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FOR MY FATHER - -
"'Then it is yours. | pray you accept it.'
"My pleasure, sir. My very great pleasure.'"

A |l ook of glass stops you And you wal k on shaken: was | the perceived?
Did they notice ne, this tine, as | am O is it postponed again?
John Ashbery, "As One Put Drunk into the Packet Boat"

PART ONE

Fornmori, G eece

At night here | often dreamof ny parents. They are good dreans and |
wake happy and refreshed, although nothing very inportant happens in them W
will be sitting on the porch in sumer, drinking iced tea and watching our
scottie dog, Jordan, |ope across the front yard. Although we talk, the words
are pale and dreany, uninportant. It makes no difference -- we are all very



glad to be there, even ny brother, Ross.

Now and then Mther |aughs or throws her arns out in those great swoops
and arcs when she talks -- her nost fanmiliar gesture. My father snokes a
cigarette, inhaling so deeply that | once asked hi mwhen | was young if the
snoke went down into his |egs.

As is true with so nany couples, ny parents' temnperanments were
dianmetrically opposed. Mother ate life as fast as she could get her hands on
it. Dad, on the other hand, was clear and predictable and forever the straight
man to her passion and shenanigans. | think the only great sadness in their
rel ati onship for himwas know ng that although she Ioved himin a warm
conpani onabl e way, she went all-out in adoring her two sons. Oiginally she
had wanted to have five children, but both ny brother and |I had such difficult
births the doctor told her having another child would be a deadly risk. She
conpensated in the end by pouring the love for those five kids into the two of
us.

Dad was a veterinarian; still is a veterinarian. He'd had a successful
practice in Manhattan when they were first married, but gave it up to nove to
the country right after his first son was born. He wanted his children to have
a yard to play in and the safety to come and go as they pl eased any tinme of
t he day.

As with everything else in her life, my nother pounced on the new house
and tore it linmb fromlinb. New paint inside and out, new wall paper, floors
stripped and seal ed, |eaks stopped . . . \Wen she was done she had created a
solid, am able place with nore than enough room |light, warmh, and security
to assure each of us this was a hone as well as a house.

Al that and two little boys to raise. Later she said those first two
years in the house were her happi est. Everywhere she went, either someone or
somet hi ng needed her, and that is what she thrived on. Wth one boy in her
arnms and another clinging to her skirt, she tel ephoned, cooked, and hamered
t he house and our new life there into subm ssion. It took a few years, but
when she was done, things both worked _and_ gl eaned. Ross was starting school
she'd taught me how to read, and every meal she put on the table was tasty and
different.

When she felt we were all taken care of, she went out and bought the dog
for us.

My brother, Ross, quickly turned into an eager, curious kid who, at five
years old, was already suprenmely naughty. The ki nd who does ghastly things but
is constantly being forgiven because people think the act was either
accidental or cute.

When he was a toddler he used to scour the house | ooking for new things
to poke into or take apart. Over the years he noved through Tinkertoys, Silly
Putty, and Erector Sets like an express train. Mich agai nst nmy dad' s w shes,
Mot her bought him a wood-burning kit for his sixth birthday. He used it
properly for a couple of weeks, spelling his name on any piece of scrap wood
he could find. Then he spell ed ROSS LENNOX on an oak arnthair. Mther spanked
himand threw the burner away. She was like that -- very determ ned, and sure
that the only way to raise children was to love themall the tine,
notw t hst andi ng t he necessary smack now and then when they deserved it. No
excuses, no apologies -- if you did it, you got hit. Five mnutes |ater she
was huggi ng you again and would do anything in the world for you. | nust have
under st ood her way very early in life, because | was rarely hit. But not RosSs;
God, not Ross. The reason |I'mmentioning the episode is that it was the first
time the two of themreally knocked heads over sonething. Ross burned the
chair, Mdther spanked himand threw the thing in the garbage. Wen she was
gone he took it out of the garbage and carefully burned holes in the bottons
of her expensive new | eat her boots.

She di scovered them an hour later and, to ny horror, asked me if 1'd
done it. Me! | was the dullard who watched these titans with awe and
trenbling. No, | hadn't done it. O course she knew that, but needed to hear
it fromme before she took action. Marching into Ross's room she found him



sitting calmMy on the bed reading a com ¢ book. Just as calmy, she went over
to his dresser and picked up his favorite nodel airplane. Lifting the burner
out of her apron pocket, she plugged it into the wall and, in front of his
ast oni shed eyes, burned holes through the niddl e of both wings. He wailed, the
room stank horribly, and those black. w spy threads of singed plastic floated
everywhere. \Wen she was done she put the plane back on the dresser and wal ked
out of the room w nner and still chanpion

She won that tine, but as he grew ol der, Ross becane increasingly nore
clever and wily; their duel continued, but on an equal |evel.

What happened was, ny brother had inherited her vitality and appetite
for Iife, but rather than desiring everything, as she did, he preferred
specific courses in huge servings. If life was a nassive feast, he only wanted
the pateé, but he wanted all of it.

And mani pul ate? There was no one who could do it better. | was the
wor |l d' s bi ggest pushover and no challenge at all, but in the short span of
t hree nonths one sumer he got ne to: break the window in ny father's study,
throw a rock point-blank at a beehive (while he stood inside the house
wat ching), give himmy all owance so he'd protect ne from God, who, he said,
was al ways on the brink of throwing me into hell for ny evil six-year-old
behavior. My father had an old copy of _The Inferno_ with Doré's
illustrations, and Ross showed it to ne one afternoon to |l et nme know what |
was in for if | didn't continue to pay himprotection noney. The pictures were
both so horrific and so engrossing that | needed no pronpting after that (and
for the next few weeks, until the spell wore off) to take the book down on ny
own and marvel at what 1'd just barely avoided with ny brother's help.

| was certainly his prime chunp, but he could throw his | asso around
nost people. He knew how to work nmy nother so she'd let himstay home from
school, nmy father so he'd take us to a Yankee game or a drive-in novie.
Natural ly he got caught once in a while and was hit or punished, but his
record (what he called his "won-lost record") was astoundi ng conpared to npst
ot her kids'.

In conparison, | was the archangel Gabriel. | think I nade ny bed from
the day | could toddle, and in my endl ess prayers at night | asked God to
bl ess everyone | could think of, including the Barnum & Bailey circus.

| had a hanster in a silver-colored cage, a Lone Ranger rug, and coll ege
pennants on nmy walls. | kept all my pencils sharpened and ny Hardy Boys books
in strict al phabetical order. In answer to this, one of the many things Ross
liked to do was cone into ny room and di ve-bonb ny bed. He'd spread his arms
out as far as they would go and hit it at top speed. Oten one of the wooden
support slats groaned or even broke, and the pillow would fly up in the air
fromshock. 1'd whine, and he'd hee-hee with delight. But having himin there
was a great treat, so | never conplained too |loudly. He once put half a dead
cat on ny pillowwith a little baseball cap on its head, and | never told a
soul. | tried to pretend it was a special secret we had between us.

H s roomwas the opposite of mne, but ten tinmes nore wonderful, always.
| admit it. Everything was in an uproar, from sneakers on the desk to a radio
under his mattress. He and nmy nmot her had world wars about his room but it
stayed his way three quarters of the time, regardl ess of her hair-pulling or
threats. The nost amazing thing about it was the variety of stuff he'd
accunul at ed.

None of those college pennants for him He'd gotten hold of an i mense
novi e poster advertising _Godzilla_. That covered one wall in flames, blood,
and lightning. On another was a tattered Al banian flag ny father'd brought
back fromthe war. On the bookshel ves were a conplete collection of _Fanous
Monsters_ magazi ne, a | eprous-Ilooking stuffed skunk, all of the Oz books, and
several of those old cartoon-like cast-iron banks that are so popular in
anti que shops these days.

He loved to go to the town dunmp and spend hours with a | ong netal pole,
rummagi ng through piles, flipping aside things that he wanted to take hone.
He'd found a porcelain snuff box there, a railroad clock with no hands, a book



on paper dolls that had been published in 1873.

| remenber all this because sone tine ago | woke up in the mddle of the
ni ght after having had one of those remarkably clear dreans; the kind where
everything you experience is in such cold, clear light that you feel out of
place in the real world once you wake up. Anyway, ny dreamtook place in his

old room and when | cane awake, | grabbed a pencil and paper and wote down a
list of all the things |I'd seen

If a boy's roomis an out-of-focus picture of what he'll later turn out
to be inlife, Ross would have been . . . an antique dealer? An eccentric?
Sonet hi ng unforeseeabl e but very special, | think. Wiat | renenber best was
lying on his bed (whenever he'd pernmit me in the room-- | had to knock before

| entered) and letting nmy eyes run over his shelves and walls and things.
Feeling as if | were in some land or on a planet that was inpossibly far from
our house, fromny life. And when |I'd seen everything for the hundredth tine,
I would | ook at Ross and be delighted that however foreign or strange or
cruel, he was ny brother and we shared a house, a name, our bl ood.

H s taste changed as he got ol der, but that only neant things becane
nore wacky. For a while he was obsessed with old typewiters. At any one tine
he woul d have three or four of themlying around in a thousand pieces on his
desk. He joined a club for antique typewiter collectors and for nonths wote
and received hundreds of letters. Swapping parts, getting and giving repair
tips . . . Once in a while a strange, nossy voice fromPerry, Cklahonma, or
H ckory, North Carolina, would call and ask for him Ross talked to these
other fanatics with the poise and assurance of a forty-year-old master
repai r man.

Fromtypewiters he noved on to antique kites, then Shar-Pei dogs,
foll owed cl osely by Edgar Cayce and the Rosicrucians.

It sounds as if he was a burgeoni ng wunderki nd, and to a degree he was,
but away from his obsessions Ross was sullen and sly as a splinter. He
constantly | ocked the door to his roomand was consequently suspected by ny
parents of doing all kinds of "things" in there. | kept telling themhe did it
to get their goat, but they didn't listen to ne.

For any nunber of reasons, he would have a battle royal with ny nother
two or three times a week. Wth her hair-trigger tenper, he knew how easy it
was to make her mad (chew with his nouth open, not wipe his feet . . .), but
that didn't satisfy him Wen he was in the nood, he wanted her tied in fiery
knots, raging, stunbling froma fury so blind she actually bunped into things.

| gather it's not unconmon for famlies to be at one another's throats
during the kids' so-called formative years, but what happened in our famly
was that as Mother lost nore and nore ground to Ross, it nade her increasingly
wary of both of us. | was a coward and took to the hills whenever | felt her
tenmperature rising, but I couldn't always escape. The fallout fromher flashes
of anger often hurt ne, and I couldn't believe the unfairness of the world.
knew | was a happy, normal little boy. | knew, too, that mny brother was
everything but. | knew he drove my nother nuts, and | readily understood why
she blew her top at him But what never made sense to ne was how | got dragged
into their often brutal nelees and ended up being sl apped or screaned at or
puni shed for no reason at all

Did that scar me for life and nake me hate all nothers |'ve nmet since?
Not at all. It scared and awed me to see Ross act that way, but | was also the
nost captive nenber of his audi ence. Even including the occasional whack,
woul dn't have traded living on the outskirts of hurricane country for anything
in the world.

Soon he was stealing whatever he could lay his hands on. He was a
premer thief, due in large part to chutzpah. He was constantly stopped in
stores and asked where he was going with that watch (book, lighter . . .).
Wth a guil el ess, unconprehending | ook, he would say he was just bringing it
over there to his nother. After being stared down by Ross, the sal esperson
woul d apol ogi ze for being so gruff with him Five mnutes |ater Ross would
have the thing in his pocket and be out on the street.



Once, he had a fight with ny nmother the day after Christmas and told her
he'd stolen every one of the presents he'd given us. She erupted, but my calm
father -- saddened but used to it by then -- just asked which store they'd
cone from Ross wouldn't say, and we were off on the carousel again.

Five days later ny parents went out to a New Year's Eve party and nade
Ross babysit for me. Ten minutes after they were out the door, he dared ne to
slide down the banister with my eyes closed. |1'd gone a couple of feet before
I felt something hideous and burning on the back of my hand. | threw both arns
up, knocking away the cigarette he'd been singeing ne with. Losing ny bal ance,
| fell over the side and | anded on ny arm which instantly snapped in two
pl aces. Al | remenber besides the pain is Ross's face right up next to nine
telling me again and again |'d better keeping ny fucking little nmouth shut
about this.

Was | a fool? Yes. Should | have screaned bl oody nurder? Yes. Did | want
my brother to love ne just a little? Yes.

When he was fifteen Ross changed his i mage and becanme a tough guy.
Leat her jacket with a thousand zi ppers and chrome studs, a bone-handl ed
swi tchbl ade knife fromltaly, a tube of Brylcreemhair goop on the shelf in
t he bat hroom

He hung around with a bunch of dimivts who, instead of talking, snoked
Mar | boros and spat on the ground. The | eader of this pack was naned Bobby
Hanl ey, who, although short and skinny as a car antenna, had a nasty
reputation. It was assuned that anyone who nessed with himwas out of his
m nd.

The first time | ever saw Bobby was at a hi gh school basketball gane.
was el even, and because | was still in elenmentary school, | didn't know who he
was. |'d cone to the gane with Ross (who'd been forced into taking ne by ny
parents), but he ditched me seconds after we got there. I'd | ooked around
frantically for someone to sit with, but it seened as if everyone was a
stranger. | ended up standing by the main door. A few mnutes into the gane an
old janitor who I knew was naned Vince cane in and stood next to nme. He had
one of those | ong wooden broomnms in his hand; every time our side scored he'd
stanp it on the ground. W started talking, and | felt nore confortable. It
was very pleasant, and | started thinking about how great it would be when
was in high school and could come to these ganes all the tine with ny friends.

A few mnutes before the end of the first quarter the door whacked open
and a bunch of tough guys sashayed in. Vince nmuttered something about "little
turds,"” and since | didn't know anything, | nodded.

They wal ked right up to the out-of-bounds |ine and stood there, checking
out the crowd, ignoring the game conpletely. Then one of themtook out a pack
of cigarettes and Iit up. He threw the match on the floor. Vince wal ked up and
told himthere was no snmoking in the gym Bobby Hanley didn't even | ook his
way. Instead, he took a long, slow drag and said, "Blow it out your ass, Pop."

| couldn't believe it! The even nore astoni shing thing was, Vince
munbl ed sonet hi ng, but wal ked back to the door

A few of Hanley's crew snickered, but none of them had the nerve to
light up too. Standing next to me, Vince cursed and kept noving his hands
around on the top of the broom | didn't know what to do. How could this kid



get away with that? What kind of crazy power did he have?

The quarter ended as Bobby snoked his cigarette down to the brown
filter. When he was done he dropped it on the hardwood floor and ground it out
with his boot heel. | watched his foot nove back and forth. Mich too loudly I
said, "What a big jerk."

"Hey, Bobby, nunb-nuts over there called you a jerk."

| froze.

"Who di d?"

"The little fuck over there by the door. The orange sweater."

"A jerk, huh?"

| wouldn't look up. I wanted to close ny eyes, but | didn't. | saw the

| ower half of Hanley push through his entourage and wal k toward ne. He grabbed
my ear and pulled it up next to his nouth.

"You called me a jerk?"

"Leave the kid al one, Hanley."

Still holding nme tight, Bobby told the janitor to fuck off.

"I asked you a question, scumbag. |I'ma jerk?"

"You're not supposed to snoke in the gym OmM"

"Says who, scunmbag? Who's going to stop ne?"

Si | ence. Peopl e noved around us. | was so scared and ashamed. | had no
guts. Everyone in the world was | ooking at me. No one knew who | was, but that
made no difference. Wioever | was, | was a chickenshit. Hanley was slowy
tearing my ear off. | was sure | could hear little things com ng apart in
there: muscles frombone, soft little menbranes and hairs |ike the thinnest
spiderwebs . . . Hs friends stood around us in a semcircle, delighted to be
part of the scene.

