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| AM ALONE in my mother's house, listening to the ghosts who live here now, studying the shadowed
features of the moon that isincredibly whitein amilky sky. It iseasier to believethat it isafacelined
with care than to accept mountains and craters. There anose, long and beaked, there a mouth, dark,
partidly open. A broad creased forehead... They say that children believe the sun and moon follow them
about. Not only children... Why just aface? Where isthe rest of the body? Submerged in an ethered
fluid that decaeives oneinto believing it does not exis? Only when this captive body comesinto view,
dtirring the waters, clouding them, does one redlize that space is not empty at al. When the moon

passes, and the sky clears once more, the other lights are till there. Other faces at incredible distances?
| wonder what the bodies of such brilliant swvimmers must belike. But | turn my gaze from the moon,
feding now the hypnotic spell, wrenching free of it.

Theyard hasturned slvery and lovely dthough it isnot alovely place any more. Below therustlingsin
the house | hear the water of Cobb's Run rippling softly, breaking on the remains of an old dam. It will
be coal by the flowing water, | think, and | pull on shorts and ablouse. | wonder how many others are
out in the moonlight. | know there are some. Does anyone seep peacefully in Somerset now? 1 would
like to wander out by the brook with nothing on, but even to think of it makes me smile. Someone would
see me, and by morning there would be stories of ayoung naked woman, and by noon the naked
woman would be aghost pointing here and there. By evening old Mr. Larson, or Miss Louise, would be
dead. Eachiswaiting only for thesignthat it istime.

| anoint mysalf with insect repellent. 1t is guaranteed to be odorless, but | can smell it anyway, and can
fed it, greasdess and very wet, on my arms and legs.

| dip from the house where my mother and father are deeping. The night istill hot, our house doesn't
cool off until dmost morning, and thereisno wind at al, only the moon that fills the sky. Someoneis
giggling inthe yard and | shush her, too close to the house, to Mother's windows on the second floor.
We race down the path to the pool made by damming the run and we jump into the silver-sheened
water. Someone grabs my ankle and | hold my bresth and wrestle under the surface with one of the
boys. | can't tell which oneit is. Now and then someone | ets a shriek escape and we are motionless,
afraid Father will appear and order us out. We play in the water at least an hour, until the wind startsand
blows the mosquitoes away, and then we stumble over the rocks and out to the grass where now the
night is cool and we are pleasantly tired and ready for deep. When | get back to the house | seethe
door closing and | stop, holding my breseth. | listen ashard as| can, and findly hear the tread on the
steps. Father, going back to bed.

| dip on sanddsand pick up my cigarettes and lighter without turning on the light. The moonlight is
enough. Inthe hall | pause outside the door of my parents room, and then go down the stairs. | don't
need alight in this house, even after ayear's absence. The whole downstairsis wide open, the kitchen
door, the front door, al the windows. Only the screens are between me and the world. | think of the
barred windows of my 87th Street gpartment and smile again, and think how good to be free and home
once more. Thenight air is<till and warm, perfumed with grass and phlox and the rambling rose on the
garagetrdlis. | had forgotten how much stronger the fragranceis at night. The mosguitoes are whining
about my face, but they don't land on me. The path has grown up now with weeds and volunteer
columbines and snapdragons. By day it isan unruly strip with splashes of brilliant colors, now it isslver
and gray and dark red.



At the creek | find asmooth rock and St on it, not thinking, watching the light change on the moving
water, and when thewind startsto blow, | think it must be threein the morning. | return to the unquiet
house and go to bed, and thistime | am ableto fall adeep.

| walk to town, remembering how | used to skip, or ride my bike on the sdewalksthat werelarge
limestone dabs, as ftick as polished marble when they were wet. | am bemused by thetilted dabs,
thinking of the ground below shoving and trying to rid itsdlf of their weight. | am more bemused by
myself; | detest people who assign anthropomorphic concepts to nature. | don't do it anywhere but here
in Somerset. | wear a shift to town, observing the customs even now. After high school, girls no longer
wore shorts, or pants, in town.

| have been counting: seven closed-up houses on First Street. Our houseis at the far end of First Street,
one ninth of amile from the other end of town where Magnolia Avenue starts up the mountain as
Highway 590. All the Side streets are named for flowers. | pass Wisteria Avenue and see that the wicker
furnitureis still on the porch of Sagamore House. The apple trees are ill there, gnarled, like the hands
of men so old that they are curling in on themsalves, no longer able to reach for the world, no longer
desiring theworld. | come back every year, and every year | am surprised to see that somethingsare
unchanged. Thefour gppletreesin the yard of the Sagamore House are important to me; | am aways
afraid that this year they will have been cut down or felled by one of the tornadoes that now and again
roar like expresstrains from the southwest, to die in the mountains beyond the town.

How matter-of-factly we accepted the long, hot, dry summers, the soul-killing winters, the droughts, the
tornadoes, the blizzards. The worst weather in any part of the country isequaled in Somerset. We
accept it asnormdl.

| am not certain why the apple trees are so important. In the early spring, tempted by ahot suninto fally,
they bloom prematurdly year after year, and are liketorches of white light. Thereisalways alate frost
that turns them black, and then they are just trees, growing more and more crooked, producing scant
fruit, lovely to dimb, however.

In Mr. Larson's store, where | buy my grocerieswhen | am home, | learn from Agnes McCombsthat a
station wagon and two cars have arrived early this morning with students and adoctor from Harvard.
Agnesleaves and | say goodbye absently. | am thinking of yet another rite of passage that took place
here, in old Mr. Larson's store when | was thirteen. He ways handed out chunks of "homemade
baloney" to the children while their mothers shopped, but that day, with the tidbit extended, he regarded
me with twinkling eyes and withdrew the meat impa ed on atwo-pronged fork. "Mebbe you'd likea
Coke, Miss Janet?'

Heissoold, eighty, ninety. | used to think he was a hundred then, and he changeslittle. Hishands are
likethe appletrees. | ask him, "Why arethey here? What are they doing?”’

"Didn't say. Good to see you home again, Janet. The old house need any repairs?”
"Everything'sfine. Why'd Miss Dorothealet them in?"

"Money. Been six, seven years since anyone's put up at the Sagamore. Taxes don't go down much, you
know."

| can't explain the fury that isthreatening to explode within me, erupting to the surface astears, or a
fishwife's scolding. Mr. Larson nods. "We figured that mebbe you could sidle up to 'em. Find out what



they're up to." He rummages under the counter and brings out aletter. "From your dad,” he says, peering
a thereturn address. "He dtill thriving?”

"About the same. | visited him last month. | guess he thought of things heforgot to tell me and put them
inaletter.”

Mr. Larson shakes hishead sadly. "A fine man, your dad." After amoment, he adds, "Could befor the
best, | reckon.”

| know what he means, that without Mother, with thetown likeit is, with hisonly child awoman nearing
thirty... But he doesn't know what Father islike or he couldn't say that. | finish my shopping and greet
Poor Haddie, who is back with the truck. He's been making his ddlivery to the Sagamore House. He will
bring my things later. Leaving, | try to say to myself Haddie without the Poor and the word sounds
naked, the name of a stranger, not of the lumbering ddivery "boy" | have known al my life.

| have other visitsto make. Dr. Warren's shingle needs a bit of paint, | note as| enter hishouse. He
doesn't redly practice now, athough people talk to him about their sore throats and their aches and
pains, and now and again he suggests that this or that might help. If they get redly ill, they go to Hawley,
twenty-eight miles away, over the mountain. Dr. Warren never failsto warn methat theworld isn't ready
for alady doctor, and | till try to tell him that | am probably one of the highest-paid anesthesiologistsin
theworld, but he forgetsin the intervening year. | aways end up listening to advice about sticking with
nursing where awoman isreally accepted. Dr. Warren delivered me back there at the house in the
upstairs bedroom, with my father asssting gravely, athough later he broke down and cried like a baby
himself, or so Dr. Warren said. | suspect he did.

Dr. Warren and hiswife, Norma, make afuss over me and tears are standing in my eyes asthey serve
me coffee with cream so thick that it has to be scooped up in aspoon. They too seem to think | will find
out what the flatland foreigners want with our town.

Sagamore House. | try to seeit again with the eyes of my childhood: romantic, forbidding, magnificent,
with heavy drapes and massive, ornately carved furniture. | have a snapshot memory of crawling among
the clawed feet, Staring eyeto eye at the lions and gargoyles and sticking out my tongue at them. The
hotel has shrunk, the magic paled and the castle become merdly athree-storied wooden building, with
cupolas and many chimneys and gables, gray, like everything e sein the town. Only the gppletreeson
the wide velvety lawvn are still magic. | enter by the back door and surprise Miss Dorotheaand Miss
Annie, who are bustling about with an air of frantic haste,

There are cries and redl tears and many pats and kisses, and the inevitable coffee, and then | am seated
at the long work table with acolander of unshelled peasin my lap, and a pan for them.

"... and they said it wasn't possible to send the bus any more. Not twenty-eight miles each way twicea
day. And you can't argue with that since no one's done athing about the road in four yearsand it's
getting so dangerousthat...”

A cul-de-sac, | am thinking, listening first to Dorothea and then to Annie, and sometimes both together.
Somerset used to be the link between Hawley and Jefferson, but a dam was built on the river and the
bridge was inundated, and now Somerset liesdying in a cul-de-sac. | say the word again and again to
mysdlf, liking it very much, thinking what awonderful word it is, so mysterious, so full of meanings, layers
and layers of meanings....



| know they want to hear about my father, but won't ask, so | tell them that | saw him last month and
that heis about the same. And the subject changes briskly, back to the departure of the last four families
with school-age children.

