steps to a
si de verandah, and Renny opened the screen door, then took a key and opened

t he

i nner door. He led nme through a small living roomand out onto a screened

por ch

where there was a double bed, a green wicker chair and stool, a cherry chest,
conpletely out of place with the rest of the porch furniture, with a few

dr awers



pul I ed hal f open

"Nell wasn't exactly expecting conmpany.' Renny pulled down the white
Marseil |l es

bedspr ead.

A small, cold part of ny mind was wonderi ng who
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Nel | was, and why Renny was so famliar with her, He

was runmegi ng t hrough one of the open drawers.

| sat down.

He turned to nme, holding out a shorty nightgown. 'Get undressed and put this
on.' He flicked a switch, and the ceiling fan started to turn. In the

hospi t al

it had been cool. 'Sone of the apartments have air-conditioning,' he said,
" but

Nel | sleeps out here half the year. 1'll be back in five nminutes.'

| undressed, put on Nell's nightgown, and got into bed. The floor of the

sl eepi ng porch was painted green, the wooden ceiling was green, and the green
of

a huge nmagnolia tree pressed against the screen. Wth the fan noving the air,
it

gave the effect of cool ness.

Renny cane in with a mug. ' Chicken broth,' he said. 'l don't want to give you
any caffeine or anything cold."'

| put ny hands around the rmug. It nust have been well in the nineties

out door s,

but my hands were cold, and the warnth of the nug felt good.

"I have to get back to the hospital.' He sounded reluctant. 'Polly, | don't
know

what to do. You' ve had a bad shock. | think I should call your parents.'
"No. | don't want themto know.'

"You're not going to tell then?

"No," | repeated, 'l don't want themto know. '

Renny sat on the edge of the bed beside ne. 'You' re going to have to go hone
sonetinme. '

"They think I"'mwith Max and Ursula. | was to call Mther when | was ready to
go

hore. '

"WIl you still do that?

"I don't know. Not yet.'

He got up and wal ked to the door, then turned back. 'When Max and Ursula find
you gone and realize you aren't com ng back, won't they call your parents?
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| sat up in bed, put nmy head on ny knees. That had

not occurred to ne. 'Wuld they?

"Likely."'

"But what would they say?'

' They mght just want to know if your parents know where you are.'

"WIl you call then?" | asked. But then they would know that Renny knew. And
Max

woul d have to see Renny when she went into Cowpertown for blood tests

| got out of bed and followed Renny. '"I'IIl call.’

He nodded, pointing toward a desk in the corner of the rather drab room On
it,

anong a clutter of nmugs and a coffeepot and a bow of lilies, was a phone.
Renny

asked, 'Do you want nme to go?

"No. Stay. Please.' | dialed. -Don't let it be Max who answers. Don't let it
be

Nettie or Ovid. Let it be Urs.
It was. | said, "Usula, this is Polly. | just want you to know |I'm al



right.

I"'mwith a friend, not at home, so don't call hone, please. | need to sleep
['m
very tired. Goodbye.' | spoke quickly, not giving her tinme to say anything,

t hough in the background, behind ny words, | heard, 'Thank God. Were are you?
I

need to see you, to talk.' -No, Ursula. You don't need to see me. There's
nothing to say. Go to Max.

| put the phone down and went back out to the porch

Renny | eaned agai nst the doorfrane. 'l get off at five. I'lIl come to you

t hen.

I"'msorry, Polly, so sorry-' He bent down and ki ssed me on the cheek

| slept. Woke, with my eye itching. Rubbed it. Felt

hot. The sheet was wet. | opened nmy eyes. Mostly ny

right eye. The left was swollen nearly closed.

A House Like a Lotus

| was in Cyprus, and |I'd been bitten on the eyelid.

turned on the light, got up, and stared in the wavery

mrror. It | ooked as though sonmeone had socked a fi st

into ny eye.

There was no Netson's in Cyprus. Anyhow, it was only my eyelid that was

i nfl aned. No conjunctivitis.

| got back into bed. My room at home wasn't even half the size of this one,
but

it was all mne. After ny roonmate cane, it would be very different. So | got
out of bed, opened the shutters, and stepped out onto the bal cony. The

i nsects

drove me back into the roombefore | could appreciate the |oveliness of the
night. | curled up, pulling the sheet just over ny toes, and slept.

| woke to someone wal king up and down the corridor, ringing a bell. Norine, |
guessed, though there was only the staff, Orio, and ne, to rouse. There was
going to be no oversleeping at this conference.

| met Vee as | came out ny door. "Polly, what on earth has happened to you?"
"The no-see-um bugs got ne."

She scratched her arm "M, too, though not in as sensitive a place. Did you
use

t he bug coil ?"

"Yes, but for a while | tried to keep the shutters open to catch the breeze.
Believe nme, | shut themfast."

She | eaned over to look at my eye. "I think one got you on a vein, right
there

at the corner of your lid. Does it hurt?"

"No, it's just unconfortable."

"It is a tenporary affliction, if that's any confort; it'll go away in a day
or

so. The bugs are nuch worse in this humid heat than they were | ast week." She
scrat ched again, bending down to her ankle. "Do you have a can of spray in
your

roon?"

"No, just the coil."
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"I'"ll find you some for this evening. It helps if you

spray the shutters. Not so many of the little horrors get

t hrough the slats.”

W wal ked the rose-lined path to the dining area of the cloister. The sun was
al ready unconfortably hot. Norine exclainmed over ny eye and said she'd give
nme

some witch-hazel pads to help bring the swelling down.

For breakfast there were packets of instant coffee in a w cker basket, and a
bi g



pitcher of hot mlk. A platter of eggs was brought in by Tullia. There was a

| oaf of bread still warmfromthe oven, a big bowl of jam and a smallish pat
of

butter each. | wondered how rmuch refrigeration they had in the kitchen, which
was sinply the enclosed end of the cloister.

VWhile we were still eating, the bells in the tower began to ring, and we
coul d

see people conming in through the gates to go to church. A young wonman was
carrying a baby in a long white dress; a man in a dark suit, face flushed
with

heat, had his arm about her. They were followed by a group of beam ng peopl e.
"A baptism " Vee cried in delight.

As the people went into the church, nost of themturned to stare at us

sitting

around the breakfast table.

Oniio's delighted [ augh pealed out. "Wait till the rest of the del egates
arrive!"

Bashemath said in her solem way, "W are already a circus for them™

Vee, Frank, and | were the only Caucasians. Krhis was |ndian, Norine
Oiental,

Bashemath and MIlie were African, and Orio was-1 wasn't sure-M cronesi an?
Orio wore a brightly patterned garnent that was sonething between a kilt and
a

[ oincloth, and an ordi -
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nary cotton T-shirt. "At hone, in the old days, we

woul dn't have worn the shirt,"” he explained to nme. He

reached out one long finger, pale at the tip, and touched

nmy inflamed eyelid. "Poor Polly, when we go sw nmm ng

this evening, lo, the salt water will be good for it."
Norine passed the warmm | k. "After breakfast, Polly, 1'd like you to help ne
in

the office. And | have the nedicine chest with the witch hazel there.”
Bashemat h sai d, "You have the papers | want duplicated?"

Nori ne nodded. "And | showed Polly how to use the mineo."

When we got to the office, Norine took a bottle of witch hazel froma tiny
cooler. She rummaged in drawers until she found a gauze pad, which she soaked
with the cold witch hazel. "Hold it to your eye."

| had forgotten ny eyelid at breakfast. Now | was very aware of the itching
and

swelling. It was so inflaned that the wi tch-hazel pad warned up quickly, and
Norine wet it again. It felt marvel ously soothing, and | thanked her

"Any tine you get a chance during the day, wet the pad and hold it to your

eye,
okeydokey? Now, are you ready?" She pointed at the typewiter.

"I"'mafraid I'Il be very slow."

Norine was busily | ooking through some files. "That is all right as long as
you

are accurate."

| sat down at the typewiter and typed, very carefully, a series of forms of
poetry, lines of ianmbic pentaneter, tetrameter, trochaic and anapestic
neasur es.

There were exanpl es of neters, everything explained in the sinplest way
possi bl e. Sonmehow or other | nanaged to nake a passable stencil.

Norine | ooked at it, and nodded. "Okeydokey, now run it off."
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| managed that, too, though | ended up with purple

ink on ny fingers and sonehow or other got a purple

streak down one | eg.

"You can type Bashemath's stencil this afternoon,” Norine said. "If you try



to

do too nuch at once, you begin to make nistakes." She indicated a wooden file
box filled with cards. W were to check over the names and addresses of each
del egate, and assign themroons in the dormitory building, trying to choose
suitabl e roommates for each

"I have already picked your roommate, as | told you," Norine said, "because
she

is the youngest woman del egate -not yet thirty."

Not yet thirty sounded quite old to ne.

"It is best if we put people of different |anguages together. That way

t hey' |

have to speak English. Here, you see, we will not put Andres, from Brazil,
with

Gershom from Angol a, because they would be tenpted to speak Portuguese.
Andr es

can roomwith N gel from Bonbay."

Norine did nost of the choosing, and | stuffed blue folders for everybody,
mar ki ng their nanes and room nunbers on the cover

When we had fini shed, Norine soaked the gauze pad in witch hazel again, and
was ready for it.

"You |ike Om o?" she asked.

"Very much."

"He has great talent. And the Bakian affectionateness. You are acquai nted
with

peopl es of different races and col ors?"

"Reasonably. We lived on an island off the south coast of Portugal when | was
a

child, and we were friends with the Gaeans. And | spent a nonth in Venezuel a
and

saw a good bit of the Quiztanos."

"Om o speaks better English than some of the other

248

del egates, and has no snmall estimation of hinself. Ba-

shemath is an interesting person, a fine educator. There

was big trouble for her when she left home for her first

conference. Wile she was gone, her husband's friends

urged himto go back to the old ways and take anot her

wi fe. When she got honme, the other woman was putting

Bashemath's own children to bed. But you have seen

Bashemat h. The ot her woman did not stay |ong."

| had seen Bashemath. "It nust have been awful for her."

"It was. She is required at her university to attend a certai n nunber of
conferences, but after that she did not |eave home again for two years."
Norine was sonething of a gossip. And | listened. | listened avidly. Was |
bei ng

like Xan and Kate listening to the Mulletville girls? Not entirely. Norine
relished her stories, but she was not being vicious.

Now she | aughed her rather tinny |augh. "Bashemath could certainly frighten
ne

away if she wanted to. She is a real warrior. Now MIllie is quite different.
She

is a dear person, is MI|cah Adah. She, too, has been through nuch grief. Al
her

fam ly died during an epidemic. MIlie nursed them buried them and by sone
fluke did not get ill herself. She nursed children who had been taken to the
hospital, and it was di scovered what a fine storyteller she is. Arare

per son,

if alittle sentinmental. Here, let ne soak that pad again."
The cool pad felt so good | would have liked to pat it all over ne.
When | took it away fromny eye, Norine peered at nme. "The swelling is going



down. Are you thirsty?"

"Parched."” At home there's always | enonade and iced tea in the fridge.
She went again to her little cooler, pulled out a bottle
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of ginger ale, got two paper cups fromthe file cabinet.

The fizzy cool ness helped my thirst but did nothing to

dry ny sticky clothes. Even ny feet were sweaty, and

nmy wet sandal straps had made stained marks across ny

f oot .

"We' |l work on the table assignnents now," Norine said. "W like to rotate
t he

seating, so that people can get to know each other, and also to prevent
cliques

fromformng. A conference experience |like this can produce intense
friendships.”

W put nunbers in a small wooden box for the delegates to draw. "This heat
wave

is absurd, positively absurd,"” Norine said. "It's a good thing many of our
del egates cone fromhot climates. | think Vee feels the heat nore than the
rest

of us, and she's prone to headaches if she's overstressed. You have read her
books?"