"Listen to me, scunbag.'

He stepped forward and planted his heel on top

of my sneaker. He shoved down on it; | yelped as the pain soared up through ny
body. | started to cry. "Scunbag's crying now. Why're you cryi ng?"

Where was Vince? \Were was ny father? My brother? My brother -- ha! Even
then, in the midst of that scene, | knew if Ross had been around he woul d' ve

| aughed hi nsel f sick

"Hey, Bobby, Madeleine's waiting for you."

| looked directly at himfor the first time. He was much shorter than
I'd thought. Who was Madel ei ne? WAs he going to go away now?

"Look, scummy, don't you ever let ne see you around here again,

understand? 'Cause if | do, I'mgoing to cut your fuckin' eyes out with this."
He pul l ed a beer opener out of his pocket and pressed it hard agai nst ny nose.
I remenber how warmit was. | nodded as best | could, and he shoved ne away. |

cracked my head on a bl eacher and went down |like a stone in water. Wen |
| ooked up again the whol e gang of them was gone.

For nmonths afterward | skul ked around school |ike a haunted shadow. Wen
| crept into the building in the morning, | checked every corridor, every
cl assroom every bathroom before | went in or out, just in case he was there.
I knew the chances of his ever being in the elenmentary school were renote, but
| wasn't about to tenpt fate.

| told no one about it, especially not Ross. At night | sonetines
dreaned | was running as fast as | could on a soft rubber road chased by a
gi ganti c danci ng beer opener.

Not hi ng ever happened, so by the tine Ross and Bobby teaned up a year
later, |I felt only a sharp cut of fear when | saw themtogether for the first
tine.

The final indignity was that when Bobby canme over to our house for the
first time he didn't even recognize ne. Wien Ross said by way of introduction
"That's my shitty little brother," Bobby only smiled and said, "How re you
doin', man?"

How was | _doing_? | wanted to tell him. . . No, | wanted to demand
that he recogni ze me. Me, scunbag, the one he'd scared so badly for huge
nmonths of ny life.

But | didn't. Later | got up the guts to remind himof that first



nmeeting. He snapped his fingers as if he'd forgotten to buy shoel aces. "Yeah
sure, | thought | knew your face." And that was all

Naturally the | onger he hung around with Ross, the nore | liked him He
was very funny and had a kind of sensitivity that enabled him Iike ny
brother, to see right through to a person's strengths and weaknesses. He used
this ability to his own benefit about ninety percent of the time, but once in
a while he did sonething so extraordinarily nice you were knocked for a | oop

Just before ny thirteenth birthday the three of us were in a stationery
store and | wistfully nentioned how nuch I wanted a certain nodel of the
aircraft carrier _Forrestal they had on the shelves. Wen ny big day arrived,
Bobby cane over to the house and handed ne the nodel, gift-wapped. "Shit,
man, did you ever try to steal something that big? It's fucking hard!" | mnade
the nodel nore carefully than any other. |I showed it to himonly after 1'd
spent hours painting and sanding it to perfection. He nodded appreciatively
and told Ross | knew what | was doing. That year Ross's present to nme was a
smal | rubber doll of a woman in a bathing suit whose breasts popped out from
behi nd the suit whenever you squeezed her stomach.

I think Hanley originally liked ny brother because Ross was very smart.
School was easy for him and he often ended up doi ng Bobby's honework for him
al though the latter was a grade ahead.

However, |I'mnot trying to say that was the only reason for their
friendship. Wen he felt like it, my brother not only could charmthe birds
out of the trees but could nmake anyone in the world | augh. He wasn't a cl own,
but anbng his many gifts was an acute sensitivity to your likes and dislikes,
as well as the ability to send you howing. Since Hanley was the undi sputed
ki ng of the high school, Ross cased the scene before naking his nove. He
decided to becone the ol der boy's court jester. He wasn't tough like the
others in the gang, but he was dammed shrewd! After only a short time there
were a mllion punks in town who wanted to beat Ross to snithereens, but they
I eft him al one because they all knew he was safely under Bobby's dangerous
Wi ng.

In a different environnent who knows what ni ght have happened to the two
of them Both Bobby and Ross had an élan, the mmgician's touch; that special
rare ability to turn cruelty into pink handkerchiefs and kindness into thin
air.

The two of them palled around nore and nore, but ny parents didn't mnd
because Bobby was qui et and courteous when he cane over for dinner. A so, he
appeared to be having a very good effect. At hone, Ross wasn't half as nasty
or selfish as he had been. He didn't go out of his way to be friendly or
hel pful , but there were faint glimerings that he m ght have turned a corner
and was heading in sone kind of right direction.

The ni ght before Ross died, Bobby slept over at our house. Ross was very
excited because he had been given a twel ve-gauge shotgun for his birthday a
few days before. My father loved to shoot trap and skeet and had prom sed to
teach us the sport when we reached sixteen

Bobby had guns of his own, but this one was a beauty he could
appreciate. They allowed ne to stay in the roomw th themthat evening, even
when Ross pulled out the new dirty nagazines he'd stolen fromthe candy store.
They snoked al nost a full pack of cigarettes and spent the hours tal king about
the girls at school, different kinds of cars, what Bobby would do when he

gr aduat ed.

| slept on a hassock that opened out into a bed. Ross let nme do that,
too. Hours later, | jerked awake when |I felt sonething thick and warm and
gooey on ny face. Both of themwere standing by nmy bed, and in the dimlight I
saw Ross tipping a bottle of something over nme. | opened ny nouth to protest

and tasted the heavy sweetness of maple syrup. By that tinme it was all over
me. There was nothing | could do but get up and bunp ny way out of the room
followed by their pleased |laughter. | washed out ny pajama top in the sink as
best | could, so that my nother woul d never know about it. Then | took a | ong
shower in the dark



When | awoke the next day, | felt feverish and unconfortable. The strong
nmor ni ng sunlight poured through the wi ndows and over ne |ike an extra,
unnecessary bl anket.

After | brushed ny teeth, | went to Ross's room and knocked on the door
When there was no answer | cautiously pushed it open. There were wooden bunk
beds in both our rooms. | saw Ross hangi ng over the edge of the top one

busily tal king to Bobby, who was |lying on his back with his hands behind his
head.

"What do you want, asshole? Mdrre syrup?"

Bobby fanned a fly away from his nose and yawned. Last night's joke was
last night, and now it was tine for sonething new

"You know, Ross, if you could sneak that shotgun out of the house, we
could go down to the river and pick off a few seagulls. | hate those fucking
birds."

W lived half a mile froma river. It was a place where you went in the
sumer when there was nothing else to do, or if you were |ucky enough to have
convinced a girl to go "swinmmng" there with you. Since the water was so brown
and pol luted, you never swam -- as soon as you got your towels down on the
beach you started necking.

To get to the water you had to cross railroad tracks. You did it
careful ly and stepped ridicul ously high over anything that |ooked even vaguely
suspi ci ous: down there sonewhere on the ground was the _third rail__ and you
knew that if you ever so much as touched it you would be instantly
el ect rocut ed.

Bobby and Ross had been down to the tracks before with guns. In fact,
Ross was the only other nenber of the gang who'd had the "guts" to shoot at
passing cattle cars with one of Bobby's many rifles. They were never caught.

My parents went shopping that norning, so there was no probl emtaking
the gun out of the house. Ross slid it back into its cardboard box, and that
was that for canouflage. They allowed ne to tag along on the threat that if |
sai d anything about it afterward they'd boil me in oil.

When we got down to the tracks Bobby told Ross to get the gun out -- he
wanted to take a couple of shots. | could see Ross wanted to shoot first; a
peeved, nean | ook swept across his face. But it was gone in an instant. He
handed the gun over, along with a bunch of red and brassy-gold shells he had
stuffed in his back pocket. The only thing he had left was the enpty box; he
threw that at ne.

The sun was hot, and | peeled off my T-shirt. Wien it was hal fway over
nmy head, | heard the _pof_of the first shot and an instantaneous crash of
gl ass sonewhere

"Holy shit, Bobby! You think you hit the station?" Ross's voice was high
and scar ed.

"I'I'l be fucked if I know, man." He rel oaded and shot off in another

direction. | put ny hands over ny ears and | ooked at the ground. | was already
petrified, and things had just begun

"Ross, baby, this is one honey of a gun. | can tell already. Let's go,
man. "

W wal ked twelve or fifteen feet apart. Bobby, Ross, then me. That's
very inportant, as you'll see in a nonent. Bobby held the shotgun down at his
side, barrel toward the ground. | saw it out of the corner of ny eye. It was

dull blue and the railroad tracks under our feet were hot silver as we stepped
gingerly over them The |ight everywhere burned nmy eyes and made nme squint.
wi shed to God | was hone. What were they going to do now? What woul d happen if

they were in the nood for sonething unnecessary and vicious, |ike shooting at
cattle as they noved slowy by in those slatted red and brown freight cars,
already on their way to the slaughterhouse? | hated the gun, | hated ny great
fear, | hated ny brother and his friend. But they would never, ever know that.
W were noving at the same pace, our legs lifting and falling at the
same time. Then Ross stunbl ed on something and fell straight forward. | heard

an angry buzz like an outboard notor, the gravel skittering away from under ny



brother's sneaker. Hi s shoul der touched the third rail, and his head tw sted
around on his neck. There was a | oud hum a sharp hiss and snap. Hi s face
twisted up and up and up into an inpossible, irretrievable snile

Wy am | lying? Wihwy am | already |eaving out a part of this story that
is so necessary? What difference does it nmake now? All right. Before I go on
here's a piece of the puzzle |I've been hiding behind nmy back

Bobby had an ol der sister named Lee. At eighteen she was the nost
stunning girl you'd ever want to see. By the tinme Ross and Bobby became cl ose
friends, she had been out of school for a few years, but people still talked
about her because she was really incredible.

She' d been captain of the cheerl eaders, a nenber of the Pep Cdub and the
Gournet Club. | knew all of this by heart because Ross had a high schoo
year book from when she graduated, and as is so often the case with the
prettiest girl in school, it seened as if her face was on every other page:
cartwheel i ng, being crowned Prom Queen, smiling magnificently at us from
behi nd an arm oad of books. How many times had | devoured those pictures?
Hundreds? A thousand? A lot.

What | didn't understand until |ater was that part of her special aura
cane frompure sensuality. | didn't know if she was "fast," because ny only
aut hority on her was my brother, who contended he'd had her a million tines,
but even the nobst innocent of those pictures gave off an aroma of sexiness as
strong as the snell of fresh baked bread.

Ross's birthday present when | turned twelve was to teach nme how to
masturbate. Part of the gift was a three-nonth-old copy of _Gent_ nagazi ne,
but fromthe first | could only climax if | thought of real wonmen. The
zeppel in breasts and sex-crazed expressions of those pinup girls scared ne
nore than turned me on. No, ny idea of sexual frenzy was the photograph of Lee
Hanl ey doing a junp cheer at a football ganme that had sonehow caught a
del i ci ous smidgen of her underpants while she was in nid-flight.

Let me say, though, that 1'd fallen in love with her |ong before
learned to play with nyself, so the first time | used her as ny fantasy wonman
| felt rotten, because | knew |I'd somehow | et her down, regardless of the fact
I'd never said two words to her. But that guilt was short-lived, because ny
twel ve-year-old penis was anxious to get on with business, so | continued to
ravi sh her picture with ny hungry eyes and nyself with a junpy hand.

Sonetimes |1'd get conpletely carried away, and | ooking at the ceiling as

| felt my body blast off into the stratosphere, I'd start to call her nane
again and again. _Lee Hanley! Oh! Leeee!l Although | tried to waltz nyself
around only when I was sure no one el se was horme, | nade the nistake of not

checki ng one afternoon, and that oversight was disastrous.

Ber nuda shorts down at my knees, the school yearbook Propped confortably
on ny chest, | had started singing ny Lee song when the door suddenly flew
open and Ross appear ed.

" | caught you! _Lee Hanley, huh? You're jerking off to Lee Hanl ey? Boy,

wait'll Bobby hears this! He's going to chop you into hanmburger. Hey, what've
you got there? That's _ny_ yearbook! G me that!" He snatched it out of ny
hand and | ooked at the picture. "Jeez, wait'll | tell Bobby, nman. Shit, 1'd

hate to be you." H's face was pure triunph.



From that nmoment on, the taunts and torture began and didn't end for
nore than a year. That night | pulled down the bedspread and found a
phot ograph taped to ny pillow a nutilated body on a battlefield with a
soldier looking at it indifferently. In blood-red ink the soldier was |abel ed
_Bobby_, and | was the corpse.

A lot of that sort of thing went on, but the nost frightening nonents
wer e when Ross woul d casual ly say to Bobby, "Want to know what ny brot her
does, Bobby? Wait'll you hear this one, the little pig!" Looking straight at
me, a gl eam sneared across his face, he'd pause for mllenniunms, making ne
wish | was either in Sumatra or dead, or both. Inevitably he'd finish by
saying, "He picks his nose," or something equally nmean and true, but nothing
conpared to "it," and | could breathe easily again.

It ran in cycles; at tinmes | was hopeful he'd forgotten. But |ike a bat
flying through the window, it would suddenly be there again, right on you,
days or weeks later, and he'd have nme squirmng and twi sting at the drop of
his hat. Wien we were alone he would tell ne what a sludge | was to jerk off
to a friend's _sister_. He was as convincing as any angry, unforgiving priest.

Probably because the tornent increased, the imge of Lee Hanley's
under pants becane the sexiest thing in the world, and they became ny one and
only fantasy. | masturbated at all times of the day; ny high point was
probably the tine | came while sitting perfectly still at a junior high schoo
assenbly where a Cherokee Indian denonstrated tribal war dances.

| was a fool. | gave Ross ny allowance, did his chores for him brought
hi m snacks at the snap of his fingers. Once, | even realized that what 1'd
been doi ng was a kind of conmpliment to Lee, but when | tried explaining that
to Ross, he closed his eyes and flicked his wist at me as if | were a fly on
hi s hand.

What really happened the day he died was this: as we were crossing the
railroad tracks together, Ross's anger flared at Bobby for having taken his
shot gun away. Hal fway to the other platform he casually asked his friend how
many times a week he beat off.

"I don't know. Every day, | guess. That is, if I"'mnot gettin' any from
some chi ck. Why? How ' bout you?"

My brother's voice went up a notch. "About the sane. Do you ever think
of anyone when you do it?"

My face tightened, and | al nost stopped novi ng.

"Sure, what do you think I do, count to a hundred? Wat's with you,
Ross? You gone pervert or sonethi ng?"

"Naah, | was just thinking. Do you know who Joe thinks about when he
does it?"

"Joey? You beating your neat already, boy? Shanme! You know how old I was
when | first started doing it? About three!" He | aughed.

| could only look at nmy feet. | knew it was com ng; Ross was about to
open the door on ny bl ackest secret and there was nothing | could do about it.
"Ckay, so spill it. Who do you think about, Joe? Suzanne Pl eshette?"

Bef ore Ross could answer, a high train whistle hooted frighteningly down
the track. At that nonment | did something |I'd never done before. Shouting
"No!" | shoved Ross as hard as | could. So help me God, | was so afraid of
what he was going to say |1'd totally forgotten where we were

"Holy shit, Ross, a train's comng!" Wthout |ooking our way, Bobby
charged ahead toward the other side of the tracks. My brother fell. | stood
still and watched. Yes.



| was so shocked by what had happened |I couldn't say anything. A few
days later | was too afraid to speak

Conveniently, as far as people were concerned (including Bobby, who
testified that the sound of the train whistle nust have scared Ross into
stunbling), it was sinply a tragic accident.

My not her went nmad. A week after the funeral she stood at the bottom of
the staircase and started scream ng incoherently to ny dead brother to get up
and go to school. She had to be institutionalized. | began shaking and was put
on heavy doses of tranquilizer, which nmade nme feel as if | were floating in
bl ue space.

