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If Jack succeeds in forgetting something, thisis of little use if Jill continues to remind him
of it. He must induce her not to do so. The safest way would be not just to make her keep
quiet about it, but to induce her to forget it also.

Jack may act upon Jill in many ways. He may make her feel guilty for keeping on
"bringing it up.” He may invalidate her experience. This can be done more or less
radically. He can indicate merely that it is unimportant or trivial, whereasit is important
and significant to her. Going further, he can shift the modality of her experience from
memory to imagination: "It'sall in your imagination." Further still, he can invalidate the
content: "It never happened that way." Finally, he can invalidate not only the
significance, modality, and content, but her very capacity to remember at all, and make
her feel guilty for doing so into the bargain.

Thisis not unusual. People are doing such things to each other all the time. In order for
such transpersonal invalidation to work, however, it is advisable to overlay it with a thick
patina of mystification. For instance, by denying that thisis what one is doing, and further
invalidating any perception that it is being done by ascriptions such as"How can you
think such a thing?" "You must be paranoid.” And so on.

R. D. Laing, The Palitics of Experience, Penguin Books, Ltd., London, 1967, pp. 31-32.

PART ONE

Contents - Next

| was born on afarm on Whileaway. When | wasfive | was sent to aschool on South Continent (like
everybody else) and when | turned twelve | rgjoined my family. My mother's name was Eva, my other
mother'sname Alicia; | am Janet Evason. When | wasthirteen | stlalked and killed awolf, alone, on
North Continent above the forty-eighth parallel, using only arifle. | made atravoisfor the head and
paws, then abandoned the head, and finally got home with one paw, proof enough (I thought). I've
worked in the mines, on the radio network, on amilk farm, avegetable farm, and for six weeksasa
librarian after | broke my leg. At thirty | bore Y uriko Janetson; when she was taken away to a school five
yearslater (and | never saw achild protest so much) | decided to take time off and seeif | could find my
family's old home—for they had moved away after | had married and relocated near Mine City in South
Continent. The place was unrecognizable, however; our rura areas are dways changing. | could find
nothing but the tripods of the computer beacons everywhere, some strange crops in the fields that | had
never seen before, and aband of wandering children. They were heading North to vist the polar Sation
and offered to lend me adegping bag for the night, but | declined and stayed with the resdent family; in
the morning | started home. Since then | have been Safety Officer for the county, that isS & P (Safety
and Peace), apostion | have held now for six years. My Stanford-Binet corrected score (in your terms)
is 187, my wife's 205 and my daughter's 193. Y uki goes through the ceiling on the verba test. I've
supervised the digging of firetrails, delivered babies, fixed machinery, and milked more moo-cowsthan |
wish | knew existed. But Y uki is crazy about ice-cream. | love my daughter. | love my family (thereare
nineteen of us). | love my wife (Vittoria). I've fought four duds. I've killed four times.



Jeannine Dadier (DADE-yer) worked asalibrarianin New Y ork City three days aweek for the
W.P.A. Sheworked at the Tompkins Square Branch in the Y oung Adult section. She wondered
sometimesif it was S0 lucky that Herr Shicklgruber had died in 1936 (the library had books about this).
On thethird Monday in March of 1969 she saw the first headlines about Janet Evason but paid no
attention to them; she spent the day stamping Out books for the Y oung Adults and checking thelines
around her eyesin her pocket mirror (1'm only twenty-nine! ). Twice she had had to tuck her skirt above
her knees and climb the ladder to the higher-up books; once she had to move the ladder over Mrs.
Allison and the new gentleman ass stant, who were standing bel ow soberly discussing the possibility of
war with Japan. Therewas an articlein The Saturday Evening Post .

"l don't believeit," said Jeannine Nancy Dadier softly. Mrs. Allison was aNegro. It was an unusudly
warm, hazy day with alittle green showing in the park: imaginary green, perhaps, asif the world had
taken an odd turning and were bowling down Spring in adim bye-street somewhere, clouds of
imagination around the trees.

"I don't believeit," repeated Jeannine Dadier, not knowing what they were talking about. "Y ou'd
better believeit!” said Mrs. Allison sharply. Jeannine balanced on onefoot. (Nice girlsdon't do that.) She
climbed down the ladder with her books and put them on the reserve table. Mrs. Allison didn't like
W.P.A. girls. Jeannine saw the headlines again, on Mrs. Allison's newspaper.

WOMAN APPEARS FROM NOWHERE ON BROADWAY, POLICEMAN VANISHES

"l don't—" (I have my cat, | have my room, | have my hot plate and my window and the
ailanthustree).

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Cal outside in the street; he was walking bouncily and his hat
was tipped forward; he was going to have some silly thing or other to say about being areporter, little
blond hatchet face and serious blue eyes; "I'll make it some day, baby." Jeannine dipped into the stacks,
hiding behind Mrs. Allison's P.M.-Post : Woman Appears from Nowhere on Broadway, Policeman
Vanishes. She daydreamed about buying fruit at the free market, though her hands dways sweet so when
she bought things outside the government store and she couldn't bargain. She would get cat food and
feed Mr. Frosty thefirgt thing she got to her room; he ate out of an old china saucer. Jeannine imagined
Mr. Frosty rubbing againgt her legs, histail waving. Mr. Frosty was marked black-and-white dl over.
With her eyes closed, Jeannine saw him jump up on the mantel piece and walk among her things: her sea
shellsand miniatures. "No, no, no!" she said. The cat jumped off, knocking over one of her Japanese
dolls. After dinner Jeannine took him out; then she washed the dishes and tried to mend some of her old
clothing. Sheld go over the ration books. When it got dark she'd turn on the radio for the evening
program or she'd read, maybe cdl up from the drugstore and find out about the boarding house in New
Jersey. She might call her brother. Shewould certainly plant the orange seeds and water them. She
thought of Mr. Frosty stalking a bath-robe tail among the miniature orange trees; held look like atiger. If
she could get empty cans a the government store.

"Hey, baby?" It was ahorrid shock. It was Cdl.

"No," said Jeannine hadtily. "I haven't got time."

"Baby?' He was pulling her arm. Come for a cup of coffee. But she couldn't. She had to learn Greek
(the book was in the reserve desk). There was too much to do. He was frowning and pleading. She
could fed the pillow under her back aready, and Mr. Frosty stalking around them, looking at her with his
strange blue eyes, walking widdershins around the lovers. He was part Siamese; Cdl caled him The
Blotchy Skinny Cat. Cal dways wanted to do experiments with him, dropping him from the back of a
chair, putting thingsin hisway, hiding from him. Mr. Frosty just Soat a him now.

"Later," said Jeannine desperately. Cal leaned over her and whispered into her ear; it made her want
to cry. Herocked back and forth on his hedls. Then he said, "I'll wait." He sat on Jeannine's stack chair,
picking up the newspaper, and added:

"The vanishing woman. That's you." She closed her eyes and daydreamed about Mr. Frosty curled up
on the mantel, peacefully adeep, al fdinity in one circle. Such aspoiled cat.



"Baby?' sad Cdl.
"Oh, dl right," said Jeannine hopelesdy, "dl right."
I'll watch the ailanthus tree.

Janet Evason appeared on Broadway at two o'clock in the afternoon in her underwear. She didn't
lose her head. Though the nervestry to keep going in the previous track, she went into evasive position
the second after she arrived (good for her) with her fair, dirty hair flying and her khaki shorts and shirt
stained with swesat. When a policeman tried to take her arm, she threatened him with le savate, but he
vanished. She seemed to regard the crowds around her with a special horror. The policeman reappeared
in the same spot an hour later with no memory of the interva, but Janet Evason had returned to her
deeping bag in the New Forest only afew moments after her arrival. A few words of Pan-Russian and
shewas gone. The last of them waked her bedmate in the New Forest.

"Go to deep,” said the anonymous friend-for-the-night, anose, abrow, and acoil of dark hair inthe
dappled moonlight.

"But who has been mucking about with my head!" said Janet Evason.

1V

When Janet Evason returned to the New Forest and the experimenters at the Pole Station were
laughing their heads off (for it was not adream) | sat in acocktail party in mid-Manhattan. | had just
changed into aman, me, Joanna. | mean afemae man, of course; my body and soul were exactly the
samne.

So therédsme dso.

Vv

Thefirst man to set foot on Whileaway appeared in afied of turnips on North Continent. He was
wearing ablue suit like a hiker's and a blue cap. The farm people had been notified. One, seeing the blip
on thetractor'sinfrared scan, cameto get him; the man in blue saw aflying machine with no wingsbut a
skirt of dust and air. The county's repair shed for farm machinery was nearby that week, so the
tractor-driver led him there; he was not saying anything intelligible. He saw atrand ucent dome, the
surface undulating dightly. There was an exhaust fan set in one sde. Within the dome was a wilderness of
machines. dead, on their Sdes, some turned inside out, their guts spilling on to the grass. From an
extended framework under the roof swung hands as big as three men. One of these picked up acar and
dropped it. The sides of the car fell off. Littler hands sprang up from the grass.

"Hey, hey!" said the tractor-driver, knocking on asolid piece set into thewall. "It fell, it passed out!”

"Send it back," said an operator, climbing out from under the induction helmet at the far end of the
shed. Four others came and stood around the man in the blue suit.

"Ishe of steady mind?' said one.

"We don't know."

"Isheill?"

"Hypnotize him and send him back."

The man in blue—if he had seen them—would have found them very odd: smooth-faced,
smooth-skinned, too small and too plump, their coverdls heavy in the seat. They wore coverdls because



you couldn't dways fix things with the mechanica hands; sometimes you had to use your own. Onewas
old and had white hair; one was very young; one wore the long hair sometimes affected by the youth of
Whileaway, "to while away thetime." Six pairs of steedy curious eyes studied the man in the blue suit.
"That, mes enfants," said the tractor-driver at last, "isaman.
"Thet isared Earth man."

VI

Sometimes you bend down to tie your shoe, and then you either tie your shoe or you don't; you either
straighten up instantly or maybe you don't. Every choice begets a least two worlds of possbility, that is,
oneinwhich you do and onein which you don't; or very likely many more, onein which you do quickly,
oneinwhich you do dowly, onein which you don', but hesitate, one in which you hesitate and frown,
oneinwhich you hesitate and sneeze, and so on. To carry thisline of argument further, there must be an
infinite number of possible universes (such isthe fecundity of God) for thereis no reason to imagine
Nature as prgjudiced in favor of human action. Every displacement of every molecule, every changein
orbit of every eectron, every quantum of light that strikes here and not there—each of these must
somewhere have its aternative. It's possible, too, that there is no such thing as one clear line or strand of
probability, and that we live on a sort of twisted braid, blurring from oneto the other without even
knowing it, aslong aswe keep within the limits of aset of variationsthat really make no differenceto us.
Thusthe paradox of time travel ceasesto exist, for the Past one viditsis never one's own Past but ways
somebody else's; or rather, one'svigt to the Past ingtantly creates another Present (one in which the visit
has dready happened) and what you visit isthe Past belonging to that Present—an entirely different
matter from your own Past. And with each decision you make (back there in the Past) that new probable
universe itself branches, creating smultaneoudy anew Past and anew Present, or to put it plainly, anew
universe. And when you come back to your own Present, you aone know what the other Past waslike
and what you did there.

Thusit is probable what Whileaway—a name for the Earth ten centuries from now, but not our Earth,
if you follow me—uwill find itsdlf not at al affected by this sortie into somebody else's past. And vice
versa, of course. The two might aswell be independent worlds.

Whileaway, you may gether, isin the future,

But not our future.

VI

| saw Jeannine shortly afterward, in acocktail lounge where | had gone to watch Janet Evason on
televison (I don't have a set). Jeannine looked very much out of place; | sat next to her and she confided
inme: "l don't belong here." | can't imagine how she got there, except by accident. She looked asif she
were dressed up for acostumefilm, stting in the shadow with her snood and her wedgies, along-limbed,
coltish girl in clothes alittle too smal for her. Fashion (it seems) isrecovering very leisurdy from the
Great Depression. Not here and now, of course. "I don't belong herel™ whispered Jeannine Dadier again,
rather anxioudy. Shewasfidgeting. She said, "I don't like placeslikethis." She poked the red, turfed
leather on the seat

"What?' | sad.

"l went hiking last vacation,” she said big-eyed. "That'swhat | like. It's hedlthy."

I know it's supposed to be virtuous to run hedthily through fields of flowers, but | like bars, hotels,
air-conditioning, good restaurants, and jet transport, and | told her so.

"Jet?' shesad.



Janet Evason came on the tdevision. It was only atill picture. Then we had the news from
Cambodia, Laos, Michigan State, Lake Canandaigua (pollution), and the spinning globe of theworld in
full color with its seventeen man-made satellites going around it. The color was awful. I've beeninsdea
televison studio before: the galery running around the Sides of the barn, every inch of the roof covered
with lights, so that the little woman-child with the wee voice can pout over an oven or asink. Then Janet
Evason came on with that blobby look people have on the tube. She moved carefully and looked at
everything with interest. Shewaswadll dressed (in asuit). The host or M.C. or whatever-you-cal-him
shook hands with her and then everybody shook hands with everybody e se, like a French wedding or an
early slent movie. He was dressed in a suit. Someone guided her to a seat and she smiled and nodded in
the exaggerated way you do when you're not sure of doing the right thing. She looked around and
shaded her eyes againg the lights. Then she spoke.

(Thefirst thing said by the second man ever to visit Whileaway was, "Where are all the men?' Janet
Evason, appearing in the Pentagon, handsin her pockets, feet planted far apart, said, "Where the dickens
aredl thewomen?")

The sound in the television set conked out for amoment and then Jeannine Dadier was gone; she
didn't disappear, shejust wasn't there any more. Janet Evason got up, shook hands again, looked around
her, questioned with her eyes, pantomimed comprehension, nodded, and walked out of camerarange.
They never did show you the government guards.

| heard it another time and thisishow it went:

MC: How do you likeit here, Miss Evason?

JE (looks around the studio, confused): It's too hot.

MC: | mean how do you likeit on—wsdll, on Earth?

JE: But | live on the earth. (Her attention isalittle strained here.)

MC: Perhaps you had better explain what you mean by that—I mean the existence of different
probabilities and so on—you were talking about that before.

JE: It'sin the newspapers.

MC: But Miss Evason, if you could, please explain it for the people who are watching the program.

JE: Let them read. Can't they read?

(There was amoment's silence. Then the M.C. spoke.)

MC: Our socid scientistsaswell as our physiciststell usthey've had to revise agreat deal of theory in
light of the information brought by our fair visitor from another world. There have been no menon
Whileaway for at least eight centuries—I don't mean no human beings, of course, but no men—and this
society, run entirely by women, has naturally attracted a great ded of attention since the gppearance last
week of its representative and itsfirst ambassador, the lady on my Ieft here. Janet Evason, can you tell us
how you think your society on Whileaway will react to the reappearance of men from Earth—I mean our
present-day Earth, of course—after an isolation of eight hundred years?

JE (Shejumped at this one; probably because it was the first question she could understand): Nine
hundred years. What men?

MC: What men? Surely you expect men from our society to vist Whileaway.

JE: Why?

MC: For information, trade, ah—cultura contact, surdly. (laughter) I'm afraid you're making it rather
difficult for me, Miss Evason. When the—ah—the plague you spoke of killed the men on Whileaway,
weren't they missed? Weren't families broken up? Didn't the whole pattern of life change?

JE (dowly): | suppose people dways misswhat they are used to. Y es, they were missed. Evena
whole set of words, like "he," "man" and so on—these are banned. Then the second generation, they use
them to be daring, among themselves, and the third generation doesn't, to be polite, and by the fourth,
who cares? Who remembers?

MC: But surdy—that is—



JE: Excuse me, perhaps I'm mistaking what you intend to say as thislanguage werre speaking isonly a
hobby of mine, | am not as fluent as | would wish. What we speak is a pan-Russan even the Russans
would not understand; it would be like Middle English to you, only vice-versa

MC: | see. But to get back to the question—

JE Yes.

MC (A hard position to be in, between the authorities and this strange personage who iswrapped in
ignorance like a savage chief: expressonless, atentive, possbly civilized, completely unknowing. He
findly sad): Don't you want men to return to Whileaway, Miss Evason?

JE: Why?

MC: One sex is hdf aspecies, Miss Evason. | am quoting (and he cited afamous anthropologist). Do
you want to banish sex from Whileaway?

JE (with massive dignity and complete naturalness): Huh?

MC: | said: Do you want to banish sex from Whileaway? Sex, family, love, eratic attraction—cal it
what you like—we dl know that your people are competent and intelligent individuas, but do you think
that's enough? Surely you have theintellectua knowledge of biology in other speciesto know what I'm
talking about.

JE: I'm married. | havetwo children. What the devil do you mean?

MC: I—Miss Evason—we—wadll, we know you form what you cal marriages, Miss Evason, that
you reckon the descent of your children through both partners and that you even have "tribes'—I'm
cdling them what Sr ——— callsthem; | know the trandation isn’t perfect—and we know that these
marriages or tribes form very good ingtitutions for the economic support of the children and for some sort
of genetic mixing, though | confess you're way beyond usin the biological sciences. But, Miss Evason, |
am not talking about economic ingtitutions or even affectionate ones. Of course the mothers of
Whileaway love their children; nobody doubtsthat. And of course they have affection for each other;
nobody doubtsthat, either. But thereis more, much, much more—I am talking about sexud love.

JE (enlightened): Oh! Y ou mean copulation.

MC: Yes.

JE: And you say we don't have that?

MC: Yes.

JE: How foolish of you. Of course we do.

MC: Ah? (Hewantsto say, "Dont tell me.")

JE: With each other. Allow meto explain.

Shewas cut off ingtantly by acommercid poeticdly describing thejoys of undiced bread. They
shrugged (out of camerarange). It wouldn't even have gotten that far if Janet had not inssted on attaching
atouch-me-not to the replay system. It was alive broadcast, four seconds lag. | begin to like her more
and more. She said, "If you expect me to observe your taboos, | think you will have to be more precise
asto exactly what they are.” In Jeannine Dadier'sworld, she was (would be) asked by alady
commentator:

How do the women of Whileaway do their hair?

JE: They hack it off with dam shells.

VIII

"Humanity isunnatura!" exclaimed the philosopher Dunyasha Bernadetteson (A.C. 344—426) who
suffered dl her life from the dip of agenetic surgeon's hand which had given her one mother'sjaw and the
other mother's teeth—orthodontiais hardly ever necessary on Whileaway. Her daughter'steeth,



however, were perfect. Plague came to Whileaway in P.C. 17 (Preceding Catastrophe) and ended in
A.C. 03, with haf the population dead; it had started so dowly that no one knew about it until it wastoo
late. It attacked males only. Earth had been completely re-formed during the Golden Age (P.C.300-ca.
P.C.180) and natura conditions presented considerably less difficulty than they might have during a
gmilar catastrophe amillennium or so earlier. At thetime of The Despair (asit was popularly caled),
Whileaway had two continents, called smply North and South Continents, and a greast many ided bays
or anchorages in the coastline. Severe climatic conditions did not prevail below 72& deg; S and 68& deg;
N latitude. Conventiond water traffic, a the time of the Catastrophe, was employed dmost exclusively
for freight, passenger traffic using the smaller and more flexibly routed hovercraft. Houses were
self-contained, with portable power sources, fud-alcohol motors or solar cells replacing the earlier
centralized power. The later invention of practica matter-antimatter reactors (K. Ansky, A.C. 239)
produced great optimism for a decade or 0, but these devices proved to be too bulky for private use.
Katharina Lucyson Ansky (A.C. 201-282) was aso respong ble for the principles that made genetic
surgery possible. (The merging of ova had been practiced for the previous century and ahdf.) Animd life
had become so scarce before the Golden Age that many species were re-invented by enthusiasts of the
Ansky Period; in A.C. 280 there was an outbreak of coneysin Newland (an idand off the neck of North
Continent), a pandemic not without historical precedent. By A.C. 492, through the brilliant agitation of
the great Betty Bettinason Murano (A.C. 453-A.C. 502) Terran colonies were re-established on Mars,
Ganymede, and in the Agteroids, the Selenic League assisting according to the Treaty of Mare Tenebrum
(A.C. 240). Asked what she expected to find in space, Betty Murano made the immortal quip,
"Nothing." By thethird century A.C. intelligence was a controllable, heritable factor, though aptitudes and
interests continued to elude the surgeons and intelligence itself could beraised only grosdy. By thefifth
century, clan organization had reached its present complex state and the re-cycling of phosphoruswas
amost completely successful; by the seventh century Jovian mining madeit possibleto replace alargely
glass-and-ceramics technology with some metals (which were aso re-cycled) and for thethird timein
four hundred years (fashions are sometimes cyclic too) duelling became a serious socia nuisance. Severd
local Guilds Councils voted that a successful duellist must undergo the penaty of an accidental murderer
and bear achild to replace the life logt, but the solution was too simple-minded to become popular.
There was the age of both partiesto consder, for example. By the beginning of the ninth century A.C.
the induction helmet was a practical possibility, industry was being dragtically atered, and the Sdenic
League had finaly outproduced South Continent in kg protein/person/annum. In 913 A.C. an obscure
and discontented descendant of Katy Ansky put together various items of mathematical knowledge and
thus discovered—or invented—probability mechanics.

In the time of Jesus of Nazareth, dear reader, there were no motor-cars. | still walk, though,
ometimes.

That is, aprudent ecologist makes thingswork as nearly perfectly asthey can by themsalves, but you
also keep the kerosene lantern in the barn just in case, and usudly a debate about keeping ahorse ends
up with the decision that it's too much trouble, so you let the horse go; but the Conservation Point at La
Jollakeeps horses. We wouldn't recognize them. The induction helmet makesit possible for one
workwoman to have not only the brute force but aso the flexibility and control of thousands; it'sturning
Whileawayan industry upside down. Most people walk on Whileaway (of course, their feet are perfect).
They make haste in odd ways sometimes. In the early days it was enough just to keep aive and keep the
children coming. Now they say "When the re-indudtridization's complete,” and they till walk. Maybe
they likeit. Probability mechanics offers the possi bility—by looping into another continuum, exactly
chosen—of teleportation. ChiliaY sayeson Bdlin livesin Itaian ruins (I think thisis part of the Vittore
Emmanuele monument, though | don't know how it got to Newland) and she's sentimenta about it; how
can one add indoor plumbing discreetly without an unconscionable amount of work? Her mother, Y saye,
livesin acave (the Y saye who put together the theory of probability mechanics). Pre-fabstake only two
daysto get and notime at al to set up. There are eighteen Belins and twenty-three Moujkis (Y say€'s
family; | stayed with both). Whileaway doesn't have true cities. And of course, thetail of acultureis



severa centuries behind the head. Whileaway is so pastora that at times one wonders whether the

ultimate sophistication may not take usal back to akind of pre-Paleolithic dawn age, a garden without

any artifacts except for what we would call miracles. A Moujki invented non-disposable food containers

in her sparetimein A.C. 904 because the idea fascinated her; people have been killed for less.
Meanwhile, the ecological housekeeping is enormous.

| X

JE: | boremy child at thirty; we dl do. It'savacation. AlImost five years. The baby rooms are full of
people reading, painting, Snging, as much asthey can, to the children, with the children, over the
children... Likethe ancient Chinese custom of the three-years mourning, an hiatus at just the right time.
There has been no leisure at al before and there will be so little after— anything | do, you understand, |
mean really do—I must ground thoroughly in those five years. One works with feverish haste... At Sixty |
will get a sedentary job and have sometime for myself again.

COMMENTATOR: And thisis considered enough, in Whileaway?

JE: My God, no.

X

Jeannine dawdles. She aways hates to get out of bed. She would lie on her sde and look at the
alanthustree until her back began to ache; then she would turn over, hidden in the veils of the leaves, and
fal adeep. Tag-ends of dreamstill shelay in bed like a puddle and the cat would climb over her. On
workdays Jeannine got up early in akind of waking nightmare: feding horrid, sumbling to the hall
bathroom with deep al over her. Coffee made her sick. She couldn't Sit in the armchair, or drop her
dippers, or bend, or lean, or lie down. Mr. Frosty, perambulating on the window s, walked back and
forthin front of the ailanthus tree: Tiger on Frond. The museum. The zoo. The busto Chinatown.
Jeannine sank into the tree gracefully, like amermaid, bearing with her atea-cosy to give to the young
man who had ahuge muffin trembling over his collar where hisface ought to have been. Trembling with
emotion.

The cat spoke.

Shejerked awake. I'll feed you, Mr. Frosty.

Mrrrr.

Cdl couldn't afford to take her anywhere, redly. She had been traveling on the public buses so long
that she knew all the routes. Y awning horribly, she ran the water into Mr. Frosty's cat food and put the
dish on thefloor. He ate in adignified way; she remembered how when she had taken him to her
brother's, they had fed him areal raw fish, just caught in the pond by one of the boys, and how Mr.
Frosty had pounced on it, bolting it, he was so eager. They redlly do like fish. Now he played with the
saucer, batting it from side to side, even though he was grown up. Cats were really much happier after
you... after you... (sheyawned) Oh, it was Chinese Festival Day.

If I had the money, if | could get my hair done...He comesinto thelibrary; he's a college
professor; no, he's a playboy. "Who's that girl?" Talksto Mrs. Allison, slyly flattering her. "Thisis
Jeannine." She casts her eyes down, rich in feminine power. Had my nails done today. And these
are good clothes, they have taste, my own individuality, my beauty. " There's something about
her," he says. "Will you go out with me?" Later on the roof garden, drinking champagne,
"Jeannine, will you —"

Mr. Frosty, unsatisfied and jealous, puts hisclaw into her leg. "All right!" she says, choking on the
sound of her own voice. Get dressed quick .



I do (thought Jeannine, looking in the precious full-length mirror inexplicably left by the previous
tenant on the back of the closet door) | do look a little bit like...if | tilt my face. Oh! Cal will be SO
— MAD— and flying back to the bed, she strips off her pgjamas and snatches at the underwear she
aways|eaves out on the bureau the night before. Jeannine the Water Nymph. | dreamed about a young
man somewhere. She doesn't quite believein cards or omens, that's totdly idiotic, but sometimes she
gigglesand thinksit would be nice. | have big eyes. You are going to meet atall, dark — Placing Mr.
Frosty firmly on the bed, she pulls on her sweater and skirt, then brushes her hair, counting strokes under
her breath. Her coat is so old. Just alittle bit of make-up, lip pomade and powder. (She forgot again and
got powder on her coat.) If she got out early, she wouldn't have to meet Cd in the room; he would play
with the cat (down on his hands and knees) and then want to Make Love; thisway's better. The busto
Chinatown. She stumbled down the Sairsin her haste, catching at the banister. Little Miss Spry, the old
lady on the bottom floor, opened her door just in timeto catch Miss Dadier flying through the hall.
Jeannine saw asmdll, wrinkled, worried, old face, wispy white hair, and abody like aflour sack done up
in ablack shapeless dress. One spotted, veined hand round the edge of the door.

"How do, Jeannine. Going out?"

Doubling up in afit of hysterics, Miss Dadier escaped. Ooh! To look like that!

There was Cd, passing the bus station.

Xl

Etsuko Belin, stretched cruciform on aglider, shifted her weight and went into adow turn, seeing
fifteen hundred feet below her the risng sun of Whileaway reflected in the glacid-scaur 1akes of Mount
Strom. Sheflipped the glider over, and sailing on her back, passed a hawk.

Xl

Six months ago at the Chinese New Y ear, Jeannine had stood in the cold, holding her mittens over
her earsto keep out the awful sound of firecrackers. Cal, next to her, watched the dragon dance around
inthe street

X1

I met Janet Evason on Broadway, standing to the side of the parade given in her honor (I was). She
leaned out of the limousine and beckoned me in. Surrounded by Secret Service agents. "That one," she
sad. Eventudly wewill dl come together.

X1V

Jeannine, out of place, puts her hands over her ears and shuts her eyes on afarm on Whileaway,
gtting at the trestle-table under the trees where everybody iseating. I'm not here. I'm not here . Chilia
Y sayeson's youngest has taken afancy to the newcomer; Jeannine sees big eyes, big breasts, big
shoulders, thick lips, dl that grossness. Mr. Frosty is being spoilt, petted and fed by eighteen Belins. I'm
not here.



XV
JE: Evasonisnot "son" but "daughter.” Thisis your trandation.

XVI

And hereweare.

PART TWO
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Whoam1?

I know who | am, but what's my brand name?

Me with a new face, a puffy mask. Laid over the old onein strips of plastic, a blond Hallowe'en
ghoul on top of the SS. uniform. | was skinny as a beanpole under neath except for the hands,
which were similarly treated, and that very impressive face. | did this once in my line of business,
which I'll go into later, and scared the idealistic children who lived downstairs. Their delicate
skins red with offended horror. Their clear young voices raised in song (at three in the morning).
I'm not Jeannine. I'm not Janet. I'm not Joanna.

| don't do this often (say I, the ghoul) but it's great elevator technique, holding your forefinger
to the back of somebody's neck while passing the fourth floor, knowing he'll never find out that
you're not all there.

(Sorry, But watch out.)

You'll meet me later.

As| have said before, | (not the one above, please) had an experience on the seventh of February
last, nineteen-9ixty-nine.

| turned into aman.

I had been aman before, but only briefly and in acrowd.

Y ou would not have noticed anything, had you been there.

Manhood, children, is not reached by courage or short hair or insengbility or by being (as1 was) in
Chicago's only skyscraper hotd while the snow rages outside. | sat in aL.os Angeles cocktail party with
the bad baroque furniture all around, having turned into aman. | saw myself between the dirty-white
scrolls of the mirror and the results were indubitable: | was aman. But what then is manhood?

Manhood, children... is Manhood.



Janet beckoned meinto thelimousine and | got in. The road was very dark. As she opened the door
| saw her famous face under the dome light over the front seet; trees massed el ectric-green beyond the
headlights. Thisishow | redlly met her. Jeannine Dadier was an evasive outlinein the back sest.

"Greetings," said Janet Evason. "Hello. Bonsoir. That's Jeannine. And you?”'

| told her. Jeannine started talking about al the clever things her cat had done. Trees swayed and
jerkedin front of us.

"Onmoonlit nights" said Janet, "I often drive without lights" and dowing the car to acrawl, she
turned out the headlights; | mean | saw them disappear—the countryside blent misty and paeto the
horizon like abadly exposed Waitteau. | awaysfed in moonlight as though my eyes have gone bad. The
ca—something expengive, though it wastoo dark to tell what—sighed soundlesdy. Jeannine had al but
disappeared.

"l have, asthey say," (said Janet in her surprisingly loud, normal voice) "given them thedip," and she
turned the headlights back on. "' daresay that's not proper,” she added.

"Itisnot," said Jeannine from the back seat. We passed amotd signin adip of the road, with
something flashing lit-up behind the trees.

"l am very sorry," said Janet. The car ?"Stolen,” she said. She peered out the side window for a
moment, turning her head and taking her eyes off the road. Jeannine gasped indignantly. Only the driver
can seeredly accurately in the rear-view mirror; but there was a car behind us. We turned off onto adirt
road—that is, she turned off—and into the woods with the headlights dark—and on to another road,
after which therewas a private house, al lights out, just as neat as you please. "Goodbye, excuse me,"
said Janet affably, dipping out of the car; "Carry on, please," and she vanished into the house. She was
wearing her televison suit. | sat baffled, with Jeannine's hands gripping the car seet a my back (the way
children do). The second car pulled up behind us. They came out and surrounded me (such a
disadvantage to be stting down and the lights hurt your eyes). Brutaly short haircuts and something
unpleasant about the clothing: straight, square, clean, yet not robust. Can you picture a plainclothesman
pulling hishair? Of course not. Jeannine was cowering out of sight or had disappeared somehow. Just
before Janet Evason emerged on to the porch of that private house, accompanied by abeaming family:
father, mother, teen-age daughter, and family dog (everyone delighted to be famous), | committed mysalf
rather too idicticaly by exdaming with some heet:

"Who are you looking for? There's nobody here. Thereés only me.”

1V
Was she trying to run away? Or only to pick people at random?

\Y,

Why did they send me? Because they can spare me. Etsuko Bdlin strapped mein. "Ah, Janet!” she
sad. (Ah, yoursdlf.) Inaplain, blank room. The cageinwhich | lay goesin and out of existence
forty-thousand times a second; thusit did not go with me. No last kiss from Vittoria; nobody could get to
me. | did not, contrary to your expectation, go nauseated or cold or fed | was dropping through endless
whatever. Thetroubleisyour brain continues to work on the old stimuli while the new ones aready come
in; | tried to make the new wall into the old. Where the lattice of the cage had been was a human face.

Fpasibo.

Sorry.

Let me explain.

| was so rattled that | did not takein al at oncethat | waslying across her—desk, | learned



later—and worse ill. Appeared acrossit, just likethat (in full view of five others). We had experimented
with other distances; now they fetched me back, to make sure, and sent me out, and there | was again,
on her desk.

What astrange woman; thick and thin, dried up, hefty in the back, with agrandmotherly moustache, a
little one. How withered away one can be from alife of unremitting toil.

Aha! A man.

Shadl | say my flesh crawled? Bad for vanity, but it did. Thismust beaman. | got off its desk.
Perhaps it was going out to manual work, for we were dressed dike; only it had coded bands of color
sewn over its pocket, asensible device for amachineto read or something. | said in perfect English:

"How do you do? | must explain my sudden appearance. | am from another time." (We had rgjected
probability/continuum as unintelligible.) Nobody moved.

"How do you do? | must explain my sudden gppearance. | am from another time."

What do you do, call them names? They didn't move. | sat down on the desk and one of them
dammed shut a part of thewall; so they have doors, just as we do. The important thing in anew Stuation
isnot to frighten, and in my pockets wasjust the thing for such an emergency. | took out the piece of
string and began playing Cat's Cradle.

"Who are you!" said one of them. They al had these little stripes over their pockets.

" am from another time, from the future,” | said, and held out the cat's cradle. It's not only the
universal symbol of peace, but a pretty good game, too. Thiswas the smplest position, though. One of
them laughed; another put its hands over its eyes, the one whose desk it was backed off; afourth said,
"Isthisajoke?"

"l am from thefuture." Jugt sit therelong enough and the truth will snkin.

"What?' said Number One.

"How else do you think | appeared out of theair?' | said. "People cannot very well wak through
walls, now can they?"

The reply to thiswas that Three took out asmal revolver, and this surprised me; for everyone knows
that anger is most intense towards those you know: it islovers and neighborswho kill each other. Theré's
no sensg, after dl, in behaving that way towards a perfect stranger; where's the satisfaction? No love, no
need; no need, no frustration; no frustration, no hate, right? It must have been fear. The door opened at
this point and a young woman walked in, awoman of thirty years or so, elaborately painted and dressed.
| know | should not have assumed anything, but one must work with what one has; and | assumed that
her dressindicated amother. That is, sSomeone on vacation, someone with leisure, someone who's close
to the information network and full of intellectud curiosty. If therésatop class (I said to mysdf), thisisit.
| didn't want to take anyone away from necessary manua work. And | thought, you know, that | would
make asmdll joke. So| said to her:

"Take meto your leader.”

Vi

... atall blonde woman in blue pgjamas who appeared standing on Colonel Q———'sdesk, asif
from nowhere. She took out what appeared to be aweapon... No answer to our questions. The Colonel
has kept asmdll revolver in the top drawer of his desk since the summer riots. He produced it. She

would not answer our questions. | believe at that point Miss X————, the Colond's secretary,
walked into the room, quite unaware of what was going on. Luckily Y Z ,
Q R , ahd mysdlf kept our heads. Shethen said, "I am from the future.”
QUESTIONER: Miss X———— said that?
ANSWER: No, not Miss X————. The—the stranger.

QUESTIONER: Areyou sure she appeared standing on Colone Q——'sdesk?



ANSWER: No, I'm not sure. Wait. Yes| am. Shewas Sitting onit.

VI

INTERVIEWER: It ssemsodd to dl of us, Miss Evason, that in venturing into such—well, such
absolutely unknown territory—that you should have come unarmed with anything except a piece of
string. Did you expect usto be peaceful ?

JE: No. No oneis, completely.

INTERVIEWER: Then you should have armed yoursdif.

JE: Never.

INTERVIEWER: But an armed person, Miss Evason, is more formidable than onewho is helpless.
An armed person more readily inspires fear.

JE: Exactly.

VIl

That woman lived with me for amonth. I don't mean in my house. Janet Evason on theradio, the talk
shows, the newspapers, newsredls, magazines, ads even. With somebody | suspect was Miss Dadier
appearing in my bedroom late one night.

“I'mlog." She meant: what world isthis?

"F'godsakes, go out in the hall, will you?'

But she melted away through the Chinese print on the wall, presumably into the empty, carpeted,
three-in-the-morning corridor outside. Some people never stick around. In my dream somebody wanted
to know where Miss Dadier was. | woke at about four and went to the bathroom for a glass of water;
there she was on the other side of the bathroom mirror, semaphoring frantically. She made her eyesbig
and peered desperately into the room, both fists pressed againgt the glass.

"He'snot here" | said. "Go away."

She mouthed something unintelligible. The room sang:

Thou hast led capti- i-vi-ty Ca-ap-tive!

Thou hast led capti- i-vi-ty Ca-ap-tive!

| wet awashcloth and swiped at the mirror with it. She winced. Turn out the light, said my finer
ingtincts, and so | turned out the light. She remained lit up. Dismissing the whole thing asthe world's
aberration and not mine, | went back to bed.

"Janet?' shesaid.

I X

Janet picked up Jeannine at the Chinese New Festival. Miss Dadier never allowed anyoneto pick her
up but awoman was different, after dl; it wasn't the same thing. Janet was wearing atan raincoat. Cal
had gone round the corner to get steamed bunsin a Chinese luncheonette and Miss Evason asked the
meaning of abanner that was being carried through the Stret.

"Happy Perseverance, Madam Chiang," said Jeannine.

Then they chatted about the weether.

"Oh, | couldn't,” said Jeannine suddenly. (She put her hands over her ears and made aface.) "But
that'sdifferent,” she said.



Janet Evason made another suggestion. Jeannine looked interested and willing to understand, though a
little baffled.

"Cd'sinthere” said Jeannineloftily. "I couldnt goin there." She spread her fingersout in front of her
like two fans. She was prettier than Miss Evason and glad of it; Miss Evason resembled alarge boy
scout with flyaway hair.

"Areyou French?'

"Ahl" said Miss Evason, nodding.

"I've never been to France," said Jeannine languidly; "1 often thought I'd—well, | just haven't been.”
Don't stare at me. She douched and narrowed her eyes. She wanted to put one hand up affectedly to
shade her forehead; she wanted to cry out, "Look! There's my boyfriend Cd," but there wasn't asign of
him, and if she turned to the grocery-store window it would be full of fish'sintestines and dabs of dried
fish; sheknew that.

[t—would—make—her—sick! (She stared at a carp with its guts coming out.) 1'm shaking all over.

"Who did your hair?" she asked Miss Evason, and when Miss Evason didn't understand:

"Who stresked your hair so beautifully?"

"Time," and Miss Evason laughed and Miss Dadier laughed. Miss Dadier laughed beaittifully,
glorioudy, throwing her head back; everyone admired the curve of Miss Dadier'sthroat. Eyesturned. A
beautiful body and personality to burn. "l can't possibly go with you," said Miss Dadier magnificently,
her fur coat swirling; "There's Cd, therés New Y ork, there's my work, New Y ork in springtime, | can't
leave, my lifeishere," and the soring wind played with her hair.

Crazy Jeannine nodded, petrified.

"Good," said Janet Evason. "Well get you aleave from work." She whistled and around the corner at
adead run came two plainclothes policemen in tan raincoats: enormous, jowly, thick-necked, determined
men who will continue running—at a dead heat—through the rest of thistae. But we won't notice them.
Jeannine looked in astonishment from their raincoats to Miss Evason's raincoat. She did not approve at
al.

"So that'swhy it doesn't fit," she said. Janet pointed to Jeannine for the benefit of the cops.

"Boys, I've got one."

The Chinese New Festival wasinvented to celebrate the recapture of Hong Kong from the Japanese.
Chiang Kai-shek died of heart disease in 1951 and Madam Chiang is premieress of the New China.
Japan, which controls the mainland, remainsfairly quiet snceit lacks the backing of—for example—a
reawakened Germany, and if any war occurs, it will be between the Divine Japanese Imperidity and the
Union of Soviet Socidist Republics (there are twelve). Americans don't worry much. Germany il
squabbles occasionaly with Italy or England; France (disgraced in the abortive putsch of '42) is
beginning to have trouble with its colonia possessions. Britain—wiser—gave Indiaprovisonad
self-government in 1966.

The Depressionis ill world-wide.

(But think—only think!—what might have happened if the world had not so luckily dowed down, if
there had been aredlly big war, for big wars are forcing-houses of science, economics, palitics; think
what might have happened, what might not have happened. It'salucky world. Jeannineislucky to livein
it

She doesn't think s0.)

Xl

(Cd, who came out of the Chinese luncheoneitejust in timeto see hisgirl go off with three other
people, did not throw the lunch buns to the ground in afit of exasperated rage and slamp on them. Some
haunted Polish ancestor looked out of his eyes. He was so thin and dight that his ambitions shone through



him: I'll make it some day, baby. I'll be the greatest. He sat down on afire plug and began to et the
buns.

She'll have to come back to feed her cat.)

PART THREE
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Thisisthelecture. If you dont likeit, you can skip to the next chapter. Before Janet arrived on this
planet

| was moody, ill-at-ease, unhappy, and hard to be with. | didn't relish my breakfagt. | spent my whole
day combing my hair and putting on make-up. Other girls practiced with the shot-put and compared
archery scores, but I—indifferent to javelin and crossbow, positively repelled by horticultureand ice
hockey—al | did was
dressfor The Man
gmilefor TheMan
talk wittily to TheMan
sympathizewith The Man
flatter The Man
understand The Man
defer to The Man
entertain The Man
keep The Man
livefor TheMan.