"I love them"

"She is a fine witer. And it takes her nmind off her husband."

Wiat did she nean? "Is he alive?"

"Unfortunately." She | ooked at ne. "This is of course in confidence, Polly.'

"Ckay," | said uncertainly.
"He is French, Henri Porcher. There was an Anmerican grandfather, | believe,
from

one of those inbred Southern famlies, who late in life married a distant
cousin

in Paris, a singer. There was a latent strain of insanity, violent insanity,
in

the Porchers. Until ten years ago, Henri seened free of it. But then he got
an

encephalitis virus, which evidently triggered it, and he has been
institutionalized ever since."

" Ch- how awf ul -"

"He is in a hospital in Switzerland, and Vee is able to be with us because
her

sister-in-law spells her. Henri is
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very dependent on Vee, and if she visits himdaily he is
| ess violent. Poor man, he is like a wild animal. | suppose,

| egally, Vee could divorce him but Vee being Vee,

of course she won't. Krhis says that in his own irrationa

way Henri still loves her. She is brave. Now'-Norine

was brisk efficiency again-"we have done a good norning's

wor k. "

"I know," | agreed. | was already |earning much fromthe staff.

At lunch we were served by the younger woman, Sophoni sba. Om o whi spered to
e,

"Look at her gold tooth. It's a status synbol ."

MIlie entertained us with stories, a few from her native Cameroon, others
from

different countries, and had us all in stitches. When Bashemath was really
anused, her |aughter was a deep boom ng. Frank had a hearty, contagious

| augh.

Even Krhis was shaking with | aughter.
"The del egates have a treat in store,"’

he said at the end of the neal. "Now,



ny
dears, it is siestatine, and it is so hot-104° in Ni cosia, and not that mnuch

cooler here-we will take the afternoon off, and have our neeting after the
evening meal instead. | think that will be nore confortable for us all."

| walked with MIIlie along the pebbled path that Ied to the dormtory
bui I di ng.

"You were terrific," | said

She smled. "When we are listening to stories, then it is the story center of
the brain which is functioning, and the pain center is less active. | go into

the children's wards of hospitals, where there are children in great pain.
Waen

| amtelling themstories they laugh and they cry and in truth their pain is
less. Mne, too." Again she snmled at me, and then at two old men with | ong
hoses who were watering the flowers, and who snil ed
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back, noddi ng and bobbi ng, | ooking curiously at Mllie

and ne and the others comning al ong behind us.

| turned on the fan in my room and | think it did help a little. | changed
t he

wat er for Zachary's flowers

then stretched out on the bed with a book, and got up to a gentle knock. It
was

Vee, with a can of bug spray. "I got this for you from Norine. There's
supposed

to be sonme in each room"

"Ch, thank you."

"See you anon," Vee said, and went to her room

I finished naking the beds on the first floor, and did three roons on the
second

floor, then decided to go back to ny roomfor a nap

| left the shutters wi de open, and while sunlight streamed in, so did the
breeze

fromthe sea. Whatever the stinging insects were, they weren't bad during
sunlight. | sprawl ed out on the bed and sl ept.

When | woke up | could hear snoring fromthe roomon the other side of ne,
not

Vee's, MIlie's, | got up and went into the hall, and all the doors were

cl osed.

| wal ked softly in ny crepe-soled sandals, out into the brilliant sunlight.
Just

wal ki ng al ong the path made nme perspire. | went into the office and typed the

stencil for Bashemath, suggestions about teaching small children to read and
wite. Wien | had finished, sweat was stinging ny eyes, trickling down ny

| egs.

I went into the conmpound and the sun blasted at ne |ike a furnace.

The church bells were quiet, but the doors were open, |eading into darkness.

I

slipped in, standing in the back until nmy eyes adjusted to the shadows. The
light filtered in gently, touching an icon here, a statue of the Virgin there.
I

sat on one of the stone steps |eading down into the nave.

There was a screen covered with icons dividing the
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mai n body of the church fromthe sanctuary. Alittle old

man was polishing candl esticks, and when he turned

and saw me his face lit up with a smle as though he

had been expecting ne. He came up to ne.

"Conme, little," he said, "cone, despina" and led me down the steps into the
church and to a wooden seat hollowed with age. | sat and watched him as he
puttered about. He took a sprig of green froma stand in front of a statue, a



flower froma vase before an icon, picking here and there, until he had a
tiny

bouquet, which he handed nme, beam ng

"Epharisto." | was a little enbarrassed. | hoped it was all right for himto
give me flowers taken fromicons and stat ues.

"Parakalo little, parakalo, kyria."

| held the bouquet to ny nose, and it was pungent and | emony-snelling.

He pointed to a statue which | had thought was a Virgin and child, but as I
| ooked nore closely | saw that the child wore a crown and carried a cross like
a

scepter, and that the worman was wearing red velvet. The old nman spoke in

G eek,

and | thought he was telling nme that this was Bl essed Theol a and her vision
of

Chri st.

He beaned on ne again and pointed to the | ower section of the church. "Cave.
Ei ght hundred, eighteen hundred old, kyria." He switched back to G eek, and
kept nodding at him catching words and phrases about Theola and truth, and
he

gestured urgently toward the cave.

| followed himand stood in the entrance to the cave, peering into darkness.
Was

it here that Theol a gave people the truth about thensel ves? Max had sai d that
Theol a was gentle and did not give people nore than they coul d bear
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| stood there, and the only truth to come to nme was

that | was still in the darkness of confusion, about myself,

and everybody. | allowed Zachary G ay, whoml

had known only a few days, to be conplicated and contradictory.

Way couldn't | allow it in anybody el se?

Way couldn't | allowit in nyself?

"Kyria? Despina?" The old nan was | ooking at ne anxi ously.

"Epharisto." | smiled at himand turned away fromthe cave and returned to
t he

wooden seat he had first offered ne.

"Parakal 0." He picked up a candlestick and polishing rag. | sat there for
quite

a long while, holding the Iittle bouquet to ny face. There was sonet hing
heal i ng

about the pungent snell. Then the bells began to ring, so | got up and | eft
qui ckly, wavi ng goodbye and thanks to the old man, and wandered across the
courtyard to the cloister.

Orio was there before me, in the refectory section, sitting at a table and
witing in a notebook, w th another book beside him He | ooked up and
beckoned

to ne. "I promised |I'd show you this." He pointed to the big notebook and
pul | ed
out a chair for me, watching nme while | |eafed through the pages.

He had set down in this book the stories of his people, first in Bakian, then
in

English. The stories were lavishly and beautifully illustrated in bright
wat ercol ors. Many of his paintings and sketches rem nded ne of Max's

not ebooks.

Max woul d [ ove this book of QOmo's.

"Why does this nan have so many w ves?" | |ooked up froma story of a man
with

sevent een w ves.

He | aughed. "Seventeen is, lo, excessive, is it not? But to have nore than
one

wife was the old way. On Baki there used to be many nore wonen than nmen, so



t he
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ki ndest thing to do with all the extra women was to

marry them Every Bakian woman had a famly to care

for, and to be cared for by. My grandnot her was, |o,

my grandfather's fifth wife, and the nost beautiful

The children-there were many-thought of each other

as whole brothers and sisters. If a woman did not have

enough mlk after childbirth, there was always anot her

to suckle the baby." He smiled his merry snile

"W were |lucky on Baki." He put his hand down on the book, his |ong
forefi nger

with the delicate pink nail pointing to a picture of a baby being held by a

white man in a dog collar. "In sone places the m ssionaries nmade the nmen get
rid

of all but one of their wi ves. Do you think Jesus woul d have wanted that?"

| shook ny head. "It doesn't show rmuch concern for the | eftover wves."

"I'n Baki, the mssionaries who came to us were warm of heart, and said only
t hat

when the children grew up, each, like ny father, |ike ne, should have one
wfe

only. And this nade reason because, with, o, the new nmedi ci nes they brought
us,

fewer male children died, and there were no | onger many wonmen needi ng nmen.
They

-the m ssionaries-wanted the wonen to cover their breasts, but they said
little

to those who went around as usual. They believed that, as tine went on, we
woul d

nmove into their ways."

"Did you?"

He smiled. "We are still noving. The m ssionaries who canme to Baki understood
that differences need not separate. But they were foll owed by others, the
mlitary people, for instance, and their fanilies. Sonme of their ways were
good

ways. But there were ways, too, which we did not understand."

There was a tightness in his face which | had not seen before. "Tell nme-"
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Omio | ooked at ne with his dark eyes, which were

usually so nmerry but now were sinply dark, the pupi

hardly darker than the iris. "lI'"mnot sure you wll
under st and. "

"I can try."

"Qur ways are so different."

"Pl ease. "

"On this far island of Baki there cane, |o, nmany Australian and many English
people. W felt very fortunate when ny father got a job working in the big
mlitary hotel they built. These people called thensel ves Christian, you
under st and. "

| did not.

"Al t hough many people, ny famly included, wel comed them they did not think
they had to treat us as they treated each other. \Wen ny father displeased

t hem

in any way, they beat him One tinme they beat himso that he bled on his
back,

and then salt was rubbed into him M/ nother bathed himand bathed him
maki ng

nore bl ood to cone to wash away the salt, and then took himdown to the sea
because the salt in seawater is healing. But |I heard his screans."

| 1 ooked down at the open page to hide ny horror; he had painted birds and



butterflies, vivid and happy. "How could you be Christian, then?"

He put his hand down on mine. "Ch, | think we could be. | think we were
Christian, lo, long before the m ssionaries cane, although we did not know to
call it so. W knew only that the naker of the great whale cane to us and was

part of our lives, and the missionaries called this person who | oved and

car ed

for us by the name of Jesus. And we were glad to have a nane for the part of
t he

maker we had not known by name before."” He turned the page, and there was a
pai nting of the statue which had becone so famliar to ne at
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Max's, the stone carving of the man | aughing in sheer

del i ght.

If Max had ever told nme that the statue was Bakian, | had forgotten. Seeing
it

in Orio's book was like the slap of a rough ocean wave. | had | ast seen the

statue in Max's arnms as she ran down the stairs after ne.

Omio said, "The mi ssionaries who were our friends called it the Laughing
Chri st.

Sone of the others called it a heathen idol."

"Ch-Omio . . ." FromQrio's painting it was evident that the actual statue
was

much | arger than Max's copy, but the |oving delight was the same. Had Max put
the statue back on the landing? | | ooked at the joyous face and pressed ny
hand

against my mouth to stifle a sob

| hardly heard Orvio. | was hearing, seeing, Max.

He said, "My father told me we nust learn to | ove such people, because they
nmust

be sick in their mnds, and only |l ove could heal such sickness. Wen people
have

great power, |l o, they becone very sick, and nust be |loved as we | ove those
who

are dying. It was not easy, ny Polly, after |I had seen ny father's back and
heard his screans."

Suddenly he put his hand under ny chin and | ooked hard into ny eyes. | could
not

hi de ny confusion and pain. "My Polly," he said gently, "let us not hold on
to

past wounds. You don't have to bear it with me. | see you entering into the
hur t
of others, and I love you for it, but you nust try not to carry too nmuch."

H s words echoed Max's the night she told me about her father, and the echo
al nost undi d ne.

He went on. "I do not think it is love if it is too easy. Have you not yet
lived

| ong enough to need to | ove someone who is not easy to |love? Surely you have
known peopl e who have done wong things and need to be heal ed. ™
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| bowed ny head and a tear dropped onto the page.

Quickly I took a tissue fromny pocket and blotted it,

where it had fallen on the foot of the Laughing Christ.

| 1 ooked up and saw Bashemath and MI1lie wal ki ng

toward us. | could not speak to them | ran to one of the

open arches and junped down, ran blindly to the

shadows of the fig sycanore.