The door from the lobby is pushed open and the Harvard doctor stepsinsde the kitchen. | don't like
him. | can't decideif it isactualy hatred, or smple didike, but | wish he were not here, that he had
stayed at Harvard. Heisfortyish, pink and paunchy, with soft pink hands, and thin brown hair. | suspect
that he whineswhen he doesn't get hisway.

"Miss Dorothes, | wonder if you can tell me where the boys can rent aboat, and buy fishing things?" It
registers on him that he doesn't know me and he stares pointedly.

| say, "I'm Janet Maithews."
"Oh, do you live here, too?"

Mannersof apig, | think, and I nod. "At the end of First Street. The big white house that's afloat in asea
of weeds"

He hastroublefitting meinto hislist of characters. He introduces himsdlf after along pause while he
puckers hisforehead and purses hislips. | am proud of Dorotheaand Anniefor leaving him doneto
flounder. | know it isan effort for them. He says, "1 am Dr. Staunton.”

"Medica doctor."

"No." He startsto turn back toward the door and | stop him again.
"What isyour doctorate, Dr. Staunton?”

| can dmost hear the gasp from Dorothea, athough no sound issues.

"Psychology," he says, and clearly heisin abad temper now. He doesn't wait for any more questions, or
the answer to his question to Dorothea.

| go back to shelling the peas and Annieralls out her piecrust and Dorothea turns her attention back to
the Newburg sauce that she hasn't stopped gtirring once. A giggle comes from Annie, and we al ignore
it. Presently the peas arefinished and | leave to continue my walk through the town, gradualy making my
way home, stopping to visit several other people on the way. Decay and degth are spreading in
Somerset, like adisease that starts very dowly, in ahidden place, and emerges only when it is assured of
absolute successin the destruction of the host.

The afternoon isvery hot and till, and | try to deep, but give it up after fifteen minutes. | think of the
canoe that we used to keep in the garage, and | think of the lake that isamile away, and presently | am
wrestling with the car carriers, and then getting the canoe hoisted up, scratching the finish on the car.

| float down theriver in Sllence, surprising a beaver and three or four frolicking otters; | see acovey of
quail risewith an absurd noise like aherd of horses. A fish jumps, dmost landing in the canoe. | have
snesked out alone, determined this time to take the rapids, with no audience, no one to applaud my
success, or to stand in fearful silence and watch mefail. The current becomes swifter and | can hear the
muted roar, still far ahead, but it seemsthat any chancesto change my mind are flashing by too fast to be



seized now, and | know that | am afraid, terribly afraid of the white water and the rocks and sharp
pitches and deceptive pools that suck and suck in anever ending circle of death. | want to shoot the
rapids, and | am so afraid. Theroar growsand it isdl thereis, and now the current is an express bdlt,
carrying me along on its surface with no side eddies or curves. It goes straight to the rocks. | can't turn
the canoe. At thelast minute | jump out and swim desperately away from the band of swift water, and |
am crying and blinded by my tearsand | find my way to shore by the fed of the current. | scrape my
knees on arock and stand up and walk from theriver to fal face down in the weeds that line the banks.
The canoeislogt, and | won't tell anyone what has happened. The following summer he buys another
canoe, but | never try therapids again.

And now there are no more rapids. Only aplacid lake with muddy shores and thick water at this end,
dark with algae and water hyacinths. | am so hot after getting the canoe on the car, and the air isso
heavy that it felsominous. A ssorm will come up, | decide. It excitesmeand | know that | want to be at
home when thewind blows. | want to watch the ash tree in the wind, and following the thought, | redlize
that | want to see the ash tree blown down. Thisshocks me. It isso childish. Have | ever admitted to
anyone, to myself even, why | come back each summer?1 can't help mysdlf. | am fascinated by desth, |
suppose. Daily at the hospital | administer death in small doses, controlled death, temporary degth. | am
compelled to come home because here too isdeath. It islike being drawn to the bedside of aloved one
that you know is dying, and being at once awed and frightened, and curious about what death islike
ultimately. Wetry so hard to hide the curiosity from the others, the strangers. And that iswhy | hate the
Harvard doctor so much: heisintruding in afamily matter. Thisis our death, not his, to watch and to
weep over and mourn. | know that somehow he has learned of this death and it isthat which has drawn
him, just asit draws me, and | refuse him the right to partake of our sorrow, to test our grief, to measure
our loss.

The storm hangs over the horizon out of sight. The changein air pressure depresses me, and the sullen
heet, and the unkempt yard, and the empty house that neverthel ess rusties with unseen life. Findly | take
the letter from Father from my pocket and open it. | don't weep over hisletters any longer, but the
memory of the paroxysms of the past fills me with the aftertaste of tearsas| stare at the childish scrawl:
large, ungraceful letters, carefully traced and shaky, formed with too much pressure so that the paper is
pierced here and there, the back of the sheet like Braille.

It isbrief and inane, as| have known it would be; acry for release from Them, aprayer to an unhearing
child who hasbecome agod, or at least aparent, for forgiveness. Statistics: every year fifty thousand are
killed, and she was one of them, and 1.9 million are disabled, and he was one of them. Do all the
disabled bear thisload of guilt that consumes him daily? Heis Prometheus, his bed the rock, hisguilt the
devouring eagles. The gods wear white coats, and carry magic wands with which they renew him nightly
S0 that he may die by day.

Why doesn't the storm come?

| walit for the storm and don't go down to the |ake after dl. Another day, | tel mysdlf, and leave the
canoe on the car top.

| mix agin and tonic and wander with it to the back yard where nothing moves now. | stare up at the ash
tree; it has grown so0 high and straight in the twenty years snce we planted it. | remember the lightning
that shredded the cherry tree that once stood there, the splinters of white wood that | picked up al over
the yard afterward. The following week Father brought home the tiny ash stick and very solemnly we
planted it in the same spot. | cried because it wasn't another cherry tree. | smile, recaling my tearsand
the tantrum, and the near ritud of the tree planting. At eight | wastoo old for the tears and the tantrum,



but neither Father nor Mother objected. | Sit in the yard, letting the past glide in and out of my mind
without trying to stop the flow.

At sx | dressfor dinner with Dr. Warren and Norma. Thisisour new ritua. My first evening homel
dinewith the doctor and hiswife. They are very londly, | suspect, dthough neither says so. | walk
through the quiet town asit dozesin the evening, the few occupied housestightly shaded and closed
againg the heet. Norma had air-conditioning ingtaled years ago and her house chillsmewhen | firgt
enter. She ushers meto the far Sde, to aglassed porch that iswalled with vines and coleus plants with
yelow, red, white leaves, and afunny little fountain that has blue-tinted water splashing over large
enameled clam shells. | hesitate at the doorway to the porch. Dr. Staunton is there, holding a glass of
Norma's specid summer drink which containslime juice, rum, honey, sodawater, and God knows what
else. Heis speaking very earnestly to Dr. Warren, and both rise when they see me.

"Miss Matthews, how niceto seeyou again." Dr. Staunton bows dightly, and Dr. Warren pulls awicker
chair closer to hisown for me. He hands me aglass.

"Edgar has been telling me about the research he's doing up here with the boys," Dr. Warren says.
Edgar? | nod, and sip the drink.

"I redly was asking Blair for hisassstance," Edgar Staunton says, smiling, but not on theinside. |
wonder if he ever smilesontheinside.

Blair. | glance a Dr. Warren, who will forever be Dr. Warren to me, and wonder at the easy familiarity.
Has he been so lonesome that he succumbed to the first outsider who camein and treated him like a
doctor and asked for help?

"What isyour research, Dr. Staunton?" | ask.

He doesn't tell meto use hisfirst name. He says, "I brought some of my graduate studentswho are
interested in the study of dreams, and we are using your town as amore or less controlled environment.
| waswondering if some of theloca people might like to participate, so."

Vampire, | thought. Seeping by day, manning the ectroencepha ograph by night, guarding the
electrodes, reading the pen tracings, sucking out theinner life of the volunteers, feeding on the wishes
andfears...

"How exactly does one go about doing dream research?’ | ask.

"What we would like from your townspeopleisasmple record of the dreamsthey recal on awakening.
Before they even get up, or stir much at al, we'd like for them to jot down what they remember of the
dreamsthey've had during the night. We don't want them to sign them, or indicate in any way whose
dreamsthey are, you understand. We aren't trying to anayze anyone, just sample the dreams.”

| nod, and turn my attention to the splashing water in the fountain. "1 thought they used machines, or
something...."

| can hear the dight edge in his voice again as he says, "'On the student volunteers only, or otherswho
volunteer for that kind of experimentation. Would you be interested in participating, Miss Matthews?"



"I don't know. I might be. Just what do you mean by controlled environment?"

"Thegtimuli are extremely limited by the conditions of the town, itslack of sensory variety, the absence
of televison or movies, itsisolaion from any of the influences of ametropolitan cultura center. The
simuli presented to the volunteers will be dmost exactly the same as those experienced by the
inhabitants of thetown...."

"Why, Dr. Staunton, we have televison here, and there are movie housesin Hawley, and even summer
concerts.” Normastandsin the doorway holding atray of thumbnail-sized biscuitsfilled with savory
sausage, and her blue eyes snap indignantly as she turns from the psychologist to her husband, who is
quietly regarding the Harvard doctor.