Then anew interest entered my life. After | called up Janet, out of nothing, or she called up me (don't
read between the lines; there's nothing there) | began to gain weight, my appetite improved, friends
commented on my renewed zest for life, and anagging scolioss of the ankle that had tortured me for
years smply vanished overnight. | don't even remember the last time | had to go to the aquarium and
tifle my sobs by watching the sharks. | rode in closed limousines with Janet to television appearances
much like the one you dready saw in the last chapter; | answered her questions; | bought her a pocket
dictionary; | took her to the zoo; | pointed out New Y ork's skyline at night asif | owned it.

Oh, I made that woman up; you can believeit!

Now in the opera scenario that governs our lives, Janet would have goneto a party and at that party
she would have met aman and there would have been something about that man; he would not have
seemed to her like any other man she had ever met. Later he would have complimented her on her eyes
and she would have blushed with pleasure; she would have felt that compliment was somehow unlike any
other compliment she had ever received because it had come from that man; she would have wanted to
please that man, and a the same time she would have fdlt the compliment enter the marrow of her bones,
she would have gone out and bought mascarafor the eyes that had been complimented by that man. And
later ill they would have gone for walks, and later il for dinners; and little dinnerstete-a-tete with that
man would have been like no other dinners Janet had ever had; and over the coffee and brandy he would
have taken her hand; and later still Janet would have melted back against the black lesther couchin his
gpartment and thrown her arm across the cocktail table (which would have been made of elegant
teak-wood) and put down her drink of expensive Scotch and swooned; she would have smply
swooned. Shewould have said: | Am In Love With That Man. That |s The Meaning Of My Life. And
then, of course, you know what would have happened.

| made her up. | did everything but find atypical family for her; if you will remember, shefound them



hersdf. But | taught her how to use abath-tub and | corrected her English (cam, dow, ahint of whisper
inthe"s" guardedly ironic). | took her out of her workingwoman's suit and murmured (as | sogped her
hair) fragments of sentencesthat | could somehow never finish: "Janet you mudt. .. Janet, wedont... but
oneaways..."

That's different, | said, that's different .

| couldnt, | said, oh, I couldn't.

What | wantto say is, | tried; I'magood girl; I'll doit if you'll show me.

But what can you do when this woman puts her hand through the wall? (Actualy the plasterboard
partition between the kitchenette and the living room.)

Janet, St down.

Janet, don't do that.

Janet, don't kick Jeannine,

Janet!

Janet, don't!

I imagine her: civil, reserved, impenetrably formulaic. She was on her company mannersfor months.
Then, | think, she decided that she could get away with having no manners; or rather, that we didn't
honor the ones she had, so why not? It must have been new to someone from Whileaway, the officia
tolerance of everything she did or tried to do, the leisure, the attention that was so close to adulation. |
have the feding that any of them can blossom out like that (and lucky they don't, eh?) with the smooth
kinship web of home centuries away, surrounded by barbarians, celibate for months, coping with a
culture and alanguage that | think she—in her heart—must have despised.

| was housed with her for sx and ahaf monthsin ahotel suite ordinarily used to entertain visiting
diplomats. | put shoes on that woman's feet. | had fulfilled one of my dreams—to show Manhattanto a
foreigner—and | waited for Janet to go to a party and meet that man; | waited and waited. She walked
around the suite nude. She has an awfully big ass. She used to practice her yoga on the white living room
rug, calouses on her feet actudly catching in the fuzz, if you can believeit. | would put lipstick on Janet
and ten minutes later it would have vanished; | clothed her and she shed like athree-year-old: courteous,
kind, irreproachably polite; | shied a her atrocious jokes and she made them worse.

She never communicated with her home, asfar as| know.

She wanted to see aman naked (we got pictures).

She wanted to see a baby man naked (we got somebody's nephew).

She wanted newspapers, noves, histories, magazines, peopleto interview, televison programs,
datistics on clove production in the East Indies, textbooks on whegt farming, to visit abridge (we did).
She wanted the blueprints (we got them).

Shewas neat but lazy—I never caught her doing anything.

She held the baby like an expert, cooing and trundling, bouncing him up and down so that he stopped
screaming and stared at her chin the way babies do. She uncovered him. "Tsk."

"My goodness." She was astonished.

She scrubbed my back and asked me to scrub hers; shetook the lipstick | gave her and made
pictures on the yellow damask walls. (Y ou mean it's not washable?)" | got her girlie magazines and she
said she couldn't make head or tail of them; | said, "Janet, stop joking" and she was surprised; she hadn't
meant to. She wanted adictionary of dang. One day | caught her playing gameswith Room Service; she
was calling up the different numbers on the white hotel phone and giving them contradictory instructions.
Thiswoman was diding the numbers with her feet. | dammed the phone across one of the double beds.

"Joanng," she said, "'l do not understand you. Why not play? Nobody is going to be hurt and nobody
isgoing to blame you; why not take advantage?

"Youfakel" | said; "Y ou fake, you rotten fakel" Somehow that wasal | could think of to say. She
tried looking injured and did not succeed—she only looked smug—so she wiped her face clean of al



expression and started again.

"If we make perhgps an hypothetica assumption—"

"Gotohdl," | sad; "Put your clotheson.”

"Perhaps about this sex businessyou can tdl me," she said, "why isthis hypothetica assumption—"

"Why the devil do you run around in the nude!"

"My child," she said gently, "you must understand. I'm far from home; | want to keep myself cheerful,
eh? And about this men thing, you must remember that to me they are aparticularly foreign species; one
can make love with adog, yes? But not with something so unfortunately close to onesdlf. Y ou seehow |
canfed thisway?'

My ruffled dignity. She submitted to the lipstick again. We got her dressed. Shelooked dl right
except for that unfortunate habit of whirling around with agrin on her face and her hands out in the judo
crouch. Well, well! | got reasonably decent shoes on Janet Evason's feet. She smiled. She put her arm
around me,

Oh, | couldn't!
s

That's different.

(Youll hear alot of thosetwo sentencesin life, if you listen for them. | see Janet Evason findly
dressing hersdf, a study in purest awe as she holds up to the light, one after the other, semi-transparent
garments of nylon and lace, fairy webs, rose-colored dastic puttees—"Oh, my." "Oh, my goodness,”" she
says—and findly, completely stupefied, wraps one of them around her head.)

She bent down to kiss me, looking kind, looking perplexed, and | kicked her.

That'swhen she put her fist through the wall.

I

We went to a party on Riverside Drive—incognitae—with Janet alittle behind me. At the door, a
little behind me. The February snow coming down outside. On the fortieth floor we got out of the
elevator and | checked my dressin the hal mirror: my hair fedsasif it'sfaling down, my makeup'stoo
heavy, everything's out of place from the crotch of the panty-hose to the ridden-up brato the ring whose
stone dragsit around under my knuckle. And | don't even wesar fal se eyelashes. Janet—beastly fresh—is
showing her usud trick of the Disappearing Lipstick. She hums gently. Batty Joanna. There are
policemen posted dl around the building, policemen in the street, policemen in the elevator. Nobody
wants anything to happen to her. She givesalittle yelp of excitement and pleasure—thefirst uncontrolled
contact with the beastly savages.

"You'll tel mewhat to do," she says, "won't you?' Haha. He he. Ho ho. What fun. She bounces up
and down.

"Why didn't they send someone who knew what he was doing!" | whisper back.

"What she wasdoing," she says unself-conscioudy, shifting gearsin amoment. "Y ou see, under field
conditions, nobody can handle dl the eventudlities. Were not superhuman, any of us, nicht wahr ? So
you take someone you can spare. It'slike this—"

| opened the door, Janet alittle behind me.

I knew most of the women there: Sposissa, three times divorced; Eglantissa, who thinks only of
clothes; Aphrodissa, who cannot keep her eyes open because of her false eyelashes; Clarissa, who will
commit suicide; L ucrissa, whose strained forehead shows that she's making more money than her
husband; Wailissa, engaged in agame of ain't-it-awful with Lamentissa; Travailissa, who usudly only
works, but who is now gtting very gtill on the couch so that her smile will not spoil; and naughty
Saccharissa, who is playing around of His Little Girl acrossthe bar with the host. Saccharissais
forty-five. Sois Amicissa, the Good Sport. | looked for Ludicrissa, but sheistoo plainto beinvitedto a
party likethis, and of course we never invite Amphibissa, for obvious reasons.

Inwe walked, Janet and |, the right and |eft hands of abomb. Actually you might have said everyone



was enjoying themsalves. | introduced her to everyone. My Swedish cousin. (Whereis Domicissa, who
never opens her mouth in public? And Dulcississa, whose stlandard line, "Oh, you're so wonderful!™ is
oddly missing from theair tonight?)

| shadowed Janet.

| played with my ring.

| waited for the remark that begins"Women—" or "Women can't—" or "Why do women—" and
kept up an insubstantia conversation on my right. On my left hand Janet stood: very erect, her eyes
shining, turning her head swiftly every now and again to follow the current of events at the party. At times
likethis, when I'm low, when I'm anxious, Janet's attention seems a parody of attention and her energy
unbearably high. | was afraid sheld burst out chuckling. Somebody (mae) got me adrink.

A ROUND OF"HISLITTLE GIRL"

SACCHARISSA: I'mYour Little Girl.

HOST (wheedling): Areyou redly?

SACCHARISSA: (complacent): Yes| am.

HOST: Then you have to be stupid, too.

A SSIMULTANEOUSROUND OF "AINT IT AWFUL"

LAMENTISSA: When | do the floor, he doesn't come home and say it's wonderful.

WAILISSA: Wel, darling, we can't live without him, can we? Y oull just haveto do better.

LAMENTISSA (wistfully): | bet you do better.

WAILISSA: | do thefloor better than anybody | know.

LAMENTISSA (excited): Does he ever say it'swonderful ?

WAILISSA (dissolving): He never says anything!

(Therefollowsthe chorus which givesthe gameitsname. A passing male, hearing this exchange,
remarked, "Y ou women are lucky you don't have to go out and go to work.")

Somebody | did not know came up to us: sharp, bading, glasses reflecting two spots of lamplight. A
long, lean, academic, more-or-less young man.

"Do you want something to drink?"

Janet said "A-a-a-h" very long, with exaggerated enthusiasm. Dear God, don't et her make afool of
hersdf. "Drink what?' she said prompitly. | introduced my Swedish cousin.

" Scotch, punch, rum-and-coke, rum, ginger-ae?’

"What'sthat?' | suppose that, critically speaking, she didn't look too bad. "I mean,” she said
(correcting hersdlf), "that iswhat kind of drug? Excuse me. My Englishisn't good.” Shewaits, ddighted
with everything. Hesmiles.

"Alcohol," hesays.

"Ethyl acohol?* She puts her hand over her heart in unconscious parody. "It is made from grain, yes?
Food? Potatoes? My, my! How wasteful!"

"Why do you say that?" says the young man, laughing.

"Because," answers my Janet, "to use food for fermentation iswasteful, yes? | should think so! That's
cultivation, fertilizer, sprays, harvesting, et cetera. Then you lose agood ded of the carbohydratesin the
actual process. | should think you would grow cannabis, which my friend tells me you dready have, and
givethe grainsto those starving people.”

"Y ou know, you're charming,”" he says. "Huh?' (That's Janet.) To prevent disaster, | stepinand
indicate with my eyesthat yes, she's charming and second, we redlly do want adrink.

"Y ou told me you people had cannabis" Janet saysalittleirritably.

"Itisn't cured properly; it'll make you choke," | say. She nods thoughtfully. | can tell without asking
what's going through her mind: the orderly fields of Whileaway, the centuries-old mutations and
hybridizations of cannabis sativa, the little garden plots of marihuanatended (for dl | know) by
seven-year-olds. She had in fact tried some several weeks before. It had made her cough horribly.



The youngish man returned with our drink and while | signaled him Stay, Say, shes harmless, she's
innocent, Janet screwed up her face and tried to drink the stuff in one swallow. It wasthen | knew that
her sense of humor was running away with her. She turned red. She coughed explosively. "It'shorriblel™

"Spit, dpit," sad he, highly amused.

"l don't want it."

"| tell you what," he proposed amiably, I'll make you one you will like" (Therefollowsasmal
interlude of us punching each other and whispering vehemently: "Jandt, if you—")

"But | don't likeit," shesaid smply. Y ou're not supposed to do that. On Whileaway, perhaps, but not
here.

"Try it," he urged.

"l did," shesad equably. "Sorry, | will walit for the smokes."

He takes her hand and closes her fingers around the glass, shaking hisforefinger at her playfully:
"Come on now, | can't believe that; you made me get it for you—" and as our methods of courtship seem
to make her turn pale, | wink at him and whisk her away to the corner of the apartment wherethe C.S.
vapor blooms. Shetriesit and gets a coughing fit. She goes sullenly back to the bar.

A MANUFACTURER OF CARS FROM LEEDS (gentedlly): | hear so much about the New
Feminism herein America. Surdly it's not necessary, isit? (He beams with the delighted air of someone
who has just given pleasure to awhole roomful of people.)

SPOSISSA, EGLANTISSA, APHRODISSA, CLARISSA, LUCRISSA, WAILISSA,
LAMENTISSA, TRAVAILISSA (dear God, how many of them are there?), SACCHARISSA,
LUDICRISSA (shecamein late): Oh no, no, no! (They al laugh.)

When | got back to the bar, Clarissawas going grimly into her latest heartbreak. | saw Janet, feet
gpart—adaughter of Whileaway never quailsl—trying to get down more than three ounces of straight
rum. | suppose one forgetsthe first taste. She looked flushed and successful.

ME: Y ou're not used to that Stuff, Janet.

JANET: O.K., I'll stop.

(Likedl foreigners sheisfascinated by the word "Okay" and has been using it on every possible
occasion for the last four weeks.)

"It'svery hard not having anything, though,” she says serioudy. "I suppose, love, that I'm hardly giving
anything away if | say that | don't like your friends."

"They're not my friends, for God's sake. | come here to meet people.”

"

"l come hereto meet men,” | said. "Janet, St down.”

Thistimeit wasaginger moustache. Y oung. Nice. Flashy. Flowered waistcoat. Hip. (hip?)

Pedls of laughter from the corner, where Eglantissa's latest is holding up and wiggling a chain made of
paper clips. Wallissafussesineffectudly around him. Eglantissa—Ilooking more and morelikea
corpse—sits on an eegant, brocaded armchair, with her drink rigid in her hand. Blue smoke wreathes
about her head.

"Hullo," says Ginger Moustache. Sincere. Y oung.

"Oh. How do you do?' says Janet. She's remembered her manners. Ginger Moustache produces a
smile and acigarette case.

"Marijuana?’ says Janet hopefully. He chuckles.

"No. Do you want adrink?"

She looks sulky.

"All right, don't have adrink. And you're—"

| introduce my cousin from Sweden.

"Why do you people catabolize foodstuffsin thisway?' she bursts out. Still on her mind, it seems. |
explan.



"Sickness," he says. "I'm not an alcohol head; that's not my bag. | agree with you. I'd just as soon see
people egting the Suff.”

(Amicissadreams. perhgps he won't have the insatiable vanity, the uneasy aggressiveness, the
quicknessto resent any dight or fancied neglect. Perhaps he won't want to be top dog all thetime. And
he won't have afiancée. And he won't be married. And he won't be gay. And he won't have children.
And hewon't be sixty.)

"A-aah," says Jandt, letting out along breath. "Yes. Aha."

| left them for awhile. | was aert to any opportunity. | was graceful. | smiled.

My brassiere hurts.

When | got back they had reached the stage of Discussing His Work. He was teaching high school
but was going to befired. For histies, | think. Janet was very interested. She mentioned the—uh—day
nurseriesin—wel, in Sweden—and quoted:

"We have asaying: when the child goesto the school, both mother and child howl; the child because
it isgoing to be separated from the mother and the mother because she hasto go back to work."

"Thetie between mother and child isvery important,” said Ginger Moustache reprovingly. ("Excuse
me, let me move that cushion behind your back.")

"I'm sure Swedish mothersredly groove on their kids, though,” he added.

"Huh?' said my Janet. (Hetook it as an ignorance of English and relented.)

"Ligen," hesad, "sometime | want you to meet my wife. | know thisis abad scene—I mean meeting
you herewith the plastic people, y'’know?—but some day you're going to come out to Vermont and
meet my wife. It'sagreat, heavy scene. Weve got six kids."

"Six you teke care of ?* said Janet with considerable respect.

"Sure" hesad. "They'rein Vermont right now. But after thiswork hasdeisover I'm going back. Y ou
grok?'

He means do you understand, Janet? She thought it Smpler to say yes.

"Hey," said Ginger Moustache, springing to hisfedt, "it's been great meeting you. Y oure ared balsy
chick. | mean you'reawoman."

Shelooked down &t hersdlf. "What?"

"Sorry about the dang; | mean you're afine person. It's a pleasure—to—know—you."

"Y ou don't know me," she was developing the nasty look. Not very nasty asyet but frustrated-angry,
tapping-the-fingers, now-look-here-1-want-this-explained. Sheis quite spoiled, in her own way.

"Yeah, | know," he said. "How can we get to know each other in ten minutes, huh? That'strue. It'sa
formal phrase: pleasuretoknowyou.”

Janet giggled.

"Right?" hesaid. "Tdl you what, give me your name and address.” (she gave him mine) "I'll drop you
aline. Write aletter, that is." (Not abad fellow this Ginger Moustache.) He got up and she got up;
something must interrupt thisidyll. Saccharissa, Ludicrissa, Travailissa, Aphrodissa, Clarissa, Sposssa,
Domicissa, the whole gang, even Carissa hersdf, have formed asolid wall around this couple. Breeths
are held. Bets get made. Joanissais praying in aheap in the corner. Ginger Moustache got up and Janet
trailed him into the hal, asking questions. She'sagood bit taller than heis. She wants to know about
everything. Either she does not mind the lack of sexud interest o—asismorelikely ina
foreigne—prefersit. Though he's got awife. The harsh light from the kitchenette strikes Janet Evason's
face and there on one side, running from eyebrow to chin, isastrange, fineline. Has she beenin an
accident?

"Oh, that!" says Janet Evason, chuckling, bending over (though somewhat hampered by her party
dress), laughing, gasping with little ferminine squesks from the top of the compassright down to the
bottom, hoarse and musica, "Oh, that!"

"That's from my third duel," she says, "see?' and guides Moustache's hand (hisforefinger, actualy)



aong her face.

"Your what?" says Moustache, momentarily frozen into the attractive statue of a pleasant young man.

"My dud," says Janet, "slly. Well, it's not Sweden, not redlly. Y ou've heard of me; | wason the
televison. I'm the emissary from Whileaway."

"My God," he says.

"Seh, don't tell anyone.” (She's very pleased with hersdlf. She chuckles) "This linel got in my third
dud; this one—it's practicaly gone—in my second. Not bad, hey?'

"Areyou sure you don't mean fencing?' says Ginger Moustache.

"Hell, no," says Janet impatiently; "I told you, dudl.” And she draws her forefinger across her throat
with amelodramatic jerk. Thismad chick doesn't seem so nice to Moustache any more. He swallows.

"What do you fight about—girls?'

"You are kidding me," says Janet. "Wefight about bad temper—what €lse? Temperamentd
incompatibility. Not that it's So common asit used to be but if you can't stand her and she can't stand
you, what's to be done?"

"Sure," says Ginger Moustache. "Well, goodbye." Janet became suddenly repentant.

"That—well, | suppose that'srather savage, isn't it?" she says. "l beg pardon. Y ou will think badly of
us. Understand, | have put dl that behind me now; | am an adult; | have afamily. We hopeto befriends,
yes?' And shelooks down at him solemnly, alittletimidly, ready to be rebuked. But he hasn't the heart to
doit.

"You'reagreat chick," sayshe. "Some day well get together. Don't dud with me, though.”

Shelooks surprised. "Huh?"

"Yeah, you'l tell medl about yoursdf,” Ginger Moustache goes on. He smiles and broods. ™Y ou can
meet the kids"

"l have adaughter,” says Janet. "Baby brat Yuriko." He smiles.

"We got homemade wine. V egetable garden. Saraputs things up. Great place.” (Hesinto hisduffle
coat by now after searching in the hall closat.) "Tell me, what do you do? | mean for aliving?'

"Whileaway isnot here-and-now," Janet begins, "Y ou might not understand. | settle family quarrds; |
look after people; it's—"

"Socia work?" asks Ginger Moustache, extending to us hisfine, shapely, tanned, uncalloused hand,
an intellectua's hand, but | have hardened my heart and | peep out from behind Janet Evason with the
divinerdief of my femaeirony and my femaeteeth:

"She'sacop. She puts peopleinjail.”

Ginger Mougtache isdarmed, knows he's darmed, laughs at himself, shakes hishead. How wideis
the gap between cultures! But we grok. We shake hands. He goes off into the party to fetch Domicissa,
whom he pulls by the wrist (she sillently protesting) to the hdl closet. " Get on your Goddamn coet, will
you!" I heard only whispers, vehement and angry, then Domicissa blowing her nose.

"Solong, hey! Hey, solong!" cried he.

Hiswifesin Vermont; Domicissaisnt hiswife.

Janet had just asked me to explicate the marriage system of North America

Saccharissahasjust said, pouting, "Po' little me! | sho'ly needsto be liberated!™

Aphrodissawas sitting in someone's lap, her |eft eyelash haf off. Janet was rather a aloss. Mustn't
judge. Shut one eye. Peek. Busy, busy couple, kissing and grabbing. Janet backed off dowly to the other
Sde of the room and there we met the lean academic with the glasses; he'sdl sharp, nervous and sharp.
He gave her adrink and she drank it.

"Soyou do likeit!" hesad provokingly.

"l would suhtinly like," said Saccharissawith great energy, "to see dl those women athletes from the
Olympics compete with al those men athletes; | don't imagine any of these women athletes could even
come neah themen."



"But American women are so unusual,” said the man from Leeds. ™Y our conquering energy, dear
lady, dl thisworld-wide American efficiency! What do you dear ladiesuseit for?'

"Why, to conquer the men!" cried Saccharissa, braying.

"In mah baby brain,” said Janet, imitating quite accurately, "a suhtin conviction is beginnin' to fom.”

"The conviction that somebody isbeing insulted?’ said Sharp Glasses. He didn't say that, actualy.

"Let'sgo,” said Janet. | know it's the wrong party, but where are you going to find the right
party?

"Oh, you don't want to go!" said Sharp Glasses energeticaly. Jerky, too, they're aways o jerky.

"But | do," said Janet.

"Of courseyou don't," he said; "Y ou're just beginning to enjoy yourself. The party'swarming up.
Here" (pushing us down on the couch) "let me get you another.”

You'rein a strange place, Janet. Be civil.

He came back with another and she drank it. Uh-oh. We made trivia conversation until she
recovered. He leaned forward confidentially. "What do you think of the new feminism, eh?"

"What is—" (shetried again) 'What is—my English is not so good. Could you explain?”

"Well, what do you think of women? Do you think women can compete with men?”

"l don't know any men." She's beginning to get mad.

"Hahal" said Sharp Glasses. "Hahahal Hahal" (Helaughed just like that, in sharp little bursts) "My
name's Ewing. What'syours?’

"Wdl, Janet, I'll tell youwhat | think of the new feminism. | think it'samistake. A very bad mistake."

"Oh," said Janet flatly. | kicked her, | kicked her, | kicked her.

"l haven't got anything against women'sintelligence,”" said Ewing. " Some of my colleagues are women.
It's not women'sintelligence. It'swomen's psychology. En?!

He's being good-humored the only way he knows how. Don't hit him.

"What you've got to remember,” said Ewing, energeticaly shredding asmall ngpkin, "isthat most
women are liberated right now. They like what they're doing. They do it because they likeit."

Don't, Janet.

"Not only that, you gals are going about it the wrong way."

You'rein someone else's house. Be polite.

"Y ou can't chalenge menintheir own fields," he said. "Now nobody can be morein favor of women
getting their rightsthan | am. Do you want to St down?Let's. Asl said, I'm dl infavor of it. Addsa
decorative touch to the office, en? Hahal Hahaha! Unequd pay isadisgrace. But you've got to
remember, Janet, that women have certain physicd limitations.”

(here he took off his glasses, wiped them with alittle serrated square of blue cotton, and put them
back on) "and you have to work within your physica limitations.

"For example," he went on, mistaking her silence for wisdom while Ludicrissamuttered, "How true!
How true!™ somewhere in the background about something or other, "you have to take into account that
there are more than two thousand rapesin New Y ork City donein every particular year. I'm not saying
of coursethat that's agood thing, but you have to take it into account. Men are physically stronger than
women, you know."

(Picture me on the back of the couch, clinging to her hair like ahomuncula, battering her on the top of
the head until she doesn't dare to open her mouth.)

"Of course, Janet," he went on, "you're not one of those—uh—extremigts. Those extremists don't
take these things into account, do they? Of course not! Mind you, I'm not defending unequa pay but we
have to take these things into account. Don't we? By theway, | make twenty thousand ayear. Hal Haha
hal" And off he went into another fit.

She squeaked something—because | was strangling her.



"What?' hesaid. "What did you say?* Helooked at her nearsightedly. Our struggle must have
imparted an unusua intengity to her expression because he seemed extraordinarily flattered by what he
saw; heturned his head away coyly, sneaked alook out of the corner of his eye, and then whipped his
head round into position very fast. Asif he had been abird.

"You'reagood conversationdist,” he said. He began to perspire gently. He shifted the pieces of his
napkin from hand to hand. He dropped them and dusted his hands off. Now he'sgoing to do it

" Jenet—uh—Janet, | wonder if you—" fumbling blindly for hisdrink—"that isif—uh—you—"

But we are far away, throwing coats out of the coat closet like ageyser.

Isthat your method of courtship!

"Not exactly,” | said. "You see—"

Baby, baby, baby. It'sthe host, drunk enough not to care.

Uh-oh. Be ladylike.

She showed him al her teeth. He saw asmile.

"Y ou're beautiful, honey."

"Thank you. | go now." (good for her)

"Nah!" and he took us by thewrist "Nah, you're not going."

"Let mego,” said Janet.

Say it loud. Somebody will come to rescue you.

Can't 1 rescue myself?

No.

Why not?

All thistime he was nuzzling her ear and | was showing my distaste by shrinking terrified into a corner,
one eye on the party. Everyone seemed amused.

"Give usagood-byekiss," said the hogst, who might have been attractive under other circumstances, a
giant marine, so to spesk. | pushed him away.

"What'sa matter, you some kinda prude?' he said and enfolding usin his powerful arms, et
cetera—wadll, not so very powerful asall that, but | want to give you the feeling of the scene. If you
scream, people say you're melodrameatic; if you submit, you're masochidtic; if you cal names, yourea
bitch. Hit him and hell kill you. The best thing isto suffer mutely and yearn for arescuer, but suppose the
rescuer doesn't come?

"Let go—," sad Janet (some Russian word | didn't catch).

"Haha, make me," said the host, squeezing her wrist and puckering up hislips, "Make me, make me,"
and he swung his hipsfrom side to Sde suggestively.

No, no, keep on being ladylike/

"Isthis human courting?' shouted Janet. "Isthisfriendship? Isthis politeness?' Shehad an
extraordinarily loud voice. He laughed and shook her wrigt.

"Savaged" she shouted. A hush had falen on the party. The host leafed dexteroudy through hislittle
book of rgoinders but did not come up with anything. Then helooked up "savage" only to find it marked
with an affirmative: "Masculine, brute, virile, powerful, good.” So he smiled broadly. He put the book
avay.

"Right on, agter,” hesad.

So she dumped him. It happened in ablur of speed and there he was on the carpet. He was flipping
furioudy through the pages of the book; what elseisthereto do in such circumstances? (It was alittle
limp-leather—excuse me—volume bound in blue, which | think they give out in high schools. On the
cover waswritten in gold WHAT TO DO IN EVERY SITUATION.)

"Bitch!" (flipflipflip) "Prude!" (flip flip) "Ball-bregker!" (flip flip flip flip) "Goddamn cancerous
cadtrator!” (flip) "Thinkshersisgold!” (flipflip) " You didn't have to do that!"

Wasig? said Janet in German.



He gave her to understand that she was going to die of cancer of the womb.

Shelaughed.

He gave her to understand further that she was taking unfair advantage of his good manners.

She roared.

He pursued the subject and told her that if he were not a gentleman he would ram her stinking, shitty
teeth up her gtinking shitty ass.

She shrugged.

Hetold her she was so ball-bregking, shitty, stone, scum-bag, mother-fucking, plug-ugly that no
norma male could keep up an erection within haf amile of her.

She looked puzzled. (" Joanna, these are insults, yes?')

He got up. | think he was recovering his cool. He did not seem nearly so drunk as he had been. He
shrugged his sports jacket back into position and brushed himsdlf off. He said she had acted like avirgin,
not knowing what to do when aguy made a pass, just like a Goddamned scared little baby virgin.

Most of uswould have been content to leave it at that, eh, ladies?

Janet dapped him.

It was not meant to hurt, | think; it was agreat big stinging theetrical performance, a cue for insults
and further fighting, a come-on-get-your-guard contemptuous dap meant to enrage, which it jolly well
did.

THE MARINE SAID, "YOU STUPID BROAD, I'M GONNA CREAM YOU!"

That poor man.

| didn't seethingsvery well, asfirst off | got behind the closet door, but | saw him rush her and | saw
her flip him; he got up again and again she deflected him, thistime into the wall—I think she wasworried
because she didn't have time to glance behind her and the place wasfull of people—then he got up again
and thistime he swung instead and then something very complicated happened—helet out ayell and she
was behind him, doing something cool and technical, frowning in concentration.

"Dont pull likethat," she said. "Y ou'll bregk your arm.”

So he pulled. Thelittle limp-lesther notebook fluttered out on to the floor, from whence | picked it up.
Everything was awfully quiet. The pain had stunned him, | guess.

She said in astonished good-humor: "But why do you want to fight when you do not know how?'

| got my coat and | got Janet's coat and | got us out of there and into the evator. | put my head in
my hands.

"Why'd you do it?"

"He caled meababy."

The little blue book was rattling around in my purse. | took it out and turned to the last thing he had
said ("You stupid broad” et cetera). Underneath was written Girl backs down—cries — manhood
vindicated . Under "Red Fight With Girl" waswritten Don't hurt (except whores) . | took out my own
pink book, for wedl carry them, and turning to the instructions under "Brutdity” found:

Man's bad temper is the woman's fault. It is also the woman's responsibility to patch things up
afterwards.

There were sub-rubrics, one (reinforcing) under "Management” and one (exceptiond) under
"Martyrdom." Everything in my book beginswith an M.

They do fit together so well, you know. | said to Janet:

"l don't think you're going to be happy here.”

"Throw them both away, love," she answered.



Why make pretensionsto fight (she said) when you can't fight? Why make pretensionsto anything?1
am trained, of course; that's my job, and it makes me the very devil angry when someone calls me names,
but why cal names? All thisuneasy aggresson. True, thereisalittle bit of hair-pulling on Whileaway, yes,
and more than that, there is the temperamenta thing, sometimes you can't sand another person. But the
curefor that is distance. I've been foolish in the pagt, | admit. In middle-age one beginsto settle down;
Vittoria says I'm comic with my tohu-bohu when Y uki comes home with ahair out of place. | hope not.
Thereisthisthing with the child you've borne yourself, your body-child. Thereisdso thefedling to be
extra-proper in front of the children, yet hardly anybody bothers. Who hasthetime? And since I've
become S& P have adifferent outlook on al this: ajob'sajob and has to be done, but | don't like
doing it for nothing, to raise the hand to someone. For sport, yes, okay, for hatred no. Separate them.

| ought to add there was afourth duel in which nobody got killed; my opponent developed alung
infection, then aspind infection—you understand, we weren't near civilization then—and the
conva escence was such along, nasty business. | took care of her. Nerve tissue's hard to regrow. She
was paralyzed for awhile, you know. Gave meavery sautary scare. So | don't fight with weapons now,
except on my job, of course.

Am| sorry | hurt him?

Not me!

1V
Whileawayans are not nearly as peaceful asthey sound.

Vv

Burned any braslatdy har har twinkle twinkle A pretty girl like you doesn't need to be liberated
twinkle har Don't listen to those hysterical bitchestwinkle twinkle twinkle | never take awoman's advice
about two things: love and automobiles twinkle twinkle har May | kissyour little hand twinkle twinkle
twinkle. Har. Twinkle,

Vi

On Whileaway they have a saying: When the mother and child are separated they both howl, the child
because it is separated from the mother, the mother because she hasto go back to work. Whileawayans
bear their children at about thirty—singletons or twins as the demographic pressures require. These
children have as one genotypic parent the biological mother (the "body-mother™) while the non-bearing
parent contributes the other ovum (" other mother™). Little Whileawayans are to their mothers both sulk
and swank, fun and profit, pleasure and contemplation, a show of expensiveness, adowing-down of life,
an opportunity to pursue whatever interests the women have been forced to neglect previoudy, and the
only leisure they have ever had—or will have again until old age. A family of thirty personsmay have as
many as four mother-and-child pairsin the common nursery at one time. Food, cleanliness, and shelter
are not the mother's busi ness; Whileawayans say with astraight face that she must be free to attend to the
child's"finer spiritual needs." Then they go off by themsdaves and roar. The truth isthey don't want to give
up theleisure. Eventually we cometo apainful scene. At the age of four or five these independent,
blooming, pampered, extremdly intelligent little girls are torn weeping and arguing from their thirty
relatives and sent to the regiona school, where they scheme and fight for weeks before giving in; some of
them have been known to construct deadfals or smal bombs (having picked this knowledge up from
their parents) in order to obliterate their ingtructors. Children are cared for in groups of five and taught in



groups of differing sizes according to the subject under discussion. Their education at this point is heavily
practica: how to run machines, how to get dong without machines, law, transportation, physica theory,
and so on. They learn gymnastics and mechanics. They learn practical medicine.

They learn how to swim and shoot. They continue (by themsalves) to dance, to Sing, to paint, to play,
to do everything their Mommies did. At puberty they areinvested with Middle-Dignity and turned loose;
children have the right of food and lodging wherever they go, up to the power of the community to
support them. They do not go back home.

Some do, of course, but then neither Mother may be there; people are busy; people aretraveling;
there's dways work, and the big people who were so kind to afour-year-old have little time for an
amog-adult. "And everything's so small,” said onegirl.

Some, wild with the desire for exploration, travel al around the world—usualy in the company of
other children—bands of children going to visit thisor that, or bands of children about to reform the
power ingalations, are acommon sght on Whileaway.

The more profound abandon al possessions and live off theland just above or below the forty-eighth
pardld; they return with anima heads, scars, visons.

Some make abedlinefor their callings and spend most of puberty pestering part-time actors,
bothering part-time musicians, cgoling part-time scholars.

Fools! (say the older children, who have been through it dl) Don't bein such ahurry. Y ou'll work
soon enough.

At seventeen they achieve Three-Quarters Dignity and are assmilated into the labor force. Thisis
probably the worst time in aWhileawayan'slife. Groups of friends are kept together if the members
request it and if it is possible, but otherwise these adol escents go where they're needed, not where they
wish; nor can they join the Geographica Parliament nor the Professiona Parliament until they have
entered afamily and developed that network of informal associations of the like-minded which is
Whileaway's subgtitute for everything ese but family.

They provide human companionship to Whileawayan cows, who pine and die unless spoken to
afectionatey.

They run routine machinery, dig people out of landdides, oversee food factories (with induction
helmets on their heads, their toes controlling the green-pess, their fingersthe vats and controls, their back
musclesthe carrots, and their abdomens the water supply).

They lay pipe (again, by induction).

They fix mechinery.

They are not alowed to have anything to do with mafunctions or breakdowns "on foot," asthe
Whileawayans say, meaning in one's own person and with toolsin one's own hands, without the induction
helmets that make it possible to operate dozens of waldoes at just about any distance you please. That's
for veterans.

They do not meddle with computers"on foot" nor join with them viainduction. That'sfor old
veterans.

They learn to like a place only to be ordered somewhere € se the next day, commandeered to
excavate coadtline or fertilize fields, kindly treated by the locals (if any) and hideoudy bored.

It gives them something to look forward to.

At twenty-two they achieve Full Dignity and may ether begin to learn the heretofore forbidden jobs
or havetheir learning formally certificated. They are dlowed to begin apprenticeships. They may marry
into pre-exigting families or form their own. Some braid their hair. By now thetypica Whileawayan girl is
ableto do any job on the planet, except for specidties and extremely dangerous work. By twenty-five
she has entered afamily, thus choosing her geographical home base (Whileawayanstravel dl thetime).
Her family probably conssts of twenty to thirty other persons, ranging in age from her own to the early
fifties. (Familiestend to age the way people do; thus new groupings are formed againin old age.
Approximately every fourth girl must begin anew or join anearly-new family.)



Sexud relaions—which have begun at puberty— continue both inside the family and outside it, but
mostly outside it. Whileawayans have two explanationsfor this. "Jealousy,” they say for thefirst
explanation, and for the second, "Why not?"

Whileawayan psychology locates the basis of Whileawayan character in the early indulgence,
pleasure, and flowering which is dragticaly curtailed by the separation from the mothers. This (it says)
gives Whileawayan life its characteristic independence, its dissatisfaction, its suspicion, and itstendency
toward arather irritable solipsism.

"Without which" (said the same Dunyasha Bernadetteson, g.v.) "wewould dl become contented
dobs, nicht war?"

Eternd optimism hides behind this dissatisfaction, however; Whileawayans cannot forget that early
paradise and every new face, every new day, every smoke, every dance, brings back life's possibilities.
Also deep and eating, sunrise, weather, the seasons, machinery, gossip, and the eternal temptations of
art.

They work too much. They areincredibly tidy.

Y et on the old stone bridge that links New City, South Continent, with Varyas Little Alley Ho-ho is
chisded:

You never know what is enough until you know what is more than enough.

If oneislucky, oneshair turnswhite early; if—asin old Chinese poetry—oneisindulging onesdf, one
dreams of old age. For in old age the Whileawayan woman—no longer as strong and dastic asthe
young—has learned to join with ca culating machines in the state they say can't be described but is most
like a sneeze that never comes off. It isthe old who are given the sedentary jobs, the old who can spend
their days mapping, drawing, thinking, writing, collating, composing. In the libraries old hands come out
from under the induction helmets and give you the reproductions of the books you want; old feet twinkle
bel ow the computer shelves, hanging down like Humpty Dumpty's; old ladies chuckle eerily while
composing The Blasphemous Cantata (a great favorite of Y saye's) or mad-maoon cityscapes which turn
out to be do-able after dl; old brains use one part in fifty to run acity (with checkups made by two sulky
youngsters) while the other forty-nine partsriot in afreedom they haven't had since adolescence.

The young are rather priggish about the old on Whileaway. They don't redly approve of them.

Taboos on Whileaway: sexud relations with anybody considerably older or younger than onesdif,
wadte, ignorance, offending others without intending to.

And of coursethe usud legd checks on murder and theft—both those crimes being actudly quite
difficult to commit. ("See," says Chilia, "it'smurder if it's sneaky or if she doesn't want to fight. So you yell
'Olaf!" and when she turns around, then—")

No Whileawayan works more than three hours at atime on any onejob, except in emergencies.

No Whileawayan marries monogamoudy. (Someredtrict their sexud relationsto one other
person—at least while that other person is nearby—but thereis no lega arrangement.) Whileawayan
psychology again refersto the distrust of the mother and the reluctance to form atie that will engage
every leve of emation, dl the person, al thetime. And the necessity for artificia dissatisfactions.

"Without which" (says Dunyasha Bernadetteson, op. cit.) "we would become so happy we would Sit
down on our fat, pretty behinds and soon we would start sarving, nyet?"”

But thereistoo, under it dl, theincredible explosive energy, the gaiety of high intelligence, the
obliquities of wit, the cast of mind that makes industria areasinto gardens and ha-has, that supportswells
of wilderness where nobody ever livesfor long, that Strews across a planet sceneries, mountains, glider
preserves, culs-de-sac, comic nude statuary, artistic lists of tautologies and circular mathematical proofs
(over which aficionados are moved to tears), and the best graffiti in this or any other world.

Whileawayanswork dl thetime. They work. And they work. And they work.



VI

Two ancients on the direct computer line between city and quarry (private persons have to be content
with spark-gap radio), fighting at the top of their lungs while five green girlswait nearby, sulky and bored:

| can't make do with five greenies; | need two on-foot checkers and protective gear for one!

Can't have.

Incomp-

?

You hear.

Ismel

(affected disdain)

If catastroph—

Won't!

And soon.

VIl

A troop of little girls contemplating three sllver hoops welded to asiiver cube are laughing so hard that
some have falen down into the autumn leaves on the plaza and are holding their ssomachs. Thisis not
embarrassment or an ignorant reaction to something new; they are genuine connoisseurs who have hiked
for three daysto seethis. Their hip-packslie around the edge of the plaza, near the fountains. One: How
lovey!

I X

Between shiftsin the quarry in Newland, Henla Anaisson Sings, her only audience her one
fellow-worker.

A Belin, run mad and unable to bear the tedious-ness of her work, flees above the forty-eighth
pardld, intending to remain there permanently. "You" (says an arrogant note she leaves behind) "do not
exigt" and athough agreeing philosophically with thiscommon view, the S& P for the county follows
her—not to return her for rehabilitation, imprisonment, or study. What isthere to rehabilitate or study?
wedadl doit if we could. And imprisonment issmple cruelty.

You guessed it.

Xl

"If not me or mine," (wrote Dunyasha Bernadetteson in 368 A.C.) "O.K.
"If meor mine—aas.
"If usand ours—watch out!"

Xl
Whileaway isengaged in the reorganization of industry consequent to the discovery of theinduction



principle.
The Whileawayan work-week is sxteen hours.