I could hear Orio running after ne, but | could not see himfor the blinding
tears. His arnms went around ne.

"You are not crying about ny father." | blew ny nose, shaking ny head. "Wat
is



causi ng your tears?"

I could not tell him | w ped themaway with the palms of ny hands.

"Who has hurt you?" he asked. When | did not answer, but shook ny head again,
he

ki ssed both nmy eyelids, the still slightly puffy one first, then the other
Renny had ki ssed ny eyelids, too. Young Doct or

Renier, with his stethoscope and white jacket and all -

Anerican face, couldn't have been nore different from

Omio, and yet they were alike in their experience, and

ny nonexperi ence.

When | woke up in the green shade of the sleeping porch of Nell, the nurse,
she
was sitting looking at me. 'I'mhome only for a few m nutes,' she said. 'l

hope

| didn't frighten you.'

"No.' A nockingbird was singing sweetly in the magnolia tree

"I just need to get a fewthings. |I'mdoing a double shift, covering for a
friend. Renny asked ne to fix you sone nore broth. Here it is, donax soup
lt' 1l

cure all ills.
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' Thank you.' Even in ny state of shock | was inpressed

by Nell's offering of donax soup. The tiny shells

are no longer easy to find, so it was a real gift. 'Thank

you, a lot.'

"Renny' || be back a little after five. He's a good man. He'll be a good
doct or,

but that doesn't make a good man. Renny's good.'

"I know.'

She stood | ooking down at ne. 'You're just a child."'

I moved ny head negatively against the pillow 'Not now'

"Whatever it is, whoever it was, it'll pass, you'll get over it. People have
bad

t hi ngs happen but they survive.' She turned away from me, took sone things
out

of one of her drawers. 'You'll be okay?

"Yes. Thanks for taking ne in.'

' Make yoursel f at hone. Wander about the place. There isn't nuch to it. But

you'll be here when Renny gets back?' She was afraid | was going to run away.
But 1'd already run away. There wasn't any place else to run.
"I'l'l be here.

After she left | managed to drink the donax soup with its delicate ocean
flavor.

At first | thought | was going to throw up, but | didn't, and | got it al
down.

For sone reason that seened inmportant, if only for Nell's generosity in
gi vi ng

me such a rare delicacy. Then | wandered around a little. There was only the
| arge sl eeping porch, and a living roomw th a couch, where she probably
sl ept

inwinter, and a kitchen and bath. It was obvious that Nell rented it
furni shed.

I went back to the porch. To bed. Nell's bed.

Nel | had given nme donax soup, sonething special. Renny, too, always gave to
ne.

He didn't take. Straw wanted to take. Max-
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| started to cry, but crying was exhausting, and | fel

into sleep in the mddle of a sob. I woke up as |I heard



Renny letting hinself in, hurrying to the porch

'Did you sl eep?

"Yes.'

"Nell make you sone broth?

' Donax soup. That was really nice of her.'

"Nell's a nice person. A good nurse.' He perched on the bed beside nme. 'l
want

to take you hone, Polly."'

"No. Not yet. | need to-1'mtoo confused, Renny. | can't see ny parents
till-'

He stroked ny hair back fromny forehead. 'Why are you confused, Polly? Tel
ne.'

"Straw' | said, knowing that | was incoherent, but not know ng how to make
sense. 'He killed a tortoise, with some other guys, and he liked doing it-'
"Polly, honey, what's that got to do with it?

"If you try to take love, it's as bad as-as bad as that.'

"Don't let sonmeone like that creep upset you.'

"It's just that-he tried to take -and it doesn't work that way-it has to be
gi ven-'

"Hush,' he said, 'hush. Yes, it has to be given.' And he kissed my eyelids
again, then ny lips, the way he did when he cut the notor on the boat when
we'd

been together. And the kiss continued on past the point where he usually

br oke

of f. Then, slowy, he pulled away.

| groped for him as though | were blind. 'Renny, please, please-' My lips
t ouched his.

And he was kissing ne again, and slipping the shorty nightgown over ny head.
Hs

strong and gentl e hands began to stroke nme, his hands, his lips, his tongue.
Gentle. Not frightening. Knowi ng what he was doing. | felt my nipples rise,
and

it startled ne.

' Shhh,' Renny whi spered. 'Shhh, it's all right, don't worry, just relax and
listen to your body.'
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He was slow, rhythm c, gentle, noving down ny
body, down .

and | was nothing but nmy body there was a sharp brief pain brief
and then a sweet spasmwent through nme and | seened to rise into the air no
nor e

pain just the sweetness the incredible oh, the

and then Renny, panting | pressed him hard agai nst ne.

He ki ssed ny eyelids in the darkness, under the fig

sycanore. "We'd better go back to the others," he said.

Orio said.

Bashemath and MIlie were drinking tea, sitting at the

table. | hoped | didn't |ook as though I'd been crying.

Norine came toward ne. "Where were you, Polly?" she

accused. "That same young nman phoned you again, and

I couldn't find you."

Bashemath said, in her calm deep voice, "She doesn't have to tell you
whenever

she goes for a walk, Norine."

"Well, you missed himonce nore," Norine said to ne.

"I's he going to call again?" | asked.

"He didn't say."

| wasn't sure whether | wanted himto or not. This
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worl d of Gsia Theola was a conpletely different world



from Athens, and Zachary seened alien to it. Still, |

was gl ad he had called. | was glad he had sent flowers.

"Tea, Norine?" MIlie asked. "Polly?"

"No, thank you," Norine said. "I have work to do."

"Do you need me?" | asked. "I've typed Bashemath's stencil. Shall | run it
of f ?"

"Not now, Polly. I'm going over sone of ny lectures."

"Then I'd |l ove sone tea," | said.

Norine trotted across the dusty conpound to the office, and Bashemath got a
mug,

and MIlie poured ne tea fromthe |arge pot on the table.
MIlie said, "There are sonme hot peppers by the dormtory building. 1've
pi cked

a few, to add to the dinner tonight. This food is good, but not overly
seasoned. "

Bashemat h spoke, followi ng her own train of thought. "Do not |let Norine
bot her

you with her sharp ways. She has a heart of gold."

"She doesn't bother ne," | replied. "And |I'm here to work."
"But not to be overworked."
"Ch, I'mnot, and | like work."

Orio drained his nug. "W're not likely to have another free afternoon. How
about a swn? O is it too hot?"

"Much too hot," Bashemath said.

"I don't swm I'mafraid of crocodiles,” MIlie said.

Om o | aughed. "But this is Cyprus, not Cameroon.”

"Nevertheless,” MIlie said firmy, "no. Thank you."

"I'd love a swm" | said.

"Let's neet under the fig sycanore.'
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He was there, waiting for me, and we started downhill

"Polly, forgive ne."

"For what ?"

"I have given you, lo, aromantic picture of Baki. It is not only the
Christians

t here who have done bad things. If the nissionaries were not overly concerned
about whether or not the women covered thenselves, it was because they were
nor e

concerned about the black magic, the witchcraft. Using hateful, hurting magic
was as bad as beating a man and rubbing salt in the wounds. Wrse. It could

Omio smled at ne.

kill. We Bakians and the Christians were alike, sone good people, turning the
heart to love, others w cked, turning to greed and power."
He was hol ding ny hand, swinging it, as we wal ked. | said, "I guess

everybody' s
like that." And then | asked, "Does your Laughing Christ always |augh?"

H s hand squeezed mine. "It is said that in tine of great disaster tears fal
fromhis eyes. My great-grandfather is supposed to have seen himcry before a
tidal wave which killed many of our people. | have seen only the | aughter

and

t here have been bad things in Baki. But if | ever saw himecry, | think

woul d

be very afraid.”

Did the statue on Max's | andi ng ever weep?

W | eft the houses of the village and noved quietly

al ong the path protected by high walls of grasses pluned

wi th pale fronds, bleached by the fierce sun. And then

we cane to a tiny pasture | hadn't noticed the night before
in the dark. In the pasture were the nost beautifu

little goats I'd ever seen, with soft, silky hair, and |ong,
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droopi ng ears. W stopped and adnired them They

| ooked at us with great, startled eyes, then went back to

grazi ng.

When we reached the place which Vee had tried to clear of stones, Qm o sat
down

in the water and began to throw stones far up on the shore, to make the path

wider. | joined him throw ng the rounded stones as far as possible.
"If we keep at this a little every day," Onio said, "we will keep the path
open.

I think Vee has tender feet. She is a poet."

That seemed rather a non sequitur, but | thought it likely that Vee did have
tender feet, or she wouldn't have bothered to nove the stones. My cut foot
was

not that tough, either. | was glad of the path.

When we had finished throwi ng what Onmi o deci ded were enough stones, he said,
"Last night you held back because of Vee, and that was nice of you. But |

t hi nk

you swimwell. Let's race." And he splashed into the water and threw hinsel f
under a breaker.

| followed. | have learned that it is not a good idea for a girl to beat a
man

in a race, even though | think that's stupid. However, | did not have to hold
back with Orio. It was all | could do to keep up with him

"How do you conme to swmso well?" he asked while we were splashing into
shore.

The sun was | ow on the horizon; evening came early to Cyprus; and the sky was
flushed with a lovely light.

"I"ve lived on islands nost of ny life. We swma lot."

Om o took ny hand, and we wal ked on up the beach. "You are promni sed?" he
asked.

"What ?"

"You have a boyfriend? A special one?"
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"No. "

"I'n Baki, by your age, a woman is at |east prom sed."

"I'n ny country |I'm considered too young. At |east ny parents would certainly
think so."

Omio swung ny hand. "It's tine we went honme." He gave nme his shining snile
"1t

is home, isn't it?"

Yes. Already the nonastery was hone.

After the evening neal, with the dark closing in,

Krhis said that we would stay in the cloister for the staff

nmeeting i nstead of going to the upper room He had each

of the staff menbers talk a little bit about what they

pl anned to do. Bashemath expected to have everything

ready for a book fair, posters and all, by the first weekend.

MIlie hoped they'd be telling their own stories.

Frank tal ked about the hope for small presses, and then

at his urging, MIlie sang for us, and then Norine suggested

that Om o do one of the Bakian dances.

Wt hout enbarrassnent, Qrmio stood up and stripped off his T-shirt, kicked off
hi s sandals. Then he noved into a dance which started with his entire body
undul ating in slow rhythm Then the tenpo accelerated until Krhis began to
cl ap,

joined by Frank, then MIlie and Norine. Then QOmio squatted low to the
ground,

with one leg, then the other, stretching out, sonewhat |ike Russian Cossack
dances, but nuch nore quickly, incredibly quickly, and then he rose, rose,



unti |

he was | eaping high into the air, fingers stretching himtaller, higher..
Then the cl apping began to conme nore slowy, w nding himdown. He was
glistening

wi th sweat, breathing
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in short, panting gasps, and the cl appi ng changed from

bei ng an acconpani nent to the dance, to appl ause.

"Lo, now we nust sing Saranam'''' H s voice was breathless, and he | ooked to
MIlie, who started singing.

In the midst of woes | cry to thee,

From the ends of earth, wherever f may be,

My strength in hel pl essness, O answer ne,

Saranam saranam saranam

Make ny heart to grow as great as thine,

So through nmy hurt your |ove nmay shine,

My | ove be yours, your |ove be nine,

Saranam saranam saranam

"What does it mean, 'saranam ?" | asked.

"Refuge,"” Norine said.

"God's richest blessing,” MIlie added.

Krhis said, "There is no English equivalent."

Frank | aughed. "There doesn't need to be. Saranamsays it all, |oving,

gi vi ng,

caring."

Orio said, "I think it is |like a Bakian word which neans that | ove does not
j udge. "

Vee added, "Love is not |ove which alters when it alteration finds."
"What's that?" Bashenath asked.