When they decided to keep my nmother in the hospital, my father took ne
to dinner. Neither of us ate anything. Hal fway through the nmeal he pushed the
pl ates aside and took hold of both ny hands.

"Joe, son, it's going to be just you and nme for a while now, and we've
got some tough tinmes ahead of us."

I nodded and was for the first tinme on the brink of telling him
everything, every bit of it. Then he | ooked at ne, and | saw big clear tears
on his face.

"I"mcrying, Joe, because of your brother, and because | already m ss
your mama very much. It nakes ne feel as if parts of nmy body had been ri pped
off. I"'mtelling you that because | think you can understand and because |'m
going to need you to help ne be strong. 1'll help you and you'll help ne,
okay? You're the best boy a man could have, and we're not going to |et
anything get us or pull us down fromnow on. Not anything! R ght?"

| saw Bobby only two or three tinmes after Ross died. Wen the schoo
year ended he enlisted in the Marines. He left town at the end of June, but
stories trickled back about him Apparently he turned out to be a very good
soldier. He stayed in the service for four years. By the time he returned
was a freshman in coll ege

In ny sophonore year | cane hone for a | ong weekend. On Saturday night |
had a dreary argunment with ny father about what | was going to do with "ny
future." | left the house in a huff and went to a bar in town to drown ny
angst in beer.

Al ong about the third one, someone sat down next to me at the bar and
touched nmy el bow. | was watching television and ignored it. Woever it was
touched me again, and annoyed, | |ooked over. It was Bobby. H's hair was very
| ong, and he had a Fu Manchu nustache that grew down and off his square chin.
He smiled and patted nmy arm

"My God, Bobby!"

"How are you doin' there, Joe College?"

He kept smiling, and | realized, with sone relief, he was very stoned.

"How s col | ege, Joe?"

"Great, Bobby. But how are you?"

"Good, nman. Everything is very cool ."

"Yeah? Well, what are you doing? | mean, uh, what kind of work are you
into?"

"Listen, Joe, |'ve been wanting to rap with you for like a long tine,
you know? There's a lot to tal k about between us, you know?"

H s face was thin and tired, and there was an uncertainty that said he'd
banged around through the years w thout having found nuch of anything. | felt
very sorry for him but knew there was little | could do. H s hand was on ny
shoul der, so | reached over and took it, wanting himto know that in a strange
way he was still an inportant part of ne.

I've nmentioned before how he had al ways been very sensitive. Touching



his hand like that set sonmething off. He snatched it away, and his | ook
changed abruptly. The snaky, malicious Bobby Hanl ey who'd held a beer opener
to ny face rushed back. Rage flew up into his eyes like a small bird hitting a
wi ndow. | winced and tried to snmile us back to a nonent ago.

"Hey, man, | got a question for you. You ever go out to your brother's
grave? Huh? You ever go there and give Ross flowers or anything?"

"You bullshit! You don't, man, and I know it! I'mout there all the
fucking time, do you know that? The guy was the greatest friend | ever had in
the world! You're his own little brother and you don't do squat for him No
wonder he thought you were a little pussy. You shithead!" He wenched hinsel f
of f the stool and dug into his pocket for noney. Coming up with a dollar bil

that had been crunpled into a small green ball, he threwit on the counter. It
rolled until it fell over the other edge. "You think I don't know about you,
Joe? You think I don't know how you feel about Ross? Well, let ne tell you
somet hing, man. He was a king, and don't ever forget that. He was a fucking
_king_. You -- Christ, all you are is a scunbag!"

He wal ked out of the bar w thout |ooking back. I wanted to go after him
and tell himhe was wong. | waited, pretending | was trying to think of what

I'd say when | caught up with him Say? | didn't have anything to tell him
there was nothing nore _to_ say.

A month later | wote a short story entitled "Woden Paj anas" for a
creative-witing class | was taking. The teacher had encouraged us unpteen
times to wite fromour own experience. Because | was still shaken by the
nmeeting with Bobby, | decided to follow the advice and try driving sone of the
guilt nonsters away by witing a story about Bobby, Ross, and their gang.

The problem was what to wite. In my first attenpt, | tried describing
the tine they planned to rob the American Legion post of all its guns, only to
be cheated out of the chance when the building burned down the night before
the caper was to be pulled off. | say |I tried witing about it, but all | cane
up with was a bunch of crap. | realized | didn't know how to approach ny
brother and his world. He and all he'd been had flowed through nmy veins for so
long that when | stopped to think about who and what he was, | drew a blank. |
knew what col ors he was, but since | couldn't separate them they all nerged
into a big white blank. Just try to describe the color white to soneone beyond
saying it's all colors in one.

| tried a first-person narrator -- a girl who' d been jilted by one of
the guys. That didn't work, so | tried being one of their parents. Absolutely
nothing. Next | filled three sheets of paper with Ross and Bobby stories. Sone
of them made me | augh; others made me guilty or sad. Renenbering everything
made ne obsessed with the idea of getting a bit of their world down on paper
Not hi ng was going to stop ne.

It's funny, but in the beginning |I never once thought of naking
somet hing up and using nmy brother and his gang as characters in _ny_ story.
Ross had been such a strong presence in ny life and had done so nmany wild
things that 1'd never considered upstaging himw th an action or thought that
cane strictly fromny own head. Yet that's what happened. \Wile driving across
canpus one Saturday night, | saw a bunch of tough guys strutting down Main
Street, all duded up for a big night on the town.

How many tines had | watched nmy brother brush his long hair into a
perfect shining swirl, slap on a gallon of English Leather col ogne, and w nk
at himself in the bathroom mrror when he was done? "Looki ng good, Joe. Your
brot her is |ook-ing good!"

| thought about it for a while and, sitting down at the typewiter one
aft ernoon, opened the story with those same words addressed to an adoring
little brother who sat on the edge of the bathtub watching himprepare for

| had no idea of where to go fromthere.
It took ne two weeks to wite. It was about a bunch of toughs in a small



town who are getting ready to go to a big party at a girl's house. Each boy
has a little section of the story, and in turn tells you about their |ives and
what he thinks will happen tonight when the party gets going up at Brenda's.

| never worked on anything so hard in ny life. | loved it. | laid each
story on top of the previous one as gently as if |I were building a house of
cards. | shifted them around and around incessantly for best effect and nmade
nmy teacher mad because | turned the assignnent in a week after it was due.
When | was done, however, | knew |I'd witten sonething good, nmaybe even
special. | was really proud of it.

My teacher liked it, too, and suggested | submit it to a magazine.
did; over the nonths it made the rounds of all the mgjor and ninor places.

Finally _Tinepiece_-- circulation 700 -- took it. Paynent was only two
contributor's copies, but I was overjoyed. | had the cover of that issue
framed and put it up on the wall in front of my desk

Three nonths later a theatrical producer in New York called and asked if
I'"d be willing to sell himthe world rights to the story for two thousand
dollars. Amazed, | was on the verge of saying yes when |I remenbered stories of
writers being gypped out of carloads of noney by conniving producers; so
told himto call ne back in a few days. | found a copy of Witer's Market_ in
the college library and got the names and tel ephone nunmbers of four or five
literary agents. | explained the situation to the first one | called and asked
her what | should do. By the end of the conversation she'd agreed to represent
me, and when the man call ed back from New York, | told himto arrange

everyt hi ng t hrough her

You know what happens when you sell a story to someone: they push it and
pull it and turn it inside out. Wen they're done eviscerating it ("shaping it
up," they like to call it), they put it in front of the public with aline in
the programthat reads sonething |ike "Based on an original short story by
Joseph Lennox. "

The producer of the play, a tall man with bright-red hair naned Phi
Westberg, called ne just after he'd bought the story and politely asked how
woul d approach it as a play. | didn't know anything, so |I said sonething dunb
and forgettable, but he didn't want to hear what | had to say anyway, because
he had it all planned out. He began to tell me his plan, and at one point |
took the tel ephone receiver away fromny ear and | ooked at it as if it were an
eggpl ant. He was tal king about "Woden Pajamas,” but they weren't _my_
paj amas. The short story began in a bathroom the play at the big party, which
instantly cut out about four thousand words of nmy work. The protagonist in the
play was thrown in as an afterthought in the story. But Wstberg knew what he
want ed, and he sure didn't want nmuch of what 1'd witten. Wien | finally got
that through ny thick skull, | skul ked away into the night, never to hear from
"Phil" again -- until he sent me one free ticket for opening night a year and
a half later.

Phil and his gang went on to use ny story as the basis for the wildly
successful (and depressing) play, _The Voice of Qur Shadow . Anong ot her
things, it is about sadness and the small dreams of the young, and besides
running for two years on Broadway, where it won the Pulitzer Prize, it was
made into a hal fway-decent film | retained a small but lucrative percentage
of those subsidiary and world rights, thank Cod.

The hoopl a over the play began in my senior year in college. | thought
it was great at the beginning and horrible fromthen on. People were convinced
| had witten the whole thing, and | spent nost of the tine explaining that ny
contribution had been little nmore than, well, microscopic. On opening night, |
sat in the audience and stared at the young actors playing Ross and Bobby and
t hose other guys and girls I had known so well a hundred years ago in ny life.
| wat ched them bei ng changed and di storted, and when | wal ked out of the
theater | ached with guilt at the death of ny brother. But did | ache to tel
anyone what had actually happened that day? No. @uilt can be nolded. It is a



funny kind of clay; if you know how to handle it right, you can tw st and
knead and formor place it anyway you want. | know that is a generalization
but it is what | did; and as | got older, |I had | ess and |l ess trouble
rationalizing the fact that | had nurdered my brother. It was an accident.
had never neant for it to happen. He was a nonster and had deserved it. If
_he_ hadn't brought up the subject of masturbation that day . . . It all

hel ped ne to punch the bare, ghastly fact that | had done it into the shape
want ed.

Wthin a few nonths | had nore nmoney than King Tut. | was al so exhausted
and enbittered by the same well-meant questions and the sane di sappoi nted
| ooks on faces when | told themno, no, | didn't wite the _play_, you see

When | discovered that my university offered a six-week course in nodern

German literature in Vienna, | junped at the chance. | had majored in German
because it was hard and chal |l engi ng and sonething | wanted to becone very good
at innm life. | was convinced | would be able to surface again all clean and
absol ved after a few nmonths of sacher torte, outings on the Bl ue Danube, and
Robert Musil. | arranged it so my six weeks there would conme at the end of the
school year, which would allow nme to stay through the sumer if | |iked the

t own.

I loved Vienna fromthe beginning. The Viennese are well fed, obedient,
and a little behind the tinmes in al nost everything they do. Because of this,

or because the city is exotic inthat it is far to the East -- the last free,
decadent stronghol d before you roll over the flat gray plains into Hungary or
Czechosl ovakia -- all nmy menories of it are washed in a slow,

end- of -t he-afternoon light. Sometines even now, even after everything that has
happened, | w sh very much that | was back there.

There are cafés where you can sit all norning over one cup of wonderfu
coffee and read a book wi thout anyone ever disturbing you. Small, snelly novie
theaters wi th wooden seats, where a couple of sad-Iooking nodels put on a
"l'ive" fashion show for you before the feature goes on. | had a favorite

_gasthaus_ where the waiter brought dogs water in a white porcelain bow wth
the nane of the restaurant on the side.

It is also the only city | know that gives up its best parts grudgingly,
unhappily. Paris slaps you in the face with oceani c boul evards, gol den
croi ssants, and charmon every square inch of its surface. New York sneers --
conpletely assured and indifferent. It knows that no matter how nmuch dirt or
crime or fear there is, it is still the center of everything. It can do what
it wants because it knows you will always need it.

Most visitors like Vienna at first sight (including nyself!) because of
the Opera or the Ringstrasse or the Brueghels in the Kunsthistorisches Miseum
but these things are only grand canoufl age. The first sunmmer | was there,

di scovered that beneath the lovely gloss is a sad, suspicious city that
reached its peak a hundred, two hundred years ago. It is now regarded by the

world as a delightful oddity -- a Mss Havishamin her wedding dress -- and
the Viennese know it.
Everything went right for me. | net a nice girl fromthe Tirol, and we

had a fling that left us tired but unscarred. She was a tour guide for one of
t he conpanies in town and consequently knew every nook and cranny in the

pl ace: the Jugendstil swi nmm ng pool at the top of the Wenerwald, a cozy
restaurant where they served the original Czech Budwei ser beer, a wal k through
the First District that made you feel as if you were back in the fifteenth
century. W had a rainy weekend in Venice and a sunny one in Sal zburg. She
took me to the airport at the end of August, and we promised to wite. A few
months later she did, telling me she was marrying a nice conputer sal esman
fromCharlottesville, Virginia, and if | was ever down their way .

My father picked me up at the airport and, as soon as we were in the
car, told nme Mother had | eukem a. What came to mind was a picture of the |ast
time | had seen her: a white hospital room-- white curtains, bedspread,
chairs. In the nmddle of the bed hovering over that eternity of white was her



smal |l red head. Her hair had been chopped short, and she no | onger nade the
qui ck, sharp movenents of a humm ngbird. Because they kept her sedated nost of
the tine, it often took mnutes before she fully recognized anyone.

"Mana? It's Joe. |'mhere, Manma. _Joe ."

"Joe? Joe. Joe! Joe and Ross! Wiere are nmy two boys?" She wasn't
di sappoi nted when we told her Ross wasn't there. She accepted it as she
accepted each spoonful of colorless soup or creanmed spinach from her plate.

| went directly to the hospital. The only obvi ous change was a
pronounced thinness about her face. Taken together, her features and the w ong
color of her skin rem nded nme of a very thin, very old letter witten on gray
paper in violet ink. She asked me where | had been; when | said Europe, she
gazed for a time at the wall as if she was trying to figure out what Europe
was. She was dead by Chri st nas.

After her funeral ny father and | took a week off and flew down to the
heat, colors, and freshness of the Virgin Islands. W sat on the beach, swam
and took |long, panting wal ks up into the hills. Each night the beauty of the
sunset made us feel sad, enpty, and heroic. W agreed on that. W drank dark
rumand tal ked until two or three in the norning. | told himl| wanted to go
back and live in Europe after | had graduated. Two nore of ny short stories
had been published, and | wondered excitedly if |I mght have the maki ngs of a
real witer. | realize now he would have liked me to stay with himfor a
whil e, but he said he thought Europe was a good idea.

My last semester in college was full of a girl named Aivia Lofting. It
was the first tine I'd ever really fallen hard for someone, and there was a
peri od when | needed Aivia as | needed air. She |liked me because | had noney
and a certain prestige on canpus, but she kept rem nding me her heart bel onged
to a guy who had graduated the year before and was serving a hitch in the

Arrmy. | did what | could to lure her away, but she remained true to him
despite the fact we'd been sl eeping together since our third date.
May cane, and so did divia's boyfriend, hone on |l eave. | saw the two of

t hem one afternoon at the Student Center. They were so obviously mad for each
other and so obviously tired frommaking love that | went right to the
bat hroom and sat on a toilet for an hour with ny face in ny hands.

She called after he left, but | didn't have the strength to see her
again. Oddly enough, my refusal sparked her interest, and for the few weeks
left of the year, we had one endl ess conversation after another over the
phone. The last tine we tal ked she denanded we get together. | asked if she
was a sadist, and with a delighted | augh she said she probably was. | had
barely enough wllpower to say no, but did | ever hate nyself after | hung up
and realized how unnecessarily enmpty ny bed would be that night.

Al t hough Vi enna was always in the back of my mind, | flewto London and
spent the sunmmer trying on different cities -- Minich, Copenhagen, MIlan --
before | realized there really was only one place for ne.

Ironically, | arrived just as the German version of _The Voice of Qur

Shadow_ was premiering at the Theatre an der Josefstadt. Qut of what |'msure
he thought was ki ndness, Phil Westberg told the Austrians | was there, and for
a nonth or two | was the belle of the ball. Again, all | did was backpeda
about ny involvenment in the original production, only this time _auf deutsch_.