"Yes, but | understand that the reception is very poor and you are limited to two channels, which few
bother to watch."

"When there's something on worthwhile to watch, we tune in, but we haven't allowed oursalvesto
become addicted to it,” Norma says.

| wish Norma could have waited another minute or two before stopping him, but there will betime,
through dinner, after dinner. We will return to hisresearch. | take one of the pastries and watch Staunton
and Dr. Warren, and listen to the talk that has now turned to the value of the dam on theriver, and the
growth in tourism a the far end of the valey, and the stagnation at this end. Staunton knows about it all.

| wonder if he has had a computer search out just the right spot for his studies, find just the right-sized
town, with the correct number of people and the appropriate kind of diciting stimuli. Thereare only
twenty-two familiesin the town now, atota population of forty-one, counting me. Probably he can get
five or sx of them to help him, and with eight students, that would be afair sample. For what, | don't
know.

| listen again to the Harvard doctor. "'l wasn't certain that your townspeople would even spesk to us,
fromwhat 1'd heard about the suspicions of rurd villagesand the like."

"How ridiculous," Normasays.
"Yes, 0| amlearning. | must say the reception we have received has heartened me tremendoudy.”

| smileinto my drink, and | know that he will find everyone very friendly, ready to say good morning,
good afternoon, how're things, nice weather. Wait until he triesto draw them into reporting dreams, | tell
mysdf. | know Dr. Warren isthinking thistoo, but neither of us says anything.

"l would likeyour hdpin particular, Blair," Edgar says, smiling very openly now. "And yours, Norma." |
swallow some of theice and watch Normaover the rim of the glass. Sheisterribly polite now, with such
asweet smile on her pretty face, and her eyes so cdm and friendly.

"Redly, Dr. Staunton?| can't imaginewhy. | mean, | never seemto recdl anything | dream no matter
how hard | try." Normarealizesthat thetray is not being passed around, and she picksit up and invites
Staunton to help himsdf.

"That'sthe beauty of this project,” Staunton says, holding one of the tiny biscuitsamost to hislips. "Most
people say the same thing, and then they find out that they redlly do dream, quite alot in fact, and thet if
they try to remember before they get out of bed, why, they can recapture most of it." He pops the biscuit



into his mouth and touches his fingertips to the napkin spread on hisknees.

"But, Dr. Staunton, | don't dream,” Norma says, even more friendly than before, urging another of the
biscuits on him, amiling at him. Heredly shouldn't have caled her Norma.

"But everybody dreams...."

"Oh, isthat what your books teach? How strange of them." Norma notices that our glasses are dmost
empty, and excuses hersdlf, to return in amoment with the pitcher.

Dr. Warren has said nothing during the exchange between Normaand Staunton. | can seethe crinkle
linesthat come and go about his eyes, but that is because | know where to look. He remainsvery
serious when Staunton turnsto him.

"Y ou would be willing to cooperate, wouldn't you, Blair? | mean, you understand the necessity of this
sort of research.”

"Yes, of course, except that I'm areal ogre when | wake up. Takes an hour, two hoursfor meto get
charged up for the day. My metabolism is so low in the hours just before and after dawn, I'm certain that
| would be awashout for your purposes, and by the time I'm human again, the night has become asiif it
never existed for me."

Dr. Staunton is not sipping any longer. He takes along swallow and then another. He is not scowling,
but | fed that if he doesn't let it show, he will have an attack of ulcers, or at least indigestion, before the
night isover. He has no more liking for methan | have for him, but he forces the smile back into place
anditismy turn.

"Miss Maithews?'

"I haven't decided yet,” | say. "I'm curious about it, and | do dream. | read an article somewhere, in
_Time_, or _Newsweek , or someplace, and it sounds very mysterious, but | don't like theidea of the
wiresin the brain, and the earphonesand al."

Very patiently he explains again that only his student volunteers use the equipment, and otherswho
gpecifically volunteer for that phase. | ask if | might see how they useit sometime, and heisforced to say
yes. Hetriesto get my yesin return, but | am coy and say only that | have to think about it first. Hetries
to get Dr. Warren to promise to gpproach other peoplein the town, try to get their cooperation for him,
and Dr. Warren sidesteps adraitly. | know the thought will occur to him to use mefor that purpose, but
it doesn't that evening. | decide that heisn't terribly bright. | wonder about his students, and | invite him
to bring them, dl of them, to my house for an outdoor barbecue the following night. That isall he gets
from any of us, and dinner seemsvery dow, athough, asusua, very good. Staunton excuses himsdlf
quickly after dinner, saying, with his off-again, on-again smile, that he must return to work, that only the
fortunate are alowed their nights of rest.

No one argues with him, or urges him to linger, and when heisgonel help Normawith the dishesand
Dr. Warren sitsin the kitchen having black coffee, and we talk about the Harvard doctor.

"l plain don't like him," Normasayswith conviction. "Slimy man'.

| think of hispink face and pink hairless hands, and his cheeksthat shake when hewalks, and | know



what she means.

"| guess his project isn't atogether bad, or acomplete waste of time," Dr. Warren says. "Just got the
wrong place, wrong time, wrong people.”

"I want to find out exactly what he expectsto prove,” | say. "l wonder what sort of contrast he expects
between students and our people. That might even beinteresting.” | wonder if the researchisredly his,
or theidea of one of his graduate students. | try not to draw conclusionsyet. | can wait until the next
night when I'll meet them dl. | say, "Dr. Warren, Father keeps begging me to bring him home. Do you
think it would help him?"

Dr. Warren puts down his cup and studies me hard. "Bedridden il ?*

"Yes, and awayswill be, but | could manage him in the dining room downstairs. He's so unhappy in the
nursing home. I'm sure the house, the noises there would bring back other daysto him, make him more
chearful .

"It's been four years now, hasn't it?' Dr. Warren knowsthat. | wonder why heis playing for time, what
thoughts he has that he doesn't want to express. "Honey," he says, in the gentle voice that used to go
with the announcement of the need for aneedle, or afew gtitches. | remember that he never promised
that it wouldn't hurt if it would. "I think you'd be making a mistake. Is heredly unhappy? Or does he just
have moments when he wants the past given back to him?”

| fed angry with him suddenly for not understanding that when Father islucid he wantsto be home. | can
only shrug.

"Think on it, Janet. Just don't decide too fast.” Hisfaceisold suddenly, and | redlize that everyonein
Somerset is aged. It's like walking among the pyramids, at a distance forever changeless, but on closer
inspection constant reminders of aging, of senescence, of usefulness past and nearly forgotten. | turn to
stare at Norma and see her as sheis, not as she was when | was a child waiting for a cookie fresh and
gtill warm, with the middle soft and the top crackly with sugar. | fed bewildered by both of them,
outraged that they should reved themselves so to me. Thereisanearby crack of thunder, sharp-edged
and explosive, not therolling kind that starts and ends with an echo of itsdlf, but arifle blagt. | stare out
thewindow at lightning, jagged and brilliant, as sharply delineated as the thunder.

"| should go before the downpour,” | say.
"I'll driveyou," Dr. Warren says, but | won't let him.
"Il make it beforetherain. Maybe it's cooler now."

Inconsequentidsthat fill the days and nights of our lives, nonsequitursthat pass for conversation and
thought, pleasantries, promises, we rattle them off comfortingly and | am walking down the street toward
my house, not on the sdewalk, but in the street, where walking iseasier.

The wind starts to blow when | am halfway between Magnoliaand Rose Streets. | can seethe
Sagamore House ahead and | decide to stop there and wait for the rain to come and go. Probably |

have planned thisin adark corner of my mind, but | have not conscioudy decided to vigit the students so
soon. | hurry, and the wind now has the town adtir, filled with the same rustles that fill my house;
scurrying ghosts, what have they to worry about if the rain should come before they settle in for the night?



Along Firgt Street most of the buildings are closed forever. The ten-cent store, adiner, fabric shop, dl
sharing acommon front, al locked, with large soaped loops linking the wide windows oneto one. The
rain starts, enormous drops that are wind driven and hard. | can hear them againgt the tin roof of Mr.
Larson's store and they sound like hailstones, but then the wind drowns al noise but its own. Thunder
and lightning now, and the mad wind. | run therest of the way to Sagamore House and arrive there
amogt dry, but completely breathless.

"Honey, for heaven's sake, comein and get some coffee! Dorothea startsto lead meto the kitchen, but |
shake my head and incline it toward the parlor off to the left of the entrance.

"I'll gointhereand wait out the storm, if you don't mind." | can hear voices from the big room with its
Victorian furniture and the grandfather clock that ways stutters on the second tick. | hear it now: tick --
t... t... tick.

"I'll bring you a pot of coffeethere, Janet," Dorothea says with anod. When she comes back with the
tray and the china cup and the silver pot, she will cal me Miss Matthews.

| try to pat my hair down as | gointo the parlor, and | know that | still present apicture of agirl caught
in asudden storm. | brush my arms, asif they are still wet, although they are not, and | shake my head,
and a that moment thereis another very close, very loud thunder crash, asif to justify my action. The
boys stop taking when | enter. They arewhat | have known most of my life since college: young,
fresh-looking, indistinguishable from seniors and graduate students the world over.

| smile generdly at them and sit down on one of the red velour coucheswith a coffee table before it that
has abowl of white roses, adish of peppermints, magazines, three ashtrays, each carved and enameled
and spotless. Thewholeroom islikethat: chairsand chairs, al carved, waxed, gleaming, footstools, end
tables, console tables, Tiffany lampshades on cut-glasslamps... The boys are at the other end of the
room, six of them, two on the floor, the othersin chairs, smoking, Spping beer or tall drinks. Dr.
Staunton isn't there,

Dorotheabrings my tray and does cal me Miss Matthews and asksif I'd like anything ese. | shake my
head and she leaves me aone with the boys. There is awhispered conversation at the other end of the
room, and one of the boys rises and comes to stand near me.