PART FOUR

Contents - Prev/Next

After sx monthsof living with me in the hotel suite, Janet Evason expressed the desire to move in with
atypica family. | heard her singing in the bathroom:

| know

That my

Rede-emer

Liveth

And She

Shdl sand

Upon the latter da-ay (ruffle)

On Earth.

"Janet?' She sang again (not badly) the second variation on the lines, in which the soprano beginsto
decorate the tune:
| know (up)

Tha-at my (ruffle)

Re-e-edeemer (fiddle)

Liveth

And She

Shdl stand (convex)

And She

Shall stand (concave)

"Janet, hesaMan!" | ydled. Shewent into the third variation, where the melody liquefiesitsalf intoits
own adornments, very nice and quite improper:

| know (up)

That my redee (ahigh point, thisone)

mer

Li-i-veth (up up up)

And She

Shdll gand (hopefully)

And She shdl stand (higher)

Upon the laa-a-a-atter da-a-ay

(rufflefiddledrip)

O-on Earth (settling)

"JANET!" But of course she doesn't listen.

[
Whileawayanslike big asses, so | am glad to report there was nothing of that kind in the family she



moved in with. Father, mother, teenage daughter, and family dog were dl delighted to be famous.
Daughter was an honor student in the local high school. When Janet got settled | drifted into the attic; my
Spirit seized possession of the old four-poster bed stored next to the chimney, near the fur coats and the
shopping bag full of dolls; and dowly, dowly, | infected the whole house.

Laura Rose Wilding of Anytown, U.SA.

She has ablack poodle who whines under the treesin the back yard and bares histeeth as herolls
over and over in the dead leaves. She's reading the Christian Existentidists for a coursein school. She
crosses the October wesether, glowing with hedlth, to shake hands clumsily with Miss Evason. She's
pathologicaly shy. She puts one hand in the pocket of her jeans, luminoudy, the way well-beloved or
much-studied people do, tugging at the zipper of her man'slesther jacket with the other hand. She has
short sandy hair and freckles. Says over and over to herself Non Sum, Non Sum, which means either |
don't exist or I'm not that , according to how you fed it; thisiswhat Martin Luther is supposed to have
said during hisfit in the monastery choair. "Can | go now?"

Y

The black poodle, Samuel, whined and scurried across the porch, then barked hysterically, defending
the house againgt God-knows-what.

"At least shesWhite," they dl said.

\%

Janet, in her black-and-white tweeds with the fox collar like amovie star's, gave a speech to the local
women's club. She didn't say much. Someone gave her chrysanthemums which she held upside-down
like abaseball bat. A professor from thelocal college spoke of other cultures. A whole room wasfull of
offerings brought by the club—brownies, fudge cake, sour cream cake, honey buns, pumpkin pie—not
to be eaten, of course, only looked at, but they did et it finaly because somebody hasto or it isn't redl.
"Hully gee, Mildred, you waxed thefloor!" and she faintswith hgppiness. Laur, whoisreading
psychology for the Exigtentidists (I said that, didn't I?), serves coffee to the club in the too-big man's shirt
they can't ever get her out of, no matter what they do, and her ancient, shape less jeans. Swaddling
graveclothes. She'sabright girl. She learned in her thirteenth year that you can get old films of Mae West
or Marlene Dietrich (who isaVulcan; look at the eyebrows) after midnight on UHF if you know where
to look, at fourteen that pot helps, at fifteen that reading's even better. She learned, wearing her rimless
glasses, that theworld isfull of intelligent, attractive, talented women who manage to combine careers
with their primary respons bilities as wives and mothers and whose husbands begat them. She's put agold
circle pin on her shirt asa concession to club day. Sheloves her father and onceis enough. Everyone
knows that much as women want to be scientists and engineers, they want foremost to be womanly
companions to men (what?) and caretakers of childhood; everyone knows that alarge part of a
woman'sidentity inheresin the style of her attractiveness. Laur is daydreaming. Shelooks straight before
her, blushes, smiles, and doesn't see athing. After the party shell march stiff-legged out of the room and
up to her bedroom; sitting tailor-fashion on her bed, shelll reed Engels on the family and makein the
margin her neat, concise, perfectly written notes. She has shelves and shelves of such annotated works.
Not for her "How true!!!!" or "oiseaux = birds." She's surrounded by mermaids, fish, sea-plants,
wandering fronds. Drifting on the affective currents of the room are those strange socia artifacts half
dissolved in nature and mystery: some pretty girls . Laur is daydreaming that she's Genghis Khan.



Vi

A beautiful chick who swims naked and whose breasts float on the water like flowers, achick ina
rain-tight shirt who says she bals with her friends but doesn't get uptight about it, that'sthe real thing.

VI

And | like Anytown; | like going out on the porch at night to look at the lights of the town: firefliesin
the blue gloaming, acrossthe valey, up the hill, white homes where children played and rested, where
wives made potato salad, home from aday in the autumn leaves chasing sticks with the family dog,
familiesin thefirdight, thousands upon thousands of identica, cozy days.

"Doyoulikeit here?' asked Janet over dessert, never thinking that she might be lied to.

"Huh?" said Laur.

"Our guest wantsto know if you likeliving here," said Mrs. Wilding.

"Yes" sad Laur.

VIII

There are more whooping cranesin the United States of America than there are women in Congress.

I X

ThisthenisLaurasworst mind: perpetually snowed in, adim upstairs hal wrapped in cotton wool
with Sdf counting rocks and shellsin the window-seat. One can see nothing outside the glass but falling
white sky—no footprints, no faces—though occasondly Sdf straysto the window, itself drowned in
snowlight, and sees (or thinks she sees) in the petrified whirling waste the buried forms of two dead
lovers, innocent and sexless, memoriaized in asnowbank.

Turn away, girl; gird up your loins, go on reading.

X

Janet dreamed that she was skating backwards, Laurathat abeautiful stranger was teaching her how
to shoot. In dreams begin responsbilities. Laura came down to the breakfast table after everybody had
gone except Miss Evason. Whileawayans practice secret dream interpretation according to an arbitrary
scheme they consider idiotic but very funny; Janet was guiltily seeing how contrary she could make her
dream come out and giggling around her buttered toast. She snickered and shed crumbs. When Laura
cameinto the room Janet sat up straight and didn't guffaw. "'l," said Laur severdy, the victim of
ventriloguism, "detest women who don't know how to be women.” Janet and | said nothing. We noticed
the floss and dew on the back of her neck—L aur isin some ways more like athirteen-year-old than a
seventeen-year-old. She mugs, for ingtance. At sixty Janet will be white-haired and skinny, with surprised
blue eyes—quite a handsome human being. And Janet hersdf dways likes people best as themsalves, not
dressed up, so Laur's big shirt tickled her, ditto those impossible trousers. She wanted to ask if it was
one shirt or many; do you scream when you catch sight of yourself?



She soberly held out a piece of buttered toast and Laur took it with agrimace.

"l don't," said Laur in an entirely different tone, ""understand where the devil they al go on Saturday
mornings. Y ou'd think they were trying to catch up with the sun.” Sharp and adullt.

"l dreamed | waslearning to use arifle," she added. We thought of confiding to her the secret
dream-systemn by which Whileawayans transform matter and embrace the gal axies but then we thought
better of it.

Janet was trying in abaffled way to pick up the crumbs she had dropped; Whileawayans don't eat
crunchables. | left her and floated up to the whatnot, on which were perched two biscuit-chinabirds,
besk twined in beak, a cut-glass sdlt dish, asmall, wooden Mexican hat, aminiature slver basket, and a
terracotta ashtray shaped redigticaly like acamel. Laur looked up for amoment, preternaturally hard
and composed. | am aspirit, remember. She said: "The hell withit."

"What?' said Janet. Thisresponseis considered quite polite on Whileaway. |, the plague system
darting in the air between them, pinched Janet's ears, plucked them up like Degth in the poem. Nowhere,
neither undersea nor on the moon, have I, in my bodiless wanderings, met with amore hard-headed
innocence than Miss Evason brings to the handling of her affairs. In the bluntness of her imagination she
unbuttoned Laur's shirt and did her pants down to her knees. The taboos in Whileawayan society are
cross-age taboos. Miss Eva-son no longer smiled.

"l said the hdll with it," thelittle girl repested aggressively.

"Yousad—?'

(Imitation Laurawas smiling helplesdy and freshly over her shoulder, shivering alittle as her breasts
were touched. What we like isthelook of affection.)

She studied her plate. She drew adesign on it with her finger. "Nothing,” she said. "'l want to show
you something.”

"Show, then," said Janet. | bet your kneesturn in. Janet didn't think so. There are these fashion
magazines scattered through the house, Mrs. Wilding reads them, pornography for the high-minded. Girls
in wet knit bathing suitswith their hair dripping, silly girlsdrowned in sweaters, serious girlsin backless
jersey evening dressesthat barely cover the fine-boned lyres of their small chests. They'redl dimand
young. Pushing and prodding the little girl asyou fit adress on her. Stand here. Stand there. How,
swooning, they fell into each other'sarms. Janet, who (unlike me) never imagines what can't be done,
wiped her mouth, folded her napkin, pushed back her chair, got up, and followed Laur into the living
room. Up the stairs. Laur took a notebook from her desk and handed it to Miss Evason. We stood there
uncertainly, ready to laugh or cry; Janet looked down at the manuscript, up over the edge at Laura, down
again for afew morelines. Peek.

"l can'tread this" | said.

Lauraraised her eyebrows severdly.

"I know the language but not the context,” Janet said. "1 can't judgethis, child.”

Laurafrowned. | thought she might wring her hands but no such luck. She went back to the desk and
picked up something el se, which she handed to Miss Evason. | knew enough to recognize mathematics,
that'sdl. Shetried to stare Janet down. Janet followed afew lines, smiled thoughtfully, then cameto a
hitch. Something wrong. "Y our teacher—" began Miss Evason.

"l don't have ateacher,”" said perspicacious Laur. "'l do it mysdlf, out of the book."

"Then the book'swrong,” said Janet; "L ook," and she proceeded to scribble in the margin. What an
extraordinary phenomenon mathematica symbolsare! | flew to the curtains, curtains Mrs. Wilding had
washed and ironed with her own hands. No, she took them to the cleaner's, popping the clutch of the
Wildings station wagon. She read Freud in the time she would have used to wash and iron the curtains.
They weren't Laur's choice. She would have torn them down with her own hands. She wept. She
pleaded. Shefainted. Et cetera.

They bent over the book together.

"Goddamn," said Janet, in surprised pleasure.



"Y ou know math!" (that was Laur).

"No, no, I'mjust an amateur, just an amateur,” said Miss Evason, swvimming like ased in the seaof
numbers.

"The life so short, the craft so long to learn,” quoted Laur and turned scarlet. The rest goes: | mene
love.

"What?" said Janet, absorbed.

"I'min love with someonein school,” said Laur. "A man.”

A redlly extreordinary expression, what they mean by calling someonée's face a study— she can't
know that | know that she doesn't know that | know!— crossed Janet's face and she said, "Oh, sure," by
which you can tdll that she didn't believe aword of it. Shedidn't say, ™Y ou'retoo young." (Not for him,
for her, nitwit).

"Of course," she added.

Xl

I'mavictim of penisenvy (said Laura) so | can't ever be happy or lead anormd life. My mother
worked asalibrarian when | waslittle and that's not feminine. She thinksit's deformed me. The other day
aman came up to mein the bus and caled me swestie and said, "Why don't you smile? God lovesyou!
| just stared a him. But he wouldn't go away until | smiled, sofindly | did. Everyonewas laughing. | tried
once, you know, went to adance al dressed up, but | felt like such afool. Everyone kept making
encouraging remarks about my looks asif they were afraid I'd cross back over theline again; | was
trying , you know, | was proving their way of life was right, and they were terrified I'd sop. When | was
fivel sad, "I'mnot agirl, I'm agenius,”" but that doesn't work, possibly because other people don't honor
theresolve. Last year | findly gave up and told my mother | didn't want to be agirl but she said Oh no,
being agirl iswonderful. Why? Because you can wear pretty clothes and you don't have to do anything;
the men will do it for you. She said that instead of conquering Everest, | could conquer the conqueror of
Everest and while he had to go climb the mountain, | could stay homein lazy comfort listening to the
radio and eating chocolates. She was upset, | suppose, but you can't imbibe someone's success by
fucking them. Then she said that in addition to that (the pretty clothes and so forth) thereisamystica
fulfillment in marriage and children that nobody who hasn't doneit could ever know. " Sure, washing
floors" | sad. "l have you," she said, looking mysterious. Asif my father didn't have me, too. Or my
birth was a beautiful experience et patati et patata , which doesn't quite jibe with the secular verson we
aways get when she'stalking about her allmentswith her friends. When | wasalittlegirl | used to think
women were dways sick. My father said, "What the hdll is she fussing about thistime?* All those songs,
what's-its-name, | enjoy being agirl, I'm so glad I'm female, I'm al dressed up, Love will make up for
everything, tra-lala. Where are the songs about how glad | am I'm aboy? Finding The Man. Keeping
TheMan. Not scaring The Man, building up The Man, pleasing The Man, interesting The Man, following
The Man, soothing The Man, flattering The Man, deferring to The Man, changing your judgment for The
Man, changing your decisonsfor The Man, polishing floorsfor The Man, being perpetudly conscious of
your gppearance for The Man, being romantic for The Man, hinting to The Man, losing yourself in The
Man. "I never had athought that wasn't yours." Sob, sob. Whenever | act like ahuman being, they say,
"What are you getting upset about?' They say: of course you'll get married. They say: of courseyou're
brilliant. They say: of course you'll get aPh.D. and then sacrificeit to have babies. They say: if you don't,
you're the one who'll have two jobs and you can make ago of it if you're exceptiona, which very few
women are, and if you find a very understanding man. Aslong as you don't make more money than
he does. How do they expect meto livedl thisjunk? | went to a Socidist—not redly Socidist, you
understand—camp for two summers; my parents say | must have gotten my crazy ideasthere. Like hell |
did. When | was thirteen my uncle wanted to kiss me and when | tried to ran away, everybody laughed.
He pinned my arms and kissed me on the cheek; then he said, "Oho, | got my kiss! | got my kiss" and



everybody thought it was too ducky for words. Of course they blamed me—it's harmless, they said,
you're only achild, he's paying you atention; you ought to be grateful. Everything'sal right aslong ashe
doesn't rape you. Women only have feglings, men have egos . The school psychologist told mel might
not redizeit, but | wasliving avery dangerous style of lifethat might in timelead to Lesbianism (ha! hal)
and | should try to ook and act more feminine. | laughed until | cried. Then hesaid | must understand
that femininity was a Good Thing, and athough men's and women's functionsin society were different,
they had equal dignity. Separate but equd, right? Men make the decisions and women make the dinners,
| expected him to start in about that mystically-wonderful -experience-which-no-man-can-know crap, but
he didn't. Instead he took me to the window and showed me the expensive clothing stores across the
way. Then hesaid, "Sege, it'sawoman'sworld, after al." The pretty clothes again. | thought some damn
horrible thing was going to happen to meright there on his carpet. | couldn't talk. | couldn't move. | felt
deathly sick. He redlly expected meto live like that— helooked at me and that's what he saw, after
eleven months. He expected me to start Singing 'I'm So Glad I'm A Girl" right therein his Goddamned
office. And alittle buck-and-wing. And alittle nigger shuffle.

"Would you liketo livelikethat?' | said.

Hesad, "That'sirrelevant, because I'm aman.”

| haven't the right hobbies, you see. My hobby is mathematics, not boys. And being young, too, that's
adrag. You haveto take dl kinds of crap.

Boysdon't like smart girls. Boys don't like aggressive girls. Unlessthey want to it inthe girls laps,
that is. | never met aman yet who wanted to make it with afemae Genghis Khan. Either they try to
dominate you, which isrevolting, or they turn into babies. Y ou might aswell give up. Then | had alady
shrink who said it was my problem because | was the one who was trying to rock the boat and you can't
expect them to change . So | suppose I'm the one who must change. Which iswhat my best friend said.
"Compromise," she said, answering her fiftieth phone cdl of the night. "Think what power it givesyou
over them.”

Them! Always Them, Them, Them. | can't just think of mysalf. My mother thinksthat | don't like
boys, though | try to tell her: Look at it thisway; I'll never lose my virginity. I'm aMan-Hating Woman
and people leave the room when | comeinit. Do they do the same for aWoman-Hating Man? Don't be
dlly.

Shelll never know—nor would she credit if she knew—that men sometimes look very beautiful to me.
From the depths, looking up.

Therewas avery nice boy oncewho said, "Don't worry, Laura. | know you're redly very sweet and
gentle underneath.” And another with, ™Y ou're strong, like an earth mother.” And athird, "You're so
beautiful when you're angry.” My guts on thefloor, you're o beautiful when you're angry. | want to be
recognized.

I've never dept with agirl. | couldn't. | wouldn't want to. That's abnorma and I'm not, although you
can't be norma unless you do what you want and you can't be normal unless you love men. To do what |
wanted would be normal, unlesswhat | wanted was abnormal, in which case it would be abnormal to
please myself and normal to do what | didn't want to do, which isn't normd.

SO you see.

X1

Dunyasha Bernadetteson (the most brilliant mind in theworld, b. A.C. 344, d. A.C.. 426) heard of
this unfortunate young person and immediately pronounced the following shchasniy, or cryptic one-word
sying:

"Power!"



X1

We persevered, reading magazines and covering the neighbors activitiesin the discreetest way
possible, and Janet—who didn't believe usto be fully human— kept her affectionsto herself. She got
used to Laur's standing by the door every time we went out in the evening with a stubborn look on her
face asif shewere going to fling hersalf across the door with her arms spread out, movie style. But Laur
controlled hersdf. Janet went out on afew arranged dates with local men but awe silenced them; she
learned nothing of the usua way such things were done. She went to ahigh school basketball game (for
the boys) and a Fashion Fair (for the girls). There was a Science Fair, whose misconceptions she
enjoyed mightily. Like oil around water, the community parted to let usthrough.

Laura Rose came up to Miss Evason one night asthe latter sat reading donein theliving room; it was
February and the soft snow clung to the outside of the picture window. Picture windowsin Anytown do
not evaporate snow in the wintertime as windows do on Whileaway. Laur watched us standoffishly for a
while, then cameinto the circle of fantasy and lamplight. She stood there, twisting her classring around
her finger. Then shesaid:

"What have you learned from dl that reading?”

"Nothing," said Janet. The soundless blows of the snowflakes against the glass. Laur sat down at
Janet'sfeet ("Shall | tell you something?") and explained an old fantasy of hers, snow and forests and
knights and lovelorn maidens. She said that to anyonein love the house would instantly seem submarine,
not a house on Earth but a house on Titan under the ammoniasnow. "I'minlove” she said, reviving that
old story about the mythical man at schoal.

"Tell me about Whileaway," she added. Janet put down her magazine. Indirection is so new to Miss
Evason that for amoment she doesn't understand; what Laur has said is: Tell me about your wife. Janet
was pleased. She had traced Laur's scheme not as concealment but as akind of eaborate frivolity; now
shefel slent. Thelittle girl sat tailor-fashion on theliving room rug, watching us.

"Wdll, tdl me" said LauraRose.

Her features are ddlicate, not particularly marked; she hasadightly indecently milky skin and lots of
freckles. Knobby knuckles.

"She'scaled Vittoria," said Janet—how crude, once said!l—and there goes something in Laura
Rose's heart, like the blows of something light but perpetualy shocking: oh! oh! oh! She reddened and
said something very faintly, something | lip-read but didn't hear. Then she put her hand on Janet'sknee, a
hot, moist hand with its square fingers and stubby nails, ahand of tremendous youthful presence, and said
something dse, il inaudible.

Leave! (I told my compatriot)

First of dl, it'swrong.

Second of dl, it'swrong.

Third of dl, it'swrong.

"Oh my goodness,” said Janet dowly, as she does sometimes, thisbeing her favorite saying after,
"You are kidding me."

(Performing the difficult mentd trick of trying on somebody else'staboos.)

"Now then," shesad, "now then, now then." Thelittle girl looked up. Sheisin the middie of
something terribly distressing, something that will make her wring her hands, will make her cry. Asalarge
Irish setter once bounded into my room and spent haf the day unconscioudy banging a piece of furniture
with histail; so something awful has got into Laura Rose and isgiving her dectric shocks, terrifying
blows, right across the heart. Janet took her by the shoulders and it got worse. There is this business of
the narcisssm of love, the fourth-dimensional curve that takes you out into the other who isthewhole
world, whichisredly atwist back into yoursdlf, only adifferent salf. Laur was weeping with despair.



Janet pulled her up on to her lap—Janet's lap—as if she had been ababy; everyone knows that if you
gart them young they'll be perverted forever and everyone knows that nothing in theworld isworse than
making love to someone a generation younger than yoursalf. Poor Laura, defeated by both of us, her
back bent, glazed and stupefied under the weight of a double taboo.

Don't, Janet.

Don't, Janet.

Don't exploit. That little girl's sinister wisdom.

Snow gtill blew across the side of the house; the walls shook, muffled. Something was wrong with the
televison s, or with the distance control, or perhaps some defective appliance somewhere in suburban
Anytown sent out uncontrolled sgnalsthat no television set could resit; for it turned itself on and gave us
atdevison salad: Maureen trying unsuccessfully to dap John Wayne, apretty girl with adrowned voice
holding up avagina deodorant spray can, ahousefaling off the sde of amountain. Laur groaned aoud
and hid her face against Janet's shoulder. Janet—I—held her, her odor flooding my skin, cold woman,
grinning at my own desire because we are il trying to be good. Whileawayans, as has been said, love
big asses. "I loveyou, | loveyou," said Laur, and Janet rocked her, and Laur—not wishing to be taken
for achild—bent Miss Evason's head fiercely back against the chair and kissed her on the mouth. Oh my
goodness.

Janet'srid of me. | sprang away and hung by one claw from the window curtain. Janet picked Laur
up and deposited her on the floor, holding her tight through al the hysterics; she nuzzled Laur's ear and
dipped off her own shoes. Laur came up out of it and threw the distance control at the television s, for
the actress had been telling you to disinfect the little-mouse "most girl part” and the set went dead.

"Never—don't—I can't—leaveme!" wailed Laur. Better to cry. Businesdike Janet unfastened her
shirt, her belt, and her blue jeans and gripped her about the hips, on the theory that nothing cams
hysterics so fast.

"Oh!" said Laura Rose, astounded. Thisisthe perfect timefor her to change her mind. Her breathing
grew quieter. Soberly she put her arms around Janet and leaned on Janet. She sighed.

"1 want to get out of my damned clothes," said Janet, voice unaccountably bresking in the middle.

"Doyou love me?'

Dearet, | can't because you are too young; and some day soon you'll ook a me and my skin will be
dead and dry, and being more romantically inclined than a Whileawayan, you'l find me quite disgusting:
but until then I'll do my best to concedl from you how very fond | am of you. Thereisaso lust and | hope
you understand me when | say I'm about to die; and | think we should go to a safer place where we can
diein comfort, for example my room which has alock on the door, because | don't want to be panting
away on the rug when your parentswalk in. On Whileaway it wouldn't matter and you wouldn't have
parents a your age, but here—or so I'mtold— things are asthey are .

"What astrange and lovely way you have of putting it,” Law said. They climbed the stairs, Laur
worrying abit a her trailing pants. She bent down (framed in the doorway) to rub her ankles. She's going
to laugh in aminute and look at us from between her legs. She straightened up with ashy smile.

"Tdl me something,” shesaidin ahoarse, difficult whisper, averting her gaze.

"Yes, child?Yes, dear?'

"What do we do now?"

X1V

They undressed in Janet's bedroom in the midst of her piles of materia: books, magazines, sources of
satigtics, biographies, newspapers. The ghostsin the windowpanes undressed with them, for nobody
could seein at the back of the house. Their dim and pretty selves. Janet pulled down the shades, lingering
at each window and peering wigtfully out into the dark, a shocking compound of familiar, friendly face



and awful nude, while Laur climbed into Janet's bed. The bedspread had holesin it where the pink satin
had worn thin. She shut her eyes. "Put out the light."

"Oh no, please," said Janet, making the bed sway by getting into it. She held out her armsto thelittle
girl; then she kissed her on the shoulder, the Russian way. (She's the wrong shape.) "I don't want the
light,” said Laur and jumped out of bed to turn it off, but the air catches you on your bare skin before you
get there and shocks you out of your senses; so she stopped, mother-naked, with the currents of air
investigating between her legs. "How lovely!" said Janet. Theroomiis pitilesdy well lit. Laur got back into
bed—"Move over"—and that awful sensation that you're not going to enjoy it after dl. ™Y ou have lovely
knees" Janet said mildly, "and such abeautiful rump,” and for amoment the preposterousness of it
braced Laura Rose; there couldn't be any sex init; so she turned off the overhead light and got back into
bed. Janet had turned on arose-shaded night lamp by the bed. Miss Evason grew out of the satin cover,
an antique statue from the waist up with preternaturdly living eyes, she said softly, "L ook, we're dike,
aren't we?" indicating her round breasts, idedlized by the dimness. "I've had two children,” she said
wickedly and Laur felt hersdf go red al over, so unpleasant was the picture of Y uriko Janet-son being
held up to one breast to suck, not, it seemed to Laur, an uncollected, starry-eyed infant but something
like aminiature adult, on aladder perhaps. Laur lay stiffly back and shut her eyes, radiating refusal.

Janet turned out the bedside light.

Miss Evason then pulled the covers up around her shoulders, sighed in self-control, and ordered Laur
to turn over. "Y ou can at least get aback-rub out of it."

"Ugh!" she said sincerdly, when she began on the muscles of Lauras neck. "What amess.”

Lauratried to giggle. Miss Evason's voice, in the darkness, went on and on: about the last few weeks,
about studying freshwater ponds on Whileaway, a hard, lean, sexless greyhound of avoice (Laur
thought) which betrayed Laurain the end, Miss Evason stating with an odd, unserious chuckle, "Try?"

"l doloveyou," Laur said, ready to weep. Thereis propaganda and propaganda and | represented
again to Janet that what she was about to do was a serious crime.

God will punish, | said.

Y ou are supposed to make them giggle, but Janet remembered how she herself had been at twelve,
and ohit's 0 serious. Shekissed Laura Rose lightly on the lips over and over again until Laura caught her
head; in the dark it wasn't redlly so bad and Laura could imagine that she was nobody, or that Miss
Evason was nobody, or that she wasimagining it al. One nice thing to do is rub from the neck down to
thetall, it renders the human body ductile and makes the muscles purr. Without knowing it, Laur wasin
over her head. She had learned from aboy friend how to kiss on top, but here there was |ots of time and
lots of other places; "It's nicel” said LauraRosein surprise; "It'sso nice!” and the sound of her own
voice sent her in head over hedls. Janet found the little bump Whileawayans cal The Key— Now you
must make an effort, she said— and with the sense of working very hard, Laur finaly tumbled off the
dliff. It wasincompletely and desperately inadequate, but it was the first magjor sexual pleasure she had
ever recaived from another human being in her entirelife.

"Goddammit, | can't!" she shouted.

So | fled shrieking. Thereisno excuse for putting my face between someone el s&'s columnar
thighs—picture me as washing my cheeks and temples outside to get rid of that cool smoothness (cool
because of thefat, you see, that insulates the limbs, you can dmost feel thelong bones, the architectura,
the heavenly technica cunning. They'll be doing it with the dog next). | sat on the hall window frame and
screamed.

Janet must be imagined throughout as practicing the extremest self-contral.

Wheat el se can she do?

"Now do thisand this" she whispered hurriedly to Laura Rose, laughing brokenly. "Now do that and
that. Ah!" Miss Evason used the girl'signorant hand, for Lauradidn't know how to do it; "Just hold still,"
shesadin that strange parody of an intimate confession. The girl'sinexperience didn't make things easy.
However, one finds one's own rhythm. In the bottom drawer of the Wildings guest room bureau was an



exotic Whileawayan artifact (with ahandle) that Laura Rose is going to be very embarrassed to seethe
next morning; Janet got it out, wobbling drunkenly.

("Did you fal down?' said Lauraanxioudy, leaning over the edge of the bed.

"Yes")

So it was easy. Touched with strange inspiration,

Laur held the interloper in her arms, awed, impressed, alittle domineering. Months of chastity went
up insmoke: an dectrica charge, thewriggling of aninterna edl, aknifdike pleasure.

"No, no, not yet," said Janet Evason Bdlin. "Just hold it. Let merest.”

"Now. Again."

XV

A dozen beautiful "girls' each "brushing” and "combing” her long, silky "hair," each "longing” to "caich
aman."

XVI

| fdl inlove at twenty-two.

A dreadful intrusion, asickness. Vittoria, whom | did not even know. The trees, the bushes, the sky,
weredl sck with love. Theworgt thing (said Janet) is the intense familiarity, the degpwaker's conviction
of having blundered into an eruption of one's own inner life, the yellow-pallinating evergreen brushed and
gticky with my own good humor, the flakes of mysdf faling invisbly from the Sky to melt on my own
face.

Inyour terms, | was distractedly in love. Whileawayans account for cases of this by referring back to
the mother-child relationship: cold potatoes when you fed it. There used to be an explanation by way of
our defects, but common human defects can be used to explain anything, so what's the use. And theré'sa
mathematica analogy, afour-dimensond curvethat | remember laughing at. Oh, | was bleeding to degth.

Love—to work like adave, to work like adog. The same exated, feverish attention fixed on
everything. | didn't make asign to her because she didn't make asign to me; | only tried to control mysdlf
and to keep people away from me. That awful diffidence. | was at her too, dl thetime, in anervous
parody of friendship. Nobody can be expected to like that compulsiveness. In our family hall, likethe
Viking mead-hall where the bird fliesin from darkness and out again into darkness, under the blown-up
pressure dome with the fans bringing in the scent of roses, | felt my own soul fly straight up into the roof.
We used to st with the lights off in the long spring twilight; atroop of children had passed by the week
before, sdlling candles, which one or another woman would bring in and light. People drifted in and o,
lifting the slk flap to the dome entrance. People ate a different times, you see. When Vitti left for outside,
| followed her. We don't have lawns as you do, but around our dwe lingswe plant akind of trefoil which
keepsthe other things off; smal children dways assumeit'sthere for magica reasons. It's very soft. It
was getting dark, too. There's a planting from New Forest near the farmhouse and we wandered toward
it, Vitti idle and saying nothing.

"Il beleaving in six months," | said. "Going to New City to get tied in with the power plants.”

Silence. | was miserably consciousthat Vittoriawas going somewhere and | should know where
because someone had told me, but | couldn't remember.

" thought you might like company,” | said.

No answer. She had picked up astick and was taking the heads off weeds with it. It was one of the
props for the computer receiver pole, knocked into the ground at one end and into the poleitsef at the
other. | had to ignore her being there or | couldn't have continued walking. Ahead were the farm's trees,



breaking into the fields on the dim horizon like aheadland or acloud. "The moon'sup,” | said. Seethe
moon. Poisoned with arrows and roses, radiant Eros coming at you out of the dark. The ar so mild you
could batheinit. I'm told my first sentence as a child was See the Moon, by which | think | must have
meant: pleasant pain, balmy poison, preserving gdl, choking sweet. | imagined Vittoria cutting her way
out of the night with that stick, whirling it around her head, leaving bruisesin the earth, tearing up weeds,
dashing to piecesthe roses that climbed around the computer poles. There was no part of my mind
exempt from the thought: if she movesin thisquickslver deeth, it'll kill me.

We reached the trees. (I remember, she'sgoing to Lode-Pigro to put up buildings. Also, it'll be hotter
herein July. It'1l beintensely hot, probably not bearable.) The ground between them was carpeted in
needles, speckled with moonlight. We dissolved fantastically into that extraordinary medium, like
mermaids, like living stories; | couldn't see anything. There was the musky odor of dead needles, dthough
the pollenitself isscentless. If | had told her, "Vittoria, I'm very fond of you," or "Vittoria, | loveyou," she
might answer, "Youre O.K. too, friend,” or "Yes, sure, let's makeit," which would misrepresent
something or other, though | don't know just what, quite intolerably and | would haveto kill myself—I
was very odd about degth in those strange days. So | did not speak or make asign but only strolled on,
deeper and deeper into that fantastic forest, that enchanted alegory, and findly we came across afallen
log and sat onit

"Youll miss—" sad Vitti.

| sad, "Vitti, | want—"

She stared straight ahead, asif displeased. Sex does not matter in these things, nor age, nor time, nor
sense, we dl know that. 1n the daytime you can see that the trees have been planted in straight rows, but
the moonlight was confusing dl that

A long pause here.

"l don't know you," | said at last. The truth was we had been friends for along time, good friends. |
don't know why | had forgotten that so completely. Vitti was the anchor in my life at school, the chum,
the pal; we had gossiped together, eaten together. | knew nothing about her thoughts now and can't
report them, except for my own fatuous remarks. Oh, the dead silence! | groped for her hand but
couldn't find it inthe dark; | cursed mysdlf and tried to stay together in that ghastly moonlight, shivers of
unbeing running through melike anet and over dl the pleasure of pain, the dreadful longing.

"Vitti, | loveyou."

Go away! Was she wringing her hands?

"Lovemd”

No! and she threw one arm up to cover her face. | got down on my knees but she winced away with
akind of hissing screech, very like the sound an enraged gander makesto warn you and befair. We
were both shaking from head to foot. It seemed natural that she should be ready to destroy me. I've
dreamed of looking into amirror and seeing my dter ego which, onitsown initiative, beginsto tell me
unbearable truths and, to prevent such, threw my arms around Vittoria's knees while she dug her fingers
into my hair; thus connected we did down to the forest floor. | expected her to beat my head againgt it.
We got more equally together and kissed each other, | expecting my soul to flee out of my body, which it
did not do. Sheisuntouchable. What can | do with my dearest X, Y, or Z, after all? Thisis Vitti, whom |
know, whom | like; and the warmth of that redl affection inspired me with more love, the love with more
passion, more despair, enough disappointment for awhole lifetime. | groaned miserably. | might aswell
have fdlen inlove with atree or arock. No one can make lovein such agate. Vitti'sfingernallswere
making little hard crescents of pain on my arms; she had that mulish ook | knew sowell in her; | knew
something was coming off. It seemed to me that we were victims of the same catastrophe and that we
ought to get together somewhere, in ahollow tree or under abush, to tak it over. The old women tell
you to wrestle, not fight, or you may end up with ablack eye; Vitti, who had my fingersin her hands,
pressing them feverishly, bent the smallest one back againgt the joint. Now that'sagood idea. We
scuffled like babies, hurting my hand, and she bit me on it; we pushed and pulled at each other, and |



shook her until sherolled over on top of me and very earnestly hit me acrossthe face with her fist. The
only relief istears. We lay sobbing together. What we did after that | think you know, and we sniffled
and commiserated with each other. It even struck us funny, once. The seet of romantic love isthe solar
plexus while the seat of love is dsewhere, and that makesit very hard to make love when you are on the
point of dissolution, your arms and legs penetrated by moonlight, your head cut off and swimming fregly
on itsown like some kind of mutated monster. Loveisaradiation disease. Whileawayans do not like the
self-consegquence that comes with romantic passion and we are very mean and mocking about it; so
Vittoriaand | walked back separately, each frightened to death of the weeks and weeks yet to go before
we'd be over it. Wekept it to ourselves. | fet it leave me two and ahaf months later, at one particular
point intime: | was putting ahandful of cracked corn to my mouth and licking the dudge off my fingers. |
felt the parasite go. | swallowed philosophically and that wasthat. | didn't even havetotell her.

Vitti and | have stayed together in amore commonplace way ever since. In fact, we got married. It
comes and goes, that abyss opening on nothing. | run away, usualy.

Vittoriaiswhoring al over North Continent by now, | should think. We don't mean by that what you
do, by theway. | mean: good for her.

Sometimes | try to puzzle out the different kinds of love, the friendly kind and the operatic kind, but
what the hell.

Let'sgo to deep.

XVII

Under the Mashopi mountain rangeis atown called Wounded Knee and beyond this the agricultural
plain of Green Bay. Janet could not have told you where the equivaents of these landmarks arein the
here-and-now of our world and neither can |, the author. In the great terra-reforming convulsion of P.C.
400 the names themsalves dissolved into the general mess of re-crystalization so that it would be
impossible for any Whileawayan to tell you (if you were to ask) whether Mashopi was ever acity, or
Wounded Knee akind of bush, or whether or not Green Bay was ever ared bay. But if you go South
from the Altiplano over the Mashopi Range, and from that land of snow, cold, thinair, risk, and glaciers,
to the glider resort at Utica (from whence you may see mountain climbers setting off for Old Dirty-Skirts,
who stands twenty-three thousand, nine hundred feet high) and from there to the monorail station at
Wounded Knee, and if you take the monorail eight hundred milesinto Green Bay and get off at agtation
| won't name, you'll be where Janet was when she had just turned seventeen. A Whileawayan who had
come from the Marstraining settlement in the Altiplano would have thought Green Bay was heaven; a
hiker out of New Forest would have hated it. Janet had come by herself from an underseafarm on the
continental shelf on the other side of the Altiplano where she had spent five wretched weeks setting up
machinery in inaccessible crannies and squeaking whenever she talked (because of the helium). She had
left her schoolmates there, crazy for space and dtitude. It's not usua to be alone at that age. She had
stayed at the hostel in Wounded Knee, where they gave her an old, unused cubicle from which she could
work by induction in the fuel-alcohol ditillery. People were nice, but it was a miserable and boring time.
Y ou are never so adone, schoolmates or not. Y ou never fed so al-thumbs (Janet). She made her
ingstence on change formdly, the line of work came through, goodbye everybody. She had left aviolinin
Wounded Knee with afriend who used to cantilever hersdf out of the third story of the hostel and et
snacks on the head of a public statue. Janet took the monorail at twenty-two o'clock and sulkily departed
for abetter persona world. There were four persons of Three-Quarters Dignity in the car, dl quigt, dl
wretched with discontent. She opened her knapsack, wrapped hersdlf init, and dept. She wokein
artificid light to find that the engineer had opened the louversto let in April: magnoliaswere blooming in
Green Bay. She played linear poker with an old woman from the Altiplano who beat her three times out
of three. At dawn everyone was adegp and the lights winked out; she woke and watched the low hills
form and re-form outside under an apple-green sky that turned, as she watched it, adow, sulphurous



ydlow. It rained but they sped through it. At the station—uwhich was nothing but the middle of a
field—she borrowed a bicycle from the bicycle rack and flipped the toggle to indicate the place she
wanted to go. It's astout machine, with broad tires (compared to ours) and areceiver for registering
radio beacons. She rode into the remaining night hung between the plantations of evergreens, then out
into the sunrise again. There was an dmighty cheeping and chirping, the result of onelimb of the sun
becoming visible over the horizon. She could see the inflated main dome of the house before she reached
the second bicycle drop; somebody going West would pick it up in time and drop it near the monorail.
Sheimagined great masses of sulky girls being requisitioned to ride bicycles coast-to-coast from regions
that had a bicycle surplusto those crying out for bicycles. | imagined it, too. There was the sound of a
machinist's ground-car off to the left—Janet grew up with that noisein her ears. Her bicyclewas singing
the musical tonethat lets you know you're on course, avery lovely sound to hear over the empty fields.
"Shi" she said and put it on the rack, where it obediently became silent. She waked (and so did I) to the
main dome of the house and let hersdlf in, not knowing whether everyone was deeping late or had got up
early and dready gone out. She didn't care. We found the empty guest room, ate some stirabout—that's
not what you think, it'sakind of bread—from her knapsack, lay down on the floor, and fell adeep.

XVIII

Therésno being out too late in Whileaway, or up too early , or in the wrong part of town , or
unescorted . Y ou cannot fal out of the kinship web and become sexud prey for strangers, for thereisno
prey and there are no strangers—the web isworld-wide. In dl of Whileaway thereisno one who can
keep you from going where you please (though you may risk your life, if that sort of thing appealsto
you), no one who will follow you and try to embarrass you by whispering obscenitiesin your ear, no one
who will attempt to rape you, no one who will warn you of the dangers of die Street, no one who will
stand on street corners, hot-eyed and vicious, jingling loose change in his pants pocket, bitterly bitterly
sure that you're a cheap floozy, hot and wild, who likesit, who can't say no, who's making amint off it,
who inspires him with nothing but disgust, and who wantsto drive him crazy.

On Whileaway deven-year-old children strip and live naked in the wilderness above the forty-seventh
parald, where they meditate, stark naked or covered with leaves, sans pubic hair, subsisting on the roots
and berries o kindly planted by their elders. Y ou can walk around the Whileawayan equator twenty
times (if the feat takes your fancy and you live that long) with one hand on your sex and in the other an
emerald the size of agrapefruit. All you'll get isatired wrist.

While here, where we live—!

PART FIVE

Contents - Prev/Next

| had got stuck with Jeannine. | don't know how. Also, everybody in the Goddamned subway car
was staring at my legs. | think they thought | was a cheerleader. Way up in the Bronx we had waited for
the Express, forty-five minutesin the open air with tufts of grass growing between theralils, just asin my
childhood, weeds surrounding the vacant subway cars, sunlight and cloud-shadows chasing each other
across the elevated wooden platform. | put my raincoat across my knees— skirtsarelong in
nineteen-sixty-nine, Jeannine-time. Jeannineis nedt, | suppose, but to me she looks asif she'swandering
al over the place: hanging earrings, metdl linksfor abelt, her hair escaping from anet, ruffleson her
deeves, and on that kind of shapeess, raglan-deeved coat that dwayslooks asif it's dragging itself off
the wearer's shoulders, a pin in the shape of a crescent moon with three stars dangling from it on three



fine, separate chains. Her coat and shoulder bag are overflowing into her neighbors laps.

So | remember the horsehair petticoats of my teens, which bounded out of onée's hands every time
onetried to roll them or fold them up. One per drawer. The train groaned and ground to a stop
somewhere between one hundred and eightieth and one hundred and sixty-eighth streets. We can look
over the plain of the Bronx, which is covered with houses, to something near theriver in the distance—a
new stadium, | think.