Luckily the Viennese critics didn't like the play; after a nonth's run
it packed its bag and went back to America. That ended ny notoriety as well,
and fromthen on | was blissfully anonynous. The one good thing that cane from
_Shadow_ rearing its confusing head in Wen was that | met a |lot of inportant
peopl e who, again assunming |I'd been the noving force behind the play, began to
give me witing assignments as soon as they heard | wanted to settle down
there. The pay for these assignnments was usually terrible, but | was making
new contacts all the tine. When the _International Herald Tribune_ did a
suppl enent on Austria, a friend snuck ne in the back door, and they published
alittle article I'd done on the Bregenz Sumrer Festival

About the time | started making noney fromny articles, ny father
remarried and | returned to Anerica for the wedding. It was ny first time back



intw years, and | was bow ed over by the speed and intensity of the States.

So much stimulus! So many things to see and buy and do! | loved it for two
weeks, but then hurried back to ny Vienna, where things were just the way |
liked them-- quiet and settled and cozily dull.

I was twenty-four, and in some distant, nmute part of nmy brain I had the
notion it was tinme to try witing ny world-beater, gargantuan novel. When
returned fromAnmerica | started . . . and started again and started again

until |1 had worn out all my thin beginnings. That was all right, but too
quickly I realized | had no mddles or ends to work on instead. At that point
| bowed out of the race for the G eat Anerican Novel

I am convinced every witer would like to be either a poet or a
novelist, but in ny case the realization that | would never be another Hart
Crane or Tolstoy wasn't too painful. It mght have been a couple of years
earlier, but I was being regularly published now, and there were even a few
peopl e around who knew who | was. Not nany, but sone.

After living a couple of years in Vienna, what | nissed nost was having
a good close friend. For a while | thought 1'd found one in a sleek, classy
French woman who worked as a translator for the United Nations. We hit it off
fromthe first and for a few weeks were inseparable. Then we went to bed, and
the famliarity that had come so easily was pushed aside by the purple
nmysteries of sex. W were lovers for a tinme, but it was easy to see we were
better as friends than as lovers. Unfortunately too, because there was no way
back once we had turned the lights down [ow She transferred to Geneva, and
went back to being prolific . . . and |lonely.

PART TWD

India and Paul Tate were novie crazy, and we originally met at one of
the few theaters in town that showed filnms in English. Htchcock's _Strangers
on a Train_ was being revived, and | had done quite a bit of honework
preparing for it. | had read Patricia H ghsmth's Thonmas Ri pl ey books before
tackl ed the novel on which the novie was based. Then | read MacShane's
bi ography of Raynond Chandler with the long section in it on the making of the
cl assi c.

In fact, | was finishing the biography while | sat in the theater |obby
waiting for the show to begin. Some people sat down next to nme. In a few
seconds | realized they were speaking English

"Come on, Paul, don't be a dodo. It's Raynond Chandler."

"Nunnal | y Johnson."

"Paul --"

"I'ndia, who was right about the Lubitsch filnm? Huh?"



"Stop dangling that dumb nmovie in ny face. So what if you were right
once in your life? P.S., who was right _yesterday_ about Fiel der Cook
directing A _Big Hand for the Little Lady_?"

Normal Iy that kind of argument between a couple is tacky and |oud, but
the tone of their voices assured you they were not really arguing; no |urking
anger or bared fangs anywhere.

"Excuse me? Uh, do you speak English?"

| turned and nodded and saw India Tate for the first tine. It was
sumer; she had on a |l enpon-yellow T-shirt and new dark blue jeans. Her snile
was a chal |l enge

| nodded, inwardly delighted to be talking to such an attractive woman.

"Great. Do you know who wote this novie? | don't nean the book, | mean
the screenplay. |I'mhaving a fight with my husband here about it." She shot
her thunmb in his direction as if she were hitchhiking.

"Well, I've just read a whole chapter on it in this book. It says
Chandl er wote it and Hitchcock directed, but then they ended up hating each
other when it was done." | tried to phrase it so both of themwould feel that

t hey had won the argunent.

It didn't work. She turned to her husband and stuck her tongue out at
himfor a split second. He smiled and, reaching over her |ap, offered ne his
hand. "You don't have to pay any attention to her. |I'm Paul Tate, and the
tongue here is my wife, India." He shook hands the way you should -- strong
and very much there.

"How do you do? |I'm Joseph Lennox."

"You see, Paul ? I knew | was right! | knew you were Joseph Lennox. |
renenber seeing your picture in _Wener_ nmagazine. That's why | nade us sit
here.”

"Recogni zed for the first time innny life!"

| fell inlove with her on the spot. | was al ready hal fway gone once |'d
seen her face and that wonderful yellow T-shirt, but then her knowi ng who
was .

"Joseph Lennox. God, we saw _The Voice of Qur Shadow_ two times on
Br oadway and then once up in Massachusetts in sumer stock. Paul even bought
the O Henry collection with 'Woden Pajamas' init."

Ner vous now and unhappy that the recognition was due to the play, |
funmbled with the Chandl er bi ography and dropped it on the floor. India and
si mul t aneously bent over to pick it up, and | caught a faint scent of |enon
and sone kind of good sweet soap

The usher wal ked by and said we could go in. Getting up, we nade quick
plans to go out for coffee afterward. Right away | noticed they noved ahead of
me and sat in the first row Wo would want to sit there? Very little of the
novi e made sense to nme because | spent nost of ny time either |ooking at the
backs of their heads or wondering who these interesting people were.

"Are sunmers here always this humd, Joe? It feels as if a big dog is
breathing on ne. | wish we were back at ny nother's apartnment in New York."

"India, every time we're there in the sumrer you conpl ai n about the
heat . "

"Sure, Paul, but at least that's _New York_ heat. There's a big
difference.”

She said no nore. He | ooked at ne and rolled his eyes. W were sitting
at an outside table in front of the Café Landtmann. A red and white tram
cl acked by, and the col ored fountains across the street in Rathaus Park shot
their streams up through the thick night.

"It does get pretty hot here now That's why all the Viennese go to
their country houses in August."

She | ooked at me and shook her head. "It's nuts. Look, | don't know
anyt hi ng about this place yet, but isn't tourism supposed to be Austria's nmain
source of incone? Most tourists travel in August, right? So they get to Vienna



and the whole joint is closed up for vacation. Tighter than anything in Italy
or France, huh, Paul ?"

W had been there half an hour. Already |I'd noticed India did nost of
the tal king, unless she egged Paul on to tell a particul ar anecdote or story.
But they both listened carefully when the other spoke. | felt a hollow rush of
jeal ousy when | noticed their conplete rmutual interest.

Sone tine later | asked Paul, who turned out to be a delightfully
garrul ous person away fromhis wi fe, why he clanmed up when he was around her

"l guess because she's so wonderfully strange, Joe. Don't you think?
mean, we've been married for years, and yet she still amazes ne with all of
the weird things she says! Usually | can't wait to hear what's going to cone
next. It's always been like that."

When there was a lull in the conversation that first night and
everything was quiet, | asked how they had net.
"You tell him Paul. | want to watch this tramgo by."

W all watched it go by. After a few seconds, Paul sat forward and put
hi s bi g hands on his knees.

"When | was in the Navy | went out and bought this screwy Hawaiian shirt
when ny ship docked in Honolulu. It was the nost hi deous piece of clothing
that ever existed. Yellow with blue coconut trees and green nonkeys."

"You stop lying, Paul! You |loved every scrawny little palmtree on that
shirt and you know it. | thought you were going to cry when it fell apart."
She reached across the table and brushed her fingertips over his cheek. |
| ooked away, enbarrassed and jeal ous of her casual tenderness.

"Yes, | guess | did, but it's hard to admt it now "

"Yeah? Well, shut up, because you | ooked great in it! He really did,
Joe. He was standing on this street corner in the mddl e of San Francisco
waiting for a trolley. He |looked Iike an ad for Bacardi rum | walked up to
himand told himhe was the only guy I'd ever seen who actually | ooked good in
one of those goony shirts."

"You didn't say | |ooked good, India -- you said | |ooked _too_ good.
You nmade it sound as if | was one of those creeps who read science fiction
novels and carry five mllion keys on their belt |oop."

"Ch, sure, but | said that |later -- after we went out for the drink."

Paul turned to nme and nodded. "That's right. The first thing she said
was | | ooked good. W stood on the corner for a while and tal ked about Hawaii .
She' d never been there and wanted to know if _poi_ really tasted like
wal | paper paste. | ended up asking her if she'd |like to go sonmeplace for a

drink. She said yes and that was that. Bingo."

"What do you mean, 'that was that'? 'That was that,' except for the fact
| didn't see you again for two years. 'Bingo,' my foot!"

Paul shrugged at her correction. It was uninportant to him No one said
anyt hi ng, and the only sounds were cars passing on the Ringstrasse.

"See, Joe, | gave himny address and tel ephone nunber, right? But he
never called, the rat. Ah, what did | care? | just wote himoff as sone
little twit in his ugly Hawaiian shirt and didn't think about himagain unti
he called ne two years later when | was living in Los Angeles."

"Two _years_7? How cone you waited two years, Paul ?" | wouldn't have
wai ted two seconds to claimlndia Tate.
"Hrm | thought she was okay and all, but nothing to go nuts about."
"Thanks, mac!"
"You're welcome. | was still in the Navy and ny boat put into San
Franci sco for Thanksgi ving. W were given a couple of days' liberty. | thought

it would be fun to call her up. She wasn't living in her old digs anynore, but
| was able to trace her through a roommate to Los Angel es.™

If it's possible, India was glaring and sniling at himat the sane tine.
"Yeah, | was working at Walt Disney Studios. Doing fascinating things |ike
drawi ng M ckey Muse's ears. Neat, huh? | was bored, so when he called and
asked if | would come up and spend the holiday with him | said yes. Even if
he was a twit in Hawaiian shirts. W ended up having a good time, and before



he Il eft he asked me to marry him"

"Just like that?"

They nodded together. "Yup, and | said yes just like that. You think I
wanted to draw Scrooge McDuck for the rest of ny Iife? He shipped out, and
didn't see himthis time for two nonths. Wien | did we got married."

"You and Scrooge MDuck?"

"No, me and twit." She hitchhi ked her thumb his way again. "W did it in
New York. "

"New Yor k?"

"Right. In Manhattan. W got married and had di nner at the Four Seasons
and then went to a novie."

" Dr. No_," Paul piped up.

W had ordered nmore coffee despite the waiter's having made it clear to
us by his curtness that it was closing time and he wanted us out.
"So, what are _you_ working on now, Joe?"

"Ch, |'ve been poking around this one idea |I've had for a while. It
woul d be a kind of oral history of Vienna in Wrld War 11. So nuch has al ready
been witten about the battles and all that, but what interests ne is
recording the stories of the other people who were involved -- especially the

worren, and ot hers who were kids then. Can you inmagine |living through years of
that? Their stories are just as incredible as the ones of the guys who fought.
Real |y, you'd be knocked out if you heard what some of them went through."

| was getting excited because the project interested me and because
had told only a few people about it. Until that noment it had been one of
those "gotta do that soneday" dreans that never get done

"Let me give you an exanple. There is a wonman | know who worked for an
i nsane asylumout in the Nineteenth District. The Nazis ordered her bosses to
get the whol e bunch of cuckoos out of there. This wonman ended up carting them
out of the city and up to an old _Schloss_ on the Czech border, and amazingly
they survived until the end of the war. It was straight out of that film _King
of Hearts ."

India shifted in her chair and rubbed her slimbare arns. The ni ght had
grown suddenly cooler and it was getting |late.

"Joe, do you nind if |I ask you somet hi ng?"

Thinking it would be about the new book, |I was conpletely taken off
guard by her question when it cane.

"What did you think of _The Voice of Qur Shadow ? Did you like it? The
whole play is so different fromyour short story, isn't it?"

"Yes, you're right. And to tell you the deep, deep truth, |I've never
liked the play, even when | saw it with the original cast in New York. | know
that's biting the hand that fed me, but everything was distorted so nuch. It's
a good play, but it isn't ny story, if you see what | nean."

"Did you grow up with guys like that? Wre you a tough guy?"

"No. | was Charlie the Chicken. | didn't even know what a gang was unti
someone told nme. No, ny brother was tough and his best friend was a rea
juvenile delinquent, but I was the kind who hid under the bed nost of the tine
when t he going got tough."

"You' re kidding."

"Absolutely not. | hated to fight, | hated to snoke, | hated to get
drunk . . . blood nade ne gag . "

They were smiling, and | smiled with them India took out a cigarette --
unfiltered, |I noticed -- and Paul lit it for her

"What is your brother like? Is he still a tough guy or does he sel

i nsurance or sormet hi ng?"
"Well, you see, ny brother is dead.”
"Qoops, sorry about that." She di pped her shoul ders and | ooked away.
"It's okay. He died when | was thirteen."
"Thirteen? Really? How old was he?"



"Si xteen. He was el ectrocuted.”

"El ectrocut ed? How did that happen?"

"He fell on athirdrail."

"God!"

"Yes. | was there. Un, waiter, could we have the check?"

Paul turned out to be kind and witty and scatterbrained. He could listen
to the nmost boring person talk for hours and still look as if he was
fasci nated. Wen the person left, he would usually say sonething funny or
nasty about them but if they happened to conme back |l ater, he would be the
same open, thoughtful listener and confidant.

He was fromthe Mdwest and had a friendly, slightly bew | dered face
that was prematurely jowy and made you think he was rmuch ol der than his wife.
The Tates were, however, exactly the sane age.

He worked for one of the large international agencies in Vienna. He
woul d never be specific about his job, but it had something to do with trade
fairs in Comruni st countries. | often wondered if he was a spy, as are so many
ot her "businessnen" in that town. Once, when | pressed himon it, he told ne
even the Czechs, Poles, and Rumani ans had things they wanted to sell to the
outside world, and that these fairs were where they got a chance to "strut
their stuff.”

India Tate resenbled a character you see in 1930s or '40s novi es played
by either Joan Blondell or Ida Lupino: a pretty face, but a hard, tight
pretty. On the surface she's a tough, no-nonsense gal, but one who becones
i ncreasingly vul nerable the | onger you know her. Like Paul, she was in her
early forties, but it didn't show on either of their figures because they were
mani ¢ about exercising and keeping fit. They once showed me the yoga they did
toget her every nmorning for an hour. | tried sone of it, but couldn't even lift
nmysel f off the ground. | knew they didn't |like that, and a few days |ater Paul
qui etly suggested | start sone kind of programthat would put nme back in
shape. | did it for a while but quit when it started to bore ne.

On learning they were being transferred to Vienna from London, India
decided to take a year off fromteaching and | earn German. Accordi ng to Paul
she was naturally adept at |anguages, and a nonth or two after her classes at
the University of Vienna began, he told me, she was able to translate the
German news on the radio for him | didn't know how nmuch of this was true
because she refused to speak anything but English whenever the three of us
went out together. Once, when absolutely pressed, she stuttered out a sl ow,
frightened question to a train conductor. It sounded grammatically correct,
but it also had a strong Okl ahoma accent tied around it |ike a bow

"I'ndia, how come you never speak German?"

"Because | sound like Andy Devine when | talk."

She was like that in so many ways. It was easy to see how tal ented and
intelligent she was, and that there were a nunber of things she could have
sculpted a life out of. But she was a perfectionist and avoi ded or played down
al nost anyt hing she did that cane out only "half good" as far as she was
concer ned.

For instance, there were her draw ngs. Besides the Gernman course, she
had deci ded that during her "free" year she would do something she had had in



mnd to do for years -- she was going to illustrate her chil dhood. Wen they
were living in London she had taught art at one of the international schools
there. During her free periods she'd made over a hundred prelimnary sketches,
but getting her to showthemto ne was inpossible at first. Wen she finally
did, I was so inpressed | didn't know what to say.