"Hi, I'm Roger Philpott. Areyou Janet Matthews? | think you invited usall to dinner at your house
tomorrow." Tdl, thin, blond, very young-looking.

| grin back and nod. | look toward the others and say, "Maybe by meeting just afew of you now, I'll be
ableto keep your names straight.”

Roger introduces the others, and | remember that there is a Johnny, aVictor, Doug, Sid, and Mickey.
No oneisgrotesque, or even memorable. They regroup around me. Outside we can hear the hall,
undeniably hail now, and the wind shrieking in the gables and eaves, dl dwarfed by the intermittent
explosons of the thunder. Severa timesthe lightsflicker, and Dorothea returns with hurricane lamps that
she placesin drategic places, after aglanceto seeif | have accomplished my goa of becoming part of
the group of students.

Roger switchesto coffee, but the other students reorder beer and gin and bitter lemon, and Dorothea
leaves us again. Roger says, "I don't know how long some of uswill be able to take life in the country.



What do you do around here?"

| laugh and say, "'l come hereto rest each summer. | livein New Y ork the rest of the year."
Hisinterest quickens. "Oh, you work in the city then?”

"Y es, ColumbiaMedical Center. I'm an anesthesiologist.”

"Dr. Staunton didn't mention that. He seemsto think that al the people here arelocas.”

"I didnt tell him," | say. Henodsand | know that he redlizesthat | have played the part of aloca yoke
with hissuperior. | ask, "Isthishisresearch, or isit the thesis of one of the boys?"

One of the otherslaughs. "It's Roger's origina idea,” he says. "And mine." | try to remember which one
heisand | think heis Sid. Mediterranean type. | glance over the other faces, and none shows surprise.
So Staunton has taken over openly, and they accept it as naturd. It tells me more than they can know
about Staunton.

"You see, | had thisideathat the whole pattern of dream content might switch depending on the location
of the dreamer. In the city we know pretty much what each of us dreams, we've been subjects and
experimenters al year now, and we decided to hunt up a place where there were none of the same
thingsat al and then run acomparison.”

"And you'll check that against what you can find out from the people here, to seeif there'sa correlation?”

"We don't expect one," Sid said. "What we do expect isthat our own dreamswill change, but that the
patterns of the dreams of the people dready here will remain relaively stable.”

"And what do you expect to prove?"

"I don't know that well prove anything, but assuming that dreams reflect the emotiona states of the
person, by examining them in varying circumstances we might get aclue about how to help people relax
more than they do, what kind of vacation to plan for, how long to stay, thingslike that. If my reasoning is
right, then welll be able to predict from persondity sketches whether athree-week vacation isdesirable,
or shorter periods more frequently. Y ou see?’

| nod and can find no fault with the experiment. It does seem alegitimate line of research, and auseful
one, perhaps. "'l suppose you will have acomputer run the andlysis of dream content?!

Sid nods, and Roger says, "Would you like to see one of the cards wefill out? We've broken down
dream content into categories. Like sexua with subheadings of hetero, homo, socialy accepted, socidly
unaccepted, and so on, and afurther breakdown of overt, covert; participatory, observed; satisfying,
frugrating, and so on. | think weve hit everything.”

"I would liketo seeone," | say, and he nods.

"I'll bring one out to your place with ustomorrow. Have you seen any of the deep lab equipment?

"Not in this context, not used in these experiments.”



"Great. Thefirst afternoon, after three or four, that you can get up here, I'll show you around.”
"Perhapstomorrow?"' | say. "Will Dr. Staunton object?'

Roger and Sid exchange a hurried glance and Roger shrugs. "It'smy research,” he says.

"Is he setting up equipment, testing it out now?"

"No. Infact he came homewith indigestion, | think, and conked out right away."

| can't till the sudden laugh that | fedl. | finish my coffee and stand up. "The stormisover, | think. At
least it's catching its breath now. I'm glad | was forced to stop,” | say, and hold out my hand to Roger
and then Sid. "I must say, however, that I'm afraid Somerset isn't quite what you expected. | hope you
won't be too disgppointed in us."

"Will you help?' Roger asks.
| hesitate and then nod. "1 used to keep arecord for my own psychology classes. I'll sart again.”
"Thanks"

"If anyonein town asks my opinion,” | say, standing in the open doorway now, feding the cool wind that
the storm has brought in, "I'll tell them that I'm cooperating, nothing more. They may or may not pay any
attention towhat | say."

"See you tomorrow afternoon,” Roger saysand | leave them and walk home. It isvery dark now, and
therain smdlsfresh, theair iscool and clean. | am thinking of the two halvesthat make up the whole me.
Inthecity | am brisk and efficient. | know the nursestalk about me, wondering if | am alesbian (I'm
not), if | have any sex lifeat dl (not now). They are afraid of me because | will not permit any doppiness
in surgery, and | am quick to report them. They don't understand that my instruments are to me what the
surgeon's scalpd isto him, and they think | worship dials and stainless-stedl gods. | once heard mysdlf
described as more machine-like than any of the exotic equipment that | have mastered. | know that the
thought of those boys staring at the charts of their aphaand beta rhythms has brought this retrospective
mood but | can't break out of it. | continue to ingpect my life asif from the outsde. What no one
understandsisthat it is not the machinesthat are deified, but the processes that the machines record, the
fluctuations and the rhythms, the cyclic patternsthat are beautiful when they are norma, and as hideous
asaphyscd deformity when they are wrong. The covered mound on the hard table is meaningless when
| observeit. Lessthan human, inert, it might be a corpse aready, or a covered log, or a cache of
potatoes. But the dialsthat | read tell me all | can know about it: male, steady heart, respiration normd...
Body processesthat add up to life, or non-life. What more isthere?

My houseis cool now, and rain has blown in the kitchen and dining-room windows. | mop it up and
wipethedllscarefully, and inspect the rest of the house. | can't see anything in the yard, but | stand on
the back porch and fed the coolness and the mistiness of the air until | Sart to shiver.

| have read that dreamsfollow a pattern of their own. Thefirst dreams of the night are of events nearby
intime and space, and as deep progresses and the night goes by the dreams wander farther afidld, into
the pagt, or into future fantasy, and toward morning, they return to the here and now of the dreamer.
During the night | wake up three times and jot down the dreams | can recdll.



Dream number one isasmple-minded wish fulfillment. | am at aparty where | sparkle and dazzle
everyonein the house. It isan unfamiliar house, not unlike the Sagamore House, except more eegant,
sampler, with cool white marble statues replacing the clutter. | am the belle of the party and | dance with
everyonethere, and in the center of the room is a champagne glassthat must hold gallons. Looking
through the bubbling wine, | see the statues shimmer and appear to come dive, but | know that it isonly
because of therising bubbles, that itisanilluson. | am swept back to the dance floor and | swirl around
inaddirium of joy.

Dream number two puzzles me. | am following Father, who isvery small. It isnot quite dark, but | don't
know wherethelight is coming from. It islike moonlight, but without the moon, which | suspect isbehind
me somewhere. | am very frightened. Father startsto climb the ash tree and | retreat and watch him,
growing more and more afraid but not doing anything at dl, smply standing and watching as he vanishes
among the leaves. | wake up in acold swest.

Dream number three takes place in my apartment. | am remodeing and doing the work mysdf. | am
ingtalling temporary wall boards, decorating them with childish pictures and pinups. | am weeping as|
work. Suddenly thereisachange and | am above Somerset, or intown, and | can't be certain which it
is. | am cam and happy, dthough | see no one and hear nothing. Somerset is bathed in moonlight that is
too golden to beredl and thetown isas| remember it from my earliest days, with striped
green-and-white umbrdlasin yards, and silent children playing happily in Cobb's Run.

| wake up and don't want to lose the fedling of peace and contentment. | smile as| write the dream
down and when | read it over | don't know quite why it should havefilled me with happiness. As| think
of it more, | am saddened by it, and finally | get up wishing | had let it escape dtogether. Itisvery early,
not seven yet, but | don't want to return to bed. The morning is cool and refreshing. | decide to weed the
patio out back and set up the grill before the sun heats up the valey again.

The ash-tree is untouched. | work for an hour, go inside for breakfast, and return to the yard. | am
thinking that if 1 do bring Father home, | will have to find someone who can help with theyard, and |
don't know who it would be. Poor Haddie? He might, but heis so dow and unthinking. | could have a
wheedlchair for Father and bring him out to the patio every day and as he convaesces, we could take
short tripsin the car, go down to the lake maybe, or over to Hawley now and then. | am certain that he
will be ableto play chessby fdl, and read doud with me, aswe used to do. A quiet happinessfillsme as
| plan and it iswith surprisethat | redize that | have decided about Father. | have been over the same
reasoning with his doctor, and accepted his advice againg this move, but here, working in the bright
sunlight, the new decision seemsto have been made effortlesdy.

| have weeded the patio, siwept up the heagps of dandelions and buck weeds and crabgrass that have
pushed through the cracks in the flagstones, and set up the barbecue grill. The picnic tableisin pitiful
condition, but it will haveto do. There are some folding canvas charsin the garage, but | will let the
boys bring them out.