Petticoats, waist-cinchers, boned strapless brasseres with torturous nodes where the bones began or
ended, modestly high-heeled shoes, double-circle skirts, felt appliqued with sequins, bangle bracelets
that waysfel off, winter coats with no buttons to hold them shut, rhinestone sunburst brooches that
caught on everything. Horrible obsessions, The Home, for example. We sat |ooking over the tenements,
the faraway bridge, the ball park. There were public parks onidandsin theriver where | don't remember
there being anything of the kind. Jeannine's giving me gooseflesh, whisper, whisper on the Sde of the
neck (about somebody el se's home permanent across the car), never still, always twisting around to look
at something, forever fiddling with her clothes, suddenly deciding she just hasto see out the window, I'll
dieif | don't. We changed places so she wouldn't have the bar between the windows cutting off her field
of view. The sun shone asif on the Perfect City of my twelve-year-old dreams, the kind of thing you see
on abillboard under Pittston, Future Jewe Of The Finger Lakes, the ramps, the graceful walkways, the
moving belts between hundred-story buildings, the squares of green that are supposed to be parks, and
aboveit dl, in the cloudless modern sky, just one deek, futuristic Airplane.

JEANNINE: Cd istoo much. | don't know if | ought to give him up or not. He's awfully sweet but
he's such ababy. And the cat doesn't like him, you know. He doesn't take me any place. | know he
doesn't make much money, but you would think he would try, wouldn't you? All hewantsisto St around
and look at me and then when we get in bed, he doesn't do anything for the longest time; that just can't
beright All he doesis pet and he sayshe likesit like that. He saysit's like floating. Then when he does it
you know, sometimes he cries. | never heard of aman doing that

MY SELF: Nothing.

JEANNINE: | think theré's something wrong with him. | think he's traumatized by being so short. He
wants to get married so we can have children—on his sdary! When we pass a baby carriage with a
baby, we both run over to look at it. He can't make up hismind, either. | never heard of aman like that.
Ladt fall wewere going to go to a Russian restaurant and | wanted to go to this place so he said dll right,
and then | changed my mind and wanted to go to the other place and he said OK, fine, but it turned out
to be shut. So what could we do? He didn't know. So | lost my temper.

ME: Nothing, nothing, nothing.

SHE: Hée'sjust too much. Do you think | should get rid of him?

ME: (I shook my head)

JEANNINE (Confidingly): Well, heisfunny some-times.

(She bent down to pick lint off her blouse, giving herself amomentary double chin. She pursed her
lips, pouted, bridled, drooped her eyelidsin aknowing look.)

Sometimes—sometimes—he likesto get dressed up. He getsinto the drapes like asarong and puts
on al my necklaces around his neck, and stands there with the curtain rod for aspear. He wantsto be an
actor, you know. But | think there's something wrong with him. Isit what they call transvestism?

JOANNA: No, Jeannine.

JEANNINE: | think it might be. | think I'll throw him over. | don't like anybody calling my cat, Mr.
Frosty, names. Cd cdlshim The Blotchy Skinny Cat Which heisn't. Besides, I'm goingto cal up my
brother next week and go stay with him during vacation—I get three weeks. It gets pretty dull by the end



of it—my brother staysin asmall town in the Poconos, you know—but thelast time | wasthere, there
was ablock dance and a Grange supper and | met avery, very handsome man. Y ou can tell when
somebody likes you, can't you? He liked me. He's an assistant to the butcher and he's going to inherit the
business, he'sgot ared future. | went there quite alot; | can tell, the way somebody looks a me. Mrs.
Robert Poirier. Jeannine Dadier-Poirier. Hahal He's good-looking. Ca— Cal is— wdl! Still, Cd is
swest. Poor, but sweet. | wouldn't give up Cd for anything. | enjoy being agirl, don't you? | wouldn't be
aman for anything; | think they have such ahard time of it. I like being admired. | likebeing agirl. |
wouldn't be aman for anything. Not for anything .

ME: Has anyone proposed the choice to you lately?

JEANNINE: | won't be aman.

ME: Nobody axed you to.

Shewas sick in the subway. Not really, but dmost. She indicated by signs that she was going to be
sick or had just been sick or was afraid she was going to be sick.
She hed my hand.

1V

We got out at forty-second street; and thisis the way things redlly happen, in broad daylight, publicly,
invisbly; we meandered past the shops. Jeannine saw apair of stockings that she just had to have. We
went in the store and the store owner bullied us. Outside again with her stockings (wrong size) she said,
"But | didn't want them!" They were red fishnet hose, which shell never dare wear. In the store window
there was a zany-faced mannequin who roused my active hatred: painted long ago, now dusty and full of
hair-fine cracks, asmal shopkeeper's economy. "Ah!" said Jeannine sorrowfully, looking again at the
edge of thefishnet hosein her package. Mannequins are dways dancing, this absurd throwing back of
the head and bending of the arms and legs. They enjoy being mannequins. (But I won't be mean.) | will
not say that the sky ripped open from top to bottom, from side to side, that from the clouds over Fifth
Avenue descended seven angels with seven trumpets, that the vias of wrath were loosed over
Jeannine-time and the Angd of Pegtilence sank Manhattan in the degpest part of the sea. Janet, our only
savior, turned the corner in agray flannel jacket and agray flannd skirt down to her knees. That'sa
compromise between two worlds. She seemed to know where she was going. Badly sunburned, with
more freckles than usua across her flat nose, Miss Evason stopped in the middle of the street, scratched
her head all over, yawned, and entered a drugstore. We followed.

"I'm sorry, but I've never heard of that," said the man behind the counter.

"Oh my goodness, redlly?' said Miss Evason. She put away a piece of paper, on which she had
written whatever-it-was, and went to the other side of the store, where she had a soda

"You'll need aprescription,” said the man behind the counter.

"Oh my goodness,” Miss Evason said mildly. It did not help that she was carrying her soda. She put it
down on the plastic counter top and joined us at the door, where Miss Dadier was trying—softly but
very determinedly—to bolt. She wanted to get back to the freedom of Fifth Avenue, where there were
S0 many gaps—so much For Rent, so much chegper, so much older, than | remembered.

Miss Dadier looked sulkily up at the sky, caling on the invisble angels and the Wrath of God to
witness, and then she said, grudgingly:

"l can't imagine what you were trying to buy.” She did not want to admit that Janet existed. Janet
raised her eyebrows and directed aglance a me, but | don't know. | never know anything.



"l have athleté'sfoot," said Miss Evason.

Jeannine shuddered. (Catch her taking off her shoesin public!) "I thought I'd lost you.”

"You didnt," said Miss Evason tolerantly. "Are you ready?"

"No," said Jeannine. But she did not repeet it. I'm not sure I'm ready. Janet led us put into the street
and had us stand close together, dl within one square of the sdewalk. She looked at her watch. The
Whileawayan antennae come searching through the ages like a cat's whisker. 1t would have been better
to leave from some less public spot, but they don't seem to care what they do; Janet waved engagingly a
passersby and | became aware that | had become aware that | remembered becoming aware of the
curved wall eighteen nichesfrom my nose. The edge of the sidewalk, where the traffic. Had been.

Now | know how | got to Whileaway, but how did | get stuck with Jeannine? And how did Janet get
into that world and not mine? Who did that? When the question is trand ated into Whilewayan, Dear
Reader, you will see the technicians of Whileaway step back involuntarily; you will see Boy Scout
Evason blanch; you will see the Chieftainess of the Whileawayan scientific establishment, mistress of ten
thousand daves and wearer of the bronze breastplates, direct stern questionsright and Ieft, while
frowning. Etcetera

Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh Jeannine was saying miserably under her breath. | don't want to be here. They
forced me. | want to go home. Thisisaterrible place.

"Who did that?' said Miss Evason. "Not me. Not my people.”

\Y,

Praise God, Whose image we put in the plazato make the €l even-year-olds laugh. She has brought
me home.

Vi

Digin. Winter's coming. When I—not the 1" above but the"I" down here, naturdly; that's Janet up
there—

When "I" dream of Whileaway, | dream firgt of the farms, and athough words are inadequate to this
great theme, whilel livel yet must tell you that the farms are the only family units on Whileaway, not
because Whileawayansthink farm lifeis good for children (they don't) but because farm work is harder
to schedule and demands more day-to-day continuity than any other kind of job. Farming on Whileaway
ismainly caretaking and machine-tending; it isthe emotiond security of family lifethat providesthe
glamor. | do not know thisfrom observation; | know it from knowledge; | have never visted Whileaway
in my own person, and when Janet, Jeannine, and Joanna stepped out of the stainless stedl sphereinto
which they had been transported from wherever the dickens it was that they were before (etcetera), they
did so done. | wasthere only asthe spirit or soul of an experience isawaysthere.

Sixty eight-foot-tall Amazons, the Whileawayan Pragtorian Guard, threw daggersin dl directions
(North, South, East, and West).

Janet, Jeannine, and Joanna arrived in the middle of afield at the end of an old-fashioned tarmac that
stretched as afeeder to the nearest hovercraft highway. No winter, few roofs. Vittoriaand Janet
embraced and stood very till, as Aristophanes describes. They didn't yell or pound each other's
shoulders, or kiss, or hug, or cry out, or jump up and down, or say "Y ou old son-of-a-gun!" or tell each
other al the news, or push each other to arm's length and screech, and then hug each other again. More
farsghted than either Jeannine or Janet, | can see beyond the mountain range on the horizon, beyond the
Altiplano, to the whale-herders and underground fisheries on the other side of the world; | can see desert
gardens and zoological preserves; | can see storms brewing. Jeannine gulped. Must they do that in



public ? There are afew fluffy summer clouds above Green Bay, each baancing onitsown tail of hot air;
the dust settles on elther side of the highway as ahovercar roars and passes. Vittorias too stocky for
Jeannine's taste; she could at least be good-looking. We strolled down the feeder road to the road to the
hovercraft-way, observed by nobody, all alone, except that | can see awesther satellite that seesme.
Jeannine keeps just behind Vittoria, staring with censorious horror at Vittoriaslong, black hair.

"I'll they know were here," says Jeannine, the world faling about her ears, "why didn't they send
someone to meet us? | mean, other people.”

"Why should they?' says Janet.

VI

JEANNINE : But we might lose our way.

JANET: You can't. I'm here and | know the way.

JEANNINE: Suppose you weren't with us. Suppose we'd killed you.

JANET: Then it would certainly be preferable that you lose your way!

JEANNINE: But suppose we held you as a hostage? Suppose you were aive but we threatened to
kill you?

JANET: Thelonger it takesto get anywhere, the moretime | have to think of what to do. | can
probably stand thirst better than you can. And of course, sSince you have no map, | can midead you and
not tell you the truth about where to go.

JEANNINE: But wed get there eventudly, wouldn't we?

JANET: Yes. So there's no difference, you see.

JEANNINE: But suppose we killed you?

JANET: Either you killed me before you got here, in which case | am dead, or you kill me after you
get here, inwhich case | am dead. It makes no differenceto mewhere| die.

JEANNINE: But suppose we brought a—a cannon or abomb or something—suppose we fooled
you and then saized the Government and threstened to blow everything up!

JANET: For the purposes of argument, let us suppose that. First of all, there is no government herein
the sense that you mean. Second, thereis no one place from which to control the entire activity of
Whileaway, that is, the economy. So your one bomb isn't enough, even supposing you could kill off our
welcoming committee. Introducing an entirearmy or an entire arsena through the one point would teke
either avery advanced technol ogy—which you have not got—or vast amounts of time. If it took you vast
amounts of time, that would be no problem for us; if you came through right away, you must come
through ether prepared or unprepared. If you came through prepared, waiting would only assure that
you spread out, used up your supplies, and acquired afase sense of confidence; if you came through
unprepared and had to spend time putting things together, that would be asign that your technology isnot
S0 advanced and you're not that much of athreat one way or the other.

JEANNINE:(controlling hersdf): Hm!

JANET: You see, conflicts between states are not identical with conflicts between persons. Y ou
exaggerate this business of surprise. Relying on the advantage of afew hoursis not avery stable way of
proceeding, isit? A way of life so unprotected would hardly be worth keeping.

JEANNINE: | hope—I don't hope really because it would be awful but just to pay you out |
hopel —well, | hope that some enemy with fantastically advanced technology sends experts through that
what-do-you-cdl-it and | hope they freeze everybody within fifty mileswith green rays —and then |
hope they make that whatever-you-cal-it a permanent whatever-you-call-it so they can bring through
anything they want to whenever they want to and kill you all !

JANET: Now there's an example worth talking about. Firs, if they had atechnology as advanced as
that, they could open their own access points, and we certainly can't watch everywhere at al times. It



would make life too obsessve. But suppose they must use this single one. No welcoming committee—or
defensive army, even—could withstand those fifty-mile green rays, yes? So that's not worth sending an
army againg, isit? They would just befrozen or killed. However, | suspect that the use of such a
fifty-mile green ray would produce al sorts of grosdy observable phenomena—that is, it would be
ingtantly obviousthat something or somebody was paralyzing everything within aradius of fifty
miles—and if these technologically advanced but unamiable persons were so obliging as to announce
themsalvesin that fashion, we'd hardly need to find out about their existence by sending anyone herein
the flesh, would we?.

(A long sllence. Jeannineistrying to think of something desperately crushing. Her platform wedgies
aren't made for walking and her feet hurt.)

JANET: Besides, it'snever at the first contact that these things happen. I'll show you the theory, some
day.

Some day (thinks Jeannine) somebody will get yon in spite of dl that rationdity. All that rationdity will
go straight up into the air. They don't have to invade; they can just blow you up from outer space; they
can just infect you with plague, or infiltrate, or form afifth column. They can corrupt you. Thereare dl
sortsof horrors. You think lifeissafebut it isn't, itisn't at al. It'sjust horrors. Horrors!

JANET (reading her face, jerking athumb upwards from a closed fist in the Whileawayan gesture of
religion): God'swill be done.

VIl

Stupid and inactive. Pathetic. Cognitive starvation. Jeannine loves to become entangled with the souls
of thefurniturein my gpartment, softly drawing hersdf in tofit ingde them, pulling onelong limb after
another into the cramped positions of my tables and chairs. The dryad of my living room. | can look
anywhere, a the encyclopedia stand, at the cheap lamps, at the homey bat comfortable brown couch; it
isaways Jeannine who looks back. 1t's uncomfortable for me but such ardief to her. That long, young,
pretty body lovesto be sat on and | think if Jeannine ever meets a Satani<t, she will find herself perfectly
at homeashisdtar a aBlack Mass, relieved of persondity at last and forever.

I X

Then thereisthejovidity, the salf-consequence, the forced heartiness, the benevolent teasing, the
ingstent demands for flattery and reassurance. Thisiswhat ethologists call dominance behavior.

EIGHTEEN-YEAR-OLD MALE COLLEGE FRESHMAN (laying down the law &t aparty): If
Marlowe had lived, he would have written very much better plays than Shakespeare's.

ME, A THTRTY-FIVE-YEAR-OLD PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH (dazed with boredom): Gee,
how clever you are to know about things that never happened.

THE FRESHMAN (bewildered): Huh? OR

EIGHTEEN-YEAR-OLD GIRL AT A PARTY: Men don't understand machinery. The gizmo goes
on the whatsit and the rataplan makes contact with the fourchette in at least seventy percent of al cases.

THIRTY-FIVE-YEAR-OLD MALE PROFESSOR OF ENGINEERING (awed): Gee. (Something
wrong here, | think)

OR

"Man" isarhetorica conveniencefor "human.”

"Man" indudes"women." Thus

1. The Eternal Feminine leads us ever upward and on. (Guesswho "us' is)

2. Thelast man on earth will spend the last hour before the holocaust searching for hiswife and child.



(Review of The Second Sex by thefirg sex)

3. Weadl havetheimpulse, a times, to get rid of our wives. (Irving Howe, introduction to Hardy,
talking about my wife)

4. Great scientists choose their problems as they choose their wives. (A.H. Madow, who should
know better)

5. Man isahunter who wishes to compete for the best kill and the best female, (everybody)

OR

The gameisadominance game caled | Must Impress This Woman. Failure makes the active player
play harder. Wear ahunched back or awithered arm; you will then experience theinvisibility of the
passive player. I'm never impressed—no woman ever is—it'sjust acuethat you likemeand I'm
supposed to like that. If you redlly like me, maybe | can get you to stop. Stop; | want to talk to you!
Stop; | want to see you! Stop; I'm dying and disappearing!

SHE: Isnt it just agame?

HE: Yes, of course.

SHE: Andif you play the game, it meansyou like me, doesn't it?

HE: Of course.

SHE: Thenif it'sjust agame and you like me, you can stop playing. Please stop.

HE: No.

SHE: Then| won't play.

HE: Bitch! Y ou want to destroy me. I'll show you. (He plays harder)

SHE: All right. I'm impressed.

HE: You redly are siweet and responsive after dl. Y ou've kept your femininity. Y ou're not one of
those hysterica feminist bitches who wants to be aman and have a penis. You're a woman.

SHE: Yes. (Shekills hersdf)

Thisbook iswritten in blood.

Isit written entirely in blood?

No, some of it iswritten in tears.

Aretheblood and tears al mine?

Y es, they have been in the past. But the future is a different matter. Asthe bear swore in Pogo after
having endured a pot shoved on her head, being turned upside down while il in the pot, adiscussion
about her edibility, the lawnmowering of her behind, and afistful of ground pepper in the snoot, she then
swore amighty oath on the ashes of her mothers (i.e. her forebears) grimly but quietly while the gpples
from the shaken apple tree above her dropped bang thud on her head:

OH, SOMEBODY ASIDESME ISGONNA RUE THISHERE PARTICULAR DAY.

Xl

| study Vittoria's blue-black hair and velvety brown eyes, her heavy, obstinate chin. Her waist istoo
long (like aflexible mermaid's), her solid thighs and buttocks surprisingly sturdy. Vittoriagetsalot of
praisein Whileaway because of her big behind. Sheis modestly interesting, like everything dseinthis
world formed for the long acquaintance and the close view; they work outdoorsin their pink or gray
paamas and indoorsin the nude until you know every wrinkle and fold of flesh, until your body'sina
common medium with theirs and there are no pictures made out of anybody or anything; everything



becomes trandated ingtantly into its own ingde. Whileaway istheinside of everything ese. | dept inthe
Bdins common room for three weeks, surrounded in my coming and going by people with nameslike
Nofretari Ylayeson and Nguna Twason. (I trandate fredly; the names are Chinese, African, Russian,
European. Also , Whileawayans|oveto use old namesthey find in dictionaries.) Onelittle girl decided |
needed a protector and stuck by me, trying to learn English. In the winter therés aways hest in the
kitchensfor those who like the hobby of cooking and induction helmetsfor the little ones (to keep the
heet at adistance). The Belins kitchen was astory-telling place.

I mean, of course, that shetold storiesto me. Vittoria trand ates, speaking softly and precisdy: "Once
upon atime along time ago there was a child who was raised by bears. Her mother went up into the
woods pregnant (for there were more woods than there are today) and gave birth to the child there, for
she had made an error in reckoning. Also, she had got lost. Why she was in the woods doesn't matter. It
isnot germaneto thisstory.

"Well, if you must know, it was because the mother was up there to shoot bears for a zoo. She had
captured three bears and shot elghteen but was running out of film; and when she vent into labor, shelet
the three bears go, for she didn't know how long the labor would last, and there was nobody to feed the
bears. They conferred with each other and stayed around, though, because they had never seen ahuman
being give birth before and they were interested. Everything went fine until the baby's head came out, and
then the Spirit of the Woods, who is very mischievous and clever, decided to have some fun. So right
after the baby came out, it sent arock dide down the mountain and the rock dide cut the umbilical cord
and knocked the mother to one side. Aid then it made an earthquake which separated the mother and the
baby by milesand miles, like the Grind Canyon in South Continent.”

"lan't that going to be alot of trouble?" said I. "Do you want to hear this story or don't you?" (Vittoria
trandated) "7 sap they were separated by miles and miles. When the mother saw this, she said

‘Damn!" Then she went back to civilization to get a search party together, but by that time the bears
had decided to adopt the baby and dl of them were hidden up above the forty-ninth paralel, whereit's
very rocky and wild. So thelittle girl grew up with the bears.

"When she was ten, there began to be trouble. She had some bear friends by then, although she didn't
like to walk on dl-fours asthe bears did and the bears didn't like that, because bears are very
conservative. She argued that walking on al-fours didn't suit her skeleta development. The bears said,
'Oh, but we have dwayswalked thisway.' They were pretty stupid. But nice, | mean. Anyway, she
walked upright, the way it felt best, but when it came to copulation, that was another matter. There was
nobody to copulate with. The little girl wanted to try it with her male-best-bear-friend (for animals do not
live the way people do, you know) but the he-bear would not even try. 'Alas he said (You can tell by
that he was much more elegant than the other bears, haha) I'm afraid I'd hurt you with my claws because
you don't have dl the fur that she-bears have. And besides that, you have trouble assuming the proper
position because your back legs are too long. And besides that , you don't smell like abear and I'm
afrad my Mother would say it was begtidity.’ That'sajoke. Actudly it'srace preudice. Thelittle girl was
very lonely and bored. Findly after along time, she browbeat her bear-mother into telling her about her
origins, so she decided to go out looking for some people who were not bears. She thought life might be
better with them. She said good-bye to her bear-friends and started South, and they al wept and waved
their handkerchiefs. The girl was very hardy and woods-wise, since she had been taught by the bears.
Shetraveled dl day and dept al night. Findly she came to a settlement of people, just like thisone, and
they took her in. Of course she didn't speak people-talk” (with ady glance at me) "and they didn't speak
bearish. Thiswas abig problem. Eventualy she learned their language so she could talk to them and
when they found out she had been raised by bears, they directed her to the Geddes Regional Park where
she spent agreat deal of time speaking bearish to the scholars. She made friends and so had plenty of
people to copulate with, but on moonlit nights she longed to be back with the bears, for she wanted to do
the great bear dances, which bears do under the full moon. So eventually she went back North again. But
it turned out that the bears were abore. So she decided to find her human mother. At the flats to Rabbit
Idand she found a statue with an inscription that said, 'Go that way,' so she did. At the exit from the



bridge to North Continent she found an arrow sign that had been overturned, so she followed in the new
direction it was pointing. The Spirit of Chance was tracking her. At the entry into Green Bay shefound a
huge goldfish bowl barring her way, which turned into the Spirit of Chance, avery very old woman with

tiny, dried-up legs, sitting on top of awall. Thewall stretched all the way across the forty-eighth parald.

" 'Play cardswith me,’ said the Spirit of Chance.

"'Not onyour life,' said the little girl, who was nobody's fool .

"Then the Spirit of Chance winked and said, 'Aw, come on,' so the girl thought it might be fun. She
wasjust going to pick up her hand when she saw that the Spirit of Chance was wearing an induction
helmet with awire that stretched back way into the distance.

" She was connected with a computer!

" That's cheating!' cried the little girl. Sheran at the wal and they had just an awful fight, but in the end
everything melted away, leaving a handful of pebbles and sand, and afterward that melted away, too. The
little girl walked by day and dept by night, wondering whether she would like her real mother. Shedidntt
know if she would want to stay with her real mother or not. But when they got to know each other, they
decided againgt it. The mother was avery smart, beautiful lady with fuzzy black hair combed out round,
like eectricity. But she had to go build a bridge (and fast, too) because the people couldn't get from one
place to the other place without the bridge. So thelittle girl went to school and had lots of lovers and
friends, and practiced archery, and got into afamily, and had |ots of adventures, and saved everybody
from avolcano by bombing it from theair in aglider, and achieved Enlightenment.

"Then one morning somebody told her there was a bear looking for her—"

"Wait aminute," said |. "'This story doesn't have an end. It just goes on and on. What about the
volcano? And the adventures? And the achieving Enlightenment—surely that takes sometime, doesn't
it?'

" tell things" said my dignified little friend (through Vittoria) "the way they happen,” and dipping her
head under the induction helmet without further comment (and her hands into the waldoes) she went back
to tirring her blanc-mange with her forefinger. She said something casually over her shoulder to Vittoria,
who trandated:

"Anyonewho livesintwo worlds" (said Vittoria) "isbound to have acomplicated life."

(I learned later that she had spent three days making up the story. It was, of course, about me).

X1

Some homes are extruded foam: white caves hung with vells of diamonds, indoor gardens, cellings
that weep. There are placesin the Arctic to St and meditate, invisble wallsthat shut in the sameice as
outside, the same clouds. Thereis onerain-fores, thereis one shalow seg, thereis one mountain chain,
there is one desert. Human rookeries ad egp undersea where Whileawayans creste, in their leisurely way,
anew economy and anew race. Rafts anchored in the blue eye of adead volcano. Eyriesbuilt for
nobody in particular, whose guests arrive by glider. There are many more shelters than homes, many
more homes than persons, as the saying goes, My homeisin my shoes. Everything (they know) is
eterndly intrangit. Everything is pointed toward desth. Radar dish-earslisten for whispersfrom Outside.
Thereisno pebble, notile, no excrement, that is not Tao; Whileaway isinhabited by the pervasive spirit
of underpopulation, and done at twilight in the permanently deserted city that isonly ajungle of
sculptured forms set on the Altiplano, attending to the rush of one's own breeth in the respiratory mask,
then—

| gambled for chores and breakfast with an old, old woman, in the middle of the night by the light of
an adcohoal lamp, somewhere on the back roads of the swamp and pine flats of South Continent.
Watching the shadows dance on her wrinkled face, | understood why other women spesk with awe of
seeing the withered legs dangling from the shell of acomputer housing: Humpty Dumptess on her way to



the ultimate Insde of things.

(I lost. I carried her baggage and did her choresfor aday.)

An ancient statue outside the fuel-alcohal digtillery at Ciudad Sierra: a man seated on astone, his
knees spread, both hands pressed against the pit of his stomach, alook of blind distress, face blurred by
time. Some wag has carved on the base the sideways eight that meansinfinity and added astraight line
down from the middle; thisis both the Whileaway schemétic of the mae genitd and the mathematica
symbal for self-contradiction.

If you are so foolhardy asto ask aWhileawayan child to "be agood girl" and do something for you:

"What does running other peopl€e's errands have to do with being agood girl?

"Why can't you run your own errands?

"Areyou crippled?’

(The double pairs of hard, dark children's eyes everywhere, like mating cats.)

X1

A quiet country night. The hills East of Green Bay, the wet heat of August during the day. One
woman reads, another sews; another smokes. Somebody takes from thewall akind of whistle and plays
on it the four notes of the mgjor chord. Thisis repeated over and over again. We hold on to these four
notes aslong as possible; then we transform them by one note; again we repeat these four notes. Sowly
something tearsitsalf away from the not-melody. Distances between the harmonics stretch wider and
wider. No one is dancing tonight. How the lines open up! Three notes now. The playfulness and terror of
the music written right on the air. Although the player isemploying nearly the same dynamicsthroughout,
the sounds have become painfully loud; the little instrument's guts are coming out. Too much to listen to,
withitslipsright againgt my ear. | believethat by dawn it will stop, by dawn we will have gone through
Sx or seven changes of notes, maybe two in an hour.

By dawn well know alittle something about the mgjor triad. WEell have celebrated alittle something.

X1V

How Whileawayans Celebrate

Dorothy Chiliason in the forest glade, her moon-green pgjamas, big eyes, big shoulders, her broad
lipsand big breasts, each with its protruding thumb, her aureole of fuzzy, ginger-colored hair. She springs
to her feet and listens. One hand up in the air, thinking. Then both hands up. She shakes her head. She
takes agliding step, dragging onefoot. Then again. Again. She takes on some extraenergy and runsa
little bit. Then stops. Shethinksalittle bit. Whileawayan celebratory dancing is not like Eastern dancing
with its motionsin toward the body, its cushions of warm air exhaed by the dancer, its decorations by
contradictory angles (leg up, knee down, foot up; one arm up-bent, the other arm down-bent). Nor isit
at dl like the yearning-for-flight of Western ballet, limbs shooting out in heaven-aspiring curves, the torso
amathematica point. If Indian dancing says| Am, if ballet says| Wish, what does the dance of
Whileaway say?

It says| Guess. (Theintelectudity of thisimpossible businessl)

XV

What Whileawayans Celebrate
Thefull moon



The Winter solgtice (Y ou haven't lived if you haven't seen us running around in our skivvies, banging
on pots and pans, shouting "Come back, sun! Goddammit, come back! Come back!")

The Summer solstice (rether different)

Theautumna equinox

Thevernd equinox

Theflowering of trees

Theflowering of bushes

The planting of seeds

Happy copulation

Unhappy copulation

Longing

Jokes

Leavesfdling off the trees (where deciduous)

Acquiring new shoes

Wearing same

Birth

The contemplation of awork of art

Marriages

Sport

Divorces

Anythingat dl

Nothing at all

Grest ideas

Desgth

XVI

Thereisan unpolished, white, marble statue of God on Rabhit Idand, all donein afied of weedsand
snow. Sheis seated, naked to the waist, an outsized female figure as avful as Zeus, her dead eyes staring
into nothing. At first Sheis mgjestic; then | notice that Her cheekbones are too broad, Her eyes set at
different levels, that Her whole figureisajumble of badly-matching planes, amass of inhuman
contradictions. Thereisadigtinct resemblance to Dunyasha Bernadetteson, known as The Playful
Philosopher (A.C. 344—426), though God is older than Bernadetteson and it's possible that Dunyasha's
genetic surgeon modelled her after God instead of the other way round. Persons who ook at the statue
longer than | did have reported that one cannot pin It down at dl, that Sheisa constantly changing
contradiction, that She becomesin turn gentle, terrifying, hateful, loving, "stupid” (or "dead") and finaly
indescribable.

Personswho look at Her longer than that have been known to vanish right off the face of the Earth.

XVII

| have never been to Whileaway. Whileawayans breed into themsalves an immunity to ticks,
mosquitoes, and other insect paragites. | have none. And the way into Whileaway is barred neither by
time, distance, nor an angd with aflaming sword, but by a cloud or crowd of gnats. Taking gnats.



PART SIX

Contents - Prev/Next

Jeannine wakes from adream of Whileaway. She hasto go to her brother's this week. Everything
suggests to Jeannine something she haslogt, athough she doesn't put it to hersdlf thisway; what she
understands is that everything in the world wears afaint coating of nostalgia, makes her cry, seemsto say
to her, "You can't." She'sfond of not being able to do things, somehow this gives her aright to
something. Her eyesfill with tears. Everything'sa chest. If she gets up right now, shelll be able to make
the early bus; she dso wantsto get awvay from the dream that ill lingersin the folds of her bedclothes, in
the summery smell of her soft old sheets, asmdll of hersdlf that Jeannine likes but wouldn't admit to
anybody. The bed isfull of dreamy, suspicious hollows. Jeannine yawns, out of a sense of duty. She gets
up and makes the bed, then picks paperback books up off the floor (murder mysteries) and puts them
away in her bookcase. There are clothes to wash before she goes, clothes to put away, stockingsto pair
and put in the drawers. She wraps the garbage in newspaper and carriesit down threeflightsto put it in
the garbage can. She routs Cal's socks from behind the bed and shakes them out, leaving them on the
kitchen table. There are dishesto wash, soot on the window sills, soaking potsto scour, adish to put
under the radiator in case it goes on during the week (it leaks). Oh . Ugh. Let the windows go, though
Cd doesn't likethem dirty. That awful job of scrubbing out the toilet, whisk-brooming the furniture.
Clothestoiron. Things dwaysfdl off when you straighten other things. She bends and bends. Flour and
sugar spill on the shelves over the sink and have to be mopped up; there are stains and spills, rotting
radish leaves, and encrustations of ice ingde the old refrigerator (it hasto be propped open with achair
to defrost itself). Odds and ends of paper, candy, cigarettes, cigarette ashes al over the room. Everything
has to be dusted. She decides to do the windows anyway, becauseit's nice. They'll befilthy in aweek.
Of course nobody else helps. Nothing is the right height. She adds Cal's socksto her clothes and his
clothesthat she hasto take to the self-service laundry, makes a separate pile of his clothes that have to
be mended, and setsthe table for herself. She scrapes old food from her cat's dish into the garbage,
washes the dish, and sets out new water and milk. Mr. Frosty doesn't seem to be around. Under the sink
Jeannine finds adishcloth, hangsit up over the sink, reminds herself to clean out under therelater, and
pours out cold ceredl, tea, toast, orange juice. (The orange juice is agovernment package of powdered
orange-and-grapefruit and tastes awful.) She jumps up to rummage around for the mop head under the
snk, and the galvanized pail, dso somewhere down in there. Time to mop the bathroom floor and the
square of linoleum in front of the Sink and stove. Firgt she finishes her tea, leaves haf the
orange-and-grapefruit juice (making aface) and some of the cered. Milk goesback in the
refrigerator—no, wait aminute, throw it out— she sits down for amoment and writes out alist of
groceriesto buy on the way back from the busin aweek. Fill the pail, find the soap, give up, mop it
anyway with just water. Put everything away. Do the bregkfast dishes. She picks up amurder mystery
and sits on the couch, riffling through it. Jump up, wash the table, pick up the salt thet falls on the rug and
brush it up with the whisk-broom. Isthat all? No, mend Cal's clothes and her own. Oh, let them be. She
has to pack and make her lunch and Cal's (although he's not going with her). That meansthings coming
out of theicebox again and mopping the table again—Ieaving footprints on the linoleum again. Well, it
doesn't matter. Wash the knife and the plate. Done. She decidesto go get the sewing box to do his
clothes, then changes her mind. Instead she picks up the murder mystery. Cal will say, "You didn't sew
my clothes." She goesto get the sewing box out of the back of the closet, stepping over her vaises,
boxes of stuff, the ironing board, her winter coat and winter clothes. Little hands reach out of Jeannine's
back and pick up what she drops. She sitson her couch, fixing the rip in his summer suit jacket, biting off
the thread with her front teeth. You'll chip the enamel . Buttons. Mending three socks. (The others seem



dl right.) Rubbing the smdl of her back. Fastening thelining of askirt whereit'storn. Ingpecting her
stockings for runs. Polishing shoes. She pauses and looks a nothing. Then she shakes hersdf and with an
air of extraordinary energy gets her middling-sized vaise from the closet and starts laying out her clothes
for the week. Cal won't let me smoke. He really cares about me . With everything cleaned up, she sits
and looks at her room. The Post says you should get cobwebs off the ceiling with arag tied to abroom
handle. Well, | can't see them. Jeannine wishes for the she-doesn't-know-how-many-times time that she
had ared apartment with more than one room, though to decorate it properly would be more than she
could afford. There'sapile of home-decorating magazinesin the back of the closet, dthough that was
only atemporary thing; the thought doesn't redlly recur to her much. Ca doesn't understand about such
things Tall, dark, and handsome... She refused her lover... the noble thing to . ... mimosa and
jasmine... Shethinks how it would be to be amermaid and decorate a merhouse with seaweed and
dicesof pearl. The Mermaid's Companion. The Mermaid's Home Journal . She giggles. Shefinishes
packing her clothes, taking out a pair of shoesto polish them with a bottle of neutral polish, because you
have to be careful with the light colors. As soon asthey dry, they'll go back inthevdise. Troubleis,
though, the valiseis bloody well faling apart a the seams. Cal, when he comes, will find her reading
Mademoiselle Mermaid about the new fish-scale look for eyes.

Why does she keep having these dreams about Whileaway?

While-away. While. A. Way. To While away thetime. That meansit'sjust apastime. If shetdlsCa
about it, helll say she's nattering again; worse till, it would sound pretty silly; you can't expect aman to
listen to everything (as everybody's Mother said). Jeannine gets dressed in blouse, swester, and skirt for
her brother's place in the country, whilein the valise she puts. apair of dacksto go berrying in, another
blouse, ascarf, underwear, stockings, ajacket (No, I'll carry it), her hairbrush, her makeup, face cream,
sanitary napkins, araincoat, jewelry for the good dress, hair clips, hair curlers, bathing suit, and alight
every-day dress. Oof, too heavy! She sits down again, discouraged. Little things make Jeannine blue.
What's the use of cleaning aplace over and over again if you can't make something of it? The ailanthus
tree nodsto her from outside the window. (And why won't Cal protect her againgt anything? She
deserves protection.) Maybe shelll meet somebody. Nobody knows—O nobody knows really—what's
in Jeannine's heart (she thinks). But somebody will see. Somebody will understand. Remember the hours
in Cdiforniaunder thefig tree. Jeanninein her crisp plaid dress, the hint of fdl inthe air, the blue haze
over the hillslike smoke. She hauls a the vaise again, wondering desperately what it isthat other women
know and can do that she doesn't know or can't do, women in the street, women in the magazines, the
ads, married women. Why life doesn't match the stories. | ought to get married . (But not to Cdl!) Shelll
meet someone on the bus; shell sit next to someone. Who knows why things happen? Jeannine, who
sometimes believesin astrology, pamistry, occult sgns, who knows that certain things are fated or not
fated, knowsthat men—in spite of everything—have no contact with or understanding of the insdes of
things. That'saream that's denied them. Women's magic, women'sintuition rule here, the subtle deftness
forbidden to the clumsier sex. Jeannineis on very good termswith her allanthus tree. Without having to
reflect on it, without having to work at it, they both bring into human life the breath of magic and desire.
They merdly embody. Mr. Frosty, knowing he's going to be | eft a aneighbor's for the week, has been
hiding behind the couch; now he crawls out with a piece of dust stuck on his|eft eye-tuft, looking very
miserable. Jeannine has no ideawhat drove him out "Bad cat!" There was something about her . She
watches the blotchy-skinny-cat (as Ca calls him) sneak to hismilk dish and while Mr. Frosty lapsit up,
Jeannine grabs him. She getsthe collar around his neck while Mr. Frosty struggles indignantly, and then
she sngpsthe leash on. In afew minutes helll forget he's confined. HEll take the collar for granted and
gtart daydreaming about sumptuous mice. There was something unforgettable about her ... Sheties
him to abed post and pauses, catching sight of hersalf in thewall mirror: flushed, eyes sparkling, her hair
swept back asif by some tumultuous storm, her whole face glowing. Thelines of her figure are perfect,
but who isto use dl thisloveiness, who isto recognize it, makeit public, makeit available? Jeannineis
not available to Jeannine. She throws her jacket over one arm, more depressed than otherwise. | wish |
had money... "Don't worry," shetellsthe cat. " Somebody's coming for you.” She arranges her jacket,



her valise, and her pocketbook, and turns off the light, shutting the door behind her (it latchesitsdlf). If
only (shethinks) he'll come and show me to myself .

I've been waiting for you so long. How much longer must | wait?

Nightsand nightsaone. (Y ou can't,” saysthe stairwell. "Y ou can't,” saysthe sireet.) A fragment of
old song drifts through her mind and lingers behind her in the sairwell, her thoughts lingering there, too,
wishing that she could be amermaid and float instead of walk, that she were someone else and so could
waich hersalf coming down the stairs, the beautiful girl who composes everything around her to harmony:

Somebody lovely has just passed by.

| live between worlds. Half thetime | like doing housawork, | care alot about how | 1ook, | warm up
to men and flirt beautifully (I mean | redly admire them, though I'd die before | took theinitiative; that's
men's business), | don't press my point in conversations, and | enjoy cooking. | liketo do things for other
people, especialy male people. | deep well, wake up on the dot, and don't dream. There's only onething
wrong withme:

I'mfrigid.

In my other incarnation | live out such a plethora of conflict that you wouldn't think I'd survive, would
you, but | do; I wake up enraged, go to deep in numbed despair, face what | know perfectly well is
condescension and abstract contempt, get into quarrels, shout, fret about people | don't even know, live
asif | werethe only woman in theworld trying to buck it al, work like apig, strew my whole gpartment
with notes, articles, manuscripts, books, get frowsty, don't care, become stridently contentious,
sometimes laugh and weep within five minutes together out of pure frustration. It takes me two hoursto
get to deep and an hour to wake up. | dream at my desk. | dream all over the place. I'm very badly
dressed.

But O how | relish my victualsl And O how | fuck!

Jeannine has an older brother who's a mathematics teacher in aNew Y ork high school. Their mother,
who stays with him during vacations, was widowed when Jeannine was four. When she was allittle baby
Jeannine used to practice talking; she would get into acorner by hersalf and say words over and over
again to get them right. Her first full sentence was, " See the moon.” She pressed wildflowers and wrote
poemsin dementary school. Jeannine's brother, her sster-in-law, their two children, and her mother live
for the summer in two cottages near alake. Jeannine will stay in the smaller one with her mother. She
conies downgtairs with me behind her to find Mrs. Dadier arranging flowersin apicklejar onthe
kitchenette table. I am behind Jeannine, but Jeannine can't see me, of course.

"Everyone's asking about you," says Mrs. Dadier, giving her daughter apeck on the cheek.

"Mm," says Jeannine, still deepy. | duck behind the bookshelvesthat separate the living room from
the kitchenette.

"We thought you might bring that nice young man with you again,” says Mrs. Dadier, setting cered
and milk infront of her daughter. Jeannine retreatsinto sulky impassivity. | make an awful face, which of
course nobody sees.

"Weve separated,” says Jeannine, untruly.

"Why?' saysMrs. Dadier, her blue eyes opening wide. "What was the matter with him?"

He was impotent, mother. Now how could | say that to such anicelady?1 didn'.

"Nothing," says Jeannine. "Where's Bro?"



"Fishing," says Mrs. Dadier. Brother often goes out in the early morning and meditates over afishing
line. The ladiesdon't. Mrs. Dadier isafraid of hisdipping, faling on arock, and splitting open his head.
Jeannine doesn't likefishing.

"Were going to have anice day," says Mrs. Dadier. "Therés a play tonight and ablock dance. There
arelots of young people, Jeannine." With her perpetudly fresh smile Mrs. Dadier clears off the table
where her daughter-in-law and the two children have breskfasted earlier; Eileen has her hands full with
the children.