_The Shadow_ was one of those hunpbacked Art Deco radios with cozy round
bl ack dials and the names of a million exotic places on themthat were
supposedly at your beck and call. This radio was on a table set far back in
the roomtoward the top of the drawing. Jutting out stiff and doll-like from
the bottomwere three pairs of |egs set right next to one another -- a man's,
a child s (black patent-I|eather shoes and short white socks), and a woman's
(bare with pointed, high-heel shoes). Nothing nore of these people could be
seen, but the nost wonderful, eerie part of the work was that all three sets
of legs were pointing toward the radio, giving you the inpression the bottons
of their feet were watching the radio like a television set. | told that to
I ndia and she | aughed. She said she had never thought of it that way before,
but it made sense. In all her work, that one-quarter naive, one-quarter eerie
quality cane through again and agai n.

In anot her one, an enpty gray roomwas totally bare except for a pillow
in flight across the niddle of the picture. The hand that had thrown it was
there in the corner, but in its frozen openness it had lost all hunman
qualities and was suddenly, disturbingly sonething el se. She said she pl anned
on calling the final version _Pillow Fight_.

Only one of her pictures was on actual display in their apartnment. It

was entitled _Little Boy . It was a still life, painted in fragile, washed-out
wat ercol ors. On an oak table were a shiny black top hat (the type the Germans
call a _Zylinder_) and a pair of spotless white gloves. That was all: tan

wooden table, black hat, white gloves. _Little Boy._.

The first time | went to their home | stared at it for a while and then
politely asked what the title meant. They | ooked at each other and then, as if
on cue, |aughed at the same tine.

"That one's not from ny chil dhood, Joe. Paul has this crazy thing he
does sonetinmes --"

"Shh, India, don't say a word! Maybe we'll introduce the two of them
sonetime, huh?"

Her face lit up like a candle. She |loved the idea. She |aughed and
| aughed, but neither of them nade any attenpt to clue me in. Later she said
she had painted the picture for Paul as an anniversary present. | had noticed
there was an inscription in the |lower-left-hand corner: To Mster from M ssus
-- Promises to Keep_.

They had lucked into a great big apartnent in the NNnth District not far
fromthe Danube Canal. But they spent little tinme there. Both of them said
they felt conpelled to be out and on the nove as nuch as possible.
Consequently, they were al nost never hone when | call ed.

"I don't understand why the two of you are always out. Your apartnent is
so nice and warm"

India shot Paul an intimte, secret smile that fled as soon as she
| ooked back at me. "I guess we're afraid there will be something out there
we'll miss if we stay hone."

W net the first week in July, when they had been in town for over a
nmont h. They had seen the usual sights, but now | eagerly appointed nyself
their special guide and gave themevery bit of Vienna | had accunul ated (and
hoarded) in the years | had lived there.

Those dreamy, warm days passed in a delightful blur. I would finish ny
witing as early as | could and then two or three tinmes a week woul d neet them
somewhere for lunch. Paul was on vacation until the end of July, so we noved
slowy and sensually through those days as if they were a great neal we never
wanted to finish. At least that's how!| felt, and |I could sonetinmes sense
t hei r happi ness was grow ng too.

| began to feel as if | had been fueled with some fabul ous hi gh-octane



gasoline. I wote and did research like a mad machine in the norning, played
with the Tates in the afternoon, and went home to bed at night feeling that ny
life couldn't possibly be nuch fuller than it was right at that nonent. | had
found the friends 1'd been | ooking for all along.

On ny twenty-fifth birthday, they put the cherry on top of the cake.

| was sitting at my desk on August 19, working on an interview | was
doi ng on spec for a Swiss nagazine. It was ny birthday, and because birthdays
al nrost al ways depressed the hell out of me, | was trying hard to work ny way
through this one with as few distractions as possible. | had had an early
di nner at a nei ghborhood _gasthaus_, and instead of going to a café and
reading for an hour, as | usually did, | raced home and restlessly pushed the
sheets of typescript around ny desk in a vain attenpt to forget that no one in
the world had tipped me a nod on ny Day of Days.

When the doorbell rang, | was frowning at the m nuscule pile of pages I
had done. | was wearing an old sweatshirt and a pair of blue jeans.
An old man in a seedy but still-elegant chauffeur's outfit was standing

there with his cap in his hand. He wore bl ack | eather gloves that |ooked very
expensi ve. He | ooked nme over as if | were last week's lettuce and said in a
ni ce _hoch-deutsch_ accent that "the car" was downstairs and the | ady and
gentl eman were waiting. Was | ready?

I smled and asked what he was tal ki ng about.

"You _are_ M. Lennox?"

"Yes."

"Then | have been told to come for you, sir.

"Who, uh, who sent you?"

"The | ady and gentlenman in the car, sir. | assune they hired the
[ i mousi ne. "

"Li mousi ne?" | squinted suspiciously and pushed hima little to one side
so | could peek out the door into the hall. Paul liked to play tricks, and

was dubi ous of anything he had his finger in. No one was out there. "They're
down in the car?"

"Yes, sir." He sighed and pulled one of the gloves farther up onto his
hand.

| asked himto describe them and he described Paul and India Tate in
eveni ng cl ot hes.

"Eveni ng? You nmean formal ? A tuxedo?"

"Yes, sir."

"Ch, Cod! Look, uh, look, you tell themlI'Il be down in ten mnutes. Ten
m nut es, okay?"

"Yes, sir, ten mnutes." He gave me one last tired | ook and marched off.

No shower. Rip the tuxedo off the hanger way in the back of the closet.
I hadn't worn it in nonths, and it was full of creases. So what? Seconds of
trouble buttoning the silk buttons with shaky, happy hands. \Wat were those
two up to? How great! Fabul ous! They had _known_ it was my birthday. They had
even doubl e-checked the date a few days before. Wiy had they hired a
linpusine? | took a fat glug of nouthwash and spat it loudly in the sink as |
was turning out the light and heading for the door. At the |ast second
renenbered to take ny keys.

A silver Mercedes-Benz 450 was purring majestically in front of ny
apartment house. Inside | could see the chauffeur (with his cap on now -- al
business) lit by the cal myellow of the dashboard lights. | stepped over to
| ook in the back seat and there they were, chanpagne gl asses in hand, the
bottle sticking out of a silver bucket on the darkly carpeted fl oor

The wi ndow on ny side zizzed down, and India's wonderful face peeped out
of that rich inner gloom

"What's up, Birthday Boy? Wanna go for a ride?"

"Hi! What are you doing here? What's with this silver chariot?"

"Joe Lennox, for once in your neasly little life, don't ask any
guestions and get in the damed car!" Paul's voice runbl ed out.

When | got in, India slid over so | could sit between them Paul handed



me a chilled glass of chanpagne and gave ny knee a short, friendly squeeze.
"Happy birthday, Joey! Have we got sone big plans for _you_ tonight!"
"And how " India clinked her glass to mine and ki ssed ny cheek.
"Li ke what ?"
"Li ke sit back and you'll see. You wanna spoil the surprise?"
India told the driver to go to the first place on their list.
The champagne | asted until the end of the ride, which turned out to be
Schl oss Greifenstein, a huge and wonderfully forbidding castle about half an

hour out of Vienna. It is perched high on a hill overlooking a bend in the
Danube. There's a splendid restaurant up there, and that's where we had ny
birthday dinner. Wen it was over, | really had to work hard to keep from
crying. Wiat special people. | had never had a surprise like that in my whole
life.

"This . . . this is sonme night for ne."

"Joey, you're our _boy . Do you know how rmuch you hel ped us when we
first got here? There's no way in the world we'd | et you get away w t hout a
party tonight!"

India took ny hand and held it. "Now, don't get all worked up about it.
W' ve been planning to do it forever. Paul thought up the idea of com ng here
for dinner, but that's nothing. Wait till you see what | --"

"Pi pe down, India, don't _tell_ him We'IIl just go."

They were already standing, and | hadn't even seen anyone pay the bill

"What's goi ng on? You mnean there's nore?"

"Damed right, buddy. This here's just the first course. Let's go -- our
big silver bullet's waiting."

More turned out to be three chocol ate sundaes at MDonal d's on
Mari ahil ferstrasse, with the Mercedes waiting for us outside. India bought the
driver a sundae, too. That was followed by a long coffee at the Café Miseum
across fromthe Opera, and then adjoining roons for the night at the Inperial
Hotel on the Ringstrasse. If you haven't been to Vienna, the Inperial is the
pl ace where the likes of Henry Kissinger stay when they're in town for a
conference. The price of roons begins at a hundred and forty dollars.

When we were properly installed (and the bell boy had given us all an
angry, insulted | ook because we had no baggage), and we'd bounced on each of
t he beds, Paul opened the door and paraded into my roomw th a Mnopoly gane
he said he'd bought fresh for the occasion. W finished the night playing
Monopoly on the floor and eating a terrific sacher torte ordered fromroom
service. At four in the norning Paul said he had to go to work that day and
had to get at least a little sleep

W were all ruffled, frazzled, and giddy as hell fromno sleep, being
silly, and laughter. | hugged the two of them when they went off to bed with a
force I hoped told them how nuch the night and their friendship nmeant to ne.

"What was your brother |ike? Like you?"

India and | were sitting on a bench in the Stadtpark, waiting for Paul
to join us. The | eaves had just begun to turn color, and the sharp, snoky
snel |l of real autum was in the air.

"No, we were incredibly different."

"I'n what way?" She had a brown paper cone of warm chestnuts in her |ap



and she peeled the shell off each with the utnost care. | |iked watching her
do it. The chestnut surgeon

"He was cl ever and cagey and sneaky. He would have made the world's
greatest diplomat if he hadn't had such a bad tenper." A pigeon wal ked over
and snatched up a cigarette butt at our feet.

"How did you feel about himafter he died?"

| wondered if | would ever be close enough to her to tell the rea

story. | wondered if | wanted to tell anyone the real story. Wat would it
acconplish? Wwuld it truly make things better? Wuld | feel less guilty after
I'd given someone else the truth to hold with ne? | | ooked hard at India and

decided to test sonme of that truth on her

"Do you want to know sonething? | felt worse when ny nother was
conmitted to the insane asylum My brother, Ross, was _bad_, India. By the
time he died he'd done so many nean things to nme | felt |like a punching bag.
Sonetimes | don't think he cared if he was my brother or not. He was that
cruel, or sadistic, or whatever you want to call it. So in my heart of hearts
| was glad | wasn't going to get hit anynore."

"What's so bad about that? It sounds right." She offered ne a fat
chest nut.

"What do you nean?"

"I mean just what | said -- it sounds right. Joe, kids are little shits,
| don't care what anyone says about how cute and sweet they are. They're
greedy and egotistical and don't understand anything outside their own needs.
You didn't feel bad when your brother died because he wasn't going to hit you
anynore. It nakes total sense. Wat's the problen? Were you a nmasochi st ?"

"No, but it also makes ne sound terrible.” | was half indignant.

"Hey, don't get me wong -- you were_terrible. W were all terrible
when we were little. Did you ever see how vicious and nonstrous kids are to
one another? And I'mnot just talking about in the sandbox either, where they
bang each other over the head with their trucks! Teenagers . . . God, teach
themfor a while if you want to | earn about nean. There is nothing in the
world as small and nalicious and self-centered as a fifteen-year-old. No,
Joey, don't crucify yourself over it. People don't becone human until they're
around twenty-two years old, and then they're just beginning. Don't |augh, |'m
conpletely serious.”

"Ckay, but I'monly twenty-five!"

"Who said you were human?" She ate the | ast chestnut and threw the shel
at ne.

An editor who was interested in ny idea for the war book was com ng over
to the Frankfurt Book Fair and asked if |I'd cone up so we could talk about it.
| readily agreed because it gave ne a good excuse to take a train ride (which
| love) and to neet sone New York book people. | nentioned the trip to Paul
only because the subject of train travel came up in conversation one day when
we were having lunch together. W went on to remi nisce about the great train
trips we'd taken on the _Super Chief , the _Transalpin_, the Blue Train_ from
Paris to the Riviera

This was at the begi nning of COctober, when the Tates were busy going to
a nonth-1ong adventure-filmfestival at the Al bertina museumin town. The
night I left, I knew they were due to see a double feature they' d been talking
about for weeks -- _North by Northwest and _The Thirty-nine Steps_. W had
coffee together at the Landtmann in the | ate afternoon and said we woul d
rendezvous sonewhere as soon as | got back to town. Fine, see you then. Wen
we separated, | stopped, turned, and watched themwal k away. |India was talking
excitedly to Paul, as if she'd just met himafter a |l ong separation and had
many new things to tell him | smled and thought of how quickly our
rel ati onship had bl ossoned. | smiled even nore when | thought how great it was
to have both Vienna and themto return to.

I've never been lonely in either an airport or a train station. The



sounds and snells of travelers, dust, and huge netal; people rushing around in
every direction; arrivals, departures, and expectations in their veins instead
of blood. If | amever traveling somewhere, | try to be in the station at
| east an hour before departure so | can sit somewhere and enjoy the bustle.
You can always go to a train station and sit there and enjoy it, but it's
better if you' re on your way sonepl ace or expecting soneone

The original Vienna Westbahnhof was destroyed in the war, and the
buil ding that replaced it is one of those nodern boxy things with no character
at all. What saves it in the end is that about eighty percent of the place is
gl ass -- windows everywhere -- and no matter where you are, you have a
panoram c view of that part of the city. It's wonderful to go in the afternoon
and watch the sun drift through the wi ndows and over everything. At night,
climb the wide nmiddle staircase, and once at the top, turn around quickly: the
Caf & Westend across the street is full and bright, tranms streamby in every
direction, and the neon ads on the sides of the buildings splatter the dark
wi th words and catch phrases that rem nd you that you're in a far country. Car
insurance is _Interunfall Versicherung , cars are Puch and Lada, Mercedes.
Coca-Col a as well, only here _Coke macht mehr draus! _

| had a cup of coffee at one of the stand-up buffets and then started
the I ong hi ke down the endless platformto the car with nmy reserved couchette.
The lights in the train were off when |I passed through the departure gate, but
they suddenly clicked on all at once; street |lanps at the end of dusk. A
wor kman and a baggage porter, both dressed in different shades of blue, were
| eani ng agai nst a netal support post, talking and snmoking. Since we were the
only ones there, |ong appraising | ooks passed back and forth. This was their
land until train time -- what was | doing out there so early, trespassing? The
porter | ooked at his watch, scow ed, and flicked his cigarette away. The two
of them separated wi thout another word, and the workman wal ked over to the
other side of the platformand clinbed into a darkened first-class coach that
said on a white and bl ack sign that sonetinme deep in the night it would be
going to Gstend, and then on to London

Far up the tracks a single black engine scooted shrilly away and out of
sight. | hefted my overni ght bag and kept | ooking at the numbers on the sides
of the cars. | wanted to be in ny conpartment. | wanted to be in ny seat,
eating the junmbo hero sandwi ch I'd made at hone for dinner and watching the
ot her people arrive.

The light was out in one conmpartrment of nmy car. Cinbing up the steep

nmetal stairs, | made a silent bet with nyself that it would be the light in
mne. It would be broken, and if | wanted to do any reading before | went to
sleep, | would have to walk ten cars back to find an enpty seat. The light in

the corridor was on, but sure enough, the dark one had ny berth nunber on the
door. The blue curtains were drawn across both w ndows. The Inner Sanctum |

reached down and pulled the door handle, but it didn't nmove. | put ny bag down
and pulled with both hands. Nothi ng happened. | | ooked up and down the
corridor for anyone who could help, but it was enpty. Cursing, | snatched at

the dammed thing again and pulled with all my mght. Not an inch. | gave the
door a ki ck.