"Shakespeare, fromone of the sonnets."

"Shakespeare?" MIlie asked.

"Sonnet s?" asked Bashemat h.

Suddenly | realized that things 1'd taken for granted, as part of ny
backgr ound,

wer e unknown to peopl e of other cultures.

"Shakespeare is probably our greatest witer in the English | anguage," Vee
sai d,

"and the sonnet is a form
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of poetry. I'Il talk about it in one of the workshops.

even hope to have people witing sonnets."

Anot her thing | realized was how little |I knew about Vee. | knew from her
poens

and novel s that she had | oved, and passionately. Because of Norine | knew she
had an i nsane husband. There were a few chinks ny imagination could fill in,
but

| realized sonething else that evening. | realized | was too young to

under st and

much that had happened in the |ives of these people who had qui ckly becone ny
friends.

We finished the | enronade, which was tart and |lovely, and Krhis sent us off to

bed. | wal ked across the conpound with Omi o and Vee.
"Too late for a swm" she said. "Ah, well, we'll nmake tinme tonorrow "
"Too bad Frank can't cone with us," | said.

Vee nodded. "He does swimat home, in a pool. He misses it."

"Lo, he is a kind man, is Frank," QOmi o said.

"Yes," Vee agreed. "I wonder if soneone who has never suffered, known |oss
and

pain, is capable of true kindness?"

Omio took ny hand. "W find nuch true kindness here in Osia Theola."



| watered Zachary's flowers, which were thirsty in

this heat, then wote in ny school journal till ny eyes
drooped with sleep. Got into bed and turned out the

light. Could smell the punky odor of the mpbsquito coil
Could snell the bug repellent |1'd sprayed on the shutters.

My eye was still itchy, so | guessed closing the
shutters was worth it. Under my door | could see a line
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of yellow fromthe hall, where the light burned all night.

A faint glow filtered through the shutters, and | |onged

to be able to open themto the sky and the night birds and

the sound of the sea. | turned on my stomach. My pill ow

was hot, so | pushed it onto the floor. | thought of Omo

coming to find ne under the fig-sycanore tree, and

felt his lips brushing ny eyelids.

| woke up in a puddle of sweat. | could not hear the

dull whir of the fan. There was no line of |ight under

t he door. Because the power tended to go out on Benne

Seed whenever all the devel opnent people ran their

air-conditioners, | guessed that the power in the nonastery

maybe had gone off because all the fans were on.

peered at the travel alarm Ten past three.

| got up and drew open one shutter just enough so that | could slip out on
t he

bal cony. The sky was filled with stars. There were no lights on in the

vi | | age.

So the power was off there, too. No one was stirring. Except the nosquitoes.
| withdrew and got back into ny danp bed. | could hear MIlie snoring, and
her

snore was so different fromher glorious voice that it nade ne giggle. Mllie
| ooked as though she should have a baby in her arnms. Norine had said that al
MIllie's fam ly had died. Children, too?

I would have liked to have MIlie come in and sit by me and stroke ny hair
back

fromny forehead and sing to nme, one of the verses from Saranam naybe.

But | was not MIlie's child.

And | wasn't a child anynore. It felt |onely.
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Mot her came in to me the night Renny brought ne

hone, and sat on the bed by me, reaching her hand out

to smooth my hair. 'Renny didn't tell me how you cut

your foot.'

"I was running barefoot on Max's driveway, like an idiot. It was |ucky Renny
dropped by.' That was the story |I'd cooked up and sold to Renny.

"Why woul d Renny have dropped by?'

"He's Max's doctor, peripherally. He assists Nelson.' That would hol d water
if

she checked it out.

"But you're upset about sonething other than your foot.'

Usually I could tell anything to Mdther. | told her when that gross kid
exposed

hinself to me while we were standing in line at the school cafeteria.
Sonet hi ng

snooth and slightly danp touched ny hand and | turned, and there he was,
sticking hinself out at me. It was nasty, and | felt dirty, but it didn't
really

have anything to do with nme, or even that stupid boy. And Mdther could tel
ne

that the sanme thing had happened to her, and she had felt like ne, dirty, and
wanting to take a bath.



But this wasn't something outside me that essentially didn't have anything to
do

with me. And | couldn't say a word

Mot her didn't try to use a can opener on ne the way sone nothers night. She
j ust

sat by me, stroking ny hair, waiting. But | didn't speak. | closed ny eyes.
Waen

she thought | was asl eep, she left.

Renny, in a way, provided a snoke screen

He called first thing in the norning, saying that he
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was coning over to Benne Seed to check my foot. Daddy

could perfectly well have checked ny foot. Mt her

could have checked nmy foot. It didn't need a doctor. But

Renny cane, mi dnorning, and Mot her brought him

into the living room where | was sitting in the confortable

| eather chair with nmy foot up on the footstool

The rest of the kids were swimmng, and they'd evidently

been told not to bug ne, because they'd pretty

well left me alone, even Xan and Kate.

Mot her brought Renny and nme sone iced tea, then |left us, saying she was in
t he

m ddl e of baking bread. Unlike Ursula, Mther did not bake bread often, and
it

was usually a sign that she was disturbed.

As soon as she had gone, Renny wanted to know where | was in ny nenstrua
cycl e,

and was relieved when | told himl| was just over ny period. Then he was ful
of

rat her incoherent apol ogi es. He rebandaged ny foot, saying that it was
heal i ng

nicely. 'Nell sends her best-' He sounded awkward.

"What about Nell?' | asked.

"Nell's a good friend.' He sounded surprised. 'She's engaged to one of the
mal e

nurses, and they're both friends of mne.'

Way did that make nme feel better about Nell? And a little ashanmed about
havi ng

asked Renny.

He put ny foot down on the stool. 'Did you think I was sleeping with Nell?'
"I didn't know.'

"What with the general pronmiscuity in Cowpertown -and other places-1 can

hardl y
be surprised that it crossed your mnd. However, Polly, if | had been,
woul dn't have taken you there. | don't sleep around. |'ma Renier. My

relationship with Jacinta was not celibate. But I'"'ma |ot older than you.
Sweet

Pol |y, what
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happened between us rmustn't happen again. It nustn't

happen with you at all, not with nme, not with anybody,

until you're older and ready to nake a real conmtnent.'

"I"'mnot planning to sleep around, either,' | said stiffly.

He studi ed ny bandaged foot. 'It's hard to renmenber you're only sixteen, you
seem so much older in so nmany ways-' He let his breath out gustily. 'Polly,
you're very attractive. Don't you know |'ve plain lusted after you al
sunmer ?

And yesterday it got the better of me, because-'

"You didn't seduce nme, Renny. | wanted it.' -And no, | had no idea you | usted
after me. No idea at all.



"I wanted it, too. But | shouldn't have.’

| 1 ooked down at his hand, lying on the stool near ny foot, and shoul ds and
shoul dn'ts meant nothing at all.

Renny took our enpty glasses and put themon the table. He was being very
Reni er.

"Renny. Stop. |'mglad what happened happened with you. But I'm"' | choked
up.

"Ch, Polly honey, I"'msorry. | know you're hurting. |'msorry."'

Max was there between us, but neither of us mentioned her nane.

Daddy cane in to ne that evening after | was ready"

for bed. 'Foot feeling better?

"It's fine. Renny checked it this norning.'

"Mother told me. Polly, is something wong between you and Renny?'

'"No. Renny's a good friend.'

"Are you sure?
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"Sure.’

'What about you and Max?'

"What about ne and Max?'

' Mot her said Max called today and you woul dn't come to the phone.’

Renny said | shouldn't walk on ny foot.'

Was that the only reason?

'Daddy, | was getting too dependent on Max.'

"What nmade you realize it?

Renny . '

Max is a dying woman. You can't just drop her like a hot coal."’

'Daddy, | was like a kid, idolizing Max. It wasn't good.'

"No, Polly, idolatry's never good. But Max and Ursul a have been a good

i nfl uence

on you. You' ve been doing admrably in school, and you've been particularly
pl easant to have around the house. | wish Xan did his jobs in the |lab as
diligently as you do yours. Did anything happen to make you deci de you were
t oo

dependent on

Max?' He was | ooking at ne, not his daddy-l ook, but diagnostically, trying to
see through what | was saying to what was really wong. But he didn't see.
"It was just time.'

'Did anyt hing happen to upset you when you stayed at Beau Allaire?

'Max drank too nuch.'’

'Was she in pain?

"Yes.'

"Way didn't you call me?

"I don't know'

"People with too much al cohol in them are always unpl easant, though to a
certain

extent it's understandable with Max. How nmuch too much did she have?

272

' Daddy, she was drunk.'

"It's not good to idolize people, Pol, you're right. | don't condone Max's
drinki ng, but you have to allow even the people you nost admire to be conpl ex
and contradictory |ike everybody else. The nore interesting sonebody is, the
nore conpl ex.'

"Sure.’

"You don't have to like it, honey, but you do have to understand it.'

" Ckay. '

Daddy stood up. "All right, Polly. I'"'msorry Max showed you her clay feet. If
you want to talk about it further, remenber, Mdther and | are right here.'
"Yes. |I'mglad. Thanks.'

He left, and in a few nminutes | heard a knock on ny door. Xan's knock.

| didn't want to talk to him So | just |let himknock.



The soft knocking on my door roused ne. | got out of

bed and opened the door onto darkness.

"I't's MIlie," came her gentle voice, with a slight trenor. "My fan's off-
thi nk the power's out-"

She followed me into the room holding ny arm and then sat on the first bed.
"Do you think sonmething's wong?"

MIlie was obviously afraid, so | said, reassuringly, "It's just a power
failure.™”

"You don't think it's some kind of emergency?"

"No, MIlie, | think it's okay." Suddenly | realized that while a power

out age

was to me a sign of poor electricity, to MIlie it could nmean that a power
pl ant

had been bonbed, it could nmean a mlitary coup, an
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attack on civilians- "I'll go check." | got up and slipped

out onto the bal cony. Nothing but normal night sounds.

But Cyprus was an island of many emergencies, of

bei ng overrun by Italians, Turks, British, and, within

the nenory of everybody there, the Turks again. Mllie

cane froma world of emergencies, of small countries

fighting to get out fromunder the dom nation of foreign

powers. | understood why she would be so afraid that

she woul d funbl e through the darkness to make cont act

with sonmeone in the next room

I went back in. "Everything's okay. Al quiet. I'msure it's just the power
goi ng of f because it's so hot and everybody's got fans on, and probably
air-conditioners at the hotel ."

"Thanks, Polly dear. Thanks. 1'll go back to bed now "

I 1it a match and hel ped her back to her room standing in the doorway unti
I

heard her bed creak and she called good night. | went back to bed, but there
was
no sound fromMIlie's room no confortable snoring. | wondered what she was

remenberi ng.
| got up early enough to finish making the beds, and

then | still had time to go into the church for a few

m nut es before breakfast. | went deep into the interior

to the dark entrance of the cave.

A shadow moved, and | turned to see Vee coming toward ne. "I always drop in
when

the doors are open," she said. "It's a very special place." | nodded. "GCsia
Theola is indeed kind in what she |ets us know about ourselves. She tells ne
that | amstronger than | think | am I've bought a little icon of her to

t ake

honme. There
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are some nice ones in that little shop up the hill." W

were silent for a while. Then Vee asked gently, "What

does Theola tell you?"

"She warms the cold place in nmy heart," | said. "She's helping the ice to
t haw. '

"But you have a loving heart, Polly, that's one of the first things |I noticed
about you. |I'mglad Theola's making you realize it." She laughed a little
wistfully. "Some people would call this the rankest superstition. But is it?
What happens in a place does leave its inprint. Even today the sites of the
concentration canps have a bone-chilling cold, no nmatter how hot the day.
Csi a

Theola | eft |ove here, and we can catch it from her."