"Dont, mother," says Jeannine, looking down.

"l don't mind,” says Mrs. Dadier. "Blessyou, I've doneit often enough.” Listless Jeannine pushes her
chair back from thetable. "Y ou haven't finished,” observes Mrs. Dadier, mildly surprised. We haveto get
out of here. "Well, | don't—I want to find Bro," says Jeannine, edging out, "I'll seeyou,” and she'sgone.
Mrs. Dadier doesn't smile when there's nobody there. Mother and daughter wear the same face at times
like that—calm and degthly tired—Jeannineidly pulling the heads off weeds at the Sde of the path with
an abstract viciousness completely unconnected with anything going onin her head. Mrs. Dadier finishes
the dishes and sighs. That's done. Always to do again. Jeannine comes to the path around the lake, the
great vacation feature of the community, and starts round it, but there seemsto be nobody nearby. She
had hoped she would find her brother, who was dways her favorite. (“My big brother") She sitson the
rock by the side of the path, Jeannine the baby. Out in the [ake there's a single canoe with two peoplein
it; Jeannine's gaze, vaguely resentful, fastens on it for amoment, and then drifts off. Her sster-in-law is
worried sick about one of the children; one of those children aways has something. Jeannine bangs her
knucklesidly on the rock. She's too sour for aromantic reverie and soon she gets up and walks on.
Whoever comesto the lake anyway? Maybe Bro is a home. She retraces her steps and takes afork off
the main path, idling along until the lake, with its crowded fringe of trees and brush, disappears behind
her. Eileen Dadier's youngest, thelittle girl, appears at the upstairs window for amoment and then
vanishes. Bro is behind the cottage, cleaning fish, protecting his sports clothes with a rubber 1ab gpron.

"Kissme," says Jeannine. "O.K.?" Sheleansforward with her arms pulled back to avoid getting fish
scales on hersdlf, one cheek offered invitingly. Her brother kisses her. Eileen appears around the corner
of the house, leading the boy. "Kiss Auntie," she says. I'm so glad to see you, Jeannie."

"Jeannine," says Jeannine (automatically).

"Judt think, Bud," says Eileen. "Shemust have got inlast night. Did you get in last night?* Jeannine
nods. Jeannine's nephew, who doesn't like anyone but hisfather, is pulling furioudy at Eileen Dadier's
hand, trying serioudy to get hisfingers out of hers. Bud finishes cleaning the fish. He wipes his hands
methodicaly on adish towe which Eileen will have to wash by hand to avoid contaminating her laundry,
takes off his coat, and takes hisknife and cleaver into the house, from whence comes the sound of
running water. He comes out again, drying his hands on atowe

"Oh, baby," says Eileen Dadier reproachfully to her son, "be niceto Auntie." Jeannine's brother takes
his son's hand from hiswife. Thelittle boy immediatdy stopswriggling.

"Jeannie," he says. "It's niceto see you.

"When did you get in?

"When are you going to get married?"

IV

| found Jeannine on the clubhouse porch that evening, looking at the moon. She had run away from
her family.

"They only want what's good for you," | said.

She made aface.

"They loveyou," | said.



A low, strangled sound. She was prodding the porch-rail with her hand.

" think you ought to go and rejoin them, Jeannine,” | said. "Y our mother's awonderful woman who
has never raised her voicein anger dl the time you've known her. And she brought dl of you up and got
you dl through high school, even though she had to work. Y our brother's afirm, steady man who makes
agood living for hiswife and children, and Eileen wants nothing more in the world than her husband and
her little boy and girl. Y ou ought to appreciate them more, Jeannine.”

"l know," said Jeannine softly and precisdly. Or perhaps she said Oh no.

"Jeannine, you'll never get agood job," | said. "There aren't any now. And if there were, they'd never
give them to awoman, let alone agrown-up baby like you. Do you think you could hold down aredly
good job, even if you could get one? They're al boring anyway, hard and boring. Y ou don't want to be a
dried-up old spingter at forty but that's what you will beif you go on likethis. Y ou're twenty-nine. You're
getting old. Y ou ought to marry someone who can take care of you, Jeannine.”

"Don't care," said she. Or wasit Not fair ?

"Marry someone who can take care of you," | went on, for her own good. "It'sal right to do that;
you'reagirl. Find somebody like Bud who has agood job, somebody you can respect; marry him.
Theresno other life for awoman, Jeannine; do you want never to have children? Never to havea
husband? Never to have ahouse of your own?" (Brief flash of waxed floor, wifein organdie apron,
smiling possessively, hushand with roses. That's hers, not mine.)

"Not Cd." Ah, hell.

"Now, redly, what are you waiting for?" (I was getting impatient.) "Here€'s Eileen married, and here's
your mother with two children, and al your old school friends, and enough couples here around the lake
tofill it upif they dl jJumpedintoit at once; do you think you're any different? Fancy Jeannine! Refined
Jeannineg! What do you think you're waiting for?*

"For aman,” said Jeannine. For a plan. My impression that somebody & se had been echoing her
was confirmed by a brief cough behind me after these words. But it turned out to be Mr. Dadier, come
out to fetch hissister. He took her by the arm and pulled her toward the door. "Come on, Jeannie. Were
going to introduce you to someone.”

Only the woman revealed under the light was not Jeannine. A passerby inside saw the subgtitution
through the doorway and gaped. Nobody €l se seemed to notice. Jeannineis till meditating by therail:
doctor, lawyer, Indian chief, poor man, rich man; maybe hell betal; maybe helll make twenty thou a
year; maybe helll spesk three languages and be redlly sophisticated, maybe. Mister Destiny. Janet, who
has none of our notion that agood, dignified, ladylike look will recal the worst of scoundrelsto a
shrinking consciousness of hishaving insulted A Lady (that'sthe generd idea, anyway), has gotten out of
Bud Dadier'shold by twisting histhumb. Sheisthe victim of anaturd, but ignorant and unjustified darm;
shethinksthat being grabbed is not just a gesture but is atogether out of line. Janet's prepared for blue
murder.

"Huh," says Bro. He's about to expostulate. "What are you doing here? Who are you?'

Touch me again and I'll knock your teeth out!

Y ou can see the blood rush to hisface, evenin thisbad light. That's what comes of being
misunderstood. "Keep acivil tonguein your mouth, young lady!"

Janet jeers.

"You jus—" Bud Dadier begins, but Janet anticipates him by vanishing like a sogp bubble. What do
you think Bud stands for—Buddington? Budworthy? Or "Bud" asin "friend"? He passes his hands over
his face—the only thing left of Janet isaraucous screech of triumph which nobody el se (except the two
of us) can hear. The woman in front of the door is Jeannine. Bro, scared out of hiswits, aswho wouldn't
be, grabs her.

"Oh, Bro!" says Jeannine reproachfully, rubbing her arm.

"Y ou oughtn't to be out here done," says he. "It looks asif you're not enjoying yourself. Mother went
to great trouble to get that extraticket, you know."



I'msorry,” says Jeannine penitently. "I just wanted to see the moon.”

"Well, youve seenit,” says her brother. "Y ou've been out herefor fifteen minutes. | ought to tell you,
Jeannie, Eileen and Mother and | have been talking about you and we al think that you've got to do
something with your life. Y ou can't just go on drifting like this. Y ou're not twenty any more, you know."

"Oh, Bro—" says Jeannine unhappily. Why are women so unreasonable? " Of course | want to have a
goodtime," shesays.

"Then comeinside and have one." (He straightens his shirt callar.) ™Y ou might meet someone, if that's
what you want to do, and you say that's what you want."

"l do," says Jeannine. You too?

"Then act likeit, for Heaven's sake. If you don't do it soon, you may not have another chance. Now
comeon.” There are girlswith nice brothers and girlswith nasty brothers; therewas agirl friend of mine
who had astrikingly handsome older brother who could lift armchairs by oneleg only. | was on adouble
date once with the two of them and another boy, and my girl friend's brother indicated the camp
counsdors cottages. "Do you know what those are?

"Menopause Alley!"

Weadl laughed. | didn't likeit, but not because it wasin bad taste. Asyou have probably concluded
by this point (correctly) | don't have any taste; that is, | don't know what bad and good taste are. |
laughed because | knew | would have an awful fight on my handsif | didn't. If you don't likethingslike
that, you're aprude. Drooping like adave-girl, Jeannine followed Bro into the clubhouse. If only older
brothers could be regularized somehow, so that one knew what to expect! If only al older brotherswere
younger brothers. "Well, who shdl | marry?' said Jeannine, trying to make it into ajoke as they entered
the building. He said, with complete seriousness:

"Anybody."

The Great Happiness Contest

(this happensalot)

FIRST WOMAN: I'm perfectly happy. | love my husband and we have two darling children. |
certainly don't need any changein my lot.

SECOND WOMAN: I'm even happier than you are. My husband does the dishes every Wednesday
and we have three darling children, each nicer than the last. I'm tremendoudy happy.

THIRD WOMAN: Neither of you isas happy as| am. I'm fantastically happy. My husband hasn't
looked a another woman in the fifteen years weve been married, he helps around the house whenever |
ask it, and hewouldn't mind inthe least if | wereto go out and get ajob. But I'm happiest in fulfilling my
responsbilities to him and the children. We have four children.

FOURTH WOMAN: We have six children. (Thisistoo many. A long silence.) | have apart-time
job asaclerk in Bloomingda€sto pay for the children's skiing lessons, but | redlly fed I'm expressing
mysalf best when | make a custard or ameringue or decorate the basement.

ME: Y ou miserable nits, | have aNobe Peace Prize, fourteen published novels, six lovers, atown
house, abox at the Metropolitan Opera, | fly aplane, | fix my own car, and | can do eighteen push-ups
before breskfadt, that is, if you're interested in numbers.

ALL THE WOMEN: Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill

OR, FOR STARTERS

HE: | can't stland stupid, vulgar women who read Love Comix and have no intellectua interests.

ME: Oh my, neither can|.

HE: | redlly admire refined, cultivated, charming women who have careers.



ME: Ohmy, sodoll.

HE: Why do you think those awful, stupid, vulgar, commonplace women get so awful?

ME: Well, probably, not wishing to give any offense and after consdered judgment and dl that, and
very tentatively, with the hope that you won't jump on me—I think it's at least partly your fault.

(Long slence)

HE: Y ou know, on second thought, | think bitchy, castrating, unattractive, neurotic women are even
worse. Besides, you're showing your age. And your figure's going.

OR

HE: Darling, why must you work part-time asarug sdesman?

SHE: Because | wish to enter the marketplace and prove that in spite of my sex | can take afruitful
part in the life of the community and earn what our culture proposes as the sign and symbol of adult
independence—namely money.

HE: But darling, by the time we deduct the cost of a baby-sitter and nursery school, a higher tax
bracket, and your box lunches from your pay, it actualy costs us money for you to work. So you see,
you aren't making money at dl. Y ou can't make money. Only | can make money. Stop working.

SHE: | won't. And | hate you.

HE: But darling, why beirrational? It doesn't matter that you can't make money because | can make
money. And after I've madeit, | giveit to you, because | love you. So you don't have to make money.
Aren't you glad?

SHE: No. Why can't you stay home and take care of the baby? Why can't we deduct al those things
from your pay? Why should | be glad because | can't earn aliving? Why—

HE (with dignity): Thisargument isbecoming degraded and ridiculous. | will leave you aone until
loneliness, dependence, and a consciousnessthat | am very much displeased once again turn you into the
sweet girl | married. Thereisno usein arguing with awoman.

OR, LAST OF ALL

HE: Isyour dog drinking cold fountain water ?

SHE: | guess so.

HE: If your dog drinks cold water, hell get calic.

SHE: It'sashe. And | don't care about the colic. Y ou know, what | really worry about is bringing her
out in public when she'sin hest like this. I'm not afraid shelll get colic, but that she might get pregnant.

HE: They'rethe samething, aren't they? Har har har.

SHE: Maybe for your mother they were.

(At this point Joanna the Grate swoops down on bat's wings, lays He low with one mighty swatt, and
elevates She and Dog to the congtellation of Victoria Femina, where they sparkle forever.)

| know that somewhere, just to give methelig, lives abeautiful (got to be beautiful), intellectud,
gracious, cultivated, charming woman who has eight children, bakes her own bread, cakes, and pies,
takes care of her own house, does her own cooking, brings up her own children, holds down a
demanding nine-to-five job at the top decision-making level inaman'sfield, and is adored by her equally
successful hushand because athough a hard-driving, aggressive business executive with eye of eagle,
heart of lion, tongue of adder, and muscles of gorilla (shelooksjust like Kirk Douglas), she comes home
a night, dipsinto afilmy negligee and awig, and turnsinganter into a Playboy dimwit, thuslaughingly
dispelling the canard that you cannot be eight people smultaneoudy with two different sets of values. She
has not lost her femininity . And I'm Marie of Rumania.

Vi
Jeannine isgoing to put on her Mommy's shoes. That caretaker of childhood and feminine companion



of meniswaiting for her a the end of the road we all must travel. She swvam, went for walks, went to
dances, had a picnic with another girl; she got books from town; newspapers for her brother, murder
mysteriesfor Mrs. Dadier, and nothing for herself. At twenty-nine you can't waste your time reeding.
Either they're too young or they're married or they're bad-looking or there's something awful about them.
Rejects. Jeannine went out a couple of timeswith the son of afriend of her mother's and tried to make
conversation with him; she decided that he wasn't redly so bad-looking, if only held talk more. They
went canoeing in the middle of the lake one day and he said:

"l haveto tdl you something, Jeannine.”

Shethought: Thisisit, and her ssomach knotted up.

"I'm married,” he said, taking off his glasses, "but my wifeand | are separated. She'sliving with her
mother in Cdifornia. She'semotionaly disturbed.”

"Oh," Jeannine said, flustered and not knowing what to say. She hadn't liked him particularly, but the
disappointment was very bad. There is some barrier between Jeannine and redl life which can be
removed only by aman or by marriage; somehow Jeannine is not in touch with what everybody knowsto
bered life. He blinked at her with his naked eyes and oh lord, he was fat and plain; but Jeannine
managed to smile. She didn't want to hurt hisfedings.

"I knew you'd understand,” he said in achoked voice, nearly crying. He pressed her hand. "'l knew
you'd understand, Jeannie." She began reckoning him up again, that swift caculation that was quite
automatic by now: the looks, the job, whether he was "romantic,” did he read poetry? whether he could
be made to dress better or diet or put on weight (whichever it was), whether his hair could be cut better.
She could make hersdlf fed something about him, yes. She could rely on him. After adl, hiswife might
divorce him. Hewasintelligent. He was promising. "1 understand,” she said, againgt the grain. After dl,
there wasn't anything wrong with him exactly; from shore it must redlly look quite good, the canoe, the
pretty girl, the puffy summer clouds, Jeannine's sun-shade (borrowed from the girl friend shed had the
picnic with). There couldn't be that much wrong with it. She smiled alittle. His contribution is Make me
feel good; her contribution is Make me exist . The sun came out over the water and it redly was quite
nice. And there was this painful gtirring of feding in her, thisterrible tenderness or need, so perhaps she
was beginning to love him, in her own way.

"Areyou busy tonight?' Poor man. Shewet her lipsand didn't answer, feding the sun strike her on all
sides, ddicioudy aware of her bare arms and neck, the picture she made. "Mm?' she sad.

"| thought—I thought you might want to go to the play.” Hetook out his handkerchief and wiped his
facewithit. He put his glasses back on.

"Y ou ought to wear sunglasses," said Jeannine, imagining how he might look that way. "Y es, Bud and
Eileen were going. Would you liketo join us?' The surprised gratitude of aman reprieved. | really do
like him . He bent closer—this alarmed her for the canoe, aswell as disgusted her (Freud saysdisgust is
aprominent expression of the sexud lifein civilized people) and she cried out, "Don't! Well fdl in!" He
righted himsdlf. By degrees. You've got to get to know people. She was frightened, dmost, by the
access of being that came to her from him, frightened at the richness of the whole scene, at how much she
fet without feding it for him, terrified lest the sun might go behind a cloud and withdraw everything from
her again.

"What time shdll | pick you up?' hesaid.

VI

That night Jeanninefell in love with an actor. The thestre was asquat, low building finished pink
stucco like asummertime movie palace and built in the middle of agrove of pinetrees. The audience sat
on hard wooden chairs and watched a college group play "Charley's Aunt." Jeannine didn't get up or go
out during the intermission but only sat, stupefied, fanning hersaf with her program and wishing that she



had the courage to make some sort of changein her life. She couldn't take her eyes off the stage. The
presence of her brother and sster-in-law irked her unbearably and every time she became aware of her
date by her elbow, she wanted to turn in on herself and disappear, or run outside, or scream. It didn't
matter which actor or which character shefdl inlove with; even Jeannine knew that; it was the unredlity
of the scene ongtage that made her long to bein it or on it or two-dimensional, anything to quiet her
unstable heart; 1'm not fit to live, she said. Therewas more pain in it than pleasure; it had been getting
worse for some years, until Jeannine now dreaded doing it; | can't help it, she said. She added, I'm not
fit to exist.

I'll fed better tomorrow. She thought of Bud taking hislittle girl fishing (that had happened that
morning, over Eileen's protests) and tearsrose in her eyes. The pain of it. The painful pleasure. She saw,
through a haze of distress, the one figure on stage who mattered to her. Shewilled it so. Roses and
rapturesin the dark. She wasterrified of the moment when the curtain would fal—inlove asin pan, in
misary, in trouble. If only you could stay half-dead. Eventudly the curtain (agray velvet one, much worn)
did close, and opened again on the troupe's curtain cals; Jeannine mumbled something about it being too
hot and ran outside, shaking with terror; who am |, what am |, what do | want, wheredo | go, what
world isthis? One of the neighborhood children was sdlling lemonade, with atable and chairs pitched on
the carpet of dead pine needles under the trees. Jeannine bought some, to color her londliness; | did, too,
and it wasawful Suff. (If anybody finds me, I'll say it wastoo warmand | wanted a drink.) She
walked blindly into the woods and stood alittle way from the thegaire, leaning her forehead against a
tree-trunk. | said Jeannine, why are you unhappy?

I'm not unhappy.

Y ou have everything (I said). What isthere that you want and haven't got?

| want to die.

Do you want to be an airline pilot? Isthat it? And they won't let you? Did you have ataent for
mathematics, which they squelched? Did they refuseto let you be atruck driver? What isit?

| want to live.

| will leave you and your imaginary distresses (said 1) and go converse with somebody who makes
more sense; redlly, one would think you'd been balked of some vital necessity. Money? Y ou've got a
job. Love?Y ou've been going out with boys since you were thirteen.

| know.

Y ou can't expect romanceto last your lifelong, Jeannine: candldight dinners and dances and pretty
clothes are nice but they aren't the whole of life. There comes atime when one hasto live the ordinary
sde of lifeand romanceisavery smal part of that. No matter how niceit isto be courted and taken out,
eventudly you say "I do" and that'sthat. It may be agreat adventure, but there are fifty or Sixty yearsto
fill up afterwards. Y ou can't do that with romance aone, you know. Think, Jeannine—fifty or sixty
years!

| know.

wWdl?

(Slence)

Widl, what do you want?

(Shedidn't answer)

I'm trying to talk to you sensibly, Jeannine. Y ou say you don't want a profession and you don't want a
man—in fact, you just fell inlove but you condemn that as sillly—so what isit that you want? Well?

Nothing.

That's not true, dear. Tell me what you want. Come on.

| want love. (She dropped her paper cup of lemonade and covered her face with her hands.)

Go ahead. Theworld'sfull of people.

| can't.



Can't? Why not? Y ou've got adate here tonight, haven't you? Y ou've never had trouble attracting
men'sinterest before. So gotoit.

Not that way.

"What way?' (said ).

Not the real way.

"What!" (said ).

| want something else, she repeated, something else.

"Well, Jeannine," said I, "if you don't like redlity and human nature, | don't know what else you can
have," and | quit her and left her standing on the pine needlesin the shadow cast by the trees, away from
the crowd and the flood-lights fastened to the outside of the thegtre building. Jeannineis very romantic.
She's building awhole philosophy from the cry of the crickets and her heart's anguish. But that won't last.
Shewill dowly come back to herself. Shélll return to Bud and Eileen and her job of fascinating the latest
X. Jeannine, back in the theatre building with Bud and Eileen, looked in the mirror set up over the ticket
window so lady spectators could put on their lipstick, and jumped—"Who's that!"

"Stop it, Jeannie," said Bud. "What's the matter with you?' We dl looked and it was Jeannine hersdlf,
sure enough, the same graceful douch and thin figure, the same nervous, oblique glance.

"Why, it'syou, darling,” said Eileen, laughing. Jeannine had been shocked right out of her sorrow. She
turned to her sster-in-law and said, with unwonted energy, between her teeth: "What do you want out of
life, Eilleen? Tdl me"

"Oh honey," said Eileen, "what should | want?| want just what I've got.” X came out of the men's
room. Poor fellow. Poor lay figure.

"Jeannie wants to know what lifeisdl about," said Bud. "What do you think, Frank? Do you have
any words of wisdom for us?'

"| think that you aredl awful," said Jeannine vehemently. X laughed nervoudy. "Wl now, | don't
know," he said.

That's my trouble, too. My knowledge was taken away from me.

(She remembered the actor in the play and her throat congtricted. It hurt, it hurt. Nobody saw,
though.)

"Do you think," she said very low, to X, "that you could know what you wanted, only after awhile—I
mean, they don't mean to do it, but life—people—people could confuse things?*

"l know what | want," said Eileen brightly. "I want to go home and take the baby from Mama. Okay,
honey?'

"l don't mean—" Jeannine began.

"Oh, Jeannie!" said Eileen affectionately, possbly more for X's benefit than her sster-in-law's; "Oh,
Jeannie!" and kissed her. Bud gave her a peck on the cheek.

Don't you touch me!

"Want adrink?' said X, when Bud and Eileen had gone.

"l want to know," said Jeannine, dmost under her breath, "what you want out of life and I'm not
moving until you tell me." He stared.

"Comeon," shesad. He smiled nervoudy.

"W, I'm going to night school. I'm going to finish my B.A. thiswinter." (HEs going to night school.
Hesgoing to finish hisB.A. Wowie zowie. I'm not impressed.)

"Redly?' said Jeannine, inred awe.

"Redly," he said. Score one. That radiant look of gratitude. Maybe shell react the same way when he
tells her he can ski. Inthisloveiest and neatest of socid interactions, she admires him, he's pleased with
her admiration, this pleasure lends him warmth and style, he relaxes, he genuinely likes Jeannine; Jeannine
sees this and something stirs, something hopes afresh. Is he The One? Can he Change Her Life? (Do you
know what you want? No. Then don't complain.) Fleeing from the unspeakableness of her own



wishes—for what hagppens when you find out you want something that doesn't exist?>—Jeanninelandsin
thelap of the possible. A drowning woman, she takes X'swilling, merman hands, maybe it'swanting to
get married, maybe she's just waited too long. Ther€'s love; there's joy—in marriage, and you must take
your chances asthey come. They say life without love does strange things to you; maybe you begin to
doubt love's existence.

| shouted at her and beat her on the back and on the head; oh | was an enraged and evil spirit therein
the thestre obby, but she continued holding poor X by the hands—little did he know what hopes hung
on him as she continued (I say) to hold on to his hands and look into hisflattered eyes. Little did she
know that he was awater-dweller and would drown her. Little did she know that there was, attached to
his back, adrowning machineissued him in histeens adong with his pipe and his tweeds and hisambition
and his profession and hisfather's mannerisms. Somewhereis The One. The solution. Fulfillment. Fulfilled
women. Filled full. My Prince. Come. Come away, Death. She sumblesinto her Mommy's shoes, little
girl playing house. | could kick her. And X thinks, poor, deceived bastard, that it's atribute to him, of al
people—asif he had anything to do withiit! (I sill don't know whom she saw or thought she saw in the
mirror. Wasit Janet? Me?) | want to get married.

VIl

Men succeed. Women get married.

Men fall. Women get married.

Men enter monasteries. Women get married.
Men start wars. Women get married.

Men stop them. Women get married.

Dull, dull. (see below)

I X

Jeannine came around to her brother's house the next morning, just for fun. She had set her hair and
was wearing aswanky scarf over the curlers. Both Mrs. Dadier and Jeannine know that there's nothing in
abreakfast nook to makeit intringcaly interesting for thirty years;, nonethel ess Jeannine giggles and twirls
the drinking straw in her breakfast cocoafancifully thisway and that. It'sthe kind of straw that hasa
pleated section in the middle like the bellows of aconcertina

"l dwaysliked thesewhen | wasalittlegirl," Jeannine says.

"Ohmy yes, didn't you," says Mrs. Dadier, who is sitting with her second cup of coffee before
attacking the dishes.

Jeannine givesway to afit of hyserics.

"Do you remember—?" she cries. "And do you remember—!"

"Heavens, yes," says Mrs. Dadier. "Dont |, though."

They st, saying nothing.

"Did Frank cal?' ThisisMrs. Dadier, carefully keeping her voice neutra because she knows how
Jeannine hatesinterference in her own affairs. Jeannine makes aface and then laughs again. "Oh, give him
time, Mother," she says. "It'sonly ten o'clock.” She seemsto see the funny side of it more than Mrs.
Dadier does. "Bro," saysthelatter, "was up at five and Eileen and | got up at eight. | know thisisyour
vacation, Jeannine, but in the country—"

"l did get up a eight,”" says Jeannine, aggrieved. (She'slying.) "I did. | walked around the lake. | don't
know why you keep telling me how late | get up; that may have been true along time ago but it's certainly
not true now, and | resent your saying s0." The sun has gonein again. When Bud isn't around, there's



Jeannie to watch out for, Mrs. Dadier triesto anticipate her wishes and not disturb her.

"Well, | keep forgetting,” says Mrs. Dadier. "Y our slly old mother! Bud says| wouldn't remember
my head if it wasn't screwed on." It doesn't work. Jeannine, dightly sulky, attacks her toast and jam,
cramming apiece into her mouth cater-cornered. Jam drops on the table. Jeannine, implacably convicted
of getting up late, istaking it out on the table-cloth. Getting up lateiswalowingin sin. It'sunforgivable.
It'simproper. Mrs. Dadier, with the misplaced courage of the doomed, choosesto ignore the jam stains
and get on with the redly important question, viz., is Jeannine going to have akitchenette of her own
(athough it will really belong to someone el se, won't it) and is she going to be madeto get up early, i.e.,
Get Married. Mrs. Dadier saysvery carefully and placatingly:

"Darling, have you ever had any thoughts about—" but this morning, instead of flinging off in arage,
her daughter kisses her on the top of the head and announces, "1'm going to do the dishes."

"Oh, no," says Mrs. Dadier deprecatingly; "My goodness, don't. | don't mind." Jeannine winks at her.
Shefed s virtuous (because of the dishes) and daring (because of something € se). "Going to make a
phonecdl,” she says, sauntering into the living room. Not doing the dishes . She stshersdf down inthe
rattan chair and twirlsthe pencil her mother always keeps by the telephone pad. She drawsflowerson
the pad and the profiles of girlswhose eyes are nonethelessin full-face. Should she call X? Should she
wait for X to call her? When he cdls, should she be effusive or reserved? Comradedy or distant? Should
shetell X about Cal?If he asks her out for tonight, should she refuse? Where will she go if she does? She
can't possibly call him, of course. But suppose sherings up Mrs. Dadier's friend with amessage? My
mother asked me to tell you... Jeannine's hand is actudly on the telephone receiver when she notices
that the hand is shaking: a sportsvoman's eagerness for the chase. She laughs under her breath. She
picks up the phone, trembling with eagerness, and dials X's number; it's happening at last. Everything is
going well. Jeannine has amost in her hand the brass ring which will entitle her to everything worthwhilein
life. It'sonly aquestion of time before X decides; surely she can keep him at arm's length until then, keep
him fascinated; there's so much time you can take up with will-she-won't-she, so that hardly anything else
hasto be settled at dl. Shefeds something for him, she redly does. She wonders when the redlity of it
beginsto hit you. Off in telephone never-never-land someone picks up the receiver, interrupting the last
ring, footsteps approach and recede, someoneis clearing their throat into the mouthpiece.

"Hedlo?" (It'shismother.) Jeannine glibly repests the fake message she has practiced in her head; X's
mother says, "Here's Frank. Frank, it's Jeannine Dadier.” Horror. More footsteps.

"Hdlo?" says X.

"Ohmy, it'syou; | didn't know you werethere," says Jeannine.

"Hey!" says X, pleased. Thisis even more than she has aright to expect, according to the rules.

"Oh, | just caled to tdll your mother something,” says Jeannine, drawing irritable, jagged lines across
her doodles on the telephone pad. She keegpstrying to think of the night before, but all she can remember
isBud playing with his youngest daughter, the only time she's ever seen her brother get foolish. He
bounces her on hisknee and getsred in the face, swinging her about his head while she scresmswith
ddight. "Silly Sdly went to town! Silly Sdlly flew a-r-o-o-und!" Eileen usudly rescues the baby on the
grounds that she's getting too excited. For some reason this whole memory causes Jeannine great pain
and she can hardly keep her mind on what she's saying.

"| thought you'd dready gone," says Jeannine hastily. He's going on and on about something or other,
the cost of renting boats on the lake or would shelike to play tennis.

"Oh, | lovetennis" says Jeannine, who doesn't even own aracket.

Would sheliketo come over that afternoon?

She leans away from the telephone to consult an imaginary appointment book, imaginary friends, she
alows reluctantly that oh yes, she might have some free time. It would redlly be fun to brush up on her
tennis. Not that she'sreally good, she adds hagtily. X chuckles. Well, maybe. There are afew more
commonplaces and she hangs up, bathed in perspiration and ready to weep. What's the matter with me
? She should be happy, or at least smug, and here sheis experiencing the keenest sorrow. What on earth



for? She digs her pencil vindictively into the telephone pad asif it were somehow responsible. Damn you
. Perversaly, images of silly Ca come back to her, not nice ones, either. She hasto pick up the phone
again, after verifying an imaginary date with an imaginary acquaintance, and tell X yesor no; so Jeannine
rearranges the scarf over her curlers, plays with abutton on her blouse, stares miserably at her shoes,
runs her hands over her knees, and makes up her mind. She's nervous. Masochidtic. It'sthat old thing
come back again about her not being good enough for good luck. That's nonsense and she knowsit. She
picks up the phone, smiling: tennis, drinks, dinner, back in the city afew more dateswhere he can tell her
about school and then one night (hugging her alittle extrahard)—"Jeannie, I'm getting my divorce.” My
name is Jeannine. The shopping will befun. I'm twenty-nine, after all. It iswith asense of intense relief
that she dials; the new lifeisbeginning. She can do it, too. She's normal. She's as good as every other
girl. She startsto sing under her breath. The phone bell ringsin Telephoneland and somebody comesto
pick it up; she hearsal the curious background noises of the relays, somebody speaking faintly very far
away. She speaks quickly and distinctly, without the dightest hesitation now, remembering dl those
loveless nights with her knees poking up into the air, how she's discommoded and amost suffocated,
how her leg muscles ache and she can't get her feet on the surface of the bed. Marriage will cure dl that.
The scrubbing uncleanably old linoleum and dusting the same awful things, week after week. But he's
going places. She saysboldly and decisively:

"Cd, comeget me."

Shocked at her own treachery, she burgtsinto tears. She hears Cd say "Okay, baby," and hetells her
what bus hell be on.

"Cd!" she adds breathlessy; "Y ou know that question you keep asking, sweetheart? Well, the
answer isYes." She hangs up, much eased. It'll be so much better onceit's done. Foolish Jeannine, to
expect anything else. It's an uncharted continent, marriage. She wipes her eyes with the back of her hand;
X can go to hell. Making conversation isjust work. She strollsinto the kitchenette where she finds herself
aone; Mrs. Dadier isoutside in back, weeding alittle patch of agarden al the Dadiers own in common;
Jeannine takes the screen out of the kitchen window and leans out.

"Mother!" she saysin asudden flood of happiness and excitement, for the importance of what she has
just done has suddenly become clear to her, "Mother!" (waving wildly out the window) "Guess what!"
Mrs. Dadier, who ison her kneesin the carrot bed, straightens up, shading her face with her one hand.
"What isit, darling?’

"Mother, I'm getting married!" What comes after thiswill be very exciting, asort of dramatic
presentation, for Jeannine will have abig wedding. Mrs. Dadier drops her gardening trowel in sheer
astonishment. Shélll hurry indde, atremendous eevation of mood envel oping both women; they will, in
fact, embrace and kiss one another, and Jeannine will dance around the kitchen. "Wait 'til Bro hears
about thigl" Jeanninewill exclam. Bath will cry. It'sthefirst timein Jeanningslife that she's managed to
do something perfectly O.K. And not too late, either. She thinksthat perhaps the lateness of her marriage
will be compensated for by aspecia mellowness; there must be, after dl, some reason for dl that
experimenting, dl that reluctance. She imaginesthe day she will be able to announce even better news:
"Mother, I'm going to have ababy." Cd himsdf hardly figuresin thisat al, for Jeannine has forgotten his
laconiam, his passivity, his strange mournfulness unconnected to any clear emotion, his abruptness, how
hard itisto get him to talk about anything. She hugs hersdlf, breathlesswith joy, waiting for Mrs. Dadier
to hurry ingde; "My little baby!" Mrs. Dadier will say emotiondly, embracing Jeannine. It ssemsto
Jeanninethat she has never known anything so solid and beautiful asthe kitchen in the morning sunlight,
with thewadls glowing and everything so delicately outlined in light, so fresh and redl. Jeannine, who has
amost been killed by an unremitting and dragtic discipline not of her own choosing, who has been
maimed dmost to death by avigilant self-suppression quite irrelevant to anything she once wanted or
loved, herefinds her reward. Thisprovesitisal right. Everything isindubitably good and indubitably redl.
Sheloves hersdlf, and if | stand like Atroposin the corner, with my arm around the shadow of her dead
&, if the other Jeannine (who is desperatdly tired and knows there is no freedom for her thisside the
grave) attempts to touch her as she whirls joyfully past, Jeannine does not see or hear it. At one stroke



she has amputated her past. She's going to be fulfilled. She hugs hersdf and waits. That'sal you haveto
doif you areared, first-class Slegping Beauty. She knows.

I'm so happy.
And there, but for the grace of God, go.

PART SEVEN

Contents - Prev/Next

I'll tell you how | turned into aman.
Firgt | had to turn into awoman.

For along time | had been neuter, not awoman at al but One Of The Boys, becauseif you walk into
agathering of men, professondly or otherwise, you might aswell be wearing a sandwich board that says.
LOOK!  HAVETITS! thereisthisgiggling and this chuckling and this reddening and this Uriah Heep
twigting and writhing and thisfiddling with ties and fixing of buttons and making of alusions and quoting of
courtesies and this saf-conscious gdlantry plusasmirky ingstence on my physique—all thisdreary junk
just to please me. If you get good at being One Of The Boysit goes away. Of coursetherésacertain
disembodiment involved, but the sandwich board goes; | back-dapped and laughed at blue jokes,
especidly the hostile kind. Undernesth you keep saying pleasantly but firmly No no no no no no. Buit it's
necessary to my job and | likemy job. | suppose they decided that my tits were not of the best kind, or
not red, or that they were someone ese's (my twin sgter's), so they split me from the neck up; asl said,
it demands a certain disembodiment. | thought that surely when | had acquired my Ph.D. and my
professorship and my tennis meda and my engineer's contract and my ten thousand ayear and my
full-time housekeeper and my reputation and the respect of my colleagues, when | had grown strong, tall,
and beautiful, when my 1.Q. shot past 200, when | had genius, then | could take off my sandwich board.
| left my smiles and happy laughter a home. I'm not awoman; I'm aman. I'm aman with awoman's
face. I'm awoman with aman's mind. Everybody says so. In my pride of intellect | entered a bookstore;
| purchased abook; | no longer had to placate The Man; by God, | think I'm going to makeit. |
purchased a copy of John Stuart Mill's The Subjection of Women; now who can object to John Stuart
Mill? He's dead. But the clerk did. With familiar archness he waggled hisfinger at me and said "tsk tsk”;
al that writhing and fussing began again, what fun it was for him to have someone automatically not above
reproach, and | knew beyond the shadow of a hope that to be femaleisto be mirror and honeypot,
servant and judge, the terrible Rhadamanthus for whom he must perform but whose judgment is not
human and whose services are a anyone's command, the vagina dentata and the stuffed teddy-bear he
getsif he passesthe test. Thisisuntil youreforty-five, ladies, after which you vanish into thin air like the
amile of the Cheshire cat, leaving behind only a disgusting grossness and a subtle poison that
automatically infects every man under twenty-one. Nothing can put you above this or below thisor
beyond it or outside of it, nothing, nothing, nothing at al, not your muscles or your brains, not being one
of the boys or being one of the girls or writing books or writing letters or screaming or wringing your
hands or cooking lettuce or being too tall or being too short or traveling or staying at home or ugliness or
acne or diffidence or cowardice or perpetua shrinking and old age. In the latter cases you're only doubly
damned. | went away—"forever femining," asthe man says—and | cried as| drove my car, and | wept
by the sde of the road (because | couldn't see and | might crash into something) and | howled and wrung
my hands as people do only in medieva romances, for an American woman's closed car isthe only place
in which she can be done (if she'sunmarried) and the howl of asick she-wolf carries around the world,
whereupon theworld thinksit's very comical. Privacy in cars, in bathrooms, what ideaswe have! If they
tell me about the pretty clothesagain, I'll kill myself.

| had afive-year-old self who said: Daddy won't love you.



| had aten-year-old salf who said: the boys won't play with you .

| had afifteen-year-old saf who said: nobody will marry you .

| had atwenty-year-old salf who said: you can't be fulfilled without a child. (A year therewhere|
had recurrent nightmares about abdomina cancer which nobody would take out.)

I'm asick woman, a madwoman, aba|-breaker, a man-eater; | don't consume men gracefully with
my fire-likered hair or my poisoned kiss; | crack their joints with thesefilthy ghoul's claws and standing
on onefoot like ade-clawed cat, rake at your feeble efforts to save yoursalves with my taloned hinder
feet: my matted hair, my filthy skin, my big flat plagues of green bloody teeth. | don't think my body
would sgll anything. | don't think | would be good to ook at. O of al diseases self-hate isthe worst and |
don't mean for the one who suffersit!

Do you know, dl thistime you preached at me? Y ou told me that even Grendel's mother was
actuated by maternd love.

Y ou told me ghoulswere male.

Rodan ismae—and asnine.

King Kongismae.

| could have been awitch, but the Devil ismale.

Faugtismae.

The man who dropped the bomb on Hiroshimawas male.

| was never on the moon.

Then there are the birds, with (as Shaw so nobly putsit) the touching poetry of their lovesand
nestingsin which the males sing so well and beautifully and the females Sit on the nest, and the baboons
who get torn in haf (female) by the others (mal€), and the chimpanzees with their hierarchy (male) written
about by professors (mae) with their hierarchy, who accept (mae) the (male) view of (femde) (mde).

Y ou can see what's happening. At heart | must be gentle, for | never even thought of the praying mantis
or the femaewasp; but | guess| am just loya to my own phylum. One might aswell dream of being an
oak tree. Chestnut tree, great-rooted hermaphrodite. | won't tell you what poets and prophets my mind is
crammed full of (Deborah, who said "Me, too, pretty please?' and got struck with leprosy), or Whom |
prayed to (exciting my own violent hilarity) or whom | avoided on the street (mae) or whom | watched
on televison (mae) excepting in my hatred only—if | remember—Buster Crabbe, who isthe former
Flash Gordon and aswimming ingtructor (I think) in red life, and in whose humanly handsome, gentle,
puzzled old face | had the absurd but moving fancy that | saw some reflection of my own bewilderment at
our mutua prison. Of course | don't know him and no oneisresponsible for his shadow on the screen or
what madwomen may seethere; | lay in my bed (which isnot mae), madein afactory by a(mae)
designed by a(mde) and sold to me by a (smdl mae) with unusualy bad manners. | mean unusudly bad
mannersfor anybody.

Y ou see how very different thisisfrom the way things used to bein the bad old days, say five years
ago. New Y orkers (female) have had the right to abortion for dmost ayear now, if you can satisfy the
hospita boards that you deserve bed-room and don't mind the nurses calling you Baby Killer; citizens of
Toronto, Canada, have perfectly free accessto contraception if they are willing to travel 100 milesto
crossthe border, | could smoke my very own cigaretteif | smoked (and get my very own lung cancer).
Forward, eternaly forward! Some of my best friends are—I was about to say that some of my best
friends are—my friends—

My friends are dead.

Whoever saw women scaring anybody? (Thiswaswhile | thought it important to be able to scare
people.) Y ou cannot say, to paraphrase an old, good friend, that there are the plays of Shakespeare and
Shakespeare was awoman, or that Columbus sailed the Atlantic and Columbus was awoman or that
Alger Hisswastried for treason and Alger Hiss was awoman. (Mata Hari was hot a spy; shewasa
fuckeress.) Anyway everyboy (sorry) everybody knows that what women have donethat isreally
important is not to congtitute a greet, chegp labor force that you can zip in when you're at war and zip out



again afterwards but to Be Mothers, to form the coming generation, to give birth to them, to nurse them,
to mop floorsfor them, to love them, cook for them, clean for them, change their digpers, pick up after
them, and mainly sacrifice themselvesfor them. Thisisthe most important job in theworld. That'swhy
they don't pay you for it.

| cried, and then stopped crying because otherwise | would never have stopped crying. Things come
to an awful dead center that way. Y ou will notice that even my diction is becoming feminine, thus
reveding my true nature; | am not saying "Damn” any more, or "Blagt”; | am putting in lots of qudifiers
like"rather," | am writing in these breathlessittle feminine tags, she threw hersdf down on the bed, | have
no structure (she thought), my thoughts seep out shapdesdy like mengtrud fluid, itisdl very femaeand
deep and full of essences, itisvery primitive and full of "and's" it iscaled "run-on sentences.”