I mredi ately the curtains began to slide aside. | took a startled step
backward. A theme from _Scheherezade_ cane on faintly. A match flared and
broke the inner dark. It noved slowy left and right, then stopped. It went
out, and a dull yellow flashlight beamcanme on in its place.

Qutside, | heard the _chunk_ of railroad cars being coupled together
The I enony light held, nmotionless; then it noved over a white-gloved hand that
held a black top hat. A second white hand joined it on the other side of the
shiny brim and for a noment the hat noved in time to the sultry nusic.

"Surprise!l!™ The light blasted on, and India Tate stood with a bottle of
chanpagne in her hand. Behind her, Paul had the top hat on his head at a
raki sh sl ant and was openi ng another bottle with his clown-white gl oves. |
renenbered the painting on the wall of their apartment. So this was Little
Boy.



"Jesus Christ, you guys!"

The door slid open, and she yanked nme into the little hot room

"\Were're the cups, Paul ?"

"What are you doi ng here? What happened to your novies?"

"Be quiet and take a glass of this. Don't you want any of your
goi ng- away chanpagne?"

| did, and she sl opped so rmuch into my cup that it foaned up and over
the edge and onto the dirty floor

"I hope you like this stuff, Joey. | think it's Al banian." Paul stil
had his gl oves on when he held his cup out to be filled.

"But what's going on? Aren't you mssing _North by Northwest ?"

"Yup, but we decided you deserved a proper send-off. So drink up and
don't say anything el se about it. Believe it or not, Lennox, we |love you nore
than Gary Grant."

"Bal oney. "

"You're absolutely right -- _alnobst_ as much as Gary Grant. | would now
like to propose a toast to the three of us. Conrades in arns."” A man wal ked
past in the narrow corridor behind me. | heard his footsteps. India held her
cup up to himand said, " _Prosit_, pardner!"” He kept wal ki ng. "Anyway, to get
back to what | was saying, | would Iike to propose that we all drink to a
truly wonderful life."

Paul echoed her words and nodded in total agreement. They turned to ne
and held their Dixie cups up to be toasted. | was afraid ny heart would break

Sonetimes the mail in Austria is very slow, it can take three days for a
letter to get fromone side of Vienna to the other. | wasn't surprised when |

received a Tate postcard fromthe town of Drosendorf in the Waldvierte
section of the country a week after 1'd returned from Frankfurt. That night on
the train during our party they'd said they were going up there for a few days
of rest and rel axation.

The card was witten in India's extrenely neat, al most too-tight,
up- and-down script. Every time | sawit | was rem nded of the sanple of
Frederick Rolfe's handwiting in A J. A Synons's fascinating biography, _The
Quest for Corvo_ . Rolfe, who called hinself Baron Corvo and wote Hadrian
VIl _, was nutty as a fruitcake. As soon as | knew her well enough to be able
to kid her, 1'd made a point of pressing the book on India and instantly
turning to the page to show her the amazingly simlar scrawl. She was not
thrilled by the conparison, although Paul said | had her dead to rights.

_Dear Joey. _

_There is a big church here in the center of town. The big attraction
i nside the big church is a skeleton of a wonman all dolled up in a wedding
gown, | think. She's behind gl ass and has a bouquet of dead flowers on her. _

_Little hugs, _
M. & Ms. Little Boy_

The postcard was interesting only because neither of themliked to talk
about anything that had to do with death. Several weeks before, a nman in
Paul's office had keel ed over dead at his desk froma cerebral henorrhage.
Apparently Paul was so shaken by it that he had to | eave work for the day. He
said he'd gone for a walk in the park, but his | egs were shaking so nuch that
after a few nminutes he had to sit down.

Once, when | asked himif he ever saw hinmself growi ng old and dying, he
said no. Instead, he said, he envisioned an old man with gray hair and
wri nkl es who was called Paul Tate but wasn't him

"What do you nmean? There'll be another you in your body?"



"Yes, don't look at ne as if I'mgoony. It's Iike working a shift in a

factory, see? I'mworking one of the mddle ones -- the thirty-five to
forty-five shift, get it? Then sone other man checks into my body and takes it
fromthere. He'll know all about being old and arthritic and that sort of

thing, so it won't bother him™"

"He's got the ol d-age shift, huh?"

"Exactly! He cones in for the mdnight-to-seven spot. It makes good
sense, Joey, so don't laugh like that. Do you realize how many different
bei ngs you are in a lifetine? How all your hopes and opi ni ons, everything,
change every six or seven years? Aren't all the cells in our bodies supposed
to be different every few years? It's just the sane. Listen, there was a tine
when all India and | wanted was a sal tbox house on the coast of Maine with
lots of land around us. W wanted to raise dogs, can you believe it? Now just
t he thought of that kind of permanence makes nme start to itch. Wo's to say
the little guys in our bodies who wanted to live in the house haven't been
repl aced by a whol e new bunch who like to travel around and see new things?
Apply that to who we are at the different tinmes in our lives: You' ve got one
crew that takes you fromone to seven. Then they're replaced by the group that
steers you through puberty and that whole nmess. Joe, are you going to tell ne
you're the sane Joe Lennox you were when your brother died?"

| shook ny head enphatically. If he only knew .

"No, no way. | hope to God I'mmles down the road from _that_ ne.

"Al'l right, then, it just goes along with what |'m saying. That
little-Joe shift checked out a while ago, and now there's a new bunch in you
runni ng things."

| looked to see if he was serious. He wasn't smiling, and his hands were
unusual ly still.

The idea intrigued nme. If only the Joe-Lennox-who-kill ed-his-brother
crew had_ left. I'd be clean. A whole new nme who had had nothing to do with
t hat day .

"Il tell you, all you have to do is look at ny wife if you want proof
of nmy theory. She _hates_ to think about dying. Christ, she doesn't even like
to admt she's sick. But you know what? She loves to read about diseases,
especially really rare ones that kill you, like lupus or progeria. And her
favorite films in all the world are horror novies. The bl oodier the better
G ve her a Peter Straub novel and she's in seventh heaven. Now, you cannot
tell me the sane crew s working inside her. Not unless they're all schizo."

| giggled. "You nean there's different guys in there doing all different
thi ngs too? Like a football tean? You go out for a pass, you bl ock . "

"No doubt about it, Joe. Absolutely."

Nei t her of us said anything for a while, and then | slowy nodded ny
head. "Maybe you're right. | think ny nother was like that."

"What do you nean?"

"She changed all the tine. She was a peacock's tail of emption.”

"And you're not like that at all?"

"No, not a tad. |'ve never been very enotional or flanboyant. Neither
has ny father."

He wi nked and sniled devilishly. "You' ve never done anything out of the
ordi nary? No di sturbing the universe?"

The nonent froze like filmin a broken projector. It alnpst started to
burn fromthe middl e outward. Paul Tate knew not hi ng about what had happened
wi th Ross, but suddenly |I had the feeling that he did, and it scared ne.

"Yes, well sure, sure, |'ve, uh, |I've done sone strange things, but --

"You're beginning to | ook a wee bit cornered, Joey. It sounds to ne as
if you've got sonme dark trunks stored down in your baserment." He |eered
delighted to know it.

"Uh, Paul, don't get your hopes up too high on that. | ain't no Attila
the Hun!"

"That's too bad. Didn't you ever read _Dorian Gray_? Listen to this:
"The only way to get rid of a tenptationis to yield to it.' Amen, brother. |



bet you Attila the Hun died a happy man."

"Cone on, Paul --"

"Don't play footsie, Joe. You know exactly what | nean. There isn't a
person on earth who isn't up to their el bows in badness. Wy don't you drop
the dammed facade and admt it?"

"Because | think it's better to move away fromit! Get on to other
t hi ngs! And hope we'll be able to do better next time, if we're _given_ a next
time." | was getting too excited and had to turn ny vol unre down.

"Joe, you are what you've done. You are what you're doing. Ckay, we're
all trying to do better, but it just isn't that easy, you know. Maybe it'd be
better if we just | ooked what we've done smack in the face and started dealing
with it. Maybe instead of always |ooking forward to tonorrow, trying to ignore
what we did yesterday or today, it'd be better if we squared off with our past
actions --" He stopped in nid-sentence and | ooked at ne queerly. H s face was
bl oodl ess, but what really struck ne was a kind of terrible stillness in his
eyes and on his lips. It was gone in an instant, but it left his face | ooking
drawn and blurred, as if sonething inportant had gone out of him |eaving him
only half filled. Ironically, no sooner had | gone to sleep that night than
started dreanm ng about Ross. As far as | can renmenber, nothing much happened,
yet sonething scared nme awake; it was a long tinme before | could sleep again.
In the dark | | ooked toward the ceiling and renenbered the time he had poured
syrup on ne. How do you square off with your past actions when you don't know
if they were right or wong?

"Who's that?"

"Us, dummy! Can't you tell?"

| sat forward and | ooked nore carefully at the picture on the screen
The people were holding on to the edge of a swi nming pool, their hair slicked
back and wet fromthe water. They | ooked young and exhausted. It really didn't
| ook l'ike either Paul or India. India put the bowl of popcorn on ny lap. It
was al nost enpty. W' d been popping and eating it all night.

"Are you bored, Joey? | hate | ooking at other people's slides. They're
about as interesting as | ooking in soneone's nouth."

"No! | love pictures and home novies. It lets you catch up on the part
of people's lives you m ssed.”

"Joe Lennox, career diplomat."

Paul pressed the button, and a shot of India came on. It nust have been
taken shortly after the |ast one, because she was still in the sane sw nsuit
and her hair was wet-flat on her head. She was smiling to beat the band, and
there was no mistaking her |oveliness now She nust have been five years
younger, but she was the sane delightful woman.

"This next one is ny father. The only person he ever |iked besides ny
not her was Paul . "

"Aw shucks, India."

"Shut up. That's no big conplinment. He did _not_ like me, his one and
only daughter. He thought | was stuck up, which | am but so what? Next slide,
Prof essor. "

"That's when, |India? Was | going to Mrocco?"

"I don't remenmber. Great shot though. | forgot all about that picture,
Paul . You | ook good. Very _Foreign Correspondent_-y." She reached back and
caressed his knee. | saw himtouch her hand in the dark and hold it. How
envied themtheir |ove.

The next slide came on, and | blinked in amazenent. India and | were
standi ng very cl ose together, her armthrough mne, and we were | ooking
intently up at the Ferris wheel at the Prater.

"Me and my spy canera!" Paul reached over and took a handful of popcorn.
"I bet neither of you knew |I'd taken that one!"

"No, no, you only showed it to ne twelve tinmes after you got it back
Next slide."



"Could I have a print of it, Paul?"

"Sure, Joey, no problem"”

The pai nful thought crossed ny nmind that someday, sonewhere far away,
the Tates woul d be showi ng these sanme slides to soneone el se and that someone

woul d ask in an uninterested voice who the guy standing with India was. | know
t he Buddhists say all transient things suffer, and there were tinmes when that
didn't bother me at all. But when it cane to Paul and India | wondered, truly,
what | would do without themin ny life. I knewit would all go on as usual

but I was rem nded of people with bad hearts who are told to stop using salt
intheir diet. Inevitably after a while they come boasting to you that they've
given it up conpletely and don't mss it. So what? Anyone can survive; the
purpose of life, however, is not only to survive but to get a little enjoynment
out of it while you're at it. | could "live" without salt too, but | wouldn't
be happy. Every tine | |ooked at a steak |I'd know how nuch better it would
taste if | could only shake a little salt on. The sane held with the Tates:
life would toodl e on okay, but they traveled so easily and joyously through

t he days, you couldn't help being swept up along with them It made everythi ng
much richer and fuller.

After what had happened in ny life, I was torn between being highly
suspi cious of love and longing for it at the sanme tine. In the short tine |
had known them the Tates had unknowingly stormed the walls of ny heart and
made ne run the red flag of love up as high as it would go. Wen | asked
nmyself if I loved themsingly or only as Paul and India/lndia and Paul, |
didn't know. | didn't care, because it wasn't inportant. | |oved them and
t hat was enough for ne.

One day out of the blue Paul called and said he was goi ng on a business
trip to Hungary and Pol and for two weeks. He hated the whole idea but it was
necessary, so that was that.

"Joey, the point is that | try to avoid these damed trips because
sometines India gets nervous and down when |I'm gone for nore than a few days
at a shot. You know what | nean? It doesn't always happen, but once in a while

she gets, well, skittery . " H's voice trailed back down into the phone,
and there was no sound for several seconds.
"Paul, it's no problem W' Il hang around a |l ot together. Don't even

thi nk about it. What did you think I was going to do, abandon her?"
He sighed, and his voice | eaped back up to full strength again -- tough

and sturdy. "Joey, that's great. You're the kid. | don't even know why | was
worried in the first place. I knew you'd take care of her for ne."

"Hey, _vuoi un pugno_?"

"What ?"

"That's Italian for 'Do you want a punch in the nose?" What kind of
friend did you think I was?"

"I know, | know, |'ma dope. But take _really_good care of her, Joey.
She's nmy jewel."

When | hung up, | kept my hand on the back of the receiver. He was off
that afternoon, and suddenly | had me a dinner date. | wondered what | should
wear. My brand spanki ng new, hideously expensive G anni Versace pants. Only
the best for India Tate.



The t hought crossed ny mnd while | was dressing that wherever we went
for the next two weeks people would think we were a couple. India and Joe. She
wore a wedding ring, and if soneone saw it they would naturally assunme | had

given it to her. India and Joseph Lennox. | smiled and | ooked at nyself in the
mrror. | began to warble an old Janes Tayl or tune.
India wore cavalry tweed sl acks the color of golden fall |eaves and a

maroon turtl eneck sweater. She held nmy arm wherever we went, and was funny and
el egant and better than ever. Fromthe begi nning she al nost never nentioned
Paul , and after a while neither did I.

W ended the first night in a snack bar near Ginzing, where a bunch of
punky motorcyle riders kept shooting us nurderous | ooks because we were
| aughi ng and having a great time. W nade no attenpt to conceal our delight.
One boy with a shaved head and a dark safety pin through his earl obe | ooked at
me with a thousand pounds of either disgust or envy -- | couldn't decipher
whi ch. How coul d anyone as square as me be having so much fun? It was w ong,
unfair. After a while the gang strutted out. On the way, the girls all conbed
their hair and the boys slid gigantic fish-tank hel mets over their heads with

careful, |oving sl owness.

Later we stood on a street corner across fromthe café and waited in the
fall cold for a tramto take us back downtown. | was freezing in no tine at
all. Bad circul ation. Seeing me shake, India rubbed ny arnms through ny coat.

It was a fanmliar, intimate gesture, and | wondered if she would have done it
i f Paul had been there. Wat a ridiculous, small thing to think. It was
insulting both to India and to Paul. | was ashaned.

Luckily she started singing, and after a while |I got over ny guilt and
cautiously joined her. W sang "Love Is a Sinple Thing" and "Sunmertinme" and
"Penny Candy." Feeling pretty sure of nyself, | piped up with "Under the
Boar dwal k, " but she said she didn't know that one. Didn't know "Under the
Boar dwal k"? She | ooked at me, smiled, and shrugged. | told her it was one of
the all-time greats, but she only shrugged again and tried to bl ow a snoke
ring with her warmbreath. | told her she had to have it in her repertoire,
and that tonorrow night I would cook us dinner and play all ny old Drifters
records for her. She said that sounded good. In ny enthusiasml didn't realize

what |'d done. | had invited her to my apartnment al one. Al one. As soon as it
hit me, the night suddenly seemed ten degrees col der. Wen she | ooked down the
track for the tram | let my teeth chatter. _Alone_. | stuck ny hands deep

into ny pockets and felt as stretched as a rubber band w apped around a
t housand fat playing cards.