The ancient sacristan came up to us then, with two tiny bouquets. He, too,
nmust

have picked up the | argeness of love from Bl essed Theol a, because he warned
us

withit.

W left the candlelit church and went to breakfast.

| had been right about the power failure. Krhis announced

that the power had gone off |argely because of

the air-conditioning at the hotel and that the power

conpany promnised to have it back on by noon

Tullia served us fresh, hot bread, her toothless smile |avished on us as

t hough

we were her honored guests. Sophoni sba brought us eggs, smling so that her
front gold tooth reflected the |ight.

| was sitting with ny back to the nonastery grounds, facing the sea, so | did

not see anyone coming until | noticed people's heads turning, and | turned,
t 0o,

and there was Zachary.
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"Found you at last, Polly," he said, comng up the
steps. He smiled at the tableful of what rnust have

seened to himvery strange people. "I'm Zachary G ay,

a friend of Polly's,"” he said. "I got here | ast night, just

intime for the blackout at the hotel. | wonder if | could

steal Polly for lunch today?"

"Ch, no, Zach-" | protested. "I have work to do."

Krhis | ooked at Norine, who | ooked at ne, then said, "I'll need Polly in the
office for a while this nmorning, but there's no reason she can't be free by
el even. And we won't need her again till two."

"That's fine," Zachary said. "I'll be back for you at eleven."

"Win't you stay and have a cup of coffee?" Krhis suggested

"No, thanks. |'ve sone things to do back at the hotel. I"'moff to Mykonos
tomorrow, so this is nmy only chance to see Polly till | meet her plane in
At hens. "

At that, QOrmio gave Zachary a sharp look. | did not think they would get on
Zachary represented a good many things Ormio was fighting, and while sonmebody
i ke Sandy could see this clearly and still get along courteously with
Zachary,

I was not sure about Onio.

"I'"l'l rent a sailboat or a kayak for us,'
t he

steps. "Nice to have seen all of you."
"Very good-1ooking," MIlie said.

"He is the young man who has kept calling?" Norine accused rather than asked.
"Yes." And who sent ne flowers. And nmade nme feel special. | was excited to
see

him and yet he seened a slightly discordant note in this place and with

t hese

people. But | didn't wi sh he hadn't cone.

"An old friend?" Norine asked.
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"No, | net himwhile | was in Athens."

"You want to go out with hinP" Bashemath asked.

"Well-he was very kind to ne in Athens."

Zachary called as he junped down

"I't"ll be a kind of culture shock," Vee said, "leaving the nonastery and
goi ng

to-oh, another world, with the beach full of topless bathers, and people
sitting

around the pool drinking and ignoring the real, unchlorinated water."
"If he takes you swinm ng," Orio said severely, "don't go out too far. And



don't

be late."

"I won't be," | said. "I'll have to be back at two to help Norine."
"And then, later, we'll have our swim" Vee said.

Zachary picked me up pronptly at eleven, in a rented

car.

"Do you have your bathing suit?"

"I can get it."

"Do, and hurry. |'ve made our reservations for lunch at one, and | thought
we'd

have a swimand a sail first."

He'd rented a cabana for me to dress in and suggested that we swmin the
pool .

"No, thanks. | don't like chlorine and | do like salt water."

"Al'l those rough waves-" But we went in the ocean. Zachary swam noderately
wel | .

He did the strokes correctly, but he had no stam na. After a few m nutes he
spl ashed into shore. | followed him and started to tell hima little about
t he

conference staff, but it was obvious that he wasn't interested in the people
or

the worlds they cane from
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"Do your parents know this m xed kind of group

you're wth?"

"Of course.”

He headed toward the pier. "lI've rented us a kayak. Al the sailboats were

t aken, okay?"

"Sure, a kayak's fine.'
I

could still hardly believe that Zachary had cone all this way to see ne.

The kayak was waiting at the little | anding dock. Zachary and the attendant
hel ped nme in, and Zachary sat behi nd, hol ding the doubl e paddl e used for this
little play boat. The attendant said sonething in Geek that | could not
quite

understand, but | think he was warning us to be careful not to go beyond the
white ropes strung fromred buoys whi ch encl osed a sizable section of water
"You're a help to ne, Polly," Zachary said. "You help me think clearly. 1'd
predicated my life on being a corporate lawer. If | don't want that, what do
I

Anyt hi ng woul d have been fine with ne, even a rowboat.

want? | couldn't be a doctor, | faint at the sight of blood. Listen, Red-" He
spl ashed with the paddl e instead of feathering. "I talked with ny pop on the
phone, and he knows your aunt and uncle."

"He does!"

Zachary nodded. "Not personally. Reputation. He says they're dangerous."
"They're not-"

"Hey, hold it, don't rock the boat, you'll have us in the soup.”

"Sorry." My jerky noverment had set the little craft rocking, but it
stabilized

qui ckly. "Sandy and Rhea-"

"Don't you see, Pop has to think that way? Mega-bucks is the only game he
knows,

and peopl e who care about people get in his way. If you want to put a high-
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way through a village, you can't be concerned about

the people in the village whose hones are going to be

destroyed. "

"I's that your world?" | asked. "Do you really want that?"

"No, Polly, I don't. That's why | wanted to be with you today. |I'm gl ad
Dr agon



Lady gave you at |east three hours off." He put the paddl e across the thwarts

and we drifted gently. "I wanted to tell you that |'ve decided to stop
puddl i ng
around Europe. I'mflying hone-after we've had our reunion in Athens

ai rport-and
' m going back to college."

"That's wonderful!" Then | | ooked around us at the softly slapping water.
"We're

out side the white ropes.”

"That's okay. | went way out this norning. And the sailboats all go out." He
pointed to half a dozen colorful sails. "I'Il paddle us back in a mnute.

Ri ght

now | need to talk. The problemis, Polly, |I'mgoing back to college, but I'm
not sure | still want to be a | awyer and take over Pop's world."

"Sandy and Rhea are |lawyers," | rem nded him

"I"'m not sure |I'd have the guts to do what they're doing. |I'm/learning that

|
do have |limtations."

"Sure," | said, "we all do, but given the chance, we can go beyond our
l[imtations."

"Do | want to? At least, do | want to put ny life on the line? People |like
your

uncl e and aunt are in danger, do you realize that? People |like ny pop
particularly those with even nore noney and power than nmy pop, are pretty
rut hl ess about wi ping out people who get in the way. They | ook down on

| awyers

who care about human life as stupid sentinentalists.”

"Rhea and Sandy aren't sentinental!"” | didn't like this conversation. |
| ooked

around and all | could see
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was water and a couple of sailboats in the distance. The

tide, | thought, was going out, and we'd drifted rapidly.

"Zachary," | said, "I don't see the hotel."

He | ooked around. "Ckay, we'll go back." He picked up the paddle. "The thing
is,

Polly, you've really made a difference in the way | think about things. |Ve
never been close to ny pop, never loved him but | thought his

way of life was a realistic one and that | had every right to inherit power
and

prestige. But here he is, mddle-aged, with ulcers, not happy, and not
knowi ng

how to do anythi ng but make bi gger and bigger deals. | don't think that's what
I

want to | ook forward to."

"I"mglad, Zach, very glad." | didn't think I could take much credit for his
decision. It must have been under the surface all the time, waiting to break
t hrough. But | was glad it had.

He went on. "I want to thank you, Polly. I'"mnot sure what |I'mgoing to do
with

my life, but you' ve turned it conpletely around." He rested the paddl e again
and

bent forward to kiss ne. It stopped being just a kiss and began to be nore,
and

suddenly | wasn't sure how much | believed of all he'd just said. He drew
back

slightly, breathed, "Ch, Polly, come-" He put his hand behind ny head to draw
ne

cl oser.

"No, Zach-" The boat started rocking violently.



"Watch it!" And suddenly we were in the water. W cane up sputtering. |

gr abbed

at the kayak as it began to slip away from us

"Now | ook what you've done!" he shout ed.

| didn't answer. He was thrashing about, tiring hinmself. "Here!" | called.
"Here! Hold on!"

He grabbed at the overturned kayak and managed to get a grip. If it had been
a

canoe, | could have turned it over and got in. It's not so easy with an
overturned
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kayak. "Tread water for a mnute," | said, "and let ne

try to right the kayak." Wthout saying anything, he

et go, and | got under the gunwal es and pushed, ki cking
as hard as | could, and to my relief the little play boat
was |ight enough so that | could flip it over. The paddle
was gone. "Do you think you can clinb back in?"

asked.

"I doubt it. I'"'mnot the athletic type. Do you want to try? Then maybe you
can

pull nme in. I'll hold on and try to keep it level for you."

Even without the paddle, we'd be better off in the boat. Zachary's stam na
was

not going to last long. But when | tried to pull nyself up over the gunwal es,
Zachary lost his grip. "Zach! Hold on!"

He spl ashed back to the kayak, and grabbed at the side, alnobst overturning it
again. This was not going to work. | |ooked around for the sailboats, but

al though I saw a couple, they weren't in hailing distance, and they were too
far

of f for anybody to notice us. W couldn't stay in the water for several hours

till Norine missed ne and someone cane to | ook for us.

Zachary realized this, too. "If | let go and dog-paddl e again, do you think
you

can get in wthout ny hel p?"

"Il try." | didn't say it would be easier without his "help.' | was al npst
in

t he kayak when suddenly he grabbed at it and | [ost ny bal ance and slid back
into the water. Fortunately, the boat did not overturn again. But the little
boat was made for the quiet waters around the dock, wi thin the boundaries of
t he

ropes, not for the

open sea. | didn't think Zachary knew rmuch about boats. Left to nyself, |
coul d

have nmanaged to clamber in wthout overturning it, but Zachary was in a
si | ent

pani c, and whatever | did, he was going to undo by grasping at the sides, or
letting go and risk being swept away by the undert ow.
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"I can't see the hotel,’
t hat .

"Listen, Zach." My voice was urgent. "Let nme try once nore to clinb in. Tread
wat er, but nake sure you don't drift away."

"1 try."

He | et go and began to dog-paddle. |I put one hand on either gunwale for

bal ance

and had al nost heaved nyself in when | heard himcry out. He had al ready
drifted

two | engths of the boat. | dropped back in the water, still holding the kayak
wi th one hand, because it would be nadness to lose it, and kicked as strongly
as

he said. 1'd already told him



| could in his direction. "Zachary! Swim Try to swmtoward ne!" The

di st ance

bet ween us began to widen, and | could see that he was floundering, noving
ar s

and legs aimessly and futilely. | was going to have to let the kayak go in
order to get him and then what? W could never make it back to the kayak
together; he sinply didn't swimwell enough. And we certainly couldn't even
think of trying to make it to shore against the tide

| wasn't ready to die.

But | couldn't save myself and | et Zachary drown.

Wy not? If | didn't save nyself, we'd both drown, and what good woul d that
do?

"Pol ly-"
"Don't thrash, Zachary," | shouted. "I'mconming." | let go of the kayak.
“Pol | y!"

| had one arm around Zachary and was kicking to keep afl oat. He was pulling
ne

down. | couldn't go on holding both of us up for rmuch | onger

“Pol | y!"

It wasn't Zachary calling me. Zachary was an exhausted, dead wei ght.

282

“Pol | y!"

"Here!" | shouted. "Here, QOmio, here!"

"Keep calling, so | don't |ose you."

"Here! Here, Qmo, here!"

And suddenly | saw a rowboat, a lovely, solid rowboat, with Orio at the oars.
He

saw us and pulled the boat to us with strong, sure strokes.

"CGet Zachary in first," | said.

Orio rested the oars, reached out one strong arm then both, as he realized

t hat

Zachary could do little to help hinmself. Somehow or other, Omio pulling, ne
pushi ng, we managed to get himinto the rowboat. Then Om o's hands were
stretched down to me, and with his help | heaved nyself up, and flopped into
t he

bottom of the boat, panting. "The kayak-" | whispered.