Itisone o'clock aready. A whole morning gone so quickly. My muscles are throbbing and | am
sunburned, but the feding of peacefulness remains with me and | shower and change and then go to
town to shop, have lunch with Dorothea.and Annie, and then see the deep lab equipment.

| try to explain to Dorotheathe difference between living in the city and living herein my own home, but
she has her mouth set in afirm line and sheis very disapproving of thewholeidea

Timidly Annie says, "But, honey, theré's no one left your age. What will you do dl the time?”



"I'll have plenty to do," | tell her. "I want to study, rest, take care of Father, the house. There will betoo
much to do, probably."

"That's not what she means,”" Dorothea says sharply. "Y ou should get married, not tie yourself down
here where everything'sdying.” She eyes me appraisingly. "Don't you have anyonein mind?'

| shrug it off. A young doctor, perhaps? | try to think of myself with any of the young doctors| know,
and the thought isridiculous. There are some older doctors, thoroughly married, of course, that seem
less absurd, but no one my age who is unattached. | think again of the Harvard doctor's pink hands and
pink cheeks, and | shudder. | say, "Therestime for that, Dorothea, but right now | fed it'smy duty to
Father to bring him home where he will be happier.”

After lunch | wander into the parlor and have Dorothea ring Roger'sroom and tell him I'm waiting. She
isgtill unhappy with me, and | know that she and Annie will discuss methe rest of the afternoon.

Thedeeplabisset up intherear of the building on the second floor. There are three bedroomsin arow,
the middle one the control room with the equipment in place, and the rooms on either sde furnished with
beds, telephones, wires with eectrodes. | have seen pictures of these experiments and have read about
them so that none of it comesasasurprise but | am mildly impressed that they were able to get together
so much equipment that | know to be very expensive. Harvard isfedling flush these days, | decide, or
else Staunton swings more weight than | have given him credit for.

After | examine the EEGs from the night before and compare them with the reported dreams, | am
introduced to the other three studentsthat | missed before. | have aready forgotten al of their names
except Sid and Roger. We have adrink and | learn that so far they have received no cooperation from
anyone in town, with the possible exception of myself. Staunton comesin looking angry and frustrated.

"That hick doctor could do it, if hewould," he says before he sees mein the room. He reddens.
"Hewont, though," | say. "But | could.”
"They'd tdl you their dreams?”’

"Some of them would, probably enough for your purposes.” | stand up and start for the door. "I would
have to promise not to give you their dreams, but to process them myself, however."

He startsto turn away, furious again, and | say, "1 am qualified, you know." | suspect that | have more
degreesthan he doesand | red them off rapidly. | walk to the door before he has a chance to respond.
Beforeleaving | say, "Think about it. Y ou can let me know tonight when you cometo the house. | will
have to be briefed on your methods, of course, and have a chance to examine your cards.”

| don't know why I've doneit. | walk home and try to find areason, but thereis none. To puncture his
smug shied? To deflate him in the presence of his students? To inflate my own importance, reassure
mysdalf that | am of both worlds?| can't select asingle reason, and | decide that perhaps dl of them are
part of it. | know that | didike Staunton as much as anyone | have ever met, and perhaps | hope that he
will fail completely in hisresearch, except that it in't redly his.

| make potato salad, and bake pies, and prepare the steaks that Dorothea has ordered. It crosses my
mind that Mr. Larson has virtualy no meat except for the specia order from Sagamore House, and that



I'll have to order everything in advance when | move back home for good, but | don't linger over it. The
evening passes quite pleasantly and even Staunton is on his good behavior. They accept my offer and
Sid goes over the cards with me, explaining what they are doing, how they are analyzing the dresms and
recording them. It seems smple enough.

The daysflow by now, with not quite enough time for dl thereisto do. The doctor in charge of the
nursing home answers my letter brusquely, treating me like achild. | read it over twice before | put it on
my desk to be taken care of later. | have been able to get six people to cooperate in the dream studies,
and they keep me busy each day. People like to talk about their dreams, | find, and talking about them,
they are able to bring back more and more details, so that each interview takes half an hour or an hour.
And there are my own dreamsthat | am also recording.

| found the reason for my own part in thiswhen | first typed up my own dream to be andyzed. | found
that | couldn't giveit to Staunton, and the students are like children, not to be trusted with anything so
intimate as the private dreams of agrown woman. So each day | record my own dreams along with the
other six, typethem all up, fill out the cards, and turn the cards over to Roger. By then the dreamsare
depersondized data.

| finish typing the seven dreams and | am restless suddenly. Thereis something... The houseis more
unquiet than usua, and | am accustomed to the rustlings and creakings. | wonder if another sormis
going to hit the town, but | don't think so.

| wander outsde where the night isvery clear. The sky is brilliant and bottomless. The music of the night
isal about me: the splashing water of the creek, crickets and tree frogsin arrhythmic choral chantsand
from a distance the deeper solo bass of abullfrog. Probably | am bored. Other peopl€'s dreams are
very boring. | haven't started to categorize thislatest set, and | fed reluctant to begin. | purposaly don't
put any names on any of the dreams| record, and | type each one on a separate card and then shuffle
them about, so that by thetime| have finished with them dl, | have forgotten who told me which one.

| stop walking suddenly. | have come halfway down the path toward the creek without thinking where |
am going or why. Now | stop and the night noises pressinon me. "They aredike," | say, and | am
gtartled by my voice. All other sounds stop with the words.

| think of the stack of file cards, and those | added tonight, and | am amazed that | didn't seeitinthe
beginning. Roger isright: the townspeople are dreaming the same dreams. That isn't redly what he said.
What he said was that the dreams of the people here would remain stable, unchanged by the experiment,
while those of the students would change asthey adapted to thislife. | haven't asked about that part of
the research, but suddenly | am too curious about it to put it out of my mind.

Arethey changing, and how? | start back, but pause at the door to the house, and turn instead to the
street and town. | dow down when | comein sight of Sagamore House. It isvery late, dmogt two in the
morning. The second-floor light isthe only light | have seen since leaving my own house. | take another
step toward Sagamore House, and another. What is the matter tonight? | 1ook about. But thereis
nothing. No wind, no moon, nothing. But | hear... life, firrings, something. Thisis Somerset, | say to
mysdlf sharply, not quite doud, but | hear the words anyway. | look quickly over my shoulder, but there
isnothing. | seethe appletrees, familiar yet strange, eerie shadows againgt the pale siding of the hotel.
Across from Sagamore House on Wigteriathere is the old boarded-up theater, and for amoment | think
someone has opened it again. | press my hands over my ears and when | take them down the sound has
stopped. | am shaking. | can't help the sudden look that | give the corner where the drugstore burned
down seven or eight years ago.



We wait in the shadows of Sagamore House, under the apple trees for the movie to be over, and then
Father and Mother, Susan's parents, Peter's, come out and take us a ong with them for an ice-cream
sodain the drugstore. We know when the movie is ending because of the sounds that filter out when
they open theinner doors. Faint music, laughter, acrash of cymbads, dways different, but dwaysa
signd, and we come down from the trees, or from the porch and cross the Street to wait for them to
come out.

| stare at the theater, back to the empty corner, and dowly turn and go home again. One of the boys
was playing aradio, | tdl mysdf, and even believe it for amoment. Or | imagined it, the past intruded for
amoment, somehow. An audio halucination. | stop at the gate to my yard and stare at the house, and |
am desperately afraid. It is such an unfamiliar fegling, so unexpected and shattering, that | can't move
until it passes. Itisasif | have become someone e se for amoment, someone who fearsrustling in the
dark, who fearsthe night, being aone. Not my fedlingsat al. | have never been afraid, never, not of

anything likethis.

| light a cigarette and walk around the house to enter the kitchen, where | make coffee and a sandwich.
It istwo-thirty, but deep seemsalong way off now, unwanted, unneeded. Toward dawn | take a
deeping pill and fal into bed.

Roger, Sd and Doug invite me to have dinner with them in Hawley on Saturday, and | accept. The
mountain road is very bad and we cregp dong in the station wagon that they have brought with them.
No oneistaking, and we dl glance back at Somerset at the turn that used to have atended scenic
overlook. The trees have since grown up, and bushes and vines, so that thereisonly ahint of the town
below us. Thenit isgone, and suddenly Sid startsto talk of the experiment.

"| think we should cdll off therest of it," he says.

"Can't," Roger says. "Eight daysisn't enough.”

"We haveatrend,” Sid says.

Doug, sitting in the back seat, speaks up then. "Y ou'll never keep them al here for two more weeks."
"I know that, but those who do hang on will be enough.”

"What'sthe matter?' | ask.

"Boredom,” Sid says. "Good God, what's there to do in such a place?’

"| thought that was part of the experiment. | thought you wanted a place with no externa stimuli.”
"Quote and unquote,” Sid says. "Staunton'sidea. And we did, but | don't know. The dreams are
strange, and getting stranger. And were not getting along too well in the daytime. | don't know how your
people stand it."

| shrug and don't even try to answer. | know he won't understand. Traffic thickens when we leave the

secondary road for the highway on the other Sde of the mountain. It feels cooler hereand | find that |
am looking forward to anight out with more excitement than seems called for.