Wiy was | so scared to have her over al one? Nothi ng happened the next
night. W ate spaghetti carbonara and drank Chianti and |istened to the Joseph
Lennox CGolden A dies Hit Parade of records. Everything was very honorabl e and
aboveboard, and | ended up feeling a bit blue afterward. Since ny relationship
with the two of them had deepened, ny initial desire for India had dw ndl ed,
but after she left my apartnment that night, | |ooked at ny hands and knew t hat
I would have made love to her in a second if the right situation had conme up
| felt like a shit and an A-prime betrayer for thinking that, but, Christ, who
says no to an India Tate? Eunuchs, madnen, or saints. None of the above being
ne.

| didn't see her the next day, although we talked for a long time over
t he phone. She was going to the opera with sonme friends and kept telling ne
how much she |iked Mahler's The Three Pintos . | wanted to tell her before we
hung up how di sappointed | was that | wouldn't be seeing her that day, but I
didn't.

Sonet hi ng very strange and al nost nore intinmate than sex happened the
next day. _How_ it happened is so utterly ludicrous |I'm enbarrassed to
explain. India later said it was a great scene out of a bad novie, but | stil
felt it was the worst kind of corn.

It was Saturday night; she was cooking dinner for us at their apartnment.
Whi | e she noved around her kitchen cutting and chopping and stirring, |
started singing. She joined in, and we went through "Canelot." "Yesterday,"



and "G@uess Wio | Saw Today, My Dear?" So far, so good. She was still cutting
and chopping; | had ny arnms behind ny head, |ooking at the ceiling and feeling
warm and content. When we finished "He Loves and She Loves," | waited a few
seconds to see if she was going to volunteer one. Wien she didn't, | sang the
first few bars of "Once Upon a Tine." Wiy that song | still don't know,
because it usually surfaces only when |I'm depressed or sad. She had a nice
hi gh voice that rem nded nme of |ight blue. She could also nove it around m ne
and do sone |ovely harnonizing. It made me feel about a hundred tines nore
musi cal than | was, so long as | stayed on ny notes.

W got three quarters of the way through the song, but then the end

| oomed up. If you don't know the tune, | should tell you that the end is very
sad; | always stop singing before | get there. This time I'd arrived, but
because she was there with nme, | decided to nmunble ny way through to the

finish. It did no good, because she dropped off too, and we were stuck out
there in space with nowhere to go. All of a sudden | felt sad and full of
tired echoes, and ny eyes filled with tears. | knew | would start crying if |
didn't think of sonething fast. Here I was in ny friends' warmkitchen, the
man of her house for a few hours. Sonmething | had wanted for years but had

never been able to find. There had been wonen before -- deer and mice and
lions. There had been nonents when | was sure -- but they weren't. O they'd
been convinced, but I wasn't . . . and it was never sinple or good. What it
boil ed down to was being alone -- particularly alone -- in Vienna in the
m ddl e of ny twenties and, worst of all, growing used to it.

My eyes were stuck on the ceiling while the black silence honked its
horn, but I knew | would have to | ook at her soon. Steeling nyself, | blinked

three or four times against the tears and slowy brought ny scared eyes down.
She was | eani ng agai nst a counter and had both hands in her pants pockets.
She' d hel d not hing back, and although she was crying, she |ooked at me with a
grave, loving stare.

She wal ked over and sat down on my knee. Putting her [ong arnms around ny
neck, she hugged ne tightly. When |I returned the enbrace -- tentatively and
light with fear -- she spoke into nmy neck

"Sonmetines in the nddle of everything | get so _sad_.

I nodded and began rocking us back and forth in the chair. A father and
his scared child.

"Ch, Joe, | just get so spooked."

"Of what? You want to tal k?"

"Of nothing. Everything. Getting old, know ng nothing. Never being on
t he cover of _Time_ magazine."

I laughed and squeezed her harder. | knew exactly what she meant.
"The beans are burning."
"I know. | don't care. Keep hugging ne. It's better than beans.”

"You wanna go out for hanburgers?"

She pull ed back and smled at me. Her face was all tears. She sniffled
and rubbed her nose. "Can we?"

"Yes, honey, and you can have a m | kshake too, if you want."

"Joey, you're breaking ny heart. You're a good fellow "

"You did that to me once, so we're even now. "

"Did what?" She let go and started to get up

"Broke ny heart." | kissed her on the top of the head and snelled that
fine clean India snell again.

The next norning we had breakfast at a brass and nmarble _Konditorei _ on
Por zel | angasse, near their apartnent. Then, because the day was bright and
clear, we decided to drive up along the Danube and stop when we saw a nice
pl ace. Both of us felt full of life and were definitely in the nmood for a |ong
wal k. We found a spot near Tulln, a dirt path that ran parallel to the river
and wound in and out of the forest. She held ny hand the whol e way, and we
wal ked and ran and waved at the crew of a Rumani an barge that was slowy



working its way upstream When soneone on board saw us and tooted the horn, we
| ooked at each ot her wonderingly, as if we had acconplished sonethi ng magi cal
It was the kind of day that, in retrospect, is alnbst cheapened by its
cliches, but that, when you're experiencing it, has an innocence and clarity
that can't ever be matched in your nore rational tinmnes.

W drove back to town under a plum and orange sunset and had an early
di nner at a G eek restaurant near the university. The food was terrible, but
t he conpany was sonethi ng speci al .

The two weeks Paul was gone went by like that. | didn't do a lick of
wor k because we were constantly together. W cooked, went for walks in renote
districts of town where no one ever went, nuch |ess sightseers. The fact that
we were probably the only people who had ever gone there _to_ sight-see
pl eased us no end. W went to a couple of novies in German, and on the spur of
the nonent to hear Alfred Brendel playing Brahms at the Konzert haus.

One night we decided to see what Vienna offered in the way of night
life. W nust have gone to twenty places and had thirty cups of coffee, ten
gl asses of wine, and a Coke here and there. At two in the norning we were in
the Café Hawel ka | ooking at all the phonies when India turned to nme and said,
"Joey, you're the nost fun man |'ve been with since Paul. Wiy can't | marry
both of you?"

Paul was due in on Saturday night; the two of us planned to go down to

the train station to nmeet him | didn't want to tell her, but for the first
time since | had known him | wasn't |ooking forward to seeing Paul all that
much. Call it greed or possessiveness or whatever, | had grown used to

squiring India around town on ny arm and it was going to be dammed hard and
sad to have to give it up

"H vya, kids!"

W wat ched hi m zoom down the platformtoward us, arns full of bags and
packages, a great beanming smle on his face. He hugged India and then nme. He
had a thousand stories to tell about "the Comm es" and insisted we go to a
café so he could have a real cup of coffee for the first time in tw weeks. He

let me carry one of his suitcases, which seened to be light as air. | didn't
know if it was enpty or because adrenaline was punping through nmy body a nile
a mnute. | didn't know how I felt anynore. India wal ked between us, hol ding

us each by the arm She | ooked compl etely happy.

"That crunb.”

"India, take it easy."

"No! That dirty crunb. How do you like that? He actually asked."

"What exactly did he say?"

"He _asked_ne if we'd slept together."

Big Ben tolled in the niddle of ny stonach. Half because of indignation
hal f because with one question Paul had put his finger right on the button
Had | wanted to sleep with India? Yes. Did I still want to sleep with India,
nmy one best friend who was married to nmy other best friend? Yes.

"And you sai d?"

"What do you _think_ | said? No! He's never done that before." She was
fum ng. A few nore degrees and snoke woul d have cone out of her ears.

"1 ndi a?"

"What ?"

"Never mnd."

" What_? Say it. | hate that. Tell me now "

"I't's nothing."

"Joe, if you don't tell me, I'Il kill you!"

"I wanted to."

"Wanted to what ?"

"Go to bed with you."



“Unh oh."

"I told you, you should forget it."

"I"'mnot uh-ohing because of that." She cl apped her hands together and
held themtight against her stomach. "The night we went to the cafés together
| wanted you so nuch | thought | was going to die."

“Unh oh."

"You said it, brother. Now what?"

W tal ked and tal ked and tal ked and tal ked, until we were exhausted. She
suggested we go out and do some shopping. | followed her around the market, ny
knees shaking the whole tine. Once in a while, weighing a grapefruit or
choosi ng eggs, she threw me a | ook that sent ne reeling. This was bad. The
whol e thing was bad. Black. Wong. What could you do?

She picked up a triangle of Brie cheese. "Are you thinking?"

"Too much. My head's going to blow a fuse."

"M ne too. You like Brie?"

" Huh?"

Paul called that night around seven and asked if | wanted to go to a
horror filmwith them It was exactly what | didn't want to do, and | begged
of f. When | hung up, | wondered if my refusal would make hi m suspicious. He
knew India and | got together once in a while during the day. W would
rendezvous when she was through painting or after one of her Gernman cl asses at
the university. What woul d happen now? He was so kind and generous; |'d never
t hought of Pad as a jeal ous or suspicious man. Was this a glinpse of that side
of hin®?

"Joe?"

"India? What tine is it, for Christ's sake?" | tried to nmake out the
nunbers on the clock next to the bed, but ny eyes were too fogged over from
sl eep.

"It's after three. Were you asl eep?”

"Uh, yes. \Were are you?"

"Qut wal ki ng around. Paul and | had a fight."

"Uh oh. Wiy are you wal ki ng around?" | sat up in bed. The bl anket
slipped dowmn ny chest, and | felt the cold of the room

"Because | don't want to be home. You wanna have a cup of coffee or
sormet hi ng?"

"Well . . . uh . . . okay. Um or would you like to come over here? Is
t hat okay?"
"Sure. I'mright at the corner of your street. You know t hat phone

boot h?"

| smiled and shook ny head. "Should | turn the Iight on and off three
times to signal when the coast is clear?"

| heard the zazzy sound of a Brooklyn raspberry come through the phone
bef ore she hung up on ne.

"Where'd you get that robe? You look |ike Margaret Rutherford.™

"India, it's three o' clock in the norning. Shouldn't you call Paul ?"

"Why? He's not around. He took off."

| was heading toward the kitchen, but that stopped ne fast enough. "Took
of f where?"

"How should I know? He went one way, and | went the other."

"You nmean he hasn't actually _gone_ anywhere --"

"Joe, shut up. What are we going to do?"

"About this? About you and nme? | don't know. "



"You really want to go to bed with nme?"

"Yes."

She sighed loudly and dramatically. | wanted to | ook at her, but I
couldn't. Al ny courage had fled with her question

"Well, Joey, me too, so | guess we got big problens, huh?"

"l guess."

The phone rang. | | ooked at her and pointed to it. She shook her head.

"I ain't answering that, the creep. If it's him tell himl'mnot here. No,
no! Tell himl'min bed with you and can't be disturbed. Ha! That's it! Gve
it to him"

"Hel | 0?"

"Joe? Is India there?" H's voice said he knew she was but was asking
just to be polite.

I wasn't taking any chances with ny answer. "Yes, Paul. She _just_ got
here. One second."

This time | held the receiver out to her, and after a dirty | ook, she
snatched it out of ny hand. "_What _, stinko? Huh? Yes, you're damed right!

What ? Yes. Al right . . . Wat? . . . | said all right, Paul. Okay." She hung
up. "Ratface."

"Vl | 2"

"Well, he said he was sorry and wants to apol ogize. | don't know if |

should et him" She said it while she buttoned up her coat. She stopped when
her hands got to the |last one, and then she | ooked ne Iong and hard in the
eyes. "Joe, |I'mgoing home and |listen to ny husband apol ogi ze. He said he even
wants to apol ogize to you. Christ! This thing's going to happen and we both
know it and I'm going hone to listen to himapologize to _nme_ for being
suspicious. Is it bad, Joe? Are we really this bad?"

W | ooked at each other, and it was a long tinme before | realized ny
teeth were actually chattering.

"You're scared, huh, Joe?"

"Yes."

"Me too. Me too. Good night."

Two weeks later | turned her wet face to nme and kissed her. It was
exactly, _exactly_the way |I'd envisioned India Tate kissing: gently, sinply,
but with a delicious intensity.

She took ny hand and led me into the bedroom The big goose-down
conforter was fol ded neatly across the foot of ny double bed. It was cora
pi nk; the bottom sheet was white and wi thout winkles. The glass |anps on the
side tables gave off a nmuted, intimate glow She walked to the other side of
t he bed and began unbuttoning her shirt. In a mnute | saw she was wearing no
bra, which nmust have enbarrassed her, because she turned away and fini shed
with her back to ne.

"Joe, can | turn out the light?"

In bed | discovered that her breasts were larger than |I'd thought; her
skin was tight and firmeverywhere. In the dark it was a dancer's body, very
war m agai nst the fresh, icy sheets.

| don't knowif sex is a reflection of a person's true spirit or
personality, although |I've heard it said often enough. India was very good --
very fluid and active. She knew how to prolong both of our orgasms without
making it feel as if she was manipulating or trying to remenber some page out
of _The Joy of Sex . She said she wanted to feel nme as deep inside her as
possi bl e, and when | was there, she rewarded ne with words and shivers that
made ne want to plunge even deeper and rattle every object on her shel ves.

W noved quickly through the first and then the less shrill, |ess
desperate second. That, however, was nothing new for me the first time with
any worman has inevitably been nore to prove it's actually happening than to
enjoy. Once you've passed that barrier, you become human and fallible and
t ender agai n.



A street lanp threw its harsh, cheap light across the bed. India cane
back into the roomholding two small gl asses of the wine | had bought that

aft ernoon. She was still naked, and when she sat down next to me on the edge
of the bed, the light noved up her side and stopped just bel ow her breasts.
"It's very cold. | took a big sip in the kitchen and it gave ne one of

t hose i ce-cream headaches." She handed ne one, and after | sat up, we touched
gl asses in a quiet, unspoken toast.

"Aren't you col d?"

"No, I'mfine."

"That's right -- neither of you -- oops." | was so enbarrassed | closed
nmy eyes. The last thing | wanted was to bring Paul into the room

"Joey, it's okay. He's not here." She drank her w ne and | ooked out the
wi ndow. "lI'mstill glad we did it, and that's supposed to be the big test,
isn'"t it? | mean, after you've zipped through the passion and are back where
you started? | wanted you, it happened, and now we're here and still happy,
right? I don't want to think about anything else. |I have to tell you sonething
even though it doesn't nean a thing. |I've never done this with anyone since
Paul , okay? It doesn't matter, but | wanted you to know. "

She reached out and ran her still-warm pal mdown nmy chest. She caught
the top of the blanket with her fingers and pulled it down: past ny stonach,
past ny penis, which was bl oom ng again |ike an African violet. She straddl ed
me and, licking her fingertips, reached down and spread the wetness over the
head. Then she took hold of it, strongly -- like a gun -- and slid it into
her. Hal fway there she stopped, and | was afraid it had hurt her, but | saw
she was only trying to hold the nmoment until she was ready to own it again.

One day in bed we had a conversation about nmy "type" of wonan.
"I bet you I'mnot your kind, am]l?"

"What do you nmean?" | pulled the pillow under my head.

"I mean, |'mnot your type of girl. Wman."

"India, you nust be or else we wouldn't be here, would we?" | patted the
bed between us.

"Ch, yeah, sure, |'mgood-looking and all, but I'mnot your kind of
girl. No, no, you don't have to say anything. Sssh, wait a mnute -- let ne
try and guess."

"India --"

"No, shut up. | want to try this. Knowing you . . . you probably like
bi g bl ondes or redheads with tiny fannies and big boobs."

"Wong! Don't be so smirky, smart aleck. | do |like blondes, but 1've
never been a big-breast man. If you really want to know the truth, | like

beautiful |egs. You have beautiful |egs, you know. "

"Yeah, they're okay. Are you sure about that breast thing? |I would' ve
sworn you were a tight-sweater |ad."

"Nope, | like long sleek legs. Mdst of all, I'mcrazy for a woman who's
at ease with her looks, if you know what | mean. She doesn't wear nuch makeup
because it doesn't nean anything to her. If she's attractive she knows it, and
that's enough. She doesn't feel the need to show off what she's got."