"Forget it," QOrmio said fiercely. Then he turned to Zachary. He let out a |ong
stream of invective in Bakian. If | had thought Bashemath's anger coul d be
terrifying, | was not prepared for Qmo's.

"Il pay for the kayak," Zachary said.

"And coul d you have paid for Polly's Iife? Do you know if | had been five

m nutes later you' d both have been dead? Wuld you have nade everything right
by

payi ng for the funeral ?" He was an avengi ng angel in his anger

I was still gasping for breath. "How did you-how did you know?"

"I was worried. And Vee said she snelled danger, and told Frank, and he went
with us to the hotel, and we were told you'd gone out in a kayak. But there
weren't any kayaks in the roped-in area. So Frank suggested | take the

r owboat .

He and Vee will be waiting for us.'
strokes.

Even so, it seenmed a long time before we could see shore and the
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hotel . "Were did you think you were going?" Onro

asked Zachary.

He was rowing with strong, snooth

Sone of Zachary's confidence had returned, though his face was pallid. "I was
thinking of emigrating to Syria with Polly. It was farther than | realized."
"It is not funny." QOmio still sounded enraged.

"Ch, cone on," Zachary said. And then, with one of his lightning switches, "I
was an arrogant fool, and |I'm beyond apol ogy."



"I woul d not have any harmcone to Polly," Omo said.

Vee and Frank were waiting at the |landing dock, their faces lighting in
relief

as they saw us.

Omio drew the rowboat skillfully up to the dock, and the attendant hel ped ne
out .

"Thank God you're safe," Vee said.

"What happened?" Frank asked.

Zachary spoke swiftly, before Orio could say anything. "I msjudged the tide
and

| ost ny bearings."

Omio burst out, "And | ost the kayak. Polly was holding himup in the open
sea.

They couldn't have | asted much | onger."

| discovered that | was trenbling. Frank put out a hand to steady ne.

"W'| | take you hone," Om o said.

"Polly is having lunch with me," Zachary said.

Orio leapt onto the dock. "Polly is not going anywhere with you."

For a second | thought he and Zachary were going to get into a fight. Frank

stepped between them and | said, "I think I'mtoo tired to eat. I"'mgoing to
get ny clothes on." And | wal ked away fromthem went to the cabana, and
changed. | was still very shaky.

When | had ny dress back on, sandals on ny feet,
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returned to the hotel, where they were sitting at one of

the terrace tables, waiting. The three nen rose as

approached. Zachary said, "Polly, please forgive nme for

havi ng been such a nonstrous fool ."

Frank stopped his apol ogies. "Polly's exhausted, and we need to get her to
bed. "

Zachary did not argue. "I'Il call you, Polly, if you're willing to speak to
ne

again. I'll never be such a chauvinist idiot-"

"It's okay, Zachary," | said.

Frank borrowed Zachary's rented car to drive us

hone, and | was grateful. | wasn't at all sure ny wobbly

| egs would have nade it. O course we'd m ssed |unch

but everybody was still in the refectory. Norine | ooked

up in surprise

"Omo and Frank will explain," Vee said. "I want to get Polly to her room and
into bed.”

Wt hout sayi ng anything, and sonehow i nconspi cuous despite her great height,
Bashemath fell into step beside us.

"There was a near-catastrophe," Vee said. "Polly needs a hot bath and bed."
"It won't be a very hot bath," Bashemath said.

"Even | ukewar m woul d be heavenly."

When we got to the room the fan was whirring, so the power was back on. "Go

along," Vee said to ne. "I'Il tell Bashemath what happened."

The water was at |east warm and felt wonderful, and | lay back and rel axed
for

a long tine, alnost dozing once or twice, till ny twitching nuscles let go
their

pani c tightness. Then it occurred to me that Vee and
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Bashemat h mi ght be waiting, so | got out and dried

nmysel f and put on ny ni ght gown.

Only Bashemath was in the room "Vee's gone to see about getting sonme hot
soup

for you."



| sat, facing her dignified presence. "Qrio saved ny life."

"And Vee and Frank. It was Vee who had the know ng that there was sonething
wrong, and Frank who had the wi sdomto take her seriously."

"How did Vee know?"

"Vee is a poet. Sonetimes poets still have the ancient know ngs."

| was grateful to Vee, to Frank. "But, Bashemath," | said, "it was Ori o who
cane

with the boat and got us out of the water. | was tiring-we were al nost

dr owni ng

-1 couldn't have held on rmuch | onger."

"But you had left the little boat and were holding up this strange young
man- "

"What el se could | do?"

"What el se?" She turned to answer a knock. Norine cane in, carrying a kettle
of

somet hing which snelled delicious. MIlie followed with bows, and Frank with
spoons. Omio and Vee came in together. Norine set the kettle down on the
enpty

desk.

"Cet into bed, Polly. W will spoil you this afternoon, okeydokey? You and
your

rescuers will have sone of this good soup Tullia has prepared, and then you
will

sl eep. Soneone will bring you tea, and you can cone to the afternoon neeting,
okeydokey?"

"Very okeydokey," | said. Every bone and nuscle ached, but I was so full of

t he

| ove of these people | had not even nmet a few days ago that it didn't matter
Norine ladled out a rich soup full of vegetables and fish, and Vee and Frank
and

Orio and | ate. | was ravenously
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hungry. Back at the hotel, | had thought | would never

want to eat again.

Norine noticed Zachary's flowers, which were droopi ng despite ny

m ni strations.

"These are conpletely

wilted. Do you want me to throw them out for you?"

It seened like throwi ng Zachary out, but Norine didn't know that, and it
didn't

make nmuch sense to keep dead flowers, so | told her to go ahead.

When we' d finished eating, everybody stood up to | eave, except MIllie, who
cane

and sat by me. "I will give Polly a back rub. She will sleep better. Rol

over,

little one." | hardly heard the others leave. MIlie's hands were strong yet
tender, and she seened to know whi ch nuscles | had strained.

When | was half asleep, MIlie drew the sheet up over nme, and then started to

sing, not Saranam or any of the songs she'd sung to the group with her

m racul ous voice, but a song with an odd, m nor nelody, and words | didn't
under stand but which weren't unlike Gaean

And | realized that she was singing to me as her baby, that for this noment |

was MIlie's baby-perhaps one of the children she had lost-and | was | apped
in
her | ove.

When | woke up she was gone, and ny nuscles were

no | onger tense, but the scar on my foot was pulling

pai nful ly. Wy?

Renny had come to | ook at nmy foot again on Sunday. He called on Monday after
school, though he didn't come over because | said nmy foot was fine, and he



call ed agai n on Tuesday. When Xan yelled to ne on Wdnesday, 'Hey, Pol

tel ephone, | think it's Renny again,' |
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said, 'Look, if you keep calling they'll know something's
wrong. '

"Somet hing is wong.'

' Ckay, but | don't want themworried.'’

"Aren't they?

"l guess, but they don't know what about, and | don't want themto know.'

It was that evening Sandy called from Washi ngton and said it just happened

t hat

he had to go down to Cape Canaveral to see soneone and he'd drop off at Benne
Seed on the way if we'd nmeet his plane in Charleston on Friday. This is the
ki nd

of thing Sandy does, so nobody thought anything about it. We were accustoned
to

havi ng himor Rhea drop in on us fromall kinds of places.

But when we were al one together, which wasn't until Saturday afternoon, he
sai d,

"I need sone exercise. Let's go wal k on the beach.’

W took our sandals off and splashed along the water's edge. He said, 'Max
called ne.’

"Max?' |, too, had sinply taken Sandy's com ng for granted.

"She told ne to cone, because you needed ne.'

W had splashed a little farther into the water, and an unexpected wave wet
Sandy's rolled-up pants, so we turned toward the dunes. Finally | asked, 'Wy
did she say that?

' She told nme what happened. Do you -want to tal k about it?

| was not prepared to have Sandy know. | was not prepared for himto have
cone

to Benne Seed because Max had called him 'You won't say anything to Mot her
or

Daddy?'

' You haven't said anything?

"No. !
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'"Are you going to?

"No. !

"Are you trying to protect thent

| didn't know who | was trying to protect.

"Polly, you ve had a ot of responsibility, hel ping your nother with the
little

ones, hel ping your father in the lab, doing all kinds of jobs nost kids your

age
haven't had to do. You're very mature for your age in many ways-'

"And very immture in others,' | finished for him 'Please, Sandy, | don't
want

you to say anything to Mother and Daddy.'

He | ooked at ne for along time. At last | let ny eyes drop. "All right.' He
turned toward a | arge sand dune, clinbed partly up it, and sat down in a
tangl e

of scuppernong grapevines, 'l think I'd just as soon not say anything to them
about it nyself. The problemis, Polly, you made Max into a god.'

"I know that."'

"Can't you let her be alittle human?

| didn't answer.

"Are you being fair to Max?'

Sandy, |ike Ursula, was considering Max and not nme. 'Was Max being fair to
me?'

'"No. But two wrongs never nake a right.’



"What am | doi ng wong?' Did he sonehow know about Renny?

But he said, 'It's not what you' re doing wong. It's what you're not doing.
Max

wants to talk to you.'

| shook ny head and | ooked into the vines as though | ooking for the dark
fruit

of the scuppernongs.

"Polly." He waited till | |ooked at him 'Mx is dying.'

| nodded, again dropping ny glance.

' Perhaps you're too young,' he said, as though to him
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self. 'Too overwhel med. You need time. But |'m not
sure there's enough tinme." | did not answer. He slid down

fromthe dune, and | followed himback to the water's

edge. 'Your nother is inviting Max and Ursula to dinner

tonight. It's the natural thing to do, since we've been

friends for years and | haven't been here since Christnmas.'

"l don't want themto cone.’

"l understand that. And | don't know whether or not they will cone.'

| got up and headed for the house. |I could not see Max. | could not. |I'd have
to

get out of it sonehow.

But when | got home Mot her was on the phone. It was Us saying Max wasn't
feeling well. Sandy took the Land-Rover and went over to Beau Allaire. Renny
called to ask me to go out for pizza. He was able to borrow a boat, so we
went ,

as usual, to Petros', and sat in our usual booth. Max was between us. Wat
had

happened on Nell's green sl eeping porch was between us.

"Polly, I don't want you to get the idea that making |ove is a casual
one-time

t hi ng.'

"It wasn't casual, it was wonderful .’

He put his hand over mne. 'I'mglad it was wonderful. For ne, too. If ny
parents knew what happened between us, they'd think | should ask you to nmarry
me, but that wouldn't be a good idea. | have a |ot nmore studying to do, and
so

do you. You're nuch too young. But, Polly, please don't let-'

| stopped him 'Renny, don't worry about nme. I'mnot going to nake a habit of
throwi ng nyself at guys. How often do | have to tell you? Please get off your
guilt trip.'

Qur pizza was put before us, steam ng and bubbly with cheese and anchovi es
and

peppers. 'Renny the
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Square. That's ne. But the Reniers believe that there is

right and wong, and a world without restraints is going

down the drain.

'Hey, Renny, | do have restraints.'’

' What ?'

"My famly. My parents. And'-ny voice was very | ow ' Mx.'
" Max!'

'Max acted without restraints.'

'Ckay,' Renny said. 'I'mglad you see it that way.'

| didn't know whether to hit or hug him 'Mybe | acted without restraints
with

you, but | still thank you.'

He cut the pizza and put a slice on nmy plate. 'Onh, Polly, | don't know what
to
say.



"Don't say anything. And don't let it spoil our being good friends.'
But everything was changed. He couldn't even tal k about his pet South
Anerican

di seases without our both thinking of Max.