Very svampy in my mind. Very rotten and badly off. | am awoman. | am awoman with awoman's
brain. | am awoman with awoman's sickness. | am awoman with the wraps off, bald as an adder, God
help me and you.

Then | turned into aman.

Thiswas dower and less dramatic.

I think it had something to do with the knowledge you suffer when you're an outsider—I mean suffer;
| do not mean undergo or employ or tolerate or use or enjoy or catalogue or file away or entertain
Or possess or have .

That knowledgeis, of course, the perception of al experience through two sets of eyes, two systems
of vaue, two habits of expectation, dmost two minds. Thisis supposed to be an infalible recipe for
driving you gaga. Chasing the hare Reconciliation with the hounds of Persistence—but there, you see?
I'm not Sir Thomas Nasshe (or Lady Nasshe, either, tho' she never wrote aline, poor thing). Rightaway
you start something, down comesthe portcullis. Blap. To return to knowledge, | think it was seeing the
lords of the earth a lunch in the company cafeteriathat findly did mein; as another friend of mine once
sad, men's suits are designed to inspire confidence even if the men can't. But their shoes —! Dear God.
And their ears! Jesus. Theinnocence, the fresh-faced naivete of power. The childlike smplicity with
which they trust their livesto the Black men who cook for them and their self-esteem and their vanity and
their little danglesto me, who everything for them. Their ignorance, their utter, happy ignorance. There
was the virgin We sacrificed on the company quad when the moon wasfull. (Y ou thought avirgin meant
agirl, didn't you?) There was Our thinking about housework—dear God, scholarly papers about
housawork, what could be more absurd! And Our parties where we pinched and chased Each Other.
Our comparing the prices of women's dresses and men's suits. Our push-ups. Our crying in Each Other's
company. Our gossip. Our trivia. All trivia, not worth an ingtant's notice by any rationd being. If you see
Us skulking through the bushes at the rising of the moon, don't look. And don't wait around. Watch the
wall, my darling, you'd better. Like dl maotion, | couldn't fed it while it went on, but thisiswhat you have
todo:

To resolve contrarieties, unite them in your own person.

Thismeans: in al hopelessness, interror of your life, without afuture, in the sink of theworst despair
that you can endure and will yet leave you the sanity to make a choice—take in your bare right hand one
naked, severed end of ahigh-tenson wire. Take the other in your left hand. Stand in a puddle. (Don't
worry about letting go; you can't.) Electricity favorsthe prepared mind, and if you interferein this
avalanche by accident you will be knocked down dead, you will be charred like a cutlet, and your eyes
will beturned to burst red jelies, but if those wires are your own wires—hang on. God will keep your
eyesin your head and your joints knit one to the other. WWhen She sends the high voltage alone, well,
we've al experienced those little shocks—you just shed it over your outside like aduck and it does
nothing to you—but when She roars down high voltage and high amperage both, Sheis after your



marrow-bones; you are making yoursdf aconduit for holy terror and the ecstasy of Hell. But only in that
way can the wires hed themselves. Only in that way can they hed you. Women are not used to power;
that avalanche of ghastly strain will lock your muscles and your teeth in the attitude of an dectrocuted
rabbit, but you are a strong woman, you are God's favorite, and you can endure; if you can say "yes,
okay, go on"—after dl, where e se can you go? What else can you do?—if you let yoursdlf through
yourself and into yourself and out of yoursdlf, turn yourself insde out, give yourself the kiss of
reconciliation, marry yourself, love yoursef—

Well, | turned into aman.

Welove, says Fato, that in which we are defective; when we see our magica Sdf inthe mirror of
another, we pursueit with desperate cries— Stop! | must possess you!—hut if it obligingly stopsand
turns, how on earth can one then possessiit? Fucking, if you will forgive the pun, isan anti-climax. And
you are as poor as before. For years | wandered in the desert, crying: Why do you torment me so? and
Why do you hate me so ? and Why do you put me down so? and / will abase myself and | will please
you and Why, oh why have you forsaken me ? Thisisvery feminine. What | learned latein life, under
my rain of lava, under my kill-or-cure, unhappily, dowly, stubbornly, bardly, and in redlly dreadful pain,
was that there is one and only one way to possess that in which we are defective, therefore that which we
need, therefore that which we want.

Becomeit.

(Man, one assumes, isthe proper study of Mankind. Y ears ago we were al cave Men. Thenthereis
JavaMan and the future of Man and the values of Western Man and existential Man and economic Man
and Freudian Man and the Man in the moon and modern Man and e ghteenth-century Man and too many
Mansto count or look &t or believe. Thereis Mankind. An eerie twinge of laughter garlands these
paradoxes. For years | have been saying Let me in, Love me, Approve me, Define me, Regulate me,
Validate me, Support me . Now | say Move over . If weareal Mankind, it followsto my interested
and righteous and right now very bright and beadly little eyes, that | tooamaManand not at al a
Woman, for honestly now, whoever heard of JavaWoman and existential WWoman and the va ues of
Western Woman and scientific Woman and dienated nineteenth-century Woman and al therest of that
dingy and antiquated rag-bag? All theragsin it are White, anyway. | think | am aMan; | think you had
better call meaMan; | think you will write about me asaMan from now on and spesk of measaMan
and employ me asaMan and recognize child-rearing as a Man's business; you will think of measaMan
and treat me asaMan until it enters your muddled, terrified, preposterous, nine-tenths-fake, loveless,
papier-mache-bull-moose head that | am a man . (And you are awoman.) That's the whole secret. Stop
hugging Moses tabletsto your chedt, nitwit; you'll cavein. Give meyour Linus blanket, child. Listen to
the femae man.

If you don't, by God and dl the Saints, I'll break your neck.)

Wewould gladly have listened to her (they said) if only she had spoken like a lady. But they are
liarsand thetruth isnot in them.

Shrill... vituperdtive... no concern for the future of society... maunderings of antiquated feminism...
sfishfemlib... needsagood lay... this shapelessbook... of course acalm and objective discussonis
beyond... twisted, neurotic... sometruth buried in alargely hysterical ... of very limited interet, |
should... another tract for the trash-can... burned her braand thought that... no characterization, no
plot... realy important issues are neglected while... hermetically sedled. .. women'slimited experience. ..
another of the screaming sisterhood. .. anot very appedling aggressiveness. .. could have been done with
wit if the author had. .. deflowering the pretentious male... aman would have given hisright amto...
hardly girlish... awoman'sbook... ancother shrill polemic which the... amere maelike myself can
hardly... abrilliant but basicaly confused study of feminine hysteriawhich... feminine lack of



objectivity... thispretense at anovel... trying to shock... thetired tricks of the anti-noveligts... how
often must apoor critic haveto... the usud boring obligatory referencesto Leshianism... denia of the
profound sexud polarity which... an dl too womanly refusal to facefacts... pseudo-masculine
brusqueness.... the ladies-magazinelevd... trivid topics like housework and the predictable screams
of ... those who cuddled up to ball-bresker Kate will... unfortunately sexlessinitsoutlook... drive... a
warped clinicd protest againg... violently waspish attack. .. formidable sdf-pity which erodes any
chanceof... formless... theinability to accept the femaerole which... the predictable fury a anatomy
displaced to. .. without the grace and compassion which we have theright to expect. .. anatomy is
degtiny... degtiny isanatomy... sharp and funny but without real weight or anything beyond atopicd...
just plain bad... we"dear ladies," whom Russ would do away with, unfortunately just don't fedl...
ephemerd trash, missiles of the sex war... afemalelack of experience which...

Q.E.D. Quod erat demonstrandum. It has been proved.

Y

Janet has begun to follow strange men on the street; whatever will become of her? She doesthis
either out of curiogity or just to annoy me; whenever she sees someone who interests her, woman or
man, she swerves automatically (humming alittle tune, da-dum, da-dee) and continues walking but in the
opposite direction. When Whileawayan 1 meets Whileawayan 2, the first utters acompound
Whileawayan word which may be trandated as"Hello-yes?' to which the answer may be the same
phrase repeated (but without the rising inflection), "Hello-no."

"Hello" done, slence, or "No!"

"Hedlo-yes' means | wish to strike up a conversation, "Hello" means | don't mind your remaining
here but | don't wish to talk; "Hello-no" Stay hereif you like but don't bother me in any way;
slence I'd be much obliged if you'd get out of here; I'min a foul temper . Silence accompanied by a
quick shake of the head means I'm not ill-tempered but | have other reasons for wanting to be
alone . "No!" means Get away or I'll do that to you which you won't like . (In contradistinction to our
customs, it isthe late-comer who hasthe mora edge, Whileawayan 1 having dready got somerdlief or
enjoyment out of the convenient bench or flowers or spectacular mountain or whatever's at issue.) Each
of these responses may be used as sd utations, of course.

| asked Janet what happensif both Whileawayans say "No!"

"Oh" she says (bored), "they fight."

"Usuadly one of usrunsaway," she added.

Janet is Stting next to Laura Rose on my nubbly-brown couch, half-adeep, half al over her friendina
confiding way, her head resting on Laur's responsible shoulder. A young she-tiger with alarge, floppy
cub. In her dozing Janet has shed ten years anxiety and twenty pounds of trying-to-impress-others; she
must be so much younger and sillier with her own people; grubbing in the tomato patch or chasing lost
cows, what Safety and Peace officers do isbeyond me. (A cow found her way into the
Mountai npersons common room and backed a stranger through afoam wall by trying to sart a
conversation—Whileawayans have a passion for improving the capacities of domestic animals—she kept
nudging thisvisitor and saying "Friend? Friend?" in agreat, wistful moo, like the mongter in the movie,
until aMountai nperson shooed her away: You don't want to make trouble, do you, child? You want
to be milked, don't you? Come on, now.)

Tell usabout the cow," saysLauraRose. "Tel Jeannine about it,” (who's vainly trying to flow into the
wall, O agony, those two women are touching) .

"No," mutters Janet deepily.

"Then tell us about the Zdubakovs," saysLaur.



"You'reaviciouslittle beast!" says Janet and Sitsbolt upright.

"Oh comeon, giraffe," says LauraRose. "Tel!" She has sewn embroidered bunches of flowersall
over her denim jacket and jeanswith ared, red rose on the crotch, but she doesn't wear these clothes at
home, only when visting.

"Y ou are adamned vicious cublet,” said Janet. "I'll tell you something to sweeten your disposition. Do
you want to hear about the three-legged goat who skipped off to the North Pole?"

"No," saysLaur. Jeannine flattenslike afilm of ail; she vanishes dimly into acupboard, putting her
fingersin her ears.

“TdI!" saysLaur, twigting my littlefinger. | bury my facein my hands. Ay, no. Ay, no. Lauramust
hear. She kissed my neck and then my ear in apassion for al theawful thingsl doasS& P |
straightened up and rocked back and forth. The trouble with you peopleisyou get no charge from degth.
Mysdlf, it shakesmedl over. Somebody I'd never met had | eft anote saying the usud thing: ha ha on
you, you do not exist, go away , for we are so bloody cooperative that we have this solipsistic
underside, you see? So | went up-mountain and found her; | turned on my two-way vocal three hundred
yardsfrom crimind Elena Twason and said, "Well, wdll, Elena, you shouldn't take a vacation without
notifying your friends.”

"Vacaion?' shesays, "Friends? Don't lieto me, girl. You read my letter," and by this| began to
understand that she hadn't had to go mad to do this and that wasterrible. | said, "What |etter? Nobody
found aletter.”

"The cow ateit," says Elena Twason. "Shoot me. | don't believe you're there but my body believes; |
believe that my tissues believein the bullet that you do not believe in yoursdlf, and that will kill me."

"Cow?' says|, ignoring therest, "what cow? Y ou Zdubakovs don't keep cows. You're
vegetable-and-goat people, | bdieve. Quit joking with me, Elena. Come back; you went botanizing and
lost your way, that'sdl.”

"Ohlittle girl," she said, so off-hand, so good-humored, "little child, don't deform redlity. Don't
mock us both." In spite of theinsults, | tried again.

"What apity,” | said, "that your hearing is going so bad at the age of sixty, Elena Twa. Or perhapsit's
my own. | thought | heard you say something else. But the echoesin this damned valey are enough to
meake anything uninteligible; | could have sworn thet | was offering you anillegd collusion in an untruth
and that like a sensible, sane woman, you were accepting.” | could see her white hair through the
binoculars, she couldve been my mother. Sorry for the bandity, but it'strue. Often they try to kill you so
| showed myself asbest | could, but she didn't move—exhausted? Sick? Nothing happened.

"Elenal" | shouted. "By the entrails of God, will you please come down!" and | waved my amslikea
semaphore. | thought: I'// wait until morning at least. | can do that much. In my mind we changed
places severd times, sheand I, both of us acting asillegdly in our respective positions as we could, but |
might be able to patch up some sort of story. As| watched her, she began to amble down the hillside,
that little white patch of hair bobbing through the autumn foliage like deer'stail. Chuckling to hersdlf, idly
swinging astick shed picked up: week littlething, just atwig redly, too dry to hit anything without
breaking. | ambled ghostly beside her; it's S0 pretty in the mountains at that time of year, everything burns
and burns without heat. | think she was enjoying hersdf, having finaly put hersdf, asit were, beyond the
reach of consequences; shetook her little stroll until we were quite close to each other, close enough to
conversefaceto face, perhaps asfar as| am from you. She had made hersalf acrown of scarlet maple
leaves and put it on her head, alittle askew because it was alittle too big to fit. She smiled a me.

"Facefacts," she sad. Then, drawing down the corners of her mouth with an ineffable air of gaiety
and arrogance:

“Kill, killer."

So | shot her.

Laur, who has been ligtening intently al thistime, bloodthirsty little devil, takes Janet'sfacein her
hands. "Oh, come on. Y ou shot her with anarcotic, that'sal. Y ou told me so. A narcotic dart.”



"No," said Janet. "I'm aliar. | killed her. We use explosive bullets because it's dmost dways distance
work. | have arifle like the kind you've often seen yoursdlf.”

"Aaaah!" isLauraRosg's long, dishdieving, angry comment. She came over to me: "Do you bdieve
it?" (1 shdl haveto drag Jeannine out of the woodwork with both hands.) Still angry, Laur straddlesthe
room with her arms clasped behind her back. Janet is either adeep or acting. | wonder what Laur and
Janet do in bed; what do women think of women?

"] don't care what either of you thinksof me," saysLaur. "l likeit! By God, | liketheideaof doing
something to somebody for achange instead of having it doneto me. Why are you in Safety and Peace if
you don't enjoy it!"

"l told you," says Janet softly.

Laur said, "1 know, someone hasto do it. Why you?'

"l was assigned.”

Why? Because you're bad! Y ou're tough.” (She smilesat her own extravagance. Janet sat up,
wavering alittle, and shook her head.)

"Dearest, I'm not good for much; understand that. Farm work or forest work, what else? | have some
gift to unrave these human Stuations, but it's not quite inteligence.”

"Whichiswhy you're an emissary?' saysLaur. "Don't expect meto believe that." Janet saresat my
rug. Sheyawns, jaw-cracking. She clasps her handsloosdly in her 1ap, remembering perhaps what it had
been liketo carry the body of a sixty-year-old woman down a mountainsde: at first something you wept
over, then something horrible, then something only distasteful, and finally you just did it.

"l am what you call an emissary,” she said dowly, nodding courteoudy to Jeannine and me, “for the
samereasonthat | wasin S& P. I'm expendable, my dear. Laura, Whileawayan intelligenceis confined
in anarrower range than yours; we are not only smarter on the average but thereis much less spread on
ether side of the average. Thishelpsour living together. It dso makes us extremdly intolerant of routine
work. But till thereis some variation." She lay back on the couch, putting her arms under her head.
Spoke to the ceiling. Dreaming, perhaps. Of Vittoria?

"Oh, honey," she said, "I'm here because they can do without me. | was S & P because they could do
without me. Therés only one reason for that, Laur, and it's very smple,

"l am stupid.”

Janet deeps or pretends to, Joannaknits (that's me), Jeannineisin the kitchen. LauraRose, il
resentfully twitching with unconquered Genghis Khan-ism, takes abook from my bookshelf and lieson
her ssomach on therug. | believe sheisreading an art book, something sheisn't interested in. The house
seems adeep. In the desert between the three of usthe dead Elena Twason Zdubakov beginsto take
shape; | give her Janet's eyes, Janet's frame, but bent with age, some of Laur's impatient sturdiness but
modified with the graceful trembling of old age: her papery skin, her smile, the ropy muscles on her
wasted arms, her white hair cut in an economica kind of thatch. Helen's belly isloose with old age, her
face wrinkled, anever-attractive face like that of an extremely friendly and intelligent horse: long and
droll. Thelines about her mouth would be comic lines. She'swearing asilly kind of khaki shorts-and-shirt
outfit which isnot really what Whileawayans wear, but | giveit to her anyway. Her ears are pierced. Her
mountain twig has become a carved jade pipe covered with scenes of vines, scenes of people crossing
bridges, people pounding flax, processions of cooks or grain-bearers. She wears aspray of red
mountain-ash berries behind one ear. Elenais about to speak; from her comes ashock of persona
grength, awry impressiveness, an intelligence so powerful that in spite of mysdlf | open my armstothis
impaossible body, thiswaking soul, this somebody's grandmawho could say with such immense danto
her legd assassin, "Facefacts, child." No man in our world would touch Elena. In Whileawayan leef-red
paamas, inslver slk overals, in thelengths of moony brocade in which Whileawayans wrap themsdves
for pleasure, thiswould be a beautiful Helen. Elena Twason swathed in cut-slk brocade, nipping a corner
of it for fun. It would be delightful to have erctic play with Elena Twason; | fed thisonmy lipsand
tongue, the pams of my hands, al my insde skin. | fed it down below, in my sex. What aformidable



woman! Shadl | laugh or cry? She's dead, though—xkilled dead—so never shall Ellie Twas ancient legs
entwine with mine or twiddle from under the shell of acomputer housing, crossing and uncrossing her
toes as she and the computer tell each other uproarious jokes. Her death was abad joke. | would like
very much to make love skin-to-skin with Elena Twason Zdubakov, but she is thank-the-male-God dead
and Jeannine can come shudderingly out of the woodwork. Laur and Janet have gone to sleep together
on the couch asif they were in a Whileawayan common bedroom, which isnot for orgies, asyou might
think, but for people who are lonesome, for children, for people who have nightmares. We missthose
innocent hairy deepieswe used to tangle with back in the dawn of tine before some progressive nitwit
took to deferred gratification and chipping flint.

"What'sthis?" whispered Jeannine, furtively proffering something for my inspection.

"I don't know, isit astaplegun?' | said. (It had ahandle.)) "Whoseisit?'

"| found it on Janet's bed,” said Jeannine, still whispering. "Just lying there. | think shetook it out of
her suitcase. | can't figure out what it is. Y ou hold it by the handle and if you movethis switch it buzzes on
one end, though | don't see why, and another switch makesthis piece move up and down. But that
seemsto be an attachment. It doesn't ook asif it's been used as much asthe rest of it. The handle'sreally
something; it'sal carved and decorated.”

"Put it back," | said.

"But whet isit?' said Jeannine.

"A Whileawayan communicationsdevice," | sad, "Put it back, Jeannie.”

"Oh?' she said. Then shelooked doubtfully at me and at the deepers. Janet, Jeannine, Joanna.
Something very Jishisgoing on here.

"Isit dangerous?' said Jeannine. | nodded—emphatically.

"Infinitdy,” | said. "It can blow you up.”

"All of me?' said Jeannine, holding the thing gingerly at aam'slength.

"What it doesto your body," said I, choosing my words with extreme care, "is nothing compared to
what it doesto your mind, Jeannine. It will ruin your mind. It will explodein your brainsand driveyou
crazy. You will never bethe same again. Y ou will belost to respectability and decency and decorum and
dependency and dl sorts of other nice, normal things beginning with aD. It will kill you, Jeannine. Y ou
will be dead, dead, dead.

"Put it back."

(On Whileaway these charming dinguses are heirlooms. They are menarchal gifts, presented after all
sorts of glass-blowing, day-modeling, picture-painting, ring-dancing, and Heaven knows what sort of
slliness done by the celebrantsto honor thelittle girl whose celebration it is. Thereisatremendous
amount of kissing and hand-shaking. Thisisonly the formal presentation, of course; cheap, style-less
models that you wouldn't want to give as presents are available to everybody long before this.
Whileawayans often become quite fond of them, asyou or | would of ahi-fi set or asportscar, but dl
the same, amaching's only amachine. Janet later offered to lend me hers on the grounds that she and
Laur no longer needed it.)

Jeannine stood there with an expression of extraordinary distrust: Eve and the hereditary ingtinct that
tells her to beware of apples. | took her by the shoulders, telling her again that it was aradar set. Thet it
was extremely dangerous. That it would blow up if she wasn't careful. Then | pushed her out of the room.

"Put it back."

Vv

Jeannine, Janet, Joanna. Something's going to happen. | came downstairs my bathrobe at three A.M.,
unableto deep. This house ought to be ringed with government spies, keeping their eyes on our diplomat
from the stars and her infernd, perverted friends, but nobody's about. | met Jeanninein the kitchen in her



pajamas, looking for the cocoa. Janet, still in sweater and dacks, was reading at the kitchen table,
puffy-eyed from lack of deep. She was cross-noting Gunnar Myrdal's An American Dilemma and
Marital Patterns of Nebraska College Sophomores, 1938-1948.

Jeannine said:

"| try to make the right decisions, but things don't work out. | don't know why. Other women are so
happy. | was avery good student when | was alittle girl and | liked school tremendoudly, but then when |
got to be around twelve, everything changed. Other things become important then, you know. It's not
that I'm not attractive; I'm pretty enough, | mean in ausua way, goodness knows I'm no beauty. But
that'sdl right. | love books, | love reading and thinking, but Cal saysit's only daydreaming; | just don't
know. What do you think? Therés my cat, Mister Frosty, you've seen him, I'm terribly fond of him, as
much as you can be of an animal, | suppose, but can you make alife out of booksand acat? | want to
get married. It'sthere, you know, somewhere just around the corner; sometimes after coming out of the
ballet or thethesatre, | can dmost fed it, | know if only | could turn around in the right direction, I'd be
ableto reach out my hand and takeit. Thingswill get better. | suppose I'm just late in developing. Do you
think if I got married | would like making love better? Do you think there's unconscious guilt—you know,
because Ca and | aren't married? | don't fed it that way, but if it was unconscious, you wouldn't fed it,
would you? Sometimes | get redlly blue, really awful, thinking: suppose | get old thisway? Suppose|
reach fifty or sixty and it'sal been the same—that's horrible—but of courseit'simpossible. It'sridiculous.
| ought to get busy a something. Ca says I'm frightfully lazy. Were getting married— marvelousl—and
my mother's very pleased because I'm twenty-nine. Under the wire, you know, oops! Sometimes| think
I'll get anotebook and write down my dreams because they're very daborate and interesting, but |
haven't yet. Maybe | won't; it'sasilly thing to do. Do you think so? My sister-in-law's so happy and
Bud's happy and | know my mother is; and Cal has a gresat future planned out. And if | wereacat |
would be my cat, Mister Frosty, and I'd be spoiled rotten (Cd says). | have everything and yet I'm not
happy.

"Sometimes | want to die.”

Then Joannasaid:

" After we had finished making love, he turned to the wal and said, 'Woman, you'relovely. You're
sensuous. Y ou should wear long hair and lots of eye make-up and tight clothing. Now what doesthis
have to do with anything? | remain bewildered. | have adevil of pride and adevil of despair; | used to go
out among the hills a seventeen (thisis a poetic euphemism for asuburban golf course) and there, on my
knees, | swear it, knelen on my kne, | wept aloud, | wrung my hands, crying: | am apoet! | am Shelley! |
am ageniusl What hasany of thisto do with me! The utter irrelevancy. Theinanity of the whole business.
Lady, your dip's showing. God bless. At eleven | passed an eighth-grader, aboy, who muttered between
his teeth, 'Shake it but don't break it." The career of the sexless sex object had begun. | had, at
seventeen, an awful conversation with my mother and father in which they told me how fineit wasto bea
girl—the pretty clothes (why are people so obsessed with this?) and how | did not haveto climb Everest,
but could listen to the radio and eat bon-bons while my Prince was out doing it. When | was five my
indulgent Daddy told me he made the sun come up in the morning and | expressed my skepticism; 'Well,
watch for it tomorrow and you'll see,’ he said. | learned to watch hisface for cues asto what | should do
or what | should say, or even what | should see. For fifteen years| fdl in love with adifferent man every
spring like a berserk cuckoo-clock. I love my body dearly and yet | would copulate with arhinocerosif |
could become not-aswoman. Thereisthe vanity training, the obedience training, the self-effacement
training, the deference training, the dependency training, the passivity training, therivary training, the
Supidity training, the placation training. How am | to put thistogether with my human life, my intellectua
life, my solitude, my transcendence, my brains, and my fearful, fearful ambition?| failed miserably and
thought it was my own fault. Y ou can't unite woman and human any more than you can unite matter and
anti-metter; they are designed not to be stable together and they make just as big an exploson insde the
head of the unfortunate girl who believesin both.

"Do you enjoy playing with other peopl€e's children—for ten minutes? Good! Thisrevealsthat you



have Maternal Ingtinct and you will be forever wretched if you do not instantly have ababy of your own
(or three or four) and take care of that unfortunate victimized object twenty-four hours aday, seven days
aweek, fifty-two weeks ayear, for eighteen years, dl by yoursdf. (Don't expect much help.)

"Areyou londy? Good! This showsthat you have Feminine Incompleteness; get married and do all
your hushand's persona services, buck him up when he'slow, teach him about sex (if he wantsyou to),
praise histechnique (if he doesn't), have afamily if he wantsafamily, follow himif he changes cities, get a
jobif he needs you to get ajob, and thistoo goes on seven days aweek, fifty-two weeks ayear forever
and ever amen unlessyou find yoursdf adivorcee at thirty with (probably two) smdl children. (Bea
shrew and ruin yoursdlf, too, how about it?)

"Do you like men's bodies? Good! Thisis beginning to be dmost as good as getting married. This
meansthat you have True Womanliness, which isfine unless you want to do it with him on the bottom
and you on the top, or any other way than he wantsto do it, or you don't come in two minutes, or you
don't want to do it, or you change your mind in mid-course, or get aggressive, or show your brains, or
resent never being talked to, or ask him to take you out, or fail to praise him, or worry about whether he
Respects Y ou, or hear yoursdlf described as awhore, or devel op affectionate fedings for him (see
Feminine Incompl eteness, above) or resent the predation you have to face and screen out o
unremittingly—

"| am atelephone pole, aMartian, arose-bed, atree, afloor lamp, acamera, a scarecrow. I'm not a
woman.

"Well, it's nobody's fault, | know (thisiswhat I'm supposed to think). | know and totally approve and
genuflect to and admire and wholly obey the doctrine of Nobody's Fault, the doctrine of Gradua
Change, the doctrine that Women Can Love Better Than Men so we ought to be saints (warrior saints?),
the doctrine of It's A Personal Problem.

"(Sdlah, sdah, thereis only one True Prophet and it's Y ou, don't kill me, massa, I'sejes ignerant.)

"Y ou see before you awoman in atrap. Those spike-heeled shoes that blow your hedls off (so you
become round-hedled). The intense need to smile at everybody. The davish (but respectable) adoration:
Lovemeor I'll die. Asthe nine-year-old daughter of my friend painstakingly carved on her linoleum
block when the third grade was doing crestive printing: | am like | am suppose to be Otherwise I'd kil
myself Rachd.

"Would you bdlieve—could you hear without laughing—could you credit without positively oofing
your sideswith hysterical mirth, that for years my secret, teenage ambition—more important than washing
my hair even and | wouldn't tell it to anybody—was to stand up fearless and honest like Joan of Arc or
Gdileo—

"And suffer for the truth?'

S0 Janet said:

"Lifehhasto end. What apity! Sometimes, when oneisaone, the universe pressesitsdlf into one's
hands. aplethora of joy, an organized plenitude. The iridescent, peacock-green folds of the mountainsin
South Continent, the cobalt-colored sky, the white sunlight which makes everything too red to betrue.
The existence of existence dways amazes me. Y ou tell me that men are supposed to like chalenge, that it
isrisk that makesthem truly men, but if I—aforeigner—may venture an opinion, what we know beyond
any doubt isthat theworld isabath; we bathein air, as Saint Teresasaid the fish isin the seaand the sea
isinthefish. | fancy your old church windows wished to show worshippers faces stained with that
emblematic brightness. Do you redlly want to take risks? Inoculate yoursdlf with bubonic plague. What
foolishnessl When that intellectuad sun rises, the pure sward lengthens under the crystal mountain; under
that pureintellectud light thereis neither materia pigment nor no true shadow any more, any more. What
price ego then?

"Now you tell me that enchanted frogs turn into princes, that frogesses under aspdll turninto
princesses. What of it? Romanceis bad for the mind. I'll tell you astory about the old Whileawayan
philosopher—sheisafolk character among us, rather funny in an odd way, or aswe say, ‘ticklish'. The



Old Whileawayan Philosopher was Sitting cross-legged among her disciples (as usud) when, without the
dightest explanation, she put her fingersinto her vagina, withdrew them, and asked, 'What have | here?

"Thedisciplesal thought very deeply.

" 'Life,' said one young woman.

" 'Power," said another.

"Housawork,' said athird.

" "The passing of time,' said the fourth, 'and the tragic irreversibility of organic truth.’

"The Old Whileawayan Philosopher hooted. She wasimmensaly entertained by this passion for
myth-making. 'Exercise your projective imaginations, she said, ‘on people who can't fight back,' and
opening her hand, she showed them that her fingers were perfectly unstained by any blood whatever,
partly because she was one hundred and three years old and long past the menopause and partly
because she had just died that morning. She then thumped her disciples severely about the head and
shoulders with her crutch and vanished. Ingtantly two of the disciples achieved Enlightenment, the third
became violently angry at the imposture and went to live asahermit in the mountains, whilethe
fourth—entirely disillusioned with philosophy, which she concluded to be agame for crackpots—Ieft
philosophizing forever to undertake the dredging out of silted-up harbors. What became of the Old
Philosopher's ghost is not known. Now the mora of thisstory isthat al images, idedls, pictures, and
fanciful representations tend to vanish sooner or later unless they have the great good luck to be exuded
from within, like bodily secretions or the bloom on agrape. And if you think that grape-bloom is
romantically pretty, you ought to know thet it isin redlity afilm of yeasty parasitesrioting on thefruit and
gobbling up grape sugar, just as the human skin (under magnification, | admit) showsitself to be
iridescent with hordes of plantlets and swarms of beasties and all the scum |eft by their dead bodies. And
according to our Whileawayan notions of propriety al thisisjust asit should be and an occasion for
infinitergoicing.

"After dl, why dander frogs? Princes and princesses are fools. They do nothing interesting in your
stories. They are not even real. According to history books you passed through the stage of feuda socia
organization in Europe some time ago. Frogs, on the other hand, are covered with mucus, which they find
delightful; they suffer agonies of passionate desire in which the maleswill embrace astick or your finger if
they cannot get anything better, and they experience rapturous, metaphysica joy (of afroggy sort, to be
sure) which shows plainly in their beautiful, chrysoberyllian eyes.

"How many princes or princesses can say as much?

Joanna, Jeannine, and Janet. What afeast of Js. Somebody is collecting Js.

We were somewhere ese. | mean we were not in the kitchen any more. Janet was still wearing her
dacks and sweater, | my bathrobe, and Jeannine her pgjamas. Jeannine was carrying ahalf-empty cup of
cocoawith aspoon stuck infit.

But we were somewhereelse.

PART EIGHT

Contents - Prev/Next

WhoamI?

I know who | am, but what's my brand name?

Mewith anew face, apuffy mask. Laid over the old onein strips of plastic that hurt when they come
off, ablond Halloween ghoul on top of the S.S. uniform. | was skinny as a beanpole undernesth except
for the hands, which were smilarly treated, and that very impressive face. | did thisoncein my line of
business, which I'll go into alittle later, and scared the idedlistic children who lived downdtairs. Their



delicate skins red with offended horror. Their clear young voicesraised in song (at three in the morning).
| don't do this often (say I, the ghoul) but it's great eevator technique, sticking your forefinger to the
back of somebody's neck while passing the fourth floor, knowing that helll never find out that you haven't
agun and that you're not dl there.
(Sorry. But watch out.)

Whom did we meset in that matron blackness but The Woman Who Has No Brand Name.

"l suppose you are wondering,” she said (and | enjoyed her enjoyment of my enjoyment of her
enjoyment of that cliche) "why | have brought you here."

Wedid.

We wondered why we werein awhite-walled penthouse living room overlooking the East River at
night with furniture so sharp-edged and ultramodern that you could cut yoursdf onit, with awall-length
bar, with asecond wal hung entirdly in black velvet like astage, with athird wall al glass, outsde which
the city did not look quite as| remembered it.

Now J(as| shdl cdl her) isredly terrifying, for she'sinvisble. Againgt the black curtains her head
and handsfloat in sinister disconnection, like puppets controlled by separate strings. There are baby
gpatlightsin the ceiling, which illuminate in degp chiaroscuro her gray hair, her lined face, her rather
macabre grin, for her teeth seem to be one fused ribbon of stedl. She stepped out against the white wall,
awoman-shaped hole, ablack cardboard cut-out; with a crooked, charming smile she clapped her hand
to her mouth, either taking something out or putting something in—see? Redl teeth. Those disbodied,
amost crippled hands clasped themsalves. She sat on her black leather couch and vanished again; she
smiled and dropped fifteen years; she has silver hair, not gray, and | don't know how old sheis. How she
lovesus! Sheleansforward and croons at us like Garbo. Jeannine has sunk down into a collection of
glass plates that passesfor achair; her cup and spoon make atiny, spineless chattering. Janet is erect and
reedy for anything.

"I'm glad, so glad, so very glad,” says J softly. She doesn't mind Jeannine's being acoward. Sheturns
the warmth of her smile on Jeannine the way none of us has ever been smiled at before, adwelling, loving
look that would make Jeannine go through fire and water to get it again, the kind of mother-love whose
lack getsinto your very bones.

"l am called Alice Reasoner," says J, "christened Alice-Jadl; | am an employee of the Bureau of
Compartive Ethnology. My code nameis Sweet Alice; can you bdlieveit?' (with asoft, cultivated laugh)
"Look around you and welcome yoursaves; ook a me and make me welcome; welcome mysdif,
welcome me, welcome |," and leaning forward, a shape stamped by a cookie-cutter on to nothing, with
pleasant art and sincere gestures, Alice-Jadl Reasoner told us what you have no doubt guessed long, long

ago.

(Her redl laugh isthe worst human sound | have ever heard: ahard, screeching yell that endsin gasps
and rusty sobbing, asif some mechanica vulture on a gigantic garbage hegp on the surface of the moon
were giving one forced shriek for the death of al organiclife. Yet Jlikesit. Thisisher private laugh.
Aliceis crippled, too; the ends of her fingers (she says) were once caught in a press and are growing
cancerous—and to be sure, if you look at them closaly you can seefolds of loose, dead skin over the
ends of her fingernails. She has hairpin-shaped scars under her ears, too.



IV

Her pointed fingernails painted slver to distract the eye, Alice-Jael playswith the window console: the
East River clouds over to reved (seridly) adesert morning, ablack lava beach, and the surface of the
moon. She sat, watching the pictures change, tapping her slver nails on the couch, herself the very picture
of boredom. Come up close and you'll seethat her eyes are silver, most unnatural. 1t came to me that we
had been watching this woman perform for half an hour and had given not one thought to what might be
happening around us or to us or behind us. The East River?

"An artigt's conception,” she says.)

Vv

"l am," says Jael Reasoner, "an employee of the Bureau of Comparative Ethnology and aspecidistin
disguises. It came to me severa months ago that | might find my other salves out there in the greet, gray
might-have-been, so | undertook—for reasons partly persona and partly palitical, of which more
later—to get hold of the three of you. It was very hard work. I'm afield worker and not atheoretician,
but you must know that the closer to home you travel, the more power it takes, both to discriminate
between smal degrees of difference and to transport objects from one universe of probability into
another.

"If we admit among the universes of probability any in which the laws of physicd redity are different
from our own, wewill have an infinite number of universes. If we redtrict oursalvesto the laws of physical
redlity aswe know them, we will have alimited number. Our universeis quantized; therefore the
differences between possible universes (dthough very smal) must be smilarly quantized, and the number
of such universes must befinite (athough very large). | takeit that it must be possible to distinguish the
very smalest differences—say, that of one quantum of light—for otherwise we could not find our way to
the same universe time after time, nor could we return to our own. Current theory hasit that one cannot
return to one's own past, but only to other people's, smilarly one cannot travel into one's own future, but
only to other peopl€'s, and in no way can these motions be forced to result in straightforward travel—
from any baseline whatever . The only possible motion isdiagona motion. So you seethat the classical
paradoxes of time-travel Smply do not apply—we cannot kill our own grandmothers and thereby cease
to exist, nor can wetravel into our own future and affect it in advance, so to speak. Nor can |, oncell
have made contact with your present, travel into your past or your future. The best | can do in finding out
my own future isto study one very closeto my own, but here the cost of power becomes prohibitive. My
Department's researches are therefore conducted in regions rather far from home. Go too far and you
find an Earth too close to the sun or too far away or nonexistent or barren of life; cometoo close and it
costs too much. We operate in a pretty small optima range. And of course | was doing thison my own,
which means| must stedl the whole damn operation anyway.

"Y ou, Janet, were dmost impossible to find. The universein which your Earth exists does not even
register on our instruments; neither do those for quite a probable spread on either Sde of you; we have
been trying for yearsto find out why. Besides you are too close to usto be economicaly feasible. | had
located Jeannine and not Joanna; you very obligingly stepped out of place and became asvisbleasa
sore thumb; I've had afix on you ever since. The three of you got together and | pulled you dl in. Look
at yoursalves.

"Genetic patterns sometimes repeat themsalves from possible present universe to possible present
universe; thisis aso one of the e ementsthat can vary between universes. Thereis repetition of genotypes
in the far future too, sometimes. Here is Janet from the far future, but not my future or yours, here are the
two of you from amost the same moment of time (but not as you seeit!), both of those momentsonly a



little behind mine; yet | won't happen in the world of ether of you. We areless dike than identical twins,
to be sure, but much more dike than strangers have any right to be. Look at yourselves again.

"Were al white-skinned, eh? | bet two of you didn't think of that. Weredl women. We aretall,
within afew inches of each other. Given areasonable variation, we are the sameracid type, eventhe
same physica type—no redheads or olive skins, hm? Don't go by me; I'm not natural! Look in each
other'sfaces. What you see is essentialy the same genotype, modified by age, by circumstances, by
education, by diet, by learning, by God knowswhat. Hereis Jeannine, the youngest of usal with her
smooth face: tall, thin, sedentary, round-shouldered, along-limbed body made of clay and putty; she's
awaystired and probably has trouble waking up in the morning. Hm? And there's Joanna, somewhat
older, much more active, with adifferent gait, different mannerisms, quick and jerky, not depressed, sits
with her spine like aruler. Who'd think it was the same woman? There's Janet, hardier than the two of
you put together, with her sun-bleached hair and her muscles; she's spent her life outdoors, a Swedish
hiker and afarmhand. Y ou begin to see? She's older and that masks agood deal. And of course she has
had dl the Whileawayan improvements—no rheumatism, no sinustrouble, no dlergies, no appendix,
good fest, good teeth, no double joints, and so forth and so forth, all the rest that we three must suffer.
And I, who could throw you all across the room, though | don't look it. Y et we started the same. It's
possiblethat in biologicd terms Jeannineis potentialy the most intelligent of usdl; try to provethat to a
stranger! We ought to be equally long-lived but we won't be. We ought to be equally hedlthy but were
not. If you discount the wombs that bore us, our pre-natal nourishment, and our deliveries (none of which
differ essentially) we ought to have started out with the same autonomic nervous system, the same
adrends, the same hair and teeth and eyes, the same circulatory system, and the same innocence. We
ought to think dike and fed dike and act dike, but of course we don't. So plagtic is humankind! Do you
remember the old story of the Doppelganger? Thisis the double you recognize ingtantly, with whom you
fed amyserious kinship. An ingtant sympathy, that informsyou at once that the other isredly your very
own sdf. Thetruth isthat people don't recognize themsaves except in mirrors, and sometimes not even
then. Between our dress, and our opinions, and our habits, and our beliefs, and our values, and our
mannerisms, and our manners, and our expressions, and our ages, and our experience, even | can hardly
believethat | am looking at three other myselves. No layman would entertain for amoment the notion
that he beheld four versons of the same woman.

Did | say amoment? Not for an age of moments, particularly if the layman wereindeed a man.

"Janet, may | ask you why you and your neighbors do not show up on our instruments? Y ou must
have discovered the theory of probability travel some time ago (in your terms), yet you are thefirst
traveler. Y ou wish to vist other universes of probability, yet you make it impossible for anyoneto find
you, let donevist you.

"Why isthat?"

"Aggressve and bellicose persons,” said Janet with care, "dways assume that unaggressive and
pacific persons cannot protect themselves.

"Why isthat?"

Vi

Over trays of pre-cooked stesk and chicken that would've disgraced an airline (that's where they
camefrom, | found out later) Jadl sat next to Jeannine and glued hersdlf to Jeannine's ear, glancing round
at the rest of usfrom timeto time to see how we were taking it. Her eyes sparkled with the gaiety of
corruption, the Devil in the fable tempting the young girl. Whisper, whisper, whisper. All | could hear
were the sibilants, when her tongue came between her teeth. Jeannine stared soberly ahead and didn't eat
much, the color leaving her little by little. Jael didn't et a al. Like avampire she fed on Jeannine's ear.
Later shedrank a sort of super-bouillon which nobody else could stand and talked alot to al of us about
thewar. Findly, Janet said bluntly:



"What war?'

