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TANITH LEE

THEEYEIN THE HEART

THE LAST PLACE | SAW WAS Venice. He said he wanted it to be somewhere specid --
and it was. The memories are so perfect, and whenever | want, | can take them

out of the cupboards of my mind and look at them. The malachite green canals,

the greenish blue of the Italian skies, the gleaming domes, the white pigeons.

And my husband, stlanding brown and smiling, hiseyesfull of pridein me, and

love-- and, yes, sexud love aswell. How thoughtful he was. They were amagical

two weeks.

Our holiday was marred only by one brief episode. | don't know why | think of
it, but sometimes | do. To belong to our Sect of course sets us apart. All
persons of deep convictions experience these odd occasiona dights. One mustn't

dwell on them or fed bitterness, becauise bitterness does no one any good.

But there. She was a young woman in awhite dress, tanned, and apparently happy,
aswe were. Impulsively | went up to her, and asked if she would take a photo of

us, my husband and 1. | could imagine him, in the future, looking &t it fondly,



remembering our delight and oneness. But the girl edged away alittle. Firmly
shesaid "No." And then, blushing and frowning, to cover her bluntness, “I'm no

good with cameras. Excuse me." Then she hurried off.

My husband, seeing | was dightly upset, a once found aman, who was much more
amenable, and took the shot of us, which I've seen. It's a nice photograph.
Perhapsthe girl was only truthful and didn't want to let usdown. Yet...! think

she had redlized we were people of asect, our particular Sect, and our beliefs
offended her. And somehow, now, | sometimes see her face, with my mind'seye,
its blush, itsfrown, the sort of -- terror -- init. So, using my specia

computer, I'm trying to explain.

THERE WAS ONE other thing about Venice, and other places we went through. | did
fed so sorry for the older women, the married ones. | noticed especidly, their
eyeswere so dull and heavy and troubled. But | haven't been much outside our

Town, and so I'm used to our own married women, whose eyes are dways clear and

sparkling.

When | wasachild, alot of girls, including me, used to pretend to be married.

My mother sometimes told me off for using so many of her scarves, and losing
them in the woods. That was before we started Domestic Classes. Then, of course
we had to practice properly. There were afew accidents, the worst one when a
girl fell down the school steps and broke her ankle. Otherwise we laughed so
much. But soon you get very proficient. | was, well, I'm boasting but it'sa

fact, one of the best. And it's stood mein good stead. L ater, once they've
alocated your house in Town, for amonth before you marry, you have individua
training. My husband told me | was an absolute star, but then | showed off to

him. | demonstrated what | could do. We snesked in the house a one, when we

weren't supposed to, you see. | think quite afew people guessed, actudly. His



smiledidn't help, it was so broad afterward you could count al hiswhite

teeth!

The only thing | never had quite right was the cooker -- I'm till working on
that, but the splash-screen gets pretty dirty. Just so you know, I'm not saying

I'm faultless a anything -- heaven forbid.

Some people, I've heard, sometimes ask why. | mean, why we do this.

It's o obviousthat it's quite hard to explain. It'sthat thing about
bitterness again. Bitterness, and being hurt -- worrying over what you can't do
anything about -- and then hurting others, worrying others, making amess. And

then -- you're left with nothing.

Wemarry for life. Marriage is sacred. And everyone wants to be happy.

My mother had the bluest eyes. | used to stare and stare at them, so clear and
darting as she spoke to me. Aquamarines. | can il see them, though she died

last year. It was asad time. Dad may marry again, though. He's fill strong and
young-sounding. | take flowersto her grave, and once | tripped, and this young
girl, about twelve, ran over and helped me up. | could dmost hear Mom laughing.
And you such agtar! She was sweet, my mother, but she was very down-to-earth,

too.
| can recal quite well what she said to me, when | was abouit five, and she
explained. So maybe | should just use her explanation, instead of trying to find

the words mysdlf.

"Women are so sengitive, darling. They have to be. They have to be aware what a



man wants, what their children want. They have antennae dl over them, whiskers
of feding. And unfortunately that has adown side. It meansthey get hurt so
eadly. And then they doubt. And soon they just can't believe. Shelll say to her
husband, "Y ou don't love me anymore. | can seeit in your face" Maybe he'sjust
tired -- or maybe hisloveistired. But shelll read something so awful intoit.

And then shélll nag and rave on, and drive him crazy. And in the end he won't be
ableto stand it. He'll dap her or worse, helll leave her. And what good will

that do her? And men, you see, honey, sometimesthey do littlethings.. little
thingsit's better for awife not to know. It's much nicer if she needn't worry

about if she can forgive him. Do you remember that silly song, "Lipstick on your
Collar"?Well, the women herein Town don't ever have to bother about that. Most
of dl, thething they always see, with the eye of the heart, is how helooked

a them last. All that wanting and care, that love. And when hetellsyou he

lovesyou, why, he does. Oh darling, we're so lucky.”

When we came back from Venice, | went straight into our hospital. | had the
loveliest doctor. He was the kindest man. He assured me, thereisn't asingle
scar, and helet mefed, so | know. "Y ou're pretty asapicture,” he said. He
even flirted, and I must have looked nothing at dl after the op. "Y our eyesare
green as grapes, Missy. | could look and look at those green eyes. | could eat
themup.”

My husband bought them for me. Dad would have, but he just insisted. They are
truly beautiful, I cried out when | saw them, in their velvet box. We displayed
them with the wedding presents. I'm sorry to say | think there was a bit of

jealousy here and there. Well, I'm sorry to say | enjoyed it, too.

And now we live so happily-- al but for the cooker! Never mind. I've got years

and yearsto master that.



In my mind, | can see my husband as clear as apainting, and the love and
wanting in hisface. And when he kisses me, that'swhat | see, that'swhat I'll

aways see.

Oh, I know there are people out there, deluded people who perhaps even mean
well, who try and try to get us stopped, or hounded out of the state, but if
only I could tell them how wrong they are. Though I'm blind now, because I'm

blind, like every married woman in Town, | know | need never be afraid.

It was my twenty-firgt birthday last week, and my husband was alittle bit late
-- only an hour or so. And I might well have started to worry, searching his
face, trying to trgp himin somelie..... But no, hewasn't lying about al that

at the office. | only have to remember hisface, the way helooked in Venice.

And | take hishand, and hislipsarewarm.

After dl, asmy mother said, "What the eye doesn't see, the heart doesn't

grieveover."

And I've some wonderful newsto give him when he gets back tonight. I'll wait

up, even until three or four in the morning. I'm pregnant.

| wonder if it will beagirl?