"When you get back from Cyprus,' he said, 'you'll have had a mllion new
experi ences, and you'll have been separated by all that space and tinme-'
"I"ll wite you postcards,' | said.

In the boat on the way back to the Island he cut the notor as usual and bent
to

ki ss ne, then stopped.

"Why?' | asked.

He held ne so tightly that it hurt. 'Not tonight, Pol. I'"'mnot sure | could

hol d

back. "

And he was right, Renny was right. He had wakened

ny body.

And Om o had saved that wakened body. | had been
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attracted to Qrio fromthe very first evening. But now

it was nore, nuch nore.

| lay there, half awake, thinking about Ori o, when he knocked on ny door and
cane in with a glass of iced tea.

| sat up. "Ch, Omo, thank you, thank you."

"It's only cold tea," he said.

"Not the tea. Me. My life. If it hadn't been for you, 1'd be in a watery

grave.
| nearly was."

He put ny glass down on the table between the beds and took my hands. "It was
Frank, and Vee, as nuch as |, who saved you, Polly, but it has nmade you-lo, a

part of ne, a part of nmy own life."
"Il always be grateful."

He was fierce. "I do not need gratitude. | do not want it. This is not our
way. "

He smiled. "But we are friends forever in the nmind of God, so | have brought
you

somet hing," And he handed me the painting of the Laughing Christ fromhis
not ebook.

"But you can't take a page out of your book!" | protested.
"I will paste in another after | amhonme. | want you to have this so that you
will always renenber ne."

"I woul d al ways renenber you, no matter what."

"Lo, we need sonething we can touch or see," Oro said.

I wasn't sure how !l felt about the painting of the Laughing Christ. Qmio had
no

way of knowing that it could rem nd me of anybody except hinself. | |ooked at
it, and saw a doubl e image, the face of sheer joy and Max carrying the

st at ue,

her face distorted with whi skey and fear.

"What is it?" Ormio asked.

" Not hi ng. "
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"I have hurt you."

"No-no-it's not you at all."

"That young man, that Zachary?"

| shook ny head. "Not Zachary. Omio-if | take this, | need to give you

somet hing, and | don't have anything."

"A picture of yourself? A snapshot?"

"I don't go around carrying pictures of myself. Well -1 do have my school 1D
card, but it's an awful picture Iike npost ID cards."

"But | may have it?"



"Sure, if you want it." Actually, it wasn't that bad a picture, or | wouldn't

have dreamed of giving it to him | got up and went to the desk and took it
from

nmy school notebook. | handed the picture to him

He smiled. "Yes. That's ny Polly." He opened his wallet. "You won't need it
when

you get back to school ?"

"I can get another." It was all | had to give to Onio, and | wanted himto

have

somet hi ng of ne.

"Good, then, I will put it here, next to-" And he indicated a snapshot of a

bl ond, fair-skinned girl with curly golden hair. On her lap was a

dar k- ski nned

baby boy, with a surprising nop of that fair hair.

"Who are they?" | asked curiously.

He | ooked surprised. "My wife and baby. Wen | married a girl who was born in
Engl and, | knew that | had truly forgiven, all the way deep in ny heart, what
had been done to my father."

My lips felt the way they do when the dentist has punped them full of

novocai ne.

"I didn't know you were nmarried."

H s eyes wi dened. "But, ny Polly, | showed you ny pictures that first night."
"No. "
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"How could | not? | showed themto Krhis, | know.
Qur little one was born since | last saw Krhis, and is

nanmed after him"

| got up and took the picture of the Laughing Christ to ny desk and propped
it

up. But now | saw no | aughter in the face, no joy. "Norine will be wanting
ne, "

| said. "l've got to get dressed.”

"Polly, you really did not know that | have a w fe?"

| shook ny head.

"Why does it make such a difference?"

| shrugged. "It doesn't."

He put one hand lightly on ny shoulder. "I amnmarried to one wife, and I will
be

true to her. But that does not mean that no one el se can touch ny soul."
"No," | said. "Please go, Orio. | have to dress."

He dropped his hand. "To deny friendship is unlove.” And he left.

Why was | meking such a big deal out of Om o's not

telling me he was marri ed? He thought | knew. He

wasn't trying to keep anything fromne. He truly

t hought | knew. And why should it matter, anyhow?

W' d be together for three weeks, and then Om o woul d

go back to Baki, and 1'd go back to Benne Seed, and

maybe we'd wite a couple of tinmes, and that woul d be

t hat .

But Om o had kissed my eyelids under the fig-sycanore tree. Qrio had pulled
ne

out of the sea. Yet, despite my own imaginings of his kisses, his touch,
knew

that Om o had never kissed me as Renny had kissed nme in the boat on the way
back

to Benne Seed. Orio knew restraints.

294

W were in Gsia Theola. Theola's |ove, and her perception

of truth, were restraints. Krhis was a restraint.

I worked in the office with Norine for the rest of the



afternoon. If | seemed preoccupi ed or upset, she put it

down to the accident with Zachary. She kept me busy

wi th the ancient nineograph machine, and |I did ny

best to run off stencils w thout getting conpletely covered

with purple ink in the process.

"I hope Frank is not getting too fond of Vee." She

f r owned.

"Does he know? About her husband?"

"She does not make it a secret. Neither does she talk about it."
"Well-at |least they can be friends." As | could be friends with Orio. To deny
friendship is unlove, he had said.

Norine's hands sl owed down as she was feedi ng paper into the machine.
"W t hout

friends, we would not survive."

And | knew not hi ng about what had hurt Nori ne.

The phone rang, and she answered it in her usual brisk manner. "I1'Il see," |
heard her say. "She may not wi sh to speak with you." She turned to ne, her
hand

over the mouthpiece. "It is that young man who has caused so nuch trouble.
You

don't have to speak to him" She shook her head.

But | noved toward the phone. "I think I'd better. He's got to be feeling
terrible. ™

Maybe ny concern over Zachary's feeling was, under all the circunstances,
i nconsi stent of ne.
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He was, indeed, contrite, and I had it in me to be

sorry for him and agreed to nmeet himin Athens between

flights.

Norine had left ne al one, saying that she had to speak to Sophoni sba and
Tul I'i a.

"Hey, Pol, you know I'mreally sorry, don't you?" he asked. "I nean, | know
it

was my fault we went in the soup, not yours."

"It's okay," | said, and that was all | could think of to say to Zachary. The
funny thing was, it was okay. | could let Zachary be the way he was and it
didn't really bother ne.

Was it because | didn't really care about himthat rmuch? He'd been terrific
while I was in Athens; 1'd had fun with him he'd done marvels for ny ego.
But

despite his tal k about our chem stry being so great, it really wasn't. He
didn't

do things to my pheromones the way Renny did. Or Orio. | was going to be able
to

say a casual goodbye to Zachary, whether on Cyprus or in Athens airport; it
wasn't going to nmake a ragged scar in ny life.

| liked him but | didn't love him And that was very confusing, because
certainly hadn't sorted out what |ove is.

"Hey, are you there?" he asked. The phone was crackling as though we were
tal ki ng | ong-di st ance.

"I"'mright here. But | have work to do, Zach."

"But is everything okay with us? | haven't ruined it all?"

"No," | said. "It was an accident."

"So you don't mind if | meet your plane in Athens?"

"No, | don't mind a bit. It will be fun."
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"Can you sound a little nmore enthusiastic?"
"Sure, Zach, I'mstill kind of tired."

"I"mjust grateful that you' re not dumping ne," he said. "See you in Athens."



I hung up and went back to the recalcitrant m neograph machine, getting even

nmore ink on nyself. | didn't notice when Krhis canme into the office until he
spoke.
"Pol | y?"

| 1 ooked up fromthe machine and wi ped ny inky fingers on a rag. "Oh, Krhis.
Hel | 0. "

"You are doing a good job, Polly, being very hel pful."
"Thank you. I'mloving every mnute of it."

"Despite your accident with the kayak?"

"Thanks to Om o-and Vee and Frank-nothing terrible happened.
"Norine is afraid we're working you too hard."

"Ch, no! | was afraid | wasn't working hard enough!"

"I amglad indeed that Max arranged for you to come to us."

| fiddled with the machine, spilling nmore ink

"Polly, whenever | nention Max, you withdraw. |s something w ong?"
"Yes," | said, "but since Max didn't tell you-"

"What is it? Whuld you be betraying a confidence by telling ne?"

| blurted out, "Max is dying. Maybe | am betraying a confidence, but oh

Kr hi s,

she's afraid, and maybe you could pray for her-"

I could see a shadow of grief cross his face. "I wll pray.”

"She has an awful South Anerican disease, transnmitted by an insect bite. It
affects the heart, and it's
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slow and painful. And lethal." | nanaged to keep ny

voi ce | evel

He accepted w thout question what | said. "I"'mglad you told nme." He took ny
hands and | ooked into my eyes. "I think Maxa woul d be glad, too."

"I"'mglad you know," | said. "Ch, Krhis, I'mvery glad you know. "

He squeezed my hands gently. "You are covered with ink. Go back to the
dormitory, where there is warmwater to wash it off."

| nodded. Left.

Krhis's prayers would not save Max's life. But they were neverthel ess very

i mportant.

Orio cane up to me as | wal ked al ong the path with

the roses.

"I"'minky." | held out ny purple hands. "Don't touch ne."

"My Polly, you have been beaten, and you are still bleeding, and, o, | have
rubbed salt in your wounds."

| shook ny head. Tears rushed to ny eyes. "I'mbeing very silly."

"Is it that Zachary? Has it sonmething to do with hin®"

" No! "

"But you have been hurt. \When | gave you ny picture of the Laughing Christ,
hurt you. If you do not want to keep it, I will not be offended."

"No. Please. | want to keep it."

"Lo, | amglad then, of that. Before you came to Cyprus, someone hurt you?"
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"Yes. But |'mnot thinking straight about that,

either."

"Are we still friends?"

"OfF course." | closed ny eyes, and the slanting rays of the sun made danci ng
dots behind ny eyelids. "I don't know what's the matter. It doesn't have

anything to do with you."

"Doesn't it? That does not make me happy." His fingers lightly touched m ne
"W

of Baki are still close to the old ways. It was always understood that it was
possible to |l ove nore than one person at a tine, wthout dishonor."

| nodded, | ooking at our shadows, which were | engthening on the hot ground.
"And, " he said, "Jesus was nore forgiving to those who nade m stakes in |ove
than to those who judged each other harshly and were cold of heart."



"Your picture"-1 tried to speak over the lunmp in ny throat-"of the Laughing

Christ will not let ne forget that. Orio, | do have to go wash off all this
ink."

"And then we will neet Vee under our fig-sycanore tree. She is ready to go
Swi mm ng. "

| got nost of the ink off before going to the tree,

where Orio and Vee waited.

"Sure you're up to it?" Vee asked ne.

"Sure. | had a good nap this afternoon.” And ny foot no | onger hurt ne.

When the water cane in view, Om o stopped us. "Look!" he excl ai ned. The noon
rose above the water, waxing full and beneficent, while on the other horizon
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the great orb of golden sun slid down into the darkness

behind the sea's horizon. | had never before seen the

end of day and the begi nning of night greet each other

W were caught in the |loveliness between the two.

"Ch-joy!" Vee breathed.

Above us the sky was a tent of blues and violets and greens, with just a

t ouch

of rose, and we were enclosed init. W walked slowy until we got to the
pat h

Omio and | had nade through the encircling ring of stones.

"What a splendid job," Vee said. She bent down to the stones and searched
unti |

she had found four small round white ones. She put themin the pocket of her
terry robe. "One for each of us. And one for Frank. \Wenever there is a ful

moon we will hold our nmoon stones and think of Gsia Theola, and the rising of
the nmoon and the setting of the sun. Now, children, you go ahead and race."
"Just one quick one," | said. W swamparallel to the shore, and | could tel

that Om o was constantly checki ng ne.