We have drinks before dinner, and wine with dinner, and more drinks afterward, and there is much
laughter. Doug teaches me three new dance steps, and Roger and | dance, and | find myself thinking
with incredulity of the plan | have been considering to take Father out of the nursing home where he
belongs and try to care for him mysdlf. | know that he will never recover, that he will become more and
more helpless, not less. How could | have planned to do such athing? He needs attendantsto lift him,
turn him in bed, and a timesto restrain him. | havetried to think of other dternativesfor him, but there
arenone, and | know that. | know that | have to write to the director of the home and apologize to him.

At eleven Roger says we have to go back. Doug passes out in the car as soon as he getsinside, and Sid
groans. "There he goes," he says. "So you do metonight.”

"Where arethe others?' | ask.

"On drike," Roger says. "They refused to work on Saturday and Sunday, said they needed time off.
They want to forget their dreamsfor a couple of nights."

"Il doit," | say.
"Yourekidding."
"No. I'll doit. Y ou can wire me up and everything tonight.”

It isagreed, and we drive back over the mountain, becoming more and more quiet as we get to the old
road and start to pick our way down again. By the time we get back to Somerset, and | am fedling
soberer, | regret my impulsive promise, but can think of no way to back out now. | watch Sid and Roger
haf carry, hdf drag Doug from the station wagon, and | see the flutter of hiseyeids and know that heis
not as drunk as hewould have usbelieve. | start to walk to my house, but Roger saysfor me to wait,
that they will drive me and bring me back with my pgjamas and things, so | stand on the porch and wait
for them, and | stare acrossthe Street at the vacant theater. | know that three nights ago | imagined the
pag, but since then | have been taking deeping pills, and my nights have been quiet, with no more
hdlucinations or dreams.

My houseisnoisier than usud. | glance at the two boys, but neither of them seemsto notice. They Sitin
the living room and wait, and ahead of me on the dark stairs the rustlings hurry adong; they pause outsde
my parents room, scurry down the hallway and precede me into my room, where, when | turn on the
light, thereis nothing to see. | know it isthe settling of floorboards untrodden for e even months, and
rushing air, and imagination. Memories that have become tangible? | don't believe that, but it hasa
grangely comforting sound, and | like theideaof memorieslingering in the house, assuming alife of their
own, reliving the past.

| fold pgjamas and my housecoat, and grope under the bed for my dippers, and the thought comes that
people are going to know that | spent the night at Sagamore House. | sit on the bed with my dippersin
my hand and stare straight ahead at nothing in particular. How can | get out of this? | redlize that
Somerset and New Y ork are arguing through me, and | can amost smile at the didlogue that | am
carrying out slently. It seemsthat my strongest Somerset argument isthat if | amn going to live here with
my invalid father, | can't return with areputation completely ruined. I know what Somerset candoto a
woman likethat. But I'm not going to come back with him, | answer. Or am |?

It isgetting very late and | have to go through with it; | have promised. Reluctantly | take my things
downgtairs, hoping that they have left, but of coursethey are dill Stting there, talking quietly. About me?



| suspect so. Probably | puzzle them. | regard them as little more than children, boys with school
problemsto solve. Yet weare dl in our twenties. | suppose that because | have my degreesand a
position of responsibility, my experience seemsto add yearsto my age, and even as| think this, | rgject
it. Sid hastold me that he spent three yearsin the army, served in Vietnam, so what is my experienceto
his? Sd hastried to draw me out, has visited twice, and has even gone canoeing with me, but stlanding in
the doorway looking at them | think of them as so very young, prying into thingsthey can't understand,
trying to find answersthat, if found, will make them question al of redlity. | shake my head hard. | dontt
know what 1've been thinking about, but | fed afraid suddenly, and | suspect that | have drunk too much
earlier, and | am so very... weary. Segping pillsleave me moretired than theinsomniathey aleviate.

They make small talk that | recognize, the same sort of small talk that agood doctor usesfor anervous
patient before measuring hisblood pressure. | am churlish with them in return and we go to the deep lab
slently. | understand dl of their equipment and | have even had € ectroencepha ograms made when |
was studying, so nothing is new to me and the demondiration is short. Then | am adonein the darkened
room, conscious of thewires, of thetiny patches of skin with adhesive gel tape that holds the e ectrodes
inplace. | don't think I'll be able to go to deep herewired up likethis, at least not into the deep deep
that should comein an hour or so. | deliberately close my eyesand try to picture aflame above my eyes,
over the bridge of my nose. | know that | can interrupt my dphawaves a will with thisexercise. |
imagine Roger's surprise. But suddenly | am thinking of S.L. and | blink rapidly, wondering what kinds
of waves | am producing now for them to study. S.L. won't go away. | ask, what doesthe S. stand for,
and he amiles broadly and says Silas. Does anyone name children Silas any more? So | ask about the L.
and he saysLerner, which is perfectly al right, his mother's maiden name, but he doesn't like the idea of
going around as S. Lerner Wright. It isafarcica name. HeisS.L. Lying in the dark room of the amost
empty hotel, | can think of S.L. without pain, without recriminations and regrets and bitterness. |
remember it asit wasthen. | loved him so very much, but he said not enough, or | would go with him to
Cal Tech and become Mrs. S.L. Wright, and forever and ever remain Mrs. SL. Wright. | redizethat |
no longer love him, and that probably | didn't even then, but it felt like love and | ached asif it were love,
and afterward | cut my hair very short and stopped using makeup and took several coursesin night
school and finished the next three yearsin under two and received degreesand ajob...

| am awakened by thetelephoneand | lift it and mumbleintoit. "My car isn't working right, trying to
back up on theroad into Somerset and can't make it go. | keep dipping downward and thereisadliff in
front of me, but | can't back up.”

| dream of the telephone ringing, and it rings, and | speek, less coherently, and forget immediately what |
have said and deep again. In the morning | have memories of having spoken into the tel ephone severa
times, but no memories of what | said. Sid enters and hel ps me out of the bird's nest of wires. | wave
him away and sumble into the bathroom where | wash my face and comereally avake.

Sid?1 thought Roger was the meter man of the night before. | dress and brush my hair and put on
lipstick, and then find them both waiting for me to have breskfast with them. Sid has deep blue circles
under hiseyes. At asunlit table with abowl of yelow roses and afew deep green ferns, | wait for them
to bresk the silence that has enveloped the three of us. Thereisasound of activity in town that morning,
people getting ready to go to church in Hawley, cars being brought out of garages where they stay six
days of the week, severd peoplein the hotd dining room having an early breakfast before leaving for the
day. Many of them stay away al day on Sunday, visiting friends or rdlatives, and | know that later the
town will be deserted.

"So they talked you into letting them wire you up like a condemned man?' Dorothea stands over the
tableaccusingly. "Areyou dl right?"



"Of course. It's nothing, Dorotheg, redly nothing.”

She snorts. "Up al night, people coming and going al night, talking in the hals, meetings here and there. |
never should havelet themin." Sheisaddressng me dtill, but the hodtility in her voiceisaimed at the
boys, a Staunton, who hasjust entered the dining room. He joins us, and there are dark hollows under
his eyes. He doesn't meet my gaze

We have coffeein sillence and wait for our orders. | finger asendtive spot on my left eyelid and Sid says
quickly, "One of thewires came off during the night. | had to replaceit. Isit sore?!

"No. It'sdl right." | am upseat suddenly by theideaof hisbeing therein the night, replacing awire on my
eyewithout my knowing. | think of thesmilar rolethat | play in my daily lifeand | know how | regard
the bodiesthat | treat. Irritated at the arm that has managed to pull loose a needle that now must be
replaced in the vein. Never aperson, just an arm, and aneedle. And the quiet satisfaction when the dids
areregistering correctly once more. | fed the frown on my face and try to smooth it out again.

Staunton has ordered only toas, juice and coffee, and heisyawning. Hefinishes hislast crumb of toast
and says, "I'm going to bed. Miss Matthews, will you join us herefor dinner tonight?'

The sudden question catches me off guard, and | look at him. He isregarding me steadily and very
soberly, and | redlize that something has happened, that | am part of it, and that he is very much
concerned. | am uneasy and only nod yes.

When heisgone | ask, "What happened? What's wrong?'

"Wedon't know yet," Roger says.

Sid pours more coffee and drinksit black. Heislooking more awake, asif he has taken abennie or
something. "We have to talk with you, Janet. 1'd like you to hear some of our tapes, including your own,
if youwill."

"Y ou should get somedeep,” | say irrdevantly.

"This afternoon? Can you come here, or should we bring the stuff to your place?!

"Yougot him up last night?'

Roger nods. "1 felt | should.”

| watch Myraand Al Newton leave their table, stop at Dorotheals counter to pay the bill and leave, and
| am struck by their frailty. They both ssem wraithlike. Is anyone in Somerset under Sixty? | supposethe
Newtons must be closer to seventy-five. | ask, "Where are the other boys this morning?' Thedining
room isempty except for the three of us.

"A couple of them are out fishing already, and the rest are probably still deeping. I'm taking Victor and
Mickey to Hawley to catch the bus back to Boston later today,” Roger says, and then adds, "Probably
Doug will bethe next to go."

"Doug? I thought he was one of the more interested ones in thiswhole thing?*



"Too interested, maybe," Roger says.

Sid iswatching both of us and now he leans forward, resting his chin on his hands, looking beyond me
out thewindow at the quiet street. " Janet, do you remember any of your dreams from last night?”

| think of what | said over the telephone. Scraps here and there. Something about putting flowers on
gravesin one of them. | shake my head: nothing that | can really remember.