"Doesit matter?' said Miss Reasoner ironically, raisng her slver eyebrows. "Thiswar, that war, isn't
there dways one?'

"No," said Janet.

"W, hell," said Jad more genuingly, "the war. If thereisn't one, therejust was one, and if there
wasn't one, there soon will be one. En? The war between Us and Them. We're playing it rather cool just
now becauseit's hard to work up an enthusiasm for something forty yearsold.”

| said, "Usand Them?"

"I'll tell you," said Sweet Alice, making aface. "After the plague—don't worry; everything you et is
stuffed with anti-toxins and well decontaminate you before you go—besides, thisal ended more than
seventy years ago—after the bacteriol ogical weapons were cleaned out of the biosphere (insofar asthat
was possible) and half the population buried (the dead half, | hope) people became rather conservative.
They tend to do that, you know. Then after awhile you get the reaction against the conservatism, | mean
the radicalism. And after that the reaction againg the radicalism. People had aready begun gathering in
like-minded communities before the war: Traditionalists, Neo-Feudalists, Patriarchaists, Matriarchalists,
Separatigts (all of usnow), Fecundists, Sterilists, and what-have-you. They seemed to be happier that
way. The War Between the Nations had really been arather nice war, aswars go; it wiped the have-not
nations off the face of the earth and made their resources available to us without the bother of their
populations; al our machinery was left sanding; we were getting wedthier and wedthier. So if you were
not one of thefifty percent who had died, you were having a pretty good time of it. There wasincreasing
separatism, increasing irritability, increasing radicalism; then came the Polarization; then came the Split.
The middle drops out and you're | eft with the two ends, hein? So when people began shopping for anew
war, which they also seem to do, don't they, there was only one war |eft. The only war that makes any
senseif you except the relations between children and adults, which you must do because children grow
up. But in the other war the Haves never stop being Haves and the Have-nots never stop being
Have-nots. It's cooled off now, unfortunately, but no wonder; it's been going on for forty years—a
gdemate, if you'll forgive the pun. But in my opinion, questions that are based on something red ought to
be settled by something redl without al this damned lazy miserable drifting. I'm afanatic. | want to see
thisthing settled. | want to seeit over and done with. Gone. Dead.

"Oh, don't worry!" she added. "Nothing spectacular is going to happen. All 1 will do in three days or
soisask you about the tourist trade in your lovely homes. What's wrong with that? Simple, eh?

"But it will get thingsmoving. Thelong war will sart up again. Wewill bein themiddle of it and [—
who have dways been in the middle of it—will get some decent support from my people at last.”

"Who?' said Jeannine crosdy. "Who, who, for Heaven's sake! Who's Us, who's Them? Do you
expect usto find out by telepathy!”

"l beg your pardon,” said Alice Reasoner softly. "'l thought you knew. | had no intention of puzzling
you. You are my guests. When | say Them and Us | mean of course the Haves and the Have-nots, the
two sides, there are dways two sides, aren't there?

"1 mean the men and the women.”

Later | caught Jeannine by the door aswewere dl leaving; "What did shetak to you about?' | said.
Something had gotten into Jeanning's clear, suffering gaze; something had muddied her timidity. What can
render Miss Dadier self-possessed? What can make her so quietly stubborn? Jeannine said:

"She asked meif | had ever killed anybody."

VI

Shetook ustopside in the branch elevator: The Y oung One, The Weak One, The Strong One, as she
cdled usin her own mind. I'm the author and | know. Miss Swveden (she dso called Janet this) ran her



hands over the paneling and studied the controls while the other two gaped. Think of mein my usua
portable form. Their underground cities are mazes of corridors like sunken hotels; we passed doors,
barricades, store windows, branch corridors leading to arcades. What isthis passion for living
underground? At one barrier they put usin purdah, that is, some kind of asbestos-like fireman's suit that
protects you against other people's germs and them against yours. But thistime it was afake, meant only
to hide us. "Can't have them looking at you," said Jael. She went apart with the border guard and there
was some |ow-voiced, aggressve byplay, some snarling and lifting of hackleswhich athird party
resolved by akind of rough joking. | didn't hear aword of it. Shetold us honestly that we couldn't be
expected to believe anything we hadn't seen with our own eyes. There would be no films, no
demondtrations, no statistics, unless we asked for them. We trundled out of the eevator into an armored
car waiting in abarn, and across an unpaved, shell-pocked plain, asort of no-man's-land, inthe middle
of thenight. Isthe grass growing? Isthat a virus blight? Are the mutated strains taking over ?
Nothing but gravel, boulders, space, and stars. Jael flashed her pass at a second set of guards and told
them about us, jerking her thumb backwards at the three of us. unclean, unclean, unclean. No barriers, no
barbed wire, no searchlights; only the women have these. Only the men make asport of people-hunting
across the desert. Bulkier than three pregnancies, we followed our cregtrix into another car, from out that
first one, through the rubble and ruin at the edges of an old city, |eft sanding just asit had been during the
plague. Teachers come out here on Sundays, with their classes. It looks asif it's been used for target
practice, with holesin everything and new scars, like mortar scars, on the rubble. "It has," says Jeel
Reasoner. Each of uswears aluminous, shocking-pink cross on chest and back to show how deadly we
are. So the Manlanders (who dl carry guns) won't take pot-shots at us. There arelightsin the
distance—don't think | know any of thisby hearsay; I'm the spirit of the author and know dl things. I'll
know it when we begin to passthe lit-up barracks at the edge of the city, when we see in the distance the
homes of the very rich shining from the seven hilltops on which the city is built; I'll know it when we go
through atunnd of rubble, built fashionably to resemble aWorld War | trench, and emerge neither into a
public nursery (they're either much further insde the city proper or out in the country) nor into abrothd,
but into a recrestion center called The Trench or The Prick or The Crotch or The Knife. | haven't
decided on aname yet. The Manlanders keep their children with them only when they're very rich—but
what posit 1? Manlanders have no children. Manlanders buy infants from the Womanlanders and bring
them up in batches, save for the rich few who can order children made from their very own semen: keep
them in city nurseries until they'refive, then out into the country training ground, with the gasping little
misfits buried in baby cemeteries aong the way. There, in ascetic and hedlthful settlementsin the country,
little boys are made into Men—though some don't quite make it; sex-change surgery begins at sixteen.
Oneout of seven falls early and makesthe full change; one out of seven failslater and (refusing surgery)
makes only haf achange: artigts, illusonists, impressonists of femininity who keep their genitalia but who
grow dim, grow languid, grow emotiona and feminine, dl thisthe effect of spirit only. Five out of seven
Manlanders makeit; these are"real-men." The others are "the changed" or "the half-changed." All
real-men like the changed; some real-men like the haf-changed; none of the rea-men like rea-men, for
that would be abnormal. Nobody asks the changed or half-changed what they like. Jadl flashed her civil
pass at the uniformed real-man at the entrance to The Crotch and we trundled after. Our hands and feet
look very smal to me, our bodies odd and dumpy.

Wewent insde; "Jadl!" | exclaimed, "there are—"

"Look again,” shesad.

Look at the necks, look at the wrists and ankles, penetrate the veils of false hair and fal se eyelashes
to measure the relative size of eyes and bone structure. The half-changed starve themselvesto be dim,
but look at their calves and the straightness of their arms and knees. If most of the fully changed livein
harims and whore-homes, and if popular dang is beginning to cal them "cunts,” what doesthis|eave for
us? What can we be called?

"Theenemy,” said Jadl. "Sit here." We sat around alarge table in the corner where the light was dim,
snuggling up to the fake oak panding. One of the guards, who had followed usinside, came up to Jedl



and put one giant arm round her, one huge paw crushing her bearishly to hisside, his crimson epaulets,
his gold boots, his shaved head, his sky-blue codpiece, his diamond-chequered-costumed attempt to
beat up the whole world, to shove his prick up the world's ass. She looked so plain next to him. Shewas
al swalowed up.

"Hey, hey," hesaid. "So you're back again!”

"Wdll, sure, why not?' (she said) "I have to meet someone. | have some businessto do.”

"Busness" he said fetchingly. "Don't you want some of the red thing? Come on, fuck business!”

She smiled gracefully but remained modestly silent. This seemed to please him. He enveloped her
further, to the point of vanishment, and said in alow voice with asort of chuckle:

"Don't you dream about it? Don't dl you girls dream about us?'

"Y ou know that, Lenny," shesaid.

"Surel do," he said enthusiastically. "Sure. | can seeit in your face whenever you come here. Y ou get
excited just looking at it. Like the doctors say, we can do it with each other but you can't because you
don't have nothing to do it with, do you? So you don't get any."

"Lenny—" she began (dipping under hisarm) "you got usfigured out just right. Scout's honor. I've got
businessto do."

"Comeon!" hesad (pleading, | think).

"Oh, youreabrick!" cried Jael, moving behind the table, "you surely are. Why, you're so strong,
some day you're going to squash usto death." He laughed, basso-profundo. "Were friends," he said, and
winked |aborioudly.

"Sure," said Jad dryly.

"Some day you're gonnawalk right in here—" and thistiresome creature began al over again, but
whether he noticed the rest of us or saw someone or smelt someone | don't know, for suddenly he
lumbered off in agreat hurry, rousting his billy-club out of his azure sash, next the gun holster. Bouncers
don't usetheir guns at The Prick; too much chance of hitting the wrong people. Jael wastaking to
someone else, ashadowy, thin-lipped party in agreen engineer's suit.

"Of course werefriends," said Jael Reasoner patiently. "Of course we are. That'swhy | don't want to
talk to you tonight. Hell, | don't want to get you in trouble. See those crosses? One jab, onelittlerip or
tear, and those girlswill start an epidemic you won't be able to stop for amonth. Do you want to be
mixed up in that? Now you know we women are into plague research; well, these are some of the
experiments. I'm taking them across Manland to another part of our own place; it'sashort-cut. |
wouldn't take them through here except | have some businessto do here tonight. Were developing a
faster immunization process. I'd tdll dl your friendsto stay away from thistable, too, if | were you—not
that we can't take care of oursalves and / don't worry; I'm immuneto this particular strain— but | don't
want to see you take the rgp for it. You've done alot for mein the past and I'm grateful. I'm very
grateful. You'd get it in the neck, you know. And you might get plague, too, there's aways that. Okay?"

Astonishing how each of them has to be reassured of my loyalty! says Jael Reasoner. Even more
astonishing that they believe me. They're not very bright, are they? But these are the little fish.
Besides, they've been separated from real women so long that they don't know what to make of
us; | doubt if even the sex surgeons know what a real woman looks like. The specifications we
send them every year grow wilder and wilder and thereisn't a murmur of protest. | think they like
it. As moths to the flame, so men to the social patterns of the Army, that womanless world
haunted by the ghosts of millions of dead women, that discarnate femininity that hovers over
everybody and can turn the toughest real-man into one of Them, that dark force they always feel
at the backs of their own minds! Would I, do you think, force slavishness and deformity on
two-sevenths of my own kind? Of course not! | think these men are not human. No, no, that's
wrong —/ decided long ago that they weren't human. Work is power, but they farm out everything
to us without the slightest protest —Hell, they get lazier and lazier. They let us do their thinking
for them. They even let us do their feeling for them. They are riddled with duality and the fear of



duality. And the fear of themselves. 1 think it'sin their blood. What human being would —
sweating with fear and rage —mark out two equally revolting paths and insist that her
fellow-creaturestread one or the other ?

Ah, therivalries of cosmic he-men and the worlds they must conquer and the terrors they must
face and the rivals they must challenge and overcome!

"You arebeing alittle obvious," says Janet pedanticaly from ingde her suit, "and | doubt that the
power of the blood—"

Hsst! Here comes my contact.

Our contact was a hdf-changed, for Manlanders believe that child care is woman's business; so they
delegate to the changed and the half-changed the business of haggling for babies and taking care of
children during those al-important, first five years—they want to fix their babies sexud preferences early.
Thismeans, practically speaking, that the children are raised in brothels. Now some Manlander real-men
do not like the idea of the whole business being in the hands of the feminized and the effeminate but
there's not much they can do about it (see Proposition One, about child care, above)—although the more
masculine look forward to atime when no Manlander will fall awvay from the ranks of the he-men, and
with an obstinacy | consider perverse, refuse to decide who will be the sexua objects when the changed
and the half-changed are no more. Perhaps they think sex beneath them. Or above them? (Around the
ghrine of each gowned and sequinned hostessin The Knife are at least three real-men; how many cana
hostess take on in one night?) | suspect we red women il figure, however grotesquely, in Manland's
deepest dreams; perhagps on that morning of Total Masculinity they will dl invade Womanland, rape
everyonein sght (if they still remember how) and then kill them, and after that commit suicide upon a
pyramid of their victims panties. The officid ideology hasit that women are poor substitutesfor the
changed. | certainly hope so. (Little girls, crept out of their créche at last, touching those heroic dead with
curious, weefingers. Nudging them with their patent leather Mary Janes. Bringing their baby brothers out
to aparty on the green, al flutes and oats and pastora fun until the food gives out and thetiny heroines
must decide: Whom shall we eat? Thewaving limbs of our starfish siblings, our dead mothers, or those
strange, huge, hairy bodies dready beginning to swell in the sun?) | flashed that damned
pass—again'—thistime at a hdf-changed in apink chiffon gown, with gloves up to his shoulder, a
monument of irrelevancy on high heds, apretty girl with too much of theright curves and a bobhing,
springing, pink feather boa. Where oh where is the shop that makes those long rhinestone earrings,
objects of fetishism and nogtalgia, worn only by the haf-changed (and usudly not by them unlessthey're
rich), hand-made from museum copies, of no use or interest to fully six-sevenths of the adult human race?
Somewhere stones are put together by antiquarians, somewhere petroleum istransformed into fabric that
can't burn without polluting the air, and won't rot, and won't erode, so that strands of plastic have turned
up in the bodies of diatoms at the bottom of the Pacific Trench—such avision was he, so much he wore,
such folds and frills and ribbons and buttons and feathers, trimmed like a Chrissmastree. Like Garbo
playing AnnaKarenina, decorated al over. His green eyes shrewdly narrowed. This one hasintelligence.
Orisit only theweight of hisfaselashes? The burden of having dwaysto be taken, of having to swoon,
to fdl, to endure, to hope, to suffer, to wait, to only be? There must be a secret feminine underground
that teaches them how to behave; in the face of their comrades derision and savage contempt, in the face
of the prospect of gang rapeif they're found alone on the streets after curfew, in the face of the legal
necessity to belong—every one of them—to areal-man, somehow they ill learn the classic shiver, the
dow blink, the knuckle-to-lip pathos. These, too, | think, must be in the blood. But whose? My three
friendsand | pale beside such magnificence! Four lumpy parcels, of no interest to anyoneat dl, at all.

Anna, with amechanica shiver of desire, saysthat we must go with him.

"Her?' says Jeannine, confused.

"Him!" says Annain astrained contrato. The haf-changed are very punctilious—sometimes about the
changeds superiority and sometimes about their own genitas. Either way it works out to Him. He's
extraordinarily aware, for aman, of Jeannineg's shrinking and he resents it—as who would not? | myself
am respectful of ruined lives and forced choices. On the street once Annadid not fight hard enough



againgt the fourteen-year-old toughs who wanted his twelve-year-old ass; he didn't go to the extremity of
berserk rage, reckoning hislife as nothing in defense of his virility; he forestalled—by surrender—the
plucking out of an eye, the castration, the throat cut with a broken bottle, the being put out of his
twelve-year-old action with astone or atire chain. | know alot about Manlanders history. Annamade a
modus vivendi, he decided lifewasworth it on any terms. Everything follows from that.

"Oh, you're lovdy," says Jeannine, heartfdlt. Stersin misfortune. Thisreally pleases Anna. He shows
usaletter of safe-conduct he has from his boss—a real-man, of course—and putting it back in
pink-brocaded evening bag, draws around him that fake-feather Thing which floats and wobblesin the
least current of air-. It'sawarm evening. To protect hisemployer, the big boss (they are Men, eveninthe
child-rearing business) has had to give AnnaK alittle two-way TV camerato wear in hisear; otherwise
somebody would break hishigh hedls and leave him dead or half-dead in an aley. Everybody knows that
the half-changed are wesak and can't protect themsalves, what do you think femininity isall about? Even
s0 Anna probably has a bodyguard waiting at the entrance to The Knife. I'm cynical enough to wonder
sometimesif the Manlanders mystiqueisn't just an excuse to feminize anybody with a pretty face—but
look again, they believeit; look under the padding, the paint, the false hair, the corsetry, the skin rinses
and the magnificent dresses and you'll see nothing exceptional, only faces and bodies like any other
man's. Annabats his eyes at us and wets hislips, taking the women insde the suits to be real-men, taking
meto be ared-man (what else can | beif I'm not a changed?), taking the big wide world itsdlf to
be—what €l se?—a Red-Man intent on worshipping Annas ass; the world existsto look at Anng;
he—or she—isonly ared-man turned insde out.

An egriesgerliness, agmile a Jeannine. All that narcisssm! Brains underneeth, though.

Remember wheretherr loyaltieslie.

(Arethey jedous of us?| don't think they believe were women.)

Hewets hislips again, the indescribable silliness of that insane mechanism, practiced anywhere and
everywhere, on the right people, on the wrong people. But what elseisthere? It seemsthat Annasboss
wantsto meet me. (I don't likethat.) But welll go; we maintain our outward obedience until the very end,
until the beautiful, bloody moment that we fire these stranglers, these murderers, these unnatural and
atavigtic nature's bastards, of f the face of the earth.

"Dearest sigter,” says Annasoftly, sweetly, "comewith me."

VIII

| guess Annd's boss just wanted to see the dien poontang. | don't know yet what he wants, but 1 will.
Hiswife clicked in with atray of drinks—scarlet skin-tights, no underwear, trangparent high-heeled
sandals like Cinderdllas—she gave us ahomey, cute smile (she wears no make-up and is covered with
freckles) and stilted out. Man talk. They seldom earn wives beforefifty. Art, they say, hashad a
Renai ssance among the Manlander rich, but this one doesn't ook like a patron: jowly, pot-bellied, the
fierce redness of an athlete forced into idleness. His heart? High blood pressure? But they dl cultivate
their muscles and let their hedlth and their mindsrot. Thereisarather peculiar wholesomenessto the
home life of aManland millionaire; Boss, for example, would not think of letting hiswife go anywhere
alone—that is, risk the anarchy of the streets—even with abodyguard. He knowswhat's due her. Their
"women," they say, civilize them. For an emotiond relaionship, turnto a"woman.”

What am [?

I know what | am, but what's my brand name?

He stares rudely, unable to conced it: What are they? What do they do? Do they screw each
other? What does it feel like? (Try and tell him!) He doesn't waste a second on the pink crossesin
purdah; they're only "women" anyhow (hethinks); I'm the soldier, I'm the enemy, I'm the other sdif, the
mirror, the master-dave, the rebel, the heretic, the mystery that must be found out &t al costs. (Maybe he



thinksthethree Jshaveleprosy.) | don't likethisat dl. J-one (Janet, by her gait) isexamining the
paintings on thewall; Jtwo and J-three stand hand in hand, Babesin the Wood. Bossfinishes hisdrink,
chewing on something in the bottom of it like alarge teddy-bear, with comic ddliberation: chomp, chomp.
He waves grandly toward the other drinks, hiswife having abandoned the tray on top of what looksfor
al theworld like aNew Orleans, white-enamelled, bordello piano (Whorehouse Baroqueisvery bigin
Manland right now).

| shook my head.

Hesad, "Y ou have any children?' Pregnancy fascinates them. The rank-and-file have forgotten about
mengtruation; if they remembered, that would fascinate them. | shook my head again.

Hisface darkened.

"| thought,” said I mildly, "that we were going to talk business. I'd liketo do just that. | don't mean—
that is, | don't want to be unsociable, but time's passing and 1'd rather not discuss my persond life."

Hesad: "You're on my turf, you'll Goddamn well talk about what | Goddamn well talk about.”

Let it pass. Control yourself. Hand them the victory in the Domination Sweegpstakes and they usualy
forget whatever it isthey were going to do anyway. He glared and brooded. Munched chips, crackers,
satsticks, what-not. Doesn't redlly know what he wants. | waited.

"Persond lifel" he muttered.

"It'snot redly very interesting,” | volunteered,

"Y ou kids screw each other?"

| sad nothing.

Heleaned forward. "Don't get mewrong. | think you have aright to do it. | never bought this stuff
about women alone having no sex. It's not in human nature. Now, do you?"

"No," | said.

He chuckled. "That'sright, cover up. Mind, I'm not condemning you. It'sonly to be expected. Eh! If
wed kept together, men and women, none of thiswould have happened. Right?"

| put on my doubtful, dightly shamed, dy, well-you-know, al-purposelook. | have never known
what it means, but they seem to. He laughed out loud. Another drink.

"Look here" hesaid, "I expect you have more intelligence than most of those bitches or you wouldn't
bein thisjob. Right? Now it's obvious to anyone that we need each other. Even in separate campswe
il haveto trade, you till have to have the babies, things haven't changed that much. Now what | havein
mind isan experimenta project, apilot project, you might say, in trying to get the two sides back
together. Not al a once—"

"|—" | said. (They don't hear you.)

"Not al a once,” (he continued, deaf asapost) "but alittle bit at atime. We have to make haste
deliberatdy. Right?*

| was silent. He leaned back. "I knew you'd seeit,” he said. Then he made apersona remark: "You
saw my wife?" | nodded.

"Nataliesgrand,” he said, taking some more chips. " She'sagrand girl. She made these. Deep-fried, |
think." (A weak woman handling apot of boiling ail.) "Have some."

To pacify him | took some and held them in my hand. Greasy Stuff.

"Now," hesad, "you likethe ides, right?"

"What?'

"The aversive therapy, for Chrissakes, the pilot group. Socid relations, getting back together. I'm not
like some of the mosshacks around here, you know, | don't go for thisinferior-superior business; |
believein equality. If we get back together, it hasto be on that basis. Equals.”

"But—" | said, meaning no offense.

"It hasto be on the basis of equality! | believe that. And don't think the man in the street can't be sold
on it, propagandato the contrary. We're brought up on this nonsense of woman's place and woman's



nature when we don't even have women around to study. What do we know! I'm not any less masculine
because I've done woman'swork; doesit take lessintelligence to handle an operation like the nurseries
and training campsthan it doesto figure the logistics of War Games? Hell, no! Not if you do it rationally
and efficiently; businessisbusness”

Let it go. Perhapsitll play itself out; they do sometimes. | sat attentively sill while he gave methe
most moving pleafor my own efficiency, my rationdity, my status as ahuman being. He ended by saying
anxioudy, "Do you think itll work?'

"Well—" | began.

"Of course, of course,” (interrupted this damned fool once again) "you're not adiplomat, but we have
to work through the men we have, don't we? Individual man can accomplish ends where Mass-man fails.
En?’

| nodded, picturing mysdlf asIndividua Man. The "woman'swork" explainsit, of course; it makes
him dangeroudly irritable. He had gotten now into the poignant part, the mystifying and moving account of
our Sufferings. Thisiswherethe tears comein. It helpsto be able to classify what they're going to do, but
Lord! it'sdepressing, dl the same. Alwaysthe same. | Sit on, perfectly invisible, achak sketch of a
woman. Anidea A waking ear.

"What wewant" (he said, getting into stride) "isawaorld in which everybody can be himself. Him.
Sdf. Not thisinsane forcing of temperaments. Freedom. Freedom for dl. | admireyou. Yes, let me say
that | do indeed, and mogt frankly, admire you. Y ou've broken through al that. Of course most women
will not be able to do that— in fact, most women—qgiven the choice—will hardly chooseto give up
domedticity dtogether or even” (here he smiled) "even choose to spend much of their livesinthe
market-place or the factory. Most women will continue to choose the conservative caretaking of
childhood, the formation of beautiful human relationships, and the care and service of others. Servants.
Of. The. Race. Why should we sneer at that? And if we find there are certain traits connected with sex,
like homemaking, like reasoning power, like certain temperamental factors, well of course there will be,
but why derogate one sex or the other on that account? People” (braced for the peroration) "people are
asthey are. If—"

| roseto my feet. "Excuseme” | said, "but busness—"

"Damn your business" he said in hegt, this confused and irritable man. ™Y our businessisn't worth two
cents compared with what I'm talking about!"

"Of course not, of coursenot,” | said soothingly.

"l should hope so!™

Numb, numb. With boredom. Invisble. Chained.

"That's the trouble with you women, you can't see anything in the abstract!”

Hewants meto cringe. | redly think so. Not the content of what | say but the endless, endless
feeding of hisvanity, the shaky structure of sdf. Even the intelligent ones.

"Don't you appreciate what I'm trying to do for you?'

Kiss-me-I'm-a-goodguy.

"Don't you have any idea how important thisis?"

Siding down thedippery gulf into invighility.

"This could make higtory!"

Even me withdl my traning!

"Of course, we have atradition to uphold.”

It be dow.

"—weéll haveto go dowly. Onething at atime.”

If it'spractical.

"WEelIl haveto find out what's practicable. This may be—uh—visonary. It may bein advance of its
time"



Can't legidate mordlity.

"We can't force people againgt their inclinations and we have generations of conditioning to
overcome. Perhapsin a decade—"

Perhaps never.

"—yperhaps never. But men of good will—"

Did he hear that?

"—and women, too, of course, you understand that the word 'men’ includes the word ‘women’; it's
only usage—"

Everyone must have his own abortion.

"—and not redlly important. Y ou might even say” (he giggles) " 'everyone and his husband' or
‘everyone will be entitled to his own abortion' " (heroars) "but | want you to go back to your people and
tdl them—"

It'sunofficid.

"—that we're prepared to negotiate. But it can't be official. Y ou must understand that | face
consderable opposition. And most women—not, you, of course; you're different—well, most women
aren't used to thinking athing through likethis. They can't do it systematicaly. Say, you don't mind my
saying that about 'most women,' do you?"

| smile, drained of persondity.

"That'sright,” (he said) "don't takeit persondly. Don't get feminine on me," and he winked broadly to
show hebore menoill-will. Thisisthetime for meto sted away, leaving behind haf my lifesblood and
promises, promises, promises; but you know what? | just can't do it. It's happened too often. | have no
reserves|eft. | sat down, smiling brilliantly in sheer anticipation, and the dear man hitched hischair nearer.
Helooks uneasy and avid. "We're friends?' he says.

"Sure," | say, hardly able to speak.

"Good!" hesad. "Tdl me, do you like my place?’

"Ohyes" | say.

"Ever seeanything like it before?"

"Ohno!" (I livein achicken-barn and eat shit.)

Helaughed ddightedly. "The paintings are pretty good. We're having akind of Renaissance lately.
How's art among the ladies, huh?"

"S0-90," | said, making aface. The room isbeginning to sway with the adrenain | can pump into my
bloodstream when | choose; thisis caled voluntary hysterica strength and it isvery, very useful, yes
indeed. Firgt the friendly chat, then the uncontrollably curious grab, and then the hatred comes out. Be
prepared.

"l suppose,” he said, "you must've been different from the start—from alittle girl, en>—doing ajob
likethis. Y ou've got to admit we have one thing up on you—we don't try to force everybody into the
samerole. Oh no. We don't keegp aman out of the kitchen if that'swhat he redly wants."

"Ohsure” | said. (Those chemical-surgicd castrati)

"Now you do," he said. "Y ou're more reactionary than we are. Y ou won't let women lead the
domedtic life. Y ou want to make everyone dike. That'snot what | visudize."

He goesinto along happy rap about motherhood, the joys of the uterus. The emotiona nature of
Woman. Theroom is beginning to sway. One gets very recklessin hysterical strength; thefirst few weeks
| trained, | broke severa of my own bonesbut | know how to do it now. | redly do. My muscles are not
for harming anyone e'se; they are to kegp me from harming mysdlf. That terrible concentration, That
feverish brightness. Boss-Idiot has not talked to anyone e se about his grand idea; he's il in First Cliche
stage and any group discussion, however moronic, would have weeded out the worst of them. His dear
Natalie. His gifted wife. Take me, now; helovesme. Y eshe does. Not physicaly, of course. Oh no. Life
seeksits mate. Its complement. Romantic rubbish. Its other self. Itsjoy. Hewon't talk business tonight.



Will he ask meto stay over?

"Oh, | couldn't,” saysthe other Jael. He doesn't heer it; thereés agadget in Boss's ear that screens out
femae voices. HEs moved closer, bringing his chair with him—some silly flub-dub about not being able
to talk the length of the room. Spiritud intimacy. Smiling foolishly he says:

"Soyou likemealittle, huh?!

How terrible, betrayal by lust. No, ignorance. No—pride.

"Hel, go avay," | say.

"Sureyou do!" He expects meto act like his Natalie, he bought her, he owns her. What do women
do in the daytime? What do they do when they're done? Adrendin isademanding high; it untunesal
your finer controls.

"Get away," | whisper. He doesn't hear it. These men play games, play with vanity, hiss, threaten,
erect their neck-spines. It sometimes takes ten minutesto get afight going. I, who am not areptile but
only an n, only amurderess, never give warning. They worry about playing fair , about keeping
the rules, about giving a good account of themselves. | don't play. | have no pride. | don't hesitate. At
home | am harmless, but not here.

"Kissme, you dear little bitch," he saysin an excited voice, mastery and disgust warring with each
other in his eyes. Boss has never seen ared cunt, | mean as nature made them. Helll use words he hasn't
dared to use since he was elghteen and took hisfirst half-changed in the street, mastery and disgust
mingling. That davish gpprenticeship at the recrestion centers. How can you love anyonewho isa
castrated Y ou? Real homosexuality would blow Manland to pieces.

"Takeyour filthy hands off me" | say clearly, enjoying his enjoyment of my enjoyment of his
enjoyment of that cliche'. Has he forgotten the three lepers?

"Send them away," he muttersin agony, "send them away! Natalie can do them,” forgetting gender in
his haste. Or perhaps heredly thinksthey are my lovers. Women will do what men find too disgusting,
too difficult, too demeaning.

"Look," | say, grinning uncontrollably, "I want to be perfectly clear. | don't want your revolting
lovemaking. I'm here to do business and relay any reasonable message to my superiors. I'm not hereto
play games. Cut it out.”

But when do they ever ligen!

"You'reawoman,” he cries, shutting his eyes, "you're abeautiful woman. Y ou've got a hole down
there. Y ou're abeautiful woman. Y ou've got redl, round tits and you've got a beautiful ass. Y ou want me.
It doesn't matter what you say. Y oure awoman, aren't you? Thisisthe crown of your life. Thisiswhat
God made you for. I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to screw you until you can't stand up. Y ou warnt it.

Y ou want to be mastered. Natdie wants to be mastered. All you women, you're dl women, you're
grens, you're beautiful, you're waiting for me, waiting for aman, waiting for meto stick it in, waiting for
me, me, me."

Et pateti et patata; the mode is awee bit over-familiar. | told him to open hiseyes, that | didn't want
to kill him with his eyes shut, for God's sake.

He didn't hear me.

"OPEN YOUR EYES!" | roared, "BEFORE | KILL YOU!" and Boss-man did.

Hesaid, You led me on.

Hesaid, You are a prude. (He was shocked.)

He said, You deceived me.

Hesaid, You are a Bad Lady.

Thiswe can curel—as they say about pneumonia. | think the Jswill have sense enough to stay out of
it. Boss was muttering something angry about his erection so, angry enough for two, | produced my
own—>hy this| mean that the grafted muscles on my fingers and hands pulled back the loose skin, with
that characterigtic, itchy tickling, and of course you are wise; you have guessed that | do not have Cancer



on my fingers but Claws, talonslike acat's but bigger, alittle more dull than wood brads but good for
tearing. And my teeth are asham over metd. Why are men so afraid of the awful intimacies of hate?
Remember, | don't threaten. | don't play. | dways carry firearms. Thetruly violent are never without
them. | could have drilled him between the eyes, but if | dothat, | dl but leave my sgnature on him; it's
freakier and funnier to makeit look asif awolf did it. Better to think his Puli went mad and attacked him.
| raked him gaily on the neck and chin and when he embraced mein rage, sank my clawsinto hisback.

Y ou haveto build up thefingers surgicaly so they'll takethe strain. A certain squeami shness prevents me
from using my teeth in front of witnesses—the best way to silence an enemy isto bite out hislarynx.
Forgive me! | dug the hardened cuticle into his neck but he sprang away; hetried akick but | wasn't
there (I told you they rely too much on their strength); he got hold of my arm but | broke the hold and
spun him off, adding with my nifty, weighted shoe one ancther bruise on hislimping kidneys. Hahal He
fell on me (you don't fed injuriesin my state) and | reached around and scored him under the ear, |etting
him spray urgently into the rug; hewill stagger to hisfeet and fal, hewill plunge fountainy to the ground;
at her feet he bowed, hefell, helay down; at her feet he bowed, hefell, helay down dead. Jael. Clean
and satisfied from head to foot. Bossis pumping hislife out into the carpet. All very quiet, oddly enough.
Three Jsin aterrible state, to judge from their huddling together; | can't read their hidden faces. Will
Natdie comein? Will shefaint? Will she say, "I'm glad to berid of him, the old bastard?* Who will own
her now?Y ou get monomaniaca on adrendin. "Come on, comeon!" | whispered to the Js, herding them
toward the door, buzzing and humming, the stuff till Sngingin my blood. The stupidity of it. The asininity
of it. | loveit, | loveit. "Comeon!" | said. Pushing them out the door, into the corridor, out and into the
eevator, past the fish swvimming in the aquatic wall, evil, svelte manta-rays and groupers Six feet long.
Poor fish! No business done today, God damn, but once they get that way there's no doing business with
them; you haveto kill them anyway, might aswell have fun. Therés no standing those non-humansat dl,
at al. Jeannieis cam. Joannais ashamed of me. Janet is weeping. But how do you expect me to stand
for thisal month? How do you expect meto stand it all year? Week after week? For twenty years?
Littlemaevoice says. It Was Her Menstrual Period. Perfect explanation! Raging hormona imbalances.
Hisghostly voice: "Y ou did it because you had your period. Bad girl." Oh beware of unclean vesselswho
have that dirty menstrua period and Who Will Not Play! | shooed the Jsinto the Boss-man's ca—Anna
had long ago disappeared—ske eton keys out of my invisible suit with itsinvisible pocket, opened the
lock, fired the car, started up. I'll go on Autometic as soon aswe get to the highway; Bosss|.D. will
carry usto the border. No trouble from there.

"Youdl right?" | asked the Js, laughing, laughing, laughing. I'm drunk <till. They said Yesin varying
musica keys. The Strong One'svoiceis pitched higher than that of The Weak One (who believes she's
an dto), and The Little Oneishighest of dl. Yes, yes, they said, frightened. Yes, yes, yes.

"Now | did not get that contract signed,” | said, putting on my sham teeth over my stedl ones. "God
damn, God damn, God damn!" (Don't drive on adrendin; you'll probably have an accident.)

"When doesit leave you?' That's The Strong One: smart girl. "An hour, hdf an hour,” | said. "When
we get home."

"Home?" (from the back)

"Yes. My home." Every timel dothis| burn up alittlelife. I shorten my time. I'm & the effusive sage
now, so | bit my lip, to keep quiet.

After along slence—"Wasthat necessary?' from The Weak One.

Stll hurt, till ableto be hurt by them! Amazing. Y ou'd think my skin would get thicker, but it doesn't.
Weredl of us4till flat on our backs. The boot's on our neck while we dowly, ever so dowly, gather the
power and the money and the resources into our own hands. While they play war games. | put the car on
Autom. and sat back, chilly with the reaction. My heartbeat's quieting. Bresth dower.

Wasit necessary? (Nobody saysthis.) Y ou could have turned him off —maybe. You could have sat
there all night. You could have nodded and adored him until dawn. You could have let him throw
his temper tantrum; you could have lain under him — what difference does it make to you ?—
you'd have forgotten it by morning.



You might even have made the poor man happy.

Thereisapretense on my own side that we are too refined to care, too compass onate for
revenge—thisisbullshit, | tell theidedigts. "Being with Men," they say, "has changed you.”

Eating it year in and year out.

"Look, wasit hecessary?' says one of the Js, addressing to me the serious urgency of womankind's
eterna quest for love, the ages-long effort to hedl the wounds of the sick soul, theinfinite, caring
compassion of the femae saint.

An over-familiar mode! Dawn comes up over the waste land, bringing into existence the boulders and
pebbles battered long ago by bombs, dawn gilding with its pale possibilities even the Crazy Womb, the
Badl-breaking Bitch, the Fanged Killer Lady.

"l don't give adamn whether it was necessary or not,” | said.

"l likedit."

I X

It takes four hoursto crossthe Atlantic, three to shuttle to a different latitude. Wakingupina
Vermont autumn morning, insde the glass cab, while dl around us the maples and sugar maples whedl
dowly out of thefog. Only this part of the world can produce such color. We whispered at awaking
pace through wet fires. Electric vehicles are quiet, too; we heard the drip of water from the leaves. When
the house saw us, my old round lollipop-on-a-stick; it lit up from floor to top, and as we came nearer
broadcast the Second Brandenburg through the black, wet tree-trunks and the fiery leaves, addlicate
attention | alow mysdf and my guests from timeto time. Shouting brilliantly through the wet woods—I
prefer the unearthy purity of the eectronic scoring. One approaches the house from the Side, where it
looksamogt flat onits central column— only alittle convex, really—it doesn't squat down for you on
chicken legslike Baba Y aga's hut, but lets down from above a grest, coiling, meta-mesh road likea
tongue (or 0 it seems; inredlity it's only awinding staircase). Insgde you find yoursdf acorridor away
from the main room; no use wasting heat.

Davy wasthere. The most beautiful man in the world. Our approach had given him time to make
drinksfor us—which the Jstook from histray, staring at him but he wasn't embarrassed—curled up
most unwaiterlike a my feet with his hands around his knees and proceeded to laugh at the right placesin
the conversation (he takes his cues from my face).

The main room is panelled in yelow wood with a carpet you can deep on (brown) and along,
glassed-in porch from which we watch the blizzards siweep by five months out of theyear. | like purely
visud weather. It'swarm enough for Davy to go around naked most of thetime, my icelad in acloud of
gold hair and nudity, never so much apart of my home aswhen he sits on the rug with hisback against a
russet or vermilion chair (we mimic autumn here), his drowned blue eyesfixed on the winter sunset
outsde, hishair" turned to ash, the muscles of his back and thighs stirring alittle. The house hangs
oddments from the ceiling; found objects, mobiles, can openers, red bals, bunches of wild grass, and
Davy playswith them.

| showed the Js around: the books, the micrafilm viewer in the library in touch with our regiona
library miles away, the storage spacesin the walls, the various staircases, the bathrooms molded of glass
fiber and put together from two pieces, the mattresses stored in the walls of the guest rooms, and the
conservatory (near the central core, to make use of the heat) where Davy comes and mimics wonder,
watching thelights shine on my orchids, my pamettos, my bougainvillea, my whole little mess of tropica
plants. | even have a glassed-in space for cacti. There are outside plantings where in season you can find
mountain laurdl, atangled maze of rhododendron, scattered irisesthat ook like an expensive and antique
cross between insects and lingerie— but these are under snow now. | even have an dectrified fence,
inherited from my predecessor, that encloses the whole estate to keep out the deer and occasionally kills



treeswhich take the mild climate around the house alittle too much for granted.

| let the Js peep into the kitchen, which isan armchair with controls like a 707's, but not the place
where| store my tools and from which | have accessto the central core when House has indigestion.
That's dirty and you need to know what you're doing. | showed them Screen, which keeps mein touch
with my neighbors, the nearest of whom isten miles away, Telephone, who is my long-distance backup
line, and Phonograph, where | store my music.

Jeannine said she didn't like her drink; it wasn't sweet enough. So | had Davy dial her another.

Do you want dinner? (She blushed.)

My paace and gardens (said I) | acquired latein lifewhen | became rich and influentid; beforethat |
lived in one of the underground cities among the damnedest passel of neighbors you ever saw,
sentimenta Arcadian communes—underground, mind you!'— whose voices would travel up the sawer
pipesat dl the wrong times of day and night, shrill sacrificesto love and joy when you want to deep,
ostentatious shuddering whenever | gppeared in the corridor, wincing and dashing back insde to huddle
together like kittens, conscious of their own innocence, and raise their pure young voicesin the
blessedness of community song. Y ou know the kind: "But we were having fun!" in a soft, wondering,
highly reproachful voice while she closes the door gently but firmly on your thumb. They thought | was
Ultimate Evil. They let me know it. They are the kind who want to win the men over by Love. Therésa
game cdled Pussycat that's greet fun for the player; it goeslike this: Meeow, I'm dead (lying on your
back, al four paws engagingly held in the air, playing helpless); theré's another called Saint George and
the Dragon with Y ou Know Who playing Y ou Know What; and when you can no longer tolerate either,
you do as| did: come homein ahobgoblin-head of adisguise, howling and chasing your neighbors down
the hall while they scream in genuineterror (well, sort of).

Then | moved.

That was my firgt job, impersonating one of the Manlanders police (for ten minutes). By "job" | dontt
mean what | was sent to do last night, that was open and legitimate, but a"job" isalittle bit under the
table. It took me yearsto throw off the last of my Pussy-fetters, to stop being (however brutalized)
vedtigiadly Pussy-cat-ified, but at last | did and now | am the rosy, wholesome, single-minded assassin
you see before you today.

| comeand go as| please. | do only what | want. | have wrestled myself through to an independence
of mind that has ended by bringing al of you here today. In short, | am agrown woman.

| was an old-fashioned girl, born forty-two years ago in the last years before the war, in one of the
few mixed towns till |€eft. It amazes me sometimesto think of what my life would have been like without
thewar, but | ended up in arefugee camp with my mother. Maddened Lesbians did not put cigarette
butts out on her breasts, propagandato the contrary; in fact she got alot more self-confident and
whacked mewhen | tore to pieces (out of pure curiosity) a paper doily that decorated the top of the
commund radio—this departure from previous practice secretly gratified meand | decided | rather liked
the place. We were re-settled and | was sent to school once the war cooled off; by '52 our territories
had shrunk to pretty much what they are today, and we've grown too wise since to think we can gain
anything by merely annexing land. | wastrained for years—we deplore what we must nonethel ess
usel—and began my dow drift away from the community, that specidization (they say) that bringsyou
closer to the gpes, though | don't see how such an exceedingly skilled and artificia practice can be
anything but quintessentidly human.