"I"'ma good swi nmer, Omio, you don't have to worry."

He swam beside nme. "If you were not a good swi nmer, |o, you would by now be
washed up on sone strange shore, and that-young man with you." He used a
Baki an

word | did not understand, but | knew it was not conplinmentary. He went on
"l

do not want himmeeting you in the airport. I, too, have tinme between pl anes.
I

will stay with you to take care of you. If you will let ne."

| did not answer that. | tried to turn it into a joke. "He can't take ne

kayaking in Athens airport."

"He is not good for you," Qrio said. "He wants too much. He is someone who

t akes. He does not give."
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Those words were an echo of sonething, but at that

nonment | could not renenber what.

"We'd better swimback to Vee," | said, and we turned toward shore.

When we got back to her, Orio asked, "WII|l we be able to have our afternoon
SW m

tomorrow, when the del egates are all here?"

"We' || manage," Vee said. "W need the exercise. Don't worry about it now. W
have today to rejoice in, and this nonent of sheer |oveliness."

"Don't you have a saying?" Om o asked. "That we should live every day as

t hough

we were going to die tonorrow and as though we were going to live forever?"
"It's an ol d adage," Vee said, "but a good one. Let's have another swim"

The water was caressing as | swam this time with Vee. The sunset was
deepeni ng,

and Omio called out and pointed, and we saw great bursts of |ightning zagging
behi nd cl ouds which were all the way across the Mditerranean



"Shoul dn't we get out?" | asked. "Isn't it dangerous?"

Vee reassured ne. "It's all right. The stormis over in Lebanon and Syria, so
far off we can't even hear the thunder."

But we swamfor only a few m nutes |onger, then turned into shore. Vee put on
her robe and pulled two of the stones out of the pocket, giving one to Onio,
one

to me. Moon stones.

W wal ked sl oWy through the steany evening, up the sand and stones of the
hill,

pausing to say good night to the little goats. Orio | eaned over the fence,
and

one of the goats cane and ni bbled on his fingers, and he stroked the soft
ears.

Then we wal ked on. Omio did not take my hand.
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After dinner we stayed in the cloister. Krhis said that

a bus would neet the first |oad of delegates in the early

nmorni ng. There woul d be del egates coming in on three

di fferent planes. And our lives would change radically

as we were joined by thirty or nore different people

fromall over the world except behind the Iron Curtain.

"But you will be amazed at how quickly you cone to know them" Krhis said,
"how

soon they will seemlike famly, as we are famly around this table."

"But there will be four or nore tables,” Norine said, w ping her face. The
breeze was hot, the air so heavy it was tangible.

"This heat has got to break soon," Krhis said, "and then | will insist on

swimming at the scheduled tine, Vee, please, in the mddle of the day."
Vee put her hands together, bow ng. "Yes, naster."
Then we sang for a while, ending with Saranam

For those who' ve gone, for those who stay,

For those to come, follow ng the Wy,

Be guest and gui de both ni ght and day,

Saranam saranam saranam

Omio wal ked with me back to the dormtory and

down the length of the long hall to my room M/ room
alone for this one last night. As | turned to open the
door, he took ny hands. "Wuld you want never to have
had t hese days together, before everybody comes, never
to have become friends?"

"Of course not. It's been marvel ous."

"Isn't it still marvelous? It will go on being nmarvel ous when lo, we are a
| arge

instead of a small famly."
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Om o had never pronised nme anything except friendship,

and that was still his offering to me. The intensity

of the experience with the kayak was part of that friendship.

| had been greedy, grasping. Everything Renny

had warned me of | had fallen for, if not actually, at

| east potentially. | felt small and chastened.

Chaste. Chastened.

Omi o | ooked at ne questioningly.

"It's still marvelous,” | said.

Wuld | want never to have nmet Max? Never to have had ny horizons expanded?
Wuld | truly want to eradicate all of the good tinmes because of one terrible
time? Yes, it was terrible, Max insane with al cohol and pain and fear. But
woul d

| wipe out all the rest of it for that nmonent of denentia?

If | wanted Max as goddess, as idol, then, yes, | would have to destroy it.



But

not if I wanted Max as a human being, a vibrant, perceptive human bei ng, who
saw

potential in ne that | hardly dared dreamof. Not if |I wanted Max as she was,
brilliant but flawed. Perhaps the greater the brilliance, the darker the
flaw.

And what about Ursula? Surely Ursula had given me the best, with open
generosity, not threatened by Max's |ove of ne.

Wiy was | able to feel conpassion for Zachary, who was sel fish, who bel onged
to

a world of power and corruption, and who had nearly killed me? Wiy didn't |
want

to wi pe Zachary out?

And now | knew that | no | onger wanted to wi pe Max out. To wi pe Max out was
to

wi pe out part of nyself.

"Good night, ny Polly," QOmro said.

| got ready for bed and worked on ny school journal
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| was in the nmiddle of a sentence when there was a

great flash of |ightning, com ng through the slats in the

shutters, followed i nrediately by thunder, and the

heat - br eaki ng storm struck

I closed my notebook. This was not the kind of violence one could wite

t hr ough.

There was a knock on ny door and MIlie came in. "You all right, Polly?"
"Yah, fine. This is going to break the heat."
"You're not afraid?"

"No. "
"Wuld you like me to stay with you for a few mnutes, till the worst is
over?

These storms never last long." MIIlie was nervous over nman-made power
failure,

but not of a storm caused by nature. She had conme to ne, not because she was
afrai d, but because she thought | nmight be. "Yes, please, MIlie," | said.
The lights went out.

MI1lie reached over and took my hand.

"Ahoy!" We heard Frank's voice outside, and he cane in with a flashlight and
a

handf ul of stubby candl es.
"Krhis has these for all of us.'
Bashenat h

were with him He lit candles for us, placing themon desks and chests of
drawers. In a noment Norine came in and Vee beckoned her to join her on the
spare bed.

MIlie began to sing, her voice unwavering through the crashing of the

t hunder .

Krhis cane and stood in the doorway, |ooking at us with his gentle snile, and
Norine pulled himin and Orio offered hi mone of the desk chairs.

"Al'l of us sing," MIlie ordered, and we sang unti
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the stormwas over, and cool air canme in, even through

the cracks of the shutters. Bashemath stood up and

yawned, and sai d good ni ght.

"Yes, it is time," Krhis said. "Tonorrow will be a busy day."

Frank held out his hands to Vee. Onmio left with them

Krhis stood | ooking down on nme sitting on the bed. "Bless you, Polly. Good

ni ght."

| felt somehow as though at |ast | had been all owed past the outer gates of

He cane in, and we saw t hat Vee and



Epi daurus, and into the sacred precincts.

MIlie stood and stretched. "Good night, little one. It's cooler."

"Much. W& may even need our bl ankets."

"You' d better not open the shutters, anyhow Did you light your bug coil ?"
“Towill"

MIlie bent down and kissed nme, then went to her room

I Iit the coil, blew out the candl e which remained. The darkness was lifted
by

the lightness in the air.

| was suddenly w de awake, because the power had

cone back on and the lights in ny roomwere bright.

| got up and turned them off, pushed the shutters open

to a lovely cool breeze. Through the wall | could hear

MI1lie snoring-safe, confortable snores.

| slipped outside and the breeze was fresh, not burdened with noisture. | was
not attacked by insects. The full noon was low in the sky, streaked by
swiftly

nov-
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ing clouds. The stormin Gsia Theola was over, but in

those troubl ed | ands across fromus the electrical storm

was still playing.

"Pol ly-"

I 1 ooked over the bal cony and saw Qm o.

"You' re awake-"

"I was sound asleep,” | said, "but when the power canme on, my |ights woke
ne."

"Come and sit on the wall by the fig sycanore for a while."

The stones hurt nmy bare feet, but | made it to the crunbling remant of wall
and

sat | ooking at the noon sliding bel ow the horizon. Onrio sat beside nme, and
when

| shivered in the cool breeze he drew ne to himto keep me warm

VWhatever it was | had silently been demanding of Orvio | was no | onger

demandi ng.

| was happy sitting beside him watching the night sky. I loved him but I
| oved

himas a friend, as | loved Max as a friend. The clean feeling of |ove bl ew
through me with the breeze. | sighed with a joyful kind of relief.

Ono's armtightened about nme. "lIs everything all right with us, Polly?"
"Everything is fine. I"'msorry I was such an idiot."

"It was not Orio," he said. "It was whoever hurt you."

"I was very confused."

"And now?"

"It's okay," | said wonderingly. "It's all right!"

"W are true, good friends?"

"True, good friends."

He kissed me, gently, on the cheek, and we clinbed back up to the bal conies,
and

he waited until | was in the room drawing the shutters not quite cl osed.
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| slept and dreaned. | went into the church and Gsia

Theol a's cave. Inside the cave ny littlest brother and

sister, Johnny and Rosy, were blow ng bubbles, and the

bubbles with their iridescent colors illumned the darkness

of the cave. Then | saw that each bubble was filled

with stars, with gal axi es, countl ess gal axi es; each bubble

was an island uni verse.

The cave was gone, the little ones were gone, and all | could see was the
| ovel i ness of the bubbles, universes glowing softly with the life of al



creation.

And then | saw a hand, and all the bubbles were in the hand, which was
hol di ng

them tenderly, |ovingly.

And in the dream | understood that this was Bl essed Theol a's vision of |ove.
| woke up even earlier than usual, feeling rested and

refreshed. | dressed and hurried out into the clear air.

The sun was warm not hot; the day sparkl ed. Nobody

was about, not even the old men eternally watering the

roses.

| thought | heard sounds in the direction of the church, and noved across the
conmpound. There was an early-norning service going on, and | stood in the
doorway, watching the people standing quietly, their heads covered.

i stened

to the Byzantine chanting of the priest.

| felt a presence behind nme, and it was Krhis.

W turned away fromthe church together. "Krhis, would it be possible for ne
to

make an overseas cal |l ?"

"We can try." He did not sound surprised.
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W went to the office, and he dialed several tines,

spoke to three different operators, finally gave the phone

to me and left nme alone. | gave the operator the number.

There was a |l ong, blank pause, and then the sound of

di stant ringing. And then a voice. "Hello?"

"Urs-"

"Yes, who is it?"

| had no idea what tinme it was at home. It didn't matter. "Us, it's Polly.
Max-may | speak to Max?"

Ursul a's voice sounded hollow, with an echo following it. "Just a nmoment,

child." . . . nmoment, child. The echo cane faintly.

| waited. Waited

And then Max's voice. "Polly?" . . . Polly?

"Max, | love you. | just wanted to call and tell you I |love you-" | stopped

because | could hear ny own voice distantly echoing back what | had said.
"Ch, Polly, forgive nme-"
"Me, too, forgive ne, too-"

Forgive . . . forgive echoed back

"I"'mso glad you called" . . . you called.

"I love you, Max, | love you" . . . love you. "I have so much to tell you-"
But

before the echo had a chance to repeat ny words the connection was cut and

t he

phone went dead.

It was all right. | had said what | needed to say.

Krhis was waiting outside. He didn't ask me who | had needed to phone so
suddenly. We wal ked slowy across the conmpound to the refectory part of the
cloister. The cold place within me that had frozen and constricted ny heart
was

gone. My heart was like a lotus, and in that little space there was room
enough

for GCsia Theola, for all of Cyprus. For all the stars in all of the gal axies.
For all those bubbles which were island universes.
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In the cloister everybody was gathering for breakfast.

"Polly!" Norine called. "W will be very busy today. Al the del egates nust
cone

into the office, and we will check them off and give themtheir blue folders
and



room assi gnnents .
She paused for breath and Qmio took ny hand and pulled ne to the chair next
to

hi s.

"Saranam " he said.