"Okay. Youll hear them later. Meanwhile, take my word for it that some of the guys haveto leave,
whether they want to or not." Helooks a me for another moment and then asks, in adifferent voice
atogether, "Areyou dl right, Janet? Will you be okay until this afternoon? We do have to processthe
tapes and record the data, and | want to sort through al of them and pull out those that seem pertinent.”

It isthe voice of aman concerned for awoman, not of a graduate student concerned for his project, and
thisannoysme.

"Of courseI'm dl right," | say, and stand up. "For heaven's sake, those are dreams, the dreams of
someone who had too much to drink, at that." | know | am flushed and | turn to leave. Havel
embarrassed them with erotic dreams, concerning one of them perhaps? | am very angry when | leave
Sagamore House, and | wish | could go up to the deep room and destroy the tapes, dl of them. | wish
Dorothea had shown just an ounce of sense when they approached her for the rooms. She had no
business dlowing them to come into our town, upset our people with their damned research. | am furious
with Sid for showing concern for me. He has no right. In the middle of these thoughts, | see my father
and me, walking hand in hand in the afternoon, heading for the drugstore and an ice-cream cone. Heis
very tal and blond, with broad shoulders and amassive chest. He keeps his hair so short that he seems
bald from adistance. Heis an ophthalmologist with his office in Jefferson, and after they dam theriver he
has to drive sixty-three miles each way. Mother worries about his being out so much, but they don't
move, don't even consider moving. On Sunday afternoon he dways takes me to the drugstore for an
ice-cream cone. | blink hard and the image fades, leaving the street bare and empty.

| am too restlessto remain in my house. Itisahot till day and the heet is curling the petals of the roses,
and drying out the grass, and wilting the phlox leaves. It isardentless sun, burning, broiling, sucking the
water up from the creek, leaving it smaler each day. Without the dam the creek probably would dry up
completely within another week or two. | decide to cut abasket of flowers and take them to the
cemetery, and | know the idea comes from the fragmentary dream that | recalled earlier. | haven't been
to the cemetery snce my mother'sfunerd. It has dways seemed such ameaningless gesture, to return to
agrave and mourn there. It is no less meaningless now, but it is something to do.

The cemetery isbehind the small white church that has not been used for six years, Snce Brother
MacCombs died. No onetried to replace him; they seemed tacitly to agree that the church should be
closed and the membership transferred to Hawley.

Itisawalk of nearly two miles, past the Greening farm where the weeds have become master again,
past the dirt road to the old mill, atumbling ruin even in my childhood where snakes curled in the
shadows and dept, past the turnoff to Eldridge's fishing camp. | see no one and the sounds of the hot
summer day are loud about me: whirring grasshoppers, birds, the scuttling of a squirrel who chetters at
me once heis safely hidden.

The cemetery istended in spots only, the graves of those whose rdatives are fill in Somerset have cut



grassand asprinkling of flowers. My mother's grave is completely grown over and shamefills me. What
would Father say?1 don't try to weed it then, but Sit down under awide oak tree.

| took at the narrow road that leads back to Somerset. Father and | will come here often, after | have
made the grave neat and pretty again. It will be dow, but well take our time, walking hand in hand up
the dirt road, carrying flowers, and maybe a sandwich and a thermaos of lemonade, or apples. Probably
if | start the proceedings during the coming week, | can have everything arranged by next weekend, hire
an ambulance and adriver...

| am awakened by rough hands shaking my shoulders. | blink rapidly, trying to focus my eyes, trying to
find mysdlf. | am being led away, and | squirm to turn around because | fed so certain that | am ill
back there somehow. | dmost catch aglimpse of agirl inayelow dress, sitting with her back to the oak
tree, but it shimmersand | am yanked hard, and stumble, and hands catch me and steady me.

"What are you kids doing?"' | ask, and the sound of the voice, degp, unfamiliar, shocks me and only then
do | really wake up. | am being taken to the station wagon that is parked at the entrance to the lane.

"I'mdl right," | say, not Struggling now. ™Y ou woke me up.”

Sid ison my right and Roger on my left. | seethat Dr. Staunton isin the wagon. He looks pae and
worried.

| remember the basket of flowersthat | never did put on the grave and | look back once moreto seeit
standing by the tree. Sid's hand tightens on my arm, but | don't try to pull away. Insde the wagon | say,
"Will one of you tell mewhat that was al about?"

"Janet, do you know how long you've been there at the cemetery?!

"Haf an hour, an hour."

"It'sadmost six now. I... we got to your house at three and waited awhile for you, and then went back to
the hotel. An old man with awhite goatee said he saw you before noon heading thisway with flowers.
So we came after you." Sid is Sitting beside mein the back seat of the wagon, and | stareat himin
disbdief. | look a my watch, and it isfive minutesto six. | shakeit and ligentoit.

"I must have been sound adeep.”

"Sitting straight up, with your legs stretched out in front of you?'

Wedriveto my houseand | go upstairsto wash my face and comb my hair. | study my face carefully,
looking for something, anything, but it isthe same. | hear voices from below; the sound diminishesand |

know they are playing the tapes, so | hurry down.

| seethat Sid has found my dream cards, the typed reports, and | am angry with him for prying. He says,
"l had to know. | found them earlier while we were waiting for you."

Roger hasthe tape ready, so | sit down and we listen for the next two hours. Staunton is making notes,
scowling hard at the pad on hisknee. | fed mysdlf growing tenser, and when the first tape comesto an
end, | go to make coffee. Wedl sip it through the playing of the second tape.



The dreaming students voices sound digointed, hesitant, unguarded, and the dreamsthey relate are dl
dike. | fed cold in the hot room, and | dread hearing my own voice, my own dreams played by the
mechine

All the early dreams are of attemptsto leave Somerset. They speak of trying to fly out, to climb out, to
swim out, to drive out, and only oneis successful. Asthe night progresses, the dreams change, some
faster than others. Slowly a pattern of acceptance enters the dreams, and quite often the acceptance is
followed swiftly by anightmardlike desreto run.

One of the dreamers, Victor, | think it is, has abrief anxiety dream, an incomplete dream, and then
nothing but the wish-fulfillment acceptance dreams, not even changing again when morning hashimina
lighter stage of deep.

Sid motionsfor Roger to stop the tape and says, " That was three days ago. Since then Victor has been
vigiting people here, talking with them, fishing, hiking. He has been looking over some of the abandoned
housesin town, with the idea of coming here to do abook."

"Hashe..." | am amazed at how dry my mouth has become and | have to sip cold coffee before | can
ask the question. "Has he recorded dreams since then?”

"No. Beforethis, hewas having dreams of his parents, caring for them, watching over them." Sid looks
at me and says deliberately, "Just like your dreams.”

| shake my head and turn from him to look at Roger. He starts the machine again. There are hours and
hours of the tapesto hear, and after another fifteen minutes of them | am ravenous. It isamost nine. |
signa Roger to stop, and suggest that we al have scrambled eggs here, but Staunton vetoesthis,

"I promised Miss Dorothea that we would return to the hotel. | warned her that it might be late. She said
that wasdl right.”

So we go back to Sagamore House and wait for the specia of the day. On Sunday night thereisno
menu. | find mysdlf shying away from theimplications of the dream andysisagain and again, and try to
concentrate instead on my schedule for the next several months. | know that | have agreed to work with
Dr. Wadbaum on at least Six operations, and probably there are othersthat | agreed to and have
forgotten. He isathoracic surgeon and his operations take from four to eight or even ten hours, and for
that long | control death, keep lifein abeyance. | pay no attention to the talk that is going on between
Roger and Sid, and | wonder about getting an ambulance driver to bring Father in during the winter. If
only our wegther were more predictable; there might be snowdrifts Six feet high on the road, or it might
be bamy.

"l said, why do you think you should bring your father home, hereto Somerset?’ | find that my eyesare
on Staunton, and obvioudy he thinks | have been listening to him, but the question takes me by surprise.

"He'smy father. He needs me.”
Sid asks, "Has anyone in town encouraged you in thisidea?’
Somehow, although | have tried to withdraw from them, | am again the center of their attention, and |

fed uncomfortable and annoyed. "Of course not. Thisis my decision done. Dr. Warren tried to
discourageit, infact, as Dorotheadid, and Mr. Larson."



"Samething," Sid saysto Roger, who nods. Staunton looks at them and turnsto me.

"Miss Matthews, do you mean to say that everyone you've talked to about thishasredly tried to
discourage it? These people are your father's friends. Why would they do that?'

My face feds iff and | am thinking that thisistoo much, but | say, "They al seem to think he's better off
inthe nursng home."

"Andisn't he?'

"In certain respects, yes. But | am qudified to handle him, you know. No one here seemsto redize just
how well qudified | redly am. They think of me asthe girl they used to know playing jump ropein the
back yard."

Dorotheabringsicy cucumber soup and we are silent until she leaves again. The grandfather clock
chimesten, and | am amazed a how swiftly the day has gone. By now most of the townspeople are
either in bed, or getting ready. Sunday isahard day, with thetrip to church, vigts, activitiesthat they
don't have often enough to become accustomed to. They will deep well tonight, | think. | look at Sid and
think that he should deep well too tonight. His eyes are sunken-looking, and | suppose he haslost
weight; helooks older, more mature than he did thefirst time | met him.

"Areyou going to set up your equipment tonight?' | ask. "Any of the other boys volunteer?'

"No," Roger says shortly. Helooks at Sid and says, "As a matter of fact, we decided today not to put
any of theminit again here

"Y oureleaving then?"
"Sending dl the kids back, but Sd and I'll be staying for awhile. And Dr. Staunton.”

| put down my spoon and lean back, waiting for something that isimplicit in the way Roger stopsand
Sid looks murderoudy at him. | watch Sid now.