Attwevel artlesdy told one of my teachersthat | was very glad | was being brought up to be a
man-woman, and that | looked down on those girls who were only brought up to be woman-women. I'll
never forget her face. She did not thrash me but let an older girl-girl do it—I told you | was
old-fashioned. Gradudly this sort of thing wears off; not everything with claws and teeth is a Pussycat.
On the contrary!

My first job (as | told you) was impersonating one of the Manlander police; my most recent one was
taking the place of aManlander diplomat for eighteen monthsin a primitive patriarchy on an dternate



Earth. Oh yes, the Men aso have probability-travel, or rather they have it through us; we run the routine
operations for them. So far has corruption progressed! With my silver hair, my slver eyes, and my skin
artificially darkened to make me look even stranger to the savages, | was presented as a Prince of Faery,
and in that character | lived in adank stone castle with ghastly sanitary arrangements and worse beds for
ayear and ahaf. A placethat would make your hair stand on end. Jeannine must stop looking so
skeptica—please reflect that some societies stylize their adult roles to such adegree that a giraffe could
passfor aman, especialy with seventy-seven layers of clothes on, and a barbarian prudery that keeps
you from ever taking them off. They wereimpossible people. | used to make up stories about the Faery
women; once | killed aman because he said something obscene about the Faery women. Think of that!
Y ou must imagine me asthe quiet, serene Christian among the pagans, the courteous magician among the
blunt men-o'-war, the overcivilized stranger (possibly a Demon because he was understood to have no
beard) who spoke softly and never accepted challenges, but who was not afraid of anything under
Heaven and who had agrip of stedl. And so on. Oh, those cold baths! And the endless joking about
how they weren't queer, by God! And the bellicosity, the continua joshing that catchesin your skin like
thorns and exasperates you dmost to murder, and the constant fingering of sex and womankind with its
tragic, pitiable bafflement and its even worse bragging; and last of dl the perpetual |osing battle with fear,
the constant unloading of anxious weaknesses on to others (and their consequent enraged fury) asif fear
and weakness were not the best guides we human beings ever had! Oh, it wasrich! When they found
that not aknight in the Men's House could lay a hand on me, they begged for instruction; | had half the
warriors of the mead-hadl doing eementary ballet under the mistaken impression that they were learning
Ju-jitsu. They may be doing it till. It made them sweat enough and it's my signature, plain asday, to the
whole bloody universe and any Manlander who turns up there again.

A barbarian woman fdl inlove with me. It'sterrible to see that davishnessin someone el s€'s eyes, fed
that halo she puts around you, and know from your own person the nature of that eager deference men
S0 often percelve as admiration. Validate me! she cried. Justify me! Raise me up! Save me from the
others! ("I an hiswife," she says, turning the mystic ring round and round on her finger, "l am hiswife")
So somewhere | have akind of widow. | used to talk to her sensibly, as no man ever had before, | think.
| tried to take her back with me, but couldn't get authorization for her. Somewhere out thereisa
murderess asrosy and single-minded as|, if we could only get to her.

May Shesave usdl!

| saved the King'slife once by pinning to the festive Kingly board a pretty little hamadryad somebody
had imported from the Southern landsto kill His Mgesty. This helped me agood dedl. Those primitive
warriors are brave men—that is, they are davesto the fear of fear—Dbut there are some things they
believe every man isentitled to run from in abject terror, viz . snakes, ghogts, earthquakes, disease,
demons, magic, childbirth, menstruation, witches, afreets, incubi, succubi, solar eclipses, reading, writing,
good manners, syllogitic reasoning, and what we might generdly call the less reliable phenomenaof life.
Thefact that | was not afraid to pin a poisonous snake to awooden table with afork (a piece of Faery
handicraft | had brought with meto eat meat with) raised my prestigeimmensaly. Oh yes, if it had bitten
me, | would have been dead. But they don't movethat fast. Think of mein quilting and crinolines—not
likeaVictorian lady, like a player in Kabuki—holding up that poor little broken-backed dinkus amid
generd hurrahs. Think of me astride a coa-black charger, my black-and-silver cloak streaming in the
wind under a heraldic banner comprising crossed forks on afield of reptile eggs. Think of anything you
please. Think, if you will, how hard it isto remain calm under congtant insults, and of the genuine charm
of playing bullfight with abig, beautiful, nasty blond who goes hartyhar every chance he gets, and whom
you can red in and spin out again asif you knew dl his control buttons, asindeed you do. Think of giving
the King bad advice week after week: modestly, deliberately, and successfully. Think of placing your
ladylike foot on the large, dead neck of a human dinosaur who has bothered you for months and has
findly tried to kill you; there helies, thishbig, carna flower gathered at last by Chaos and Old Night, torn
and broken in the dugt, abig limpid Nada, anothing, athing, an animd, a creature brought down at last
out of his prideto thetruth of hisorganic being— and you did it.



| keep one precious souvenir of that time: thelook on the face of my most loya feudd retainer when |
reveded my sex to him. Thiswasaman | had al-but-seduced without his knowing it—little touches on
the arm, the shoulder, the knee, aquiet manner, a certain look in the eyes—nothing so grossthat he
thought it to be me; he assumed it was al himsdlf. | loved that part. Hisfirst impulse, of course, wasto
hate me, fight me, drive me off—but | wasn't doing anything, was 1? | had made no advancesto him, had
I? What sort of mind did he have? A pitiable confusion! So | got even nicer. He got madder and guiltier,
of course, and loathed the very sight of me because | made him doubt his own reason; finaly he
challenged meand | turned him into afaithful dog by begting him right into the ground; | kicked that man
s0 bloody hard that | couldn't stand it mysalf and had to explain to him that what he believed were
unnatura lustswerereally aspecies of rdigiousreverence; he just wanted to lie peacefully on the ground
and kiss my boot.

Theday that | left | went out into the hillswith afew friendsfor the Faery "ceremony” that wasto take
me away, and when the Bureau people radio'd me they were ready, | sent the others away, and | told
him the truth. | divested myself of my knightly attire (no mean trick, considering what those idiots wear)
and showed him the marks of Eve; for amoment | could see that stinking bastard's whole world crumble.
For amoment he knew . Then, by God, his eyes got even more moist and davish, he sank to hisknees
and pioudy devating hisgaze, exclamed in argpture of feudd enthusasm—Humanity mending its
fences—

If the women of Faery arelikethis, just think what the MEN must be!

One of Her little jokes. Oh Lord, one of Her hardest jokes.

If you want to be an assassin, remember that you must decline al challenges. Showing off is not your
job.

If you are insulted, smile meekly. Don't break your cover.

Beafraid. Thisisinformation about the world.

Y ou are valuable. Push yoursdlf.

Takethe easiest way out whenever possible. Resist curiosity, pride, and the temptation to defy limits,
Y ou are not your own woman and must be built to last.

Indulge hatred. Action comes from the heart.

Pray often. How ese can you quarrd with God?

Doesthis gtrike you as painfully austere? If not, you are like me; you can turn yoursdlf insgde out, you
can livefor days upside down, the most biddable, unblushing servant of the Lady since the Huns sacked
Rome, just for fun. Anything pursued toitslogica end isrevelation; as Blake says, The path of Excess
leads to the Palace of Wisdom, to that place where dl things converge but up high, up unbearably high,
that menta success which leads you into yoursdlf, under the aspect of eternity, where you are limber and
nice, whereyou act eterndly under the aspect of Everything and where—by doing the One Genuine
Thing—you cannot do anything untruly or haf-way.

Toput it Smply: those arethe timesthat | am most mysdlf.

Sometimes | am alittle remorseful; | grow sorry that the exercise of my art entails such unpleasant
consequences for other people, but really! Hateisameateria like any other. If you want meto do
something el se useful, you had better show me what that something elseis. Sometimes| go into one of
our citiesand havelittle soreesin the loca museums; | look at pictures, | get ahotel room and takelong
hot baths, | drink lots of lemonade. But the record of my lifeisthe record of work, dow, steady,
responsible work. | tied my first sparring partner in enraged knots, as Brynhild tied up her husband in her
girdle and hung him on thewal, but asde from that | have never hurt afellow Womanlander; when |
wanted to practice deadly Strategies, | did it on the school robot. Nor do | have love-affairs with other
women; in somethings, as| told you, | am avery old-fashioned girl.

Theart, you see, isredly the head, however you train the body.

What does dl thismean? That | am your hostess, your friend, your dly. That we arein the same boat.
That | am the grand-daughter of Madam Cause; my great-aunts are Mistress Doasyouwoul dbedoneby



and her dower sigter, Mistress Bedonebyasyoudid. Asfor my mother, she was an ordinary woman—that
isto say, very hepless—and as my father was pure appearance (and hence nothing at al), we needn't
trouble about him.

Everything | do, | do by Cause, that isto say Because , that isto say out of necessity, will-1, nill-I,
ineluctably, because of the geas laid on me by my grandmother Causdlity.

And now—since hystericd strength affects me the way staying up dl night affects you—I'm going to
deep.

X

Inmy deep | had adream and this dream was adream of guilt. It was not human guilt but the kind of
helpless, hopel ess despair that would be felt by a small wooden box or geometrical cubeif such objects
had consciousness; it was the guilt of sheer existence.

It wasthe secret guilt of disease, of failure, of ugliness (much worse things than murder); it wasan
attribute of my being like the greenness of the grass. It was in me. It was on me. If it had been the result
of anything | had done, | would have been less guilty.

In my dream | was eleven yearsold.

Now in my eleven years of conventiond lifel had learned many things and one of them waswhat it
meansto be convicted of rgpe—I do not mean the man who did it, | mean the woman to whom it was
done. Rapeisone of the Chrigtian mysteries, it creates aluminous and beautiful tableau in peoples minds;
and as| listened furtively to what nobody would alow meto hear straight out, | dowly cameto
understand that | was face to face with one of those shadowy feminine disasters, like pregnancy, like
disease, like weakness; she was not only the victim of the act but in some strange way its perpetrator;
somehow she had attracted the lightning that struck her out of aclear sky. A diabolica chance—which
was not chance —had revealed her to dl of usas shetruly was, in her secret inadequacy, in that
wretched guiltiness which she had kept hidden for seventeen years but which now finally manifested itself
in front of everybody. Her secret guilt wasthis:

Shewas Cunt.

Shehad "logt”" something.

Now the other party to the incident had manifested his essentia nature, too; he was Prick—but being
Prick isnot abad thing. In fact, he had "gotten away with" something (possibly what she had "logt").

Andtherel was, listening at eleven years of age:

Shewasout late a night.

Shewasin the wrong part of town.

Her skirt was too short and that provoked him.

Sheliked having her eye blacked and her head banged against the sidewalk.

| understood this perfectly. (I reflected thusin my dream, in my state of being apair of eyesin asmall
wooden box stuck forever on agray, geometric plane—or so | thought.) | too had been guilty of what
had been done to me, when | came home from the playground in tears because | had been beaten up by
bigger children who were bullies.

| wasdirty.

| was crying.

| demanded comfort.

| was being inconvenien.

| did not disgppear into thin air.

Andif that isn't guilt, what is? 1 was very lucid in my nightmare. | knew it was not wrong to be agirl
because Mommy said so; cuntswere dl right if they were neutralized, one by one, by being hooked on to



aman, but this orthodox arrangement only partly redeems them and every biologica possessor of one
knowsin her bonesthat radicd inferiority which is only another namefor Origina Sin.

Pregnancy, for example (says the box), take pregnancy now, it's a disaster, but we're too enlightened
to blame the woman for her perfectly natura behavior, aren't we? Only keep it secret and keep it
going—and I'll give you three guesses asto which partner the pregnancy isin.

When you grow up as an old-fashioned girl, you dways remember that cozy comfort: Daddy getting
angry alot but Mummy just sghs. When Daddy says, "For God's sake, can't you women ever remember
anything without being told?* heisn't asking ared question any more than hedd ask ared question of a
lamp or awastebasket. | blinked my silver eyesinsde my box. If you stumble over alamp and you curse
that lamp and then you become aware that insgde that lamp (or that wooden box or that pretty girl or that
piece of bric-a-brac) isapair of eyeswatching you and that pair of eyesis not amused —what then?

Mommy never shouted, "I hate your bloody gutsl™ She controlled hersdlf to avoid a scene. That was
her job.

I've been doing it for her ever since.

Now heretheidiot reader islikely to hit upon afascinating speculation (maybe alittle late), that my
guilt is blood-guilt for having killed so many men. | suppose there is nothing to be done about this.
Anybody who bdieves| fed guilty for the murders| did isaDamned Fool inthefull Biblica sense of
those two words; you might aswell kill yoursdlf right now and save me the trouble, especialy if youre
male. | am not guilty because | murdered.

| murdered because | was guilty.

Murder ismy oneway out.

For every drop of blood shed there is restitution made; with every truthful reflectionin the eyesof a
dying man | get back alittle of my soul; with every gasp of horrified comprehension | come alittle more
into thelight. See?It's me!

| am theforcethat isripping out your guts, 1, 1, I, the hatred twisting your arm; 1, 1, I, the fury who has
just put abullet into your side. It is| who cause this pain, not you. It is| who am doing it to you, not you.
Itis] who will be divetomorrow, not you. Do you know? Can you guess? Are you catching on?Itisl,
who you will not admit exigts.

Look! Do you see me?

I, 1, 1. Repesat it like magic. That isnot me. | am not that. Luther crying out in the choir like one
possessed: NON SUM, NON SUM, NON SUM!

Thisisthe undersde of my world.

Of course you don't want meto be stupid, bless you! you only want to make sure you're intelligent.

Y ou don't want me to commit suicide; you only want me to be gratefully aware of my dependency. You
don't want me to despise mysdlf; you only want to ensure the flattering deference to you that you
consder a spontaneous tribute to your natural qualities. Y ou don't want meto lose my soul; you only
want what everybody wants, things to go your way; you want a devoted hel pmest, a self-sacrificing
mother, ahot chick, adarling daughter, women to look at, women to laugh at, women to cometo for
comfort, women to wash your floors and buy your groceries and cook your food and keep your children
out of your hair, to work when you need the money and stay home when you don't, women to be
enemies when you want agood fight, women who are sexy when you want agood lay, women who
don't complain, women who don't nag or push, women who don't hate you really, women who know
their job, and above al—women who lose. On top of it al, you sincerely require me to be happy; you
arenavely puzzled that | should be so wretched and so full of venom in this best of dl possble worlds.
Whatever can be the matter with me? But the mode is more than alittle outworn.

Asmy mother once said: The boysthrow stones at the frogsin jest.

But thefrogsdiein earnedt.



Xl

| don't like didactic nightmares. They make me swest. It takes me fifteen minutesto stop being a
wooden box with a soul and to come back to mysdlf in ordinary human bondage.

Davy deeps nearby. Y ou've heard about blue-eyed blonds, haven't you? | passed into hisroom
barefoot and watched him curled in deep, unconscious, the golden veils of his eyelashes shadowing his
cheeks, one arm thrown out into the streak of light falling on him from the hall. It takes alot to wake him
(you can dmost mount Davy in hisdeegp) but | wastoo shaken to start right away and only squatted
down by the mattress he deeps on, tracing with my fingertips the patterns the hair made on his chest:
broad high up, over the muscles, then narrowing toward his ddlicate belly (which rose and fdll with his
breathing), the line of hair to below the navel, and then that suddenly stiff blossoming of the pubic hair in
which hisrelaxed genitals nestled gently, like arosebud.

| told you | was an old-fashioned girl.

| caressed hisdry, velvety-skinned organ until it stirred in my hand, then ran my fingernails lightly
down hissdesto wake him up; | did the same— though very lightly—to theinsdes of hisarms.

He opened his eyes and smiled sarrily a me.

It'svery pleasant to follow Davy's hairline around his neck with your tongue or nuzzle dl the hollows
of hislong-muscled, swimmer's body: inside the elbows, the forearms, the place where the back tapers
inward under the ribs, the backs of the knees. A naked man isa cross, the juncture el aborated vulnerable
and delicate flesh like the blossom on abananatree, that place that's given me so much pleasure.

| nudged him gently and he shivered alittle, bringing hislegstogether and spreading hisarmsflat; with
my forefinger | made atrangent white line on hisneck. Little Davy was hdf-filled by now, whichisasgn
that Davy wantsto be knelt over. | obliged, Sitting across histhighs, and bending over him without
touching his body, kissed him again and again on the mouth, the neck, the face, the shoulders. Heis very,
very exciting. He's very beautiful, my classic mesomorphic monster-pet. Putting one arm under his
shouldersto lift him up, | rubbed my nipples over hismouth, first one and then the other, which isnice for
us both, and as he held on to my upper arms and let his head fall back, | pulled him to me, kneading his
back muscles, kneading his buttocks, diding down to the mattresswith him. Little Davy isentirdly filled
out Now.

So lovely: Davy with his head thrown to one Side, eyes closed, his strong fingers clenching and
unclenching. He began to arch his back, as his degpiness made him alittle too quick for me, so | pressed
Small Davy between thumb and forefinger just enough to dow him down and then—when | felt like
it—playfully started to mount him, rubbing thetip of him, nipping him alittle on the neck. Hisbreathingin
my ear, fingers convulsively dosing on mine,

| played with him alittle more, tantaizing him, then swallowed him whole like awatermelon seed—so
fineinsde! with Davy moaning, histongue insde my mouth, his blue gaze shattered, hiswhole body
uncontrollably arched, al his sensation concentrated in the place where | held him.

| don't do this often, but that time | made him come by dipping afinger up hisanus. convulsons, fires,
crying in no words as the sensation was pulled out of him. If | had let him take moretime, | would have
climaxed with him, but he's iff for quite awhile after he comesand | prefer that; | like the after-tremors
and the after-hardness, dipperier and more pliable than before; Davy has an eerie malesbility at those
times. | grasped him interndly, | pressed down on him, enjoying in the one act his muscular throat, the
hair under hisarms, his knees, the strength of his back and buttocks, his beautiful face, the fine skin on
theingide of histhighs. Kneaded and bruised him, hiccoughing ingde with dl my architecture: little buried
rod, swollen lips and grabby sphincter, the flexing haf-moon under the pubic bone. And everything ese
inthe vicinity, no doubt. I'd had him. Davy was mine. Sprawled blissfully over him—I was discharged
down to my fingertips but still quietly throbbing—it had redlly been agood one. His body so warm and
wet under meand insgde me,



Xl
And looked up to see—
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—thethree Js—

XV
"Good Lord! Isthat dl?' said Janet to Joanna

XV

Something pierces the sweetest solitude.

| got up, tickled him with the edge of my claw, joined them at the door. Closingit. "Stay, Davy." This
isone of the key words that the house "understands'; the central computer will transmit a pattern of
sggnastotheimplantsin hisbrain and he will stretch out obediently on his mattress, when | say to the
main computer "Seep," Davy will deep. Y ou have dready seen what else happens. Hesalovely limb of
the house. The origind germ-plasm was chimpanzeg, | think, but none of the behavior isorganicaly
controlled any more. True, he does have hisminima actions which he pursues without me—he edts,
eliminates, degps, and climbsin and out of his exercise box—but even these are caused by a stlanding
computer pattern. And | take precedence, of course. It istheoretically possible that Davy has (tucked
away in some ook of his cerebrum) consciousness of akind that may never even touch hisactive life—is
Davy apoet in hisown peculiar way?—but | prefer to believe not. His consciousness—such asitisand |
amwilling to grant it for the sake of argument—is nothing but the permanent possbility of sensation, a
mere intellectual abstraction, anothing, a picturesque collocation of words. It isexperientidly quite
empty, and abovedl, it is nothing that need concern you and me. Davy's soul lies somewhere elsg; it'san
outside soul. Davy's soul is Davy's beauty; and Beauty is dways empty, aways on the outside. Ian't it?

"Leucotomized,” | said (to the Js). "L obotomized. Kidnapped in childhood. Do you believe me?”

They did.

"Dont," | said. Jeannine doesn't understand what we're talking about; Joanna does and is appalled;
Janet isthinking. | shooed them into the main room and told them who he was.

Alas! those who were shocked at my making love that way to aman are now shocked at my making
love to amachine; you can't win.

"WdI?' said the Swedish Miss.

"Wdl," sad 1, "thisiswhat we want. We want bases on your worlds, we want raw materidsif you've
got them. We want places to recuperate and places to hide an army; we want placesto store our
machines. Above dl, we want places to move from—bases that the other side doesn't know about. Janet
isobvioudy acting as an unofficiad ambassador, so | can talk to her, that'sfine. Y ou two might object that
you are persons of no standing, but whom do you expect me to ask, your governments? Also, we need
someone who can show ustheloca ropes. You'll do finefor me. Y ou are the authorities, asfar asI'm
concerned.

"Wdl?



"Isit yesor no?
"Do we do business?

PART NINE

Contents - Prev

Thisisthe Book of Joanna.

| was driving on afour-lane highway in North Americawith an acquaintance and his nine-year-old
on.

"Beat 'im! Beat 'im!" cried thelittle boy excitedly as | passed another car in order to change lanes. |
stayed in the right-hand lane for awhile, admiring the buttercups by the sde of the road, and then, in
order to change lanes back, fell behind another car.

"Pass'im! Pass'im!" cried the distressed child, and then in anxioustears, "Why didn't you beat im?*

"There, there, old sport,” said hisindulgent Daddy, " Joanna drives like alady. When you're grown up
you'll have acar of your own and you can pass everybody on theroad." He turned to me and
complained:

"Joanng, you just don't drive aggressively enough.”

Intraining.

Ther€'s the burden of knowledge. Ther€'s the burden of compassion. There's seeing dl too clearly
what'sin their eyes asthey seize your hands, crying cheerily, ™Y ou don't redly mind my saying that, do
you? | knew you didn't!" Men's shaky egos have aterrible gppeal to the mater dolorosa. At times| am
seized by ahopeless, helpless longing for love and reconciliation, adreadful yearning to be understood, a
teary passion for exposing our wesknesses to each other. It ssemsintolerable that | should go through life
thus estranged, keeping it al to my guilty self. So | try to explain in the softest, least accusing way | can,
but oddly enough men don't behave the way they do on the Late Late Show, | mean those great male
garsintheir infancy in the Jean Arthur or the Mae West movies: candid, clear-eyed, and fresh, with their
unashamed delight in their women's strength and their naive enjoyment of their own, beautiful men with
beautiful faces and the joyfulness of innocents, John Smith or John Doe. These arethe only men | will let
into Whileaway. But we have fallen away from our ancestors softness and clarity of thought into corrupt
and degenerate practices. When | speak now | am told loftily or kindly that | just don't understand, that
women are really happy that way, that women can better themsalvesif they want to but somehow they
just don't want to, that I'm joking, that | can't possibly mean what | say, that I'm too intelligent to be put
in the same class as "women," that I'm different, that there isa profound spiritual difference between men
and women of which | don't appreciate the beauty, that | have aman's brain, that | have aman's mind,
that I'm talking to a phonograph record. Women don't take it that way. If you bring up the subject with
them, they begin to tremble out of terror, embarrassment, and alarm; they smile asmile of hideous, smug
embarrassment, amagical smile meant to wipe them off the face of the earth, to make them abject and
invisble—oh no, no, no, no, don't think | believe any of that, don't think | need any of that! Condder:



Y ou ought to be interested in palitics.

Politicsisbasebdl. Paliticsisfootbdl. Politicsis X "winning" and Y "losing." Men wrangle about
politicsin living rooms the way Opera Fan One shouts at Opera Fan Two about Victoriade los Angeles.

No squabble between the Republican League and the Democrat League will ever change your life
Concealing your anxiety over the phone when He calls; that's your palitics.

Stll, you ought to be interested in politics. Why aren't you?

Because of feminineincapecity.

Onecangoon.

Y

| committed my first revolutionary act yesterday. | shut the door on aman'sthumb. | did it for no
reason & al and | didn't warn him; | just dammed the door shut in arapture of hatred and imagined the
bone breaking and the edges grinding into his skin. He ran downgtairs and the phone rang wildly for an
hour after while| sat, ligening to it, my heart beating wildly, thinking wild thoughts. Horrible. Horrible and
wild. I must find Jedl.

Women are so petty (trandation: we operate on too smal ascae).

Now I'm worse than that—I aso do not give a damn about humanity or society. It's very upsetting to
think that women make up only one-tenth of society, but it'strue. For example:

My doctor ismale.

My lawyer ismde.

My tax-accountant ismale.

The grocery-store-owner (on the corner) ismale.

Thejanitor in my gpartment buildingismae.

The president of my bank ismale.

The manager of the neighborhood supermarket ismale.

My landlord ismae.

Mogt taxi-driversare male.

All copsaremde.

All firemenaremde.

The designers of my car aemade.

The factory workers who made the car are male.

Thededer | bought it fromismale.

Almog dl my colleaguesaremde.

My employer ismae.

The Army ismde.

TheNavy ismde.

The government is (mostly) mae.

| think most of the peoplein theworld are mae.

Now it'strue that waitresses, el ementary-school teachers, secretaries, nurses, and nuns arefemale,
but how many nuns do you mest in the course of the usual business day? Right? And secretaries are
femae only until they get married, at which time, they change or something because you usudly don't see
themagainat al. | think it'salegend that half the population of the world isfemae; where on earth are
they keeping them al?No, if you tot up al those categories of women above, you can see clearly and
beyond the shadow of adoubt that there are maybe 1-2 women for every 11 or so men and that hardly
justifies making such abig fuss. It'sjust that I'm sdfish. My friend Kate says that most of thewomen are



put into femal e-banks when they grow up and that's why you don't see them, but | can't believe that.

(Besides, what about the children? Mothers have to sacrifice themsalvesto their children, both mae
and female, so that the children will be happy when they grow up; though the mothers themselves were
once children and were sacrificed to in order that they might grow up and sacrifice themsalvesto others;
and when the daughters grow up, they will be mothers and they will have to sacrifice themsdavesfor
their children, so you begin to wonder whether the whole thing isn't aplot to make the world safefor
(male) children. But motherhood is sacred and mustn't be talked abouit.)

Oh dear, oh dear.

Thusin the bad days, in the dark svampy times.

At thirteen desperately watching TV, curling my long legs under me, desperately reading books,
callow adolescent that | was, trying (desperately!) to find someonein books, in movies, inlife, in history,
to tell meit was O.K. to be ambitious, O.K. to be loud, O.K. to be Humphrey Bogart (smart and
rudeness), O.K. to be James Bond (arrogance), O.K. to be Superman (power), O.K. to be Douglas
Fairbanks (swashbuckling), to tell me self-love wasdl right, to tell mel could love God and Art and
Mysdlf better than anything on earth and gill have orgasms.

Being told it wasdl right "for you, dear," but not for women .

Being told | was awoman.

At Sixteen, giving up.

In college, educated women (I found out) were frigid; active women (I knew) were neurotic; women
(wedl knew) weretimid, incapable, dependent, nurturing, passive, intuitive, emotiond, unintelligent,
obedient, and beautiful. Y ou can aways get dressed up and go to a party. Woman isthe gateway to
another world; Woman isthe earth-mother; Woman isthe eternd siren; Woman is purity; Womanis
carndity; Woman hasintuition; Woman isthe life-force; Woman is sdflesslove.

"| am the gateway to another world,” (said I, looking in the mirror) "I am the earth-mother; | am the
eternd dren; | am purity,” (Jeez, new pimples) "I am carndity; | haveintuition; | amthelife-force; | am
sflesslove” (Somehow it sounds different in the first person, doesn't it?)

Honey (said the mirror, scandaized) Areyou out of your fuckin' mind ?

| AM HONEY

| AM RASPBERRY JAM

| AM A VERY GOOD LAY

| AM A GOOD DATE

I AM A GOOD WIFE

| AM GOING CRAZY

Everything was preaches and cream.

(When | decided that the key word in dl thisvomit was self-less and that if | wasredly dl thethings
books, friends, parents, teachers, dates, movies, relatives, doctors, newspapers, and magazines said |
was, then if | acted as| pleased without thinking of al these things | would be al these thingsin spite of
my not trying to be dl these things. So—

"Christ, will you quit acting like a man!")

Alas, it was never meant for usto hear. It was never meant for usto know. We ought never be taught
to read. We fight through the constant male refractoriness of our surroundings; our souls are torn out of
uswith such shock that thereisn't even any blood. Remember: | didn't and don't want to be a"feminine’
verson or adiluted verson or aspecid verson or asubsidiary version or an ancillary version, or an
adapted version of the heroes | admire. | want to be the heroes themselves.

What futureiisthere for afemae child who aspires to being Humphrey Bogart?

Baby LauraRose, playing with her toes, she'sared pretty little sveetie-girl, isn't she?

Sugar and spice

And everything nice—



That's what little girls are made of!

But her brother'satough little bruiser (two identica damp, warm lumps). At three and ahalf | mixed
sour cream and ice cubes on the window sill to seeif they would turninto ice cream; | copied the words
"hot" and "cold" off the water faucets. At four | sat on arecord to seeif it would break if pressure were
applied evenly to both sdes—it did; in kindergarten | taught everybody games and bossed them around;
at six | beat up alittle boy who took candy from my coet; | thought very well of mysdif.

\
Learningto
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Brynhild hung her husband on anail inthewall, tied up in her girdle asin a shopping bag, but she, too,
lost her strength when the magic shlong got inside her. One can't help feding that the story has been
somewhat distorted in the re-telling. When | wasfive| thought that the world was amatriarchy.

| wasahappy little girl.

| couldn't tell the difference between "gold" and "slver” or "night gown™ and "evening gown,” so||
imagined dl theladies of the neighborhood getting together in their beautiful *night gowns'—which were
sgns of rank—and making all the decisions about our lives. They were the government. My mother was
President because she was a school teacher and local people deferred to her. Then the men would come
home from "work™ (wherever that was, | thought it was like hunting) and lay "the bacon™ a the ladies
feet, to do with as they wished. The men were employed by the ladiesto do this. Laura Rose, who never
swam underwater awhole month in summer camp with goggles on or dept in the top bunk, fancying
hersalf aQueen in londly splendor or a cabin-boy on a ship, has no such happy memories. She'sthe girl
who wanted to be Genghis Khan. When Lauratried to find out who she was, they told her she was
"different” and that'sahdll of adescription on which to base your life; it comes down to either "Not-me"
or "Convenient-for me" and what is one supposed to do with that? What am | to do? (she says) What
am| tofed?Is"supposed” like "spoused”? Is "different” like " deteriorate”? How can | eat or degp? How
can | go to the moon?

| first met Laur afew years ago when | was aready grown up. Cinnamon and apples, ginger and
vanilla, that's Laur. Now having Brynhildic fantasies about her was nothing—I have al sorts of
extreordinary fantaseswhich | don't take serious y—but bringing my fantasiesinto the real world
frightened me very much. It's not that they were bad in themsalves, but they were Unredl and therefore
culpable; to try to make Redl what was Unreal was to mistake the very nature of things; it wasasin not
againgt conscience (which remained genuinely indifferent during the whole affair) but againgt Redlity, and
of the two thelatter isfar more blagphemous. It's the crime of creating one's own Redlity, of "preferring
onedlf" asagood friend of mine says. | knew it was an impossible project.

She was reading abook, her hair faling over her face. She was radiant with hedlth and life, astudy in
dirty blue jeans. | knelt down by her chair and kissed her on the back of her smooth, honeyed, hot neck
with adespairing feding that now | had done it —but asking isn't getting. Wanting isn't having. Shell
refuse and the world will beitsaf again. | waited confidently for the rebuke, for the eternd order to
reassert itsdlf (asit had to, of course)—for it would in fact take agreat dedl of responsbility off my
hands.

But she let me do it. She blushed and pretended not to notice. | can't describe to you how redlity



itself tore wide open at that moment. She kept on reading and | trod at a snail's pace over her ear and
cheek down to the corner of her mouth, Laur getting hotter and redder all thetime asif she had steam
indde her. It'slikefdling off acliff, sanding astonished in mid-air asthe horizon rushes avay from you. If
thisis possible, anything is possible. Later we got stoned and made awvkward, salf-conscious love, but
nothing that happened afterward was as important to me (in an unhuman way) asthat first, awful wrench
of themind.

Once| felt the pressure of her hip-bone aong my belly, and being very muddied and high, thought:
She's got an erection. Dreadful. Dreadful embarrassment. One of us had to be male and it certainly
wasn't me. Now they'll tell meit's because I'm a Leshian, | mean that'swhy I'm dissatisfied with things.
That's not true. It's not because I'm aLesbian. It's because I'm a tall, blonde, blue-eyed Lesbian .

Doesit count if it'syour best friend? Doesit count if it's her mind you love through her body? Does it
count if you love men's bodies but hate men's minds? Does it count if you till love yoursalf?

Later we got better.

VI

Jeannine goes window-shopping. She has my eyes, my hands, my silly stoop; she'swearing my blue
plastic raincoat and carrying my umbrella. Jeannineis out on the town on a Saturday afternoon saying
goodbye, goodbye, goodbyeto al that.

Goodbye to mannequins in store windows who pretend to be sympathetic but who are redly nasty
conspiracies, goodbye to hating Mother, goodbye to the Divine Psychiatrist, goodbye to The Girls,
goodbye to Normality, goodbye to Getting Married, goodbye to The Supernaturally Blessed Event,
goodbye to being Some Body, goodbye to waiting for Him (poor fellow!), goodbye to sitting by the
telephone, goodbye to feebleness, goodbye to adoration, goodbye Politics, hello politics. She's scared
but that's dl right. The streets are full of women and this awes her; where have they al come from?
Where are they going? (If you don't mind the symbolism.) It's stopped raining but mist coils up from the
pavement. She passes abridal shop where the chief mannequin, aVison in white lace and tulle, sticks
out her tongue at Jeannine. "Didn't doit!" cries the mannequin, resuming her haughty pose and balancing
abridd vel on her head. Jeannine shuts her umbrella, latchesit, and swingsit energeticaly round and
round.

Goodbye. Goodbye. Goodbye to everything.

We met in Schrafft'sand sat, the four of us, a onetable, ordering their Thanksgiving dinner, argh,
whichisso traditiona you can't gand it. Gah.

"What's Indian pudding?’ says Janet, baffled.

"No, don't, better not,” says Joanna

We munch in silence, dowly, the way Whileawayans egt: munch, munch, gulp. Munch. Gulp, gulp,
gulp, Munch. Meditatively. It's pleasant to eat. Janet screws up her eyes, yawns, and stretches
athleticaly, leaning over the back of her chair and working her bent armsfirgt to this Sde, then to that.
She ends up by pounding on the table. "Mm!" she says.

"My goodness, look at that,” says Jeannine, very self-possessed and elegant, her fork in mid-air. |
thought you were going to knock someone's hat off."

Schrafft'sisfull of women. Men don't like places like this where the secret maintenance work of
femininity is carried on, just asthey turn green and bolt when you tell them medica eventsare occurringin
your genito-urinary system. Jadl has got something stuck between her stedl teeth and her sham ones, and
cocking an eye around Schrafft's, she dips off her tooth cover and roots around for the blackberry seed
or whatever, exposing to the world her steely, crocodilian grin. Back they go. In. Done.

"S0?" says Jadl. "Do we do business?' Thereisalong, uncomfortable silence. | look around
Schrafft's and wonder why women at their most gentedl are so miserly; why is there no Four Seasons, no



Maxim's, no Chambord, for women? Women are very strange about money, feudd almost: Real Money
iswhat you spend on the house and on yoursdlf (except for your appearance): Magic Money iswhat you
get men to spend on you. It takes a tremendous rearrangement of menta priorities for women to eat well,
that isto spend money on their inddesinstead of their outsides. The Schrafft's hostess stands by the
cashier'sdesk in her good black dress and sensible shoes; women left to themselves are ugly, i.e. human,
but Gentility has been interfering here.

"Thisisawful food," says Janet, who isused to Whileaway.

"Thisiswonderful food," says Jael, who is used to Womanland and Manland.

Both burst out laughing.

"Well?' says Jael again. Another silence. Janet and | are very uncomfortable. Jeannine, one cheek
bulging like asquirrdl's, looks up asif surprised that we could hesitate to do business with Womanland.
She nods briefly and then goes back to building mashed-sweet-potato mountains with her fork. Jeannine
now gets up late, neglects the housawork until it annoys her, and plays with her food.

"Jeannine?’ says Jedl.

"Oh, sure," says Jeannine. "1 don't mind. Y ou can bring in al the soldiers you want. Y ou can take the
whole place over; | wish you would." Jagl goes admiringly tsk tsk and makes arueful face that means. my
friend, you areredly going it. "My whole world cals me Jeannie," says Jeanninein her high, sweet voice.

(Laur iswaiting outside for Janet, probably baring her teeth at passing men.)

To Janet, Jadl suddenly says.

"Y ou don't want me?"'

"No," says Janet. "No, sorry."

Jedl grins. She says.

"Disapprovedl you like. Pedant! Let me give you something to carry away with you, friend: that
‘plague you tak of isalie. | know . The world-lines around you are not so different from yours or mine
or theirsand there is no plague in any of them, not any of them. Whileaway's plagueisabiglie. Y our
ancestorslied about it. It is| who gave you your ‘plague,” my dear, about which you can now pietize and
moraizeto your heart's content; I, 1, 1, | am the plague, Janet Evason. | and thewar | fought built your
world for you, | and those like me, we gave you a thousand years of peace and love and the
Whileawayan flowers nourish themsaves on the bones of the men we havedain.

"No," said Janet dryly, "1 don't believe." Now you must know that Jeannine is Everywoman. I, though
| am abit quirky, | too am Everywoman. Every woman is not Jadl, as Uncle George would say— but
Jedl is Everywoman. We dl stared accusingly at Janet but Miss Evason was not moved. Laur came
through Schrafft's revolving door and waved wildly; Janet got up to go.

"Think about it," said Alice Reasoner. "Go home and find out about it."

Janet began to weep—those strange, shameless, easy, Whileawayan tears that well out of the eyes
without destroying the composed sadness of the face. Sheisexpressing her grief about (for) Alice
Reasoner. | think—when | stop to think about it, which is not often—that | like Jael the best of usal, that
| would liketo be Jael, twisted as she is on the rack of her own hard logic, triumphant in her extremity,
the hateful hero with the broken heart, which islike being the clown with the broken heart. Jael averts her
facein adeath's-head grimace that isonly anervoustic of Alice Reasoner's, an expression that began
perhaps twenty years ago as a tasting-something-sour look and has intensified with time into sheer
bad-angelry, luminous with hate. She has cordsin her neck. She could put out her captive's clawvs and
dash Schrafft's tablecloth into ten separate, paralel ribbons. That's only one one-hundredth of what she
can do. Jeannineis playing an absorbing game with her green peas (she had no dessert). Jeannineis
happy.

We got up and paid our quintuple bill; then we went out into the street. | said goodbye and went of f
with Laur, I, Janet; | dso watched them go, I, Joanna; moreover | went off to show Jeel the city, |
Jeanning, | Jadl, | mysdlf.



Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye.

Goodbye to Alice Reasoner, who says tragedy makes her sick, who says never givein but aways go
down fighting, who says take them with you, who saysdieif you must but loop your own intestines
around the neck of your strangling enemy. Goodbye to everything. Goodbye to Janet, whom we don't
believe in and whom we deride but who isin secret our savior from utter despair, who appears
Heaven-high in our dreams with amountain under each arm and the ocean in her pocket, Janet who
comes from the place where the labia of sky and horizon kiss each other so that Whileawayanscall it The
Door and know that al legendary things come therefrom. Radiant as the day, the Might-be of our
dreams, living as she doesin a blessedness none of uswill ever know, she is nonetheless Everywoman.
Goodbye, Jeannine, goodbye, poor soul, poor girl, poor as-1-once-was. Goodbye, goodbye.
Remember: wewill al be changed. In amoment, in the twinkling of an eye, wewill al befree. | svear it
on my own head. | swear it on my ten fingers. Wewill be ourselves. Until then | am silent; | can no more.
| am God's typewriter and the ribbon is typed ouit.

Go, little book, trot through Texas and Vermont and Alaskaand Maryland and Washington and
Floridaand Canada and England and France; bob a curtsey at the shrines of Friedan, Millet, Greer,
Firestone, and dl the rest; behave yourself in peoplesliving rooms, neither looking ostentatious on the
coffee table nor failing to persuade due to the dullness of your style; knock at the Christmas garland on
my husband'sdoor in New Y ork City and tell him that | loved him truly and love him il (despite what
anybody may think); and take your place bravely on the book racks of bus terminas and drugstores. Do
not scream when you areignored, for that will darm people, and do not fume when you are heisted by
personswho will not pay, rather rejoice that you have become so popular. Live merrily, little
daughter-book, even if | can't and we can't; recite yoursdlf to al who will listen; stay hopeful and wise.
Wash your face and take your place without afussin the Library of Congress, for al books end up there
eventualy, both little and big. Do not complain when at last you become quaint and ol d-fashioned, when
you grow as outworn as the crinolines of a generation ago and are classed with Spicy Western Stories,
Elsie Dinsmore, and The Son of the Sheik; do not mutter angrily to yourself when young persons read
you to hrooch and hrch and guffaw, wondering what the dickens you were dl about. Do not get glum
when you are no longer understood, little book. Do not curse your fate. Do not reach up from readers
laps and punch the readers noses.

Regoice, little book!

For on that day, we will befree.
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SPECIAL OFFER: If you enjoyed this book and would like to have our catalog of over 1,400 other
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