"We think you should leave, t00," he says.

| look to Roger, who nods, and then at Staunton. Heis so petulant-looking, even pursing hislips. He
fidgetsand says, "Miss Matthews, may | suggest something? Y ou won't tekeit amiss?' | smply wait. He
goeson, "I think you should return to the city and make an appointment with the psychiatrist at
Columbia”

"And the others you are sending out? Should they also see doctors?”

"Asamatter of fact, | do think so."

Sdisexamining hisbowl of soup with great care, and Roger is having trouble with his cigarette lighter.
"But not them?" | ask Staunton, pointing at Roger and Sid.

"Themtoo," he saysreluctantly. Sid looks amused now and Roger managesto light his cigarette.



"Isthisyour opinion too?' | ask Sid. "That | should see Dr. Caridge?!
"No. Just go away from here, and stay away."

Dorotheaisbringing in acart now and | wonder how much she has heard. | see her lined face and the
painin her eyesand | know that she hasheard alot of it, if not al. She catches my gaze and nods firmly.
Then she serves us. Sizzling ham steaks, french fried fruits, pinegpple, apple rings, bananas, sweet potato
soufflé

It is after deven when we are finished with dinner, and by now Sid isalmost adeep. He says, "I've got to
go. Will you s=t things up, Rog?'

"Sure. Damn shame that Doug pooped out on us. We need al the data we can get now."
"| can dotherecording,” | say.
At amogt the same ingtant Staunton says, "I thought | was going to record both of you tonight.”

Roger and Sid look embarrassed, and Sid says after apause, "Dr. Staunton, if it'sall the same with you,
well let Janet doit.”

"You redly think I'm that biased? That | can't get objective data?"

Sid stands up and steadies himself with one hand on the table. "1'm too tired to be polite,” he says, "and
too tired to argue. So, yes, | think you're too biased to record the dreams. Roger, will you show Janet
what we're doing?”!

Roger stayswith me until the eye-movement trace showsthat Sid is having hisfirst dream, and he
watchesas| cal Sid on the phone and turn on the recorder, and then switch it off again. Then Roger
goesto bed in the second room and | see that his electrodes are al working, and | am aone watching
the two sats of moving lines. The mountains and valeys of life, | think, watching them peak and level out,

and peak again.

Thereisno mistaking the start of REM degp; the rapid eye movements cause a sharp changein the
pattern of the peaks and valeysthat ismore nearly like awaking EEG than that of a deeping person. |
cal Sid again, and listen to him describe climbing amountain, only to dip back down again and again.
Roger ison araft that keeps getting caught up on atide and brought back to ashorethat heis
desperately trying to escape.

The same dream, different only in details. Likethe dreams| heard earlier on the tape recorder. Like my
own.

At three in the morning Staunton joinsme. | can tell that he hasn't been adeep, but | wish he had kept his
insomniato himself. He says, "'Y ou might need help, | won't bother you. I'll just St over here and read.”
Helooks haggard, and like Sid, he seemsto have aged since coming to Somerset. | turn my attention to
the EEGs again. Roger isdreaming.

"Peaceful now, watching aball game from agreat distance, very slent everywhere" | bitemy lipsas|
listen to this strange voice that seemsto have adifferent accent, adifferent intonation; flatter and dower,
of course, but gpart from that, it isachanged voice. It isthe dream of contentment, wanting nothing,



needing nothing. Thisisthe dream that my six people keep reporting to me, modified from person to
person, but the same. Suddenly Roger's voice sharpens as he recalls the rest of the dream, and now
thereisasense of urgency in hisreporting. "And | had to get out of it, but couldn't move. | wasfrozen
there, watching the game, afraid of something | couldn't see, but knew was right behind me. Couldn't
move."

| glance a Staunton and heis staring at the moving pens. Roger has become silent once more, so | turn
off the tape recorder and look aso at the continuing record. Typical nightmare pattern.

Staunton yawnsand | turn to him and say, "Why don't you try to get some deep? Redlly, I'mfine. | dept
amog dl day, remember?”

Heyawnsagain, then says, "If... if | seem to be dreaming, will you waken me?' | nod and he Stretches
out on the couch and is adeep dmost ingtantly.

Thereisacoffee maker with strong coffee hot iniit, and | pour myself acup, and try to read the book
that Roger provided, aspy thriller. I can't keep my mind onit. The hotel isno more noisy at night than
my own house, but the noises are not the same, and | find mysdlf listening to them, rustlingsin the hdls,
distant doors opening and closing, the occasiona squesk of the porch swing. | Sit up straighter. A
woman'slaugh? Not at three fifteen in the morning, surely. | have more coffee and wander to the
window. A light on in the Sayer house? | blink and when | look again, | know that it was my imagination.
| remember how their baby used to keep night hours, and smile. The baby would befifteen or sixteen
now, at least. | used to baby-sit for them now and then, and the child never dept.

| return to my chair by the el ectroencephal ograph and see that Sid has Started anew dream. | reach for
the phone, waiting for the peak to leve off again, and dowly withdraw my hand. Heisdreaming along
onethistime. After five minutes | begin to fed uneasy, but till | wait. Roger has said to rouse the deeper
after ten minutes of dreaming, if he hasn't shown any sign of being through by then. | wait, and suddenly
jerk awake and stab my finger at the phone button. He doesn't answer.

| forget to turn on the recorder, but rush into the next room to bring him out of this dream turned into
nightmare, and when | touch hisshoulder, | aminit too.

Somerset isgay and dive with playing children, and sun umbrellas everywhere. There are tables on the
lawn of Sagamore House, and ladiesin long white skirts moving among them, laughing happily. The
Governor isdue and Dorotheaand Annie are bustling about, ordering the girlsin black gpronsthisway
and that, and everywhere thereislaughter. A small boy gpproaches the punch bowl with awriggling frog
held tightly in one hand, and heis caught and his knickers are pulled down summarily and the sounds of
hand on bottom are plainly heard, followed by wails. | am so busy, and someone keepstrying to pull me
away and talk to me. | shake him off and run to the table where Father and Mother are sitting, and see
toit that they have punch, and then swirl back to the kitchen where Dorotheaiis waiting for meto help
her with the ice sculpture that isthe centerpiece. It isatdl boy with curly hair risng up from ablock of
ice, the most beautiful thing I've ever seen, and | want to weep for him because in afew hours he will be
gone. | diponapieceof iceand fdl, fdl... fdl...

| catch the wires attached to Sid and pull them loose, haf pull him from the bed, and weend upina
heap. He holds metightly for along time, until we are both breathing normaly again, and my shaking has
stopped, and histoo.

Thereis paedawn light in the room. Enough to seethat hisdark hair is damp with sweet, and curly on



his forehead. He pushesit back and very gently moves me aside and disentangles himsdf from the wires.
"We haveto get out of here," he says.

Staunton is sound adeegp on the couch, breathing deeply but normally, and Roger isaso deeping. His
graph shows that he has had nightmares several times.

Wetake our coffee into the room where Sd dept, and St at the window drinking it, watching morning
cometo Somerset. | say, "They don't know, do they?"

"Of course not.”

Poor Haddie appears at the far end of the street, walking toward Mr. Larson's store. He shuffles his feet
as he moves, never lifting them more than aninch. | shudder and turn away.

"lsn't there something that we should do? Report this, or something?'
"Who would bdieve it? Staunton doesn't, and he has seen it over and over thisweek."

A door closes below usand | know Dorotheais up now, in the kitchen starting coffee. "l wasin her
dream, | think," | say.

| look down into my cup and think of the retirement villages dl over the south, and again | shiver. "They
Seem o accepting, so at peace with themsalves, just waiting for theend.” | shakethelast half inch of
coffee back and forth. | ask, "Isthat what happened with me? Did | not want to wake up?”

Sid nods. "'l was taking the electrodes off your eyes when you snapped out of it, but yourswasn't a
nightmare. It just wouldn't end. That'swhat frightened me, that it wasn't anightmare. Y ou didn't seemto
be struggling againg it at dl. | wonder what brought you out of it thistime."

| remember the gleaming ice sculpture, the boy with curly hair who will be gone so soon, and | know
why | fought to get away. Someday | think probably I'll tell him, but not now, not so soon. Thesunis
high and the streets are bright now. | stand up. "I'm sorry that | forgot to turn on the tape recorder and
ask you right away what the dream was. Do you remember it now?'

He hesitates only amoment and then shakes his head. Maybe someday hell tell me, but not now, not so
soon.

| leave him and find Dorothea waiting for mein the parlor. She draws me inside and shuts the door and
takes adeep breath. "Janet, | am telling you that you must not bring your father back hereto stay. It
would be the worst possible thing for you to do.”

| can't speak for amoment, but | hug her, and try not to see her etched face and the white hair, but to
see her as she was when she was il in long skirts, with pretty pink cheeks and sparkling eyes. | cant
manageit. "l know," | say findly. "I know."

Waking home again, hot in the sunlight, listening to the rustlings of Somerset, imagining the unseenlife
that flits here and there out of my line of vison, | wonder if memories can becometangible, livealife of
their own. | will pack, I think, and later in the day drive back up the mountain, back to the city, but not
back to my job. Not back to administering degth, even temporary death. Perhaps| shall go into



psychiatry, or research psychology. As| begin to pack, my house stirs with movement.

TheEnd