"And she bakes her own bread, believes in natural childbirth, and eats
three bow s of granola a day."

"I'ndia, you asked. You're nmaking me sound stupid."

"Sorry." She slid over in bed and put one of those long | egs over nine
"Besi des | ooks, what else do you |ike about nme?"

She was serious, so | answered seriously. "You' re unpredictable. You're
good- | ooki ng too, but behind those | ooks are all these different wonmen, and
like that very much. Everyone has different qualities if they're at al
interesting, but in your case it's as if there's no one India Tate. | think
it's amazing. Wien I'mwith you, | feel as if I'mwith ten wonen."

She tickled ne. "Sonetines you get so serious, Joey. You look as if |
just asked you a question in biochem stry. Cone over here and give nme a big



smooch. "

| did, and we lay quietly in each other's arns.

"Can | tell you sonething crazy, India? Part of me al ways | ooks forward
to seeing Paul. Is that nuts?"

She kissed ny forehead. "Not at all. He's your friend. Wiy shouldn't you
like seeing hin? | think it's nice."

"Yes, but it's like that old story about why nurderers put out their
victinms' eyes after they' ve killed them"

She pushed nme away, and her voice was testy. "What are you _talking_
about ?"

"You see, there's this old superstition that the last thing a dead
person sees is the guy who's done himin, if he was killed fromin front, see?
So some people used to think that since that was so, the i mage woul d register
on the dead man's eyeballs |ike a photograph. Look at the guy's eyes and
you'll see who did it." |I stopped and tried to smle at her; only it turned
out to be a forlorn, useless smle. "I keep thinking that one day Paul is
going to look in nmy eyes and see you there."

"You're saying | murdered you?" Her face showed nothing: it was only
pal e and delicate. Her voice was as distant as the noon. | wanted to touch
her, but | didn't.

"No, India, that's not what I'm saying at all."

In those first days of our affair, | kept watching her as intently when
we nmade | ove as a prospector |ooking at a geiger counter, but there was
nothing in her expression | hadn't already seen. | think | was hoping that, in

the mdst of that full but sinple passion that took place every time we pulled
down the sheets, there would be a hint or a clue as to what was happeni ng

bet ween her and Paul. And | didn't even know what | was hoping for. Did I want
everything to be the way it had always been? O did | secretly, selfishly,

wi sh she was di senchanted with her husband and woul d end up wanting ne?

How | ong woul d it be before he found out? Wen it cane to trysts,
rendezvous, and | ove nessages witten in invisible ink, | wasn't very subtle
or capable. It had happened once or twice in the past. My way of dealing with
it then had been to let the woman deci de when and where and how, | would go
along with it no matter how urgently | felt | needed to be with her. As far as
that was concerned, | knewny limts and knewif | ever tried to run the
affair 1'd botch everything in two seconds flat.

Paul was good old Paul and treated ne no differently. India was the sane
too; only once in a while she would wink or give ny foot a tiny tap under the
table. 1 was the only one who was different; | was "on" every tinme we were
toget her. But they both affected not to notice.

In the nmeantine, India continued to cone over, and we had our slivers of
time when the world was only as big as ny bed. Wen she was there | tried to
put everything out of my mind and seize the part of the day she could give ne.
It was not a difficult time either, but | was often surprised by how exhausted
| was at night. | would often fall into bed with a hunger for sleep |I'd never
known before. One day, when | asked India if the sane thing had been happening
to her, she was already asleep on my arm it was only ten o'clock in the
nor ni ng.

Around the begi nning of November, guilt began to whistle a famliar
tune. Hard as | tried, | couldn't stop it. | knew a great part stemmed from ny
anbi valent feelings toward India. Did | love her? No, | didn't. Wen we made
| ove she often said things |ike "Love-yes! Love-oh!" and even then | felt
unconfortabl e, because | knew | didn't love her. As far as | was concerned
that was all right, because | cared for her, wanted her, and needed her in
many different, ever-increasing ways. | had |ong ago given up on the
possibility of finding someone | could love totally and endl essly. Sonetines |
tried to convince nyself that what | felt for India was the _only_ kind of
| ove Joseph Lennox could ever feel, but | knew | was |ying. But what nore did



I want? What ingredient was missing? | had no idea, except that where there
shoul d have been nmagi ¢ and bl ue sparks, there was "only" great sleight-of-hand
or a brilliant trick I loved but knew was done with little hidden mirrors.

Hol di ng a bouquet of flowers in front of me like a delicate shield, |
wai ted for someone to open the door

I ndi a appeared and sniled at the cluster of red and pink roses. "Well
Joey, that's mighty neighborly of you." She took them and gave ne a buss on
the cheek. | started through the door and suddenly felt a bitter little pinch
in the mddle of ny back. India |oved to pinch. "You | ook great tonight,
sporty. If Paul wasn't here, 1'd throw you down on the floor and ravish you."

That was enough to shoot ne forward into their living room | wasn't in
the nmobod to |ive dangerously. Paul was nowhere to be seen, so | assuned he was
in the kitchen preparing his part of the dinner. They liked to do it that way
-- Paul was soup and sal ad chef, India main course and dessert. The room was
warm and hunmed with an apricot light. | sat on the couch and put mnmy nervous
hands on my nervous knees.

"What are you drinking, Joey?" Paul canme out of the kitchen with a
bottl e of vinegar in one hand and a beer in the other

"That beer | ooks good."

"Beer? You don't drink beer."

"No, well, once in a while." | laughed and tried to sound like a
debonair character out of a 1930s novie. Herbert Marshall. Ha ha -- very
suave.

"Ckay, beer it is. | also want you to know, bub, that this meal tonight

is going to outdo Paul Bocuse. Beginning with salad nigoise, no less. Fresh
anchovi es too; none of themlittle tinned babies!"™ He went back to the kitchen
and left nme to ponder slimgray anchovies. Ross had once made nme eat two big
tins of them which didn't increase ny appreciation any. It was either that or
he'd tell Bobby Hanl ey about ny nmisuse of his sister. Now ny hands wilted on
nmy knees as | wondered what | could do to keep the dammed things in ny stomach
once they'd arrived.

"I'Il eat lots of bread."

"Huh?" India cane into the roomwith the flowers in a yell ow vase ful
of water. She placed it in the mddle of the table and stood back to admre
them "Were did you get roses at this tine of the year? They nust have cost
you a fortune!"

I was still working on anchovy digestion and didn't answer.

"Paul is really putting on the dog for you tonight, Joe."

He stuck his head out of the kitchen. "You' re damed right. W owe him
for about nine meals. Christ, he had to take care of you for two weeks! That'd
be enough to drive Sister Teresa around the bend. _India_ wanted to have fried
chi cken and mashed pot at oes. "

"Shut up, Paul. Joe likes fried chicken."

"Low | evel, India, very lowlevel. Wit till he sees what |1've got for
him" He started counting off on his fingers. "Salad nicoise. _Cog au vin_.

Pi neappl e upsi de-down cake."

| had to stop nyself fromphysically recoiling into the couch. |

detested every one of those things. | hadn't eaten any of them thank God,



since ny nother had gone away so nany years before. In fact, Ross and | had
once nmade |ists of our nost unfavorite of her dishes, and Paul's nenu for
toni ght had about half of mine. | managed -- just -- to put an idiotic
lip-smackin' smile on my face that pleased him

India and | made small tal k while he banged away in the other room She
| ooked so different. She wore her hair up, accentuating the high patrician
lines of her face. She noved gracefully around the room sure and at ease in
her surroundings. | felt like Jekyll and Hyde here. On this couch I'd had | ong
talks with Paul. Over by the wi ndow | had once slipped ny hands into the back
pockets of India s blue jeans and pulled her close to me. At the dining table,
now set with pinks and tropical green, we'd sat and had coffee in the mddle
of an afternoon and tal ked. The wi ndow, the table -- the roomwas full of
ghosts so recent | could al nost reach out and touch them Yet in a part of ny
heart | felt smug and content because they were half mne

"Soup's on!" Paul staggered playfully out of the kitchen with a big
wooden sal ad bow . Two wooden forks stuck up fromeither side |like brown
rabbit ears.

| tried to talk straight through each course. | avoided | ooki ng down at
nmy plate as much as possible. It reminded ne of a time | had clinbed a snall
mount ai n and di scovered hal fway up that | was petrified of heights. A friend
who had come along told ne everything would be all right so long as | didn't
| ook down. That advice had gotten ne through nore than one scrape in ny life,
not all of them associated w th nountai ns.

M racul ously, there were only a few suspici ous srmudges of pineapple on
my plate when | finally peeked; the worst was over, and | could put ny tired
fork down with a cl ear conscience.

Paul asked who was for coffee and di sappeared again into the kitchen.
India was sitting on ny right; she gave ne a little jab in the hand with her
dessert fork.

"You |l ook as if you just ate a tire."

"Sssh! | hate anchovies."

"Way didn't you say so?"

"Sssh, Indial"

She shook her head. "You're such a dope."

"India, stop! I'"'mnot a dope. If he'd gone to all that trouble to cook

The lights went out, and a table with candl es on each of the four
corners cane gliding in fromthe kitchen. They illum nated Paul's face; | saw
he was wearing his Little Boy top hat.

A trunpet fanfare and a blasting drumroll foll owed.

"Ladi es and gentl enen, for your after-dinner enjoynent, the Hapsburg
Room woul d |ike to present the Amazing Little Boy and his bag, or should |I say
_hat , full of tricks!"

Paul remai ned deadpan throughout the introduction. Wen it was over (I
assuned it came froma tape recorder in the other roonm), he bowed deeply and
reached behind him The lights in the roomcane on again, and at the sane
instant the candl es went out. Poof! Just l|ike that.

"Hey, Paul, that's a great trick!"

He nodded, but put a finger to his lips for silence. He had on the
famliar white gloves fromlindia's _Little Boy_ painting and a cutaway jacket
over a white T-shirt. Taking off the hat, he placed it rimup on the table
directly in front of him | |ooked at India, but she was watching the
per f or mance.

Frominside his jacket he took out a large silver key. He held it up for
us to see and then dropped it into the silk hat. A burst of flame shot upward,
and | junped in my seat. He smiled and, picking up the hat, turned it so we
could see down into it. A small black bird swooped out and w nged over to our
table. It landed on India's dessert plate and pecked at a piece of cake. Paul
tapped the table twice; the bird flew obediently back to him Placing the hat
over it, Paul made a | oud kissing noise and pulled the hat up again. Twenty or



thirty silver keys fell out of it with a nmetallic clatter

I ndi a began cl apping furiously. | joined right in.
"Bravo, Boy!"
"Paul, ny God, that's fantastic!" 1'd had no idea he was so tal ented.

"But where's the bird?"

He slowy shook his head and put his finger again to his lips. | felt
like the bad seven-year-old at the second-grade puppet show.

"Do your mnd reading, Boy!"

Although | didn't believe init, just the idea of Paul reading nmy mnd
at that point made nme unconfortable. | wanted to give India a belt in the
mout h to keep her quiet.

"Little Boy is not reading mnds tonight. Return another tinme and he
will tell all, including Joseph Lennox's vast unhappiness with tonight's
di nner!"

"No, cone on, Paul --

"Another tinme!" He noved his armthrough the air as if he were pushing a
curtain across an invisible w ndow

One white hand stopped above the rimof the silk hat. Paul made the
ki ssing sound again, and the bl ade of orange flane burst up for the second
time that night. It disappeared in an instant, and the hat toppled over on its
side. There was a tinny, _clinkety-clink_ sound, and out hopped a | arge toy
tin bird. It was black, with a yell ow beak and bl ack wi ngs, and a big red key
inits back. It slowy goose-stepped to the edge of the table and stopped.

Paul snapped his fingers, but nothing happened. He snapped them again. The toy
rose off the table and began to fly. It flapped its wings too slowy and
cautiously: an old man getting into a cold swimmng pool. That didn't matter
because slow or not, it glided up and off the table and flewin a |oud putter
around the room

"Jesus Christ! Amazing!"

"Yay, Little Boy!"

The bird was at the wi ndow, hovering at the Venetian blinds in a way
that made it look as if it was having a | ook outside. Paul tapped the table.
The bird turned reluctantly and flew back to him Wen it |anded, Paul once
again covered it with the hat. | started to clap, but India touched ny arm and
shook her head -- there was nore, the trick wasn't over. Paul smiled and
turned the hat rimup again. He gave it the famliar tw taps; the flane shot
up for the third time. This time it didn't stop. Instead, Paul turned the hat

over, and out tumbled a screeching, burning, live bird -- a small package of
fire that kept trying to stand up or fly . . . | was so aghast | didn't know
what to do.

"Paul , stop!"

"My nane is Little Boy!"

"Paul , for godsake!"

I ndia grabbed nmy armso hard it hurt. "Boy! Call himLittle Boy or he'l
never stop!"

"Little Boy! Little Boy! Stop it! Wat the hell are you trying to do?"

The bird continued to screech. | gaped at Paul, he sniled back. He
casual ly picked up the hat and placed it over the staggering flame. He tapped
the top and pulled the whole thing up and away. Nothing. No bird, no snoke,
snel |, ashes . . . Nothing.

| realized after sone seconds that India was clapping.

"Bra-vo, Boy! Won-derful!"

| 1 ooked at her. She was having the tine of her life.

Littl e Boy reappeared on Thanksgi ving Day. | hadn't had turkey or
cranberry sauce in years, so when India discovered that the Vienna Hilton
served a special Thanksgiving dinner in one of its innumerable restaurants, we
all agreed to go.

Paul had the day off and wanted to take full advantage of it. |I would



write until noon; then we would neet for coffee at the Hotel Europa.

After that we'd ranble around the First District and | ook at the fancy
store wi ndows. Then slowy we'd make our way over to the Hlton for a drink at
the Klint bar, and on to the big neal.

| got there alittle late; they were standing in front of the hotel
They both had on light spring jackets that |ooked ridiculous in the m dst of
ot her people's fur coats, gloves, and an insistent winter wind. Both were
dressed casual ly, except that Paul was holding the big | eather briefcase he
took to work. | assuned he'd been to his office for sonmething that norning.

The Graben and Karntner strasse were alive with well-dressed, well-to-do
peopl e pronenading fromstore to store. Everything in that part of town costs
nmore than it should, but the Viennese |ove prestige and you often see the nost
surprising people wearing Mssoni clothes or carrying Louis Vuitton handbags.

"There he is, Shoel ess Joe from Hanni bal, M."

"Hi! Have you been waiting | ong?"

Paul shook his head no, India nodded yes. They | ooked at each other and

smi | ed.

"I"'msorry, but I got all caught up with work."

"Yeah? Well, let's get caught up on sone coffee. My stonmach's begi nni ng
to hiss." India marched off, leaving the two of us in the dust. She did that
sonmetines. | once saw them from afar wal king "together." It was |udicrous; she

was at |least three feet ahead of him striding and | ooki ng strai ght ahead |ike
a serious nmlitary cadet. Paul stayed within a few feet of her wake, but he
swi veled his head fromside to side, taking in everything and in no hurry

what soever. | followed themfor a few bl ocks, feeling wonderfully voyeuristic,
anxi ous to see when India would turn around and give hima blast to get going.
She never did. She marched, he dawdl ed.

Qur coffee went well. Paul had been to the airport the day before and
descri bed the passengers disenbarking froma charter flight from New York. He
said he could imediately tell who was who because all the Austrian wonen were
dressed to the nines in chic new designer clothes, while their nen favored
ti ght new jeans and cowboy boots that ranged in color fromsand to plumwth
bl ack fleur-de-lis designs. Al of them cane down the ranp fast and assured
sm|ing because they knew the territory.

In contrast, the Americans on the flight were dressed in drably
practical shoes with thick crepe bottonms and drip-dry clothes so stiff and
unyi el ding that they nade the people |look as if they were all wal ki ng bet ween
sandwi ch-board adverti senents. They canme into the airport slowy, wth
di smayed or angry | ooks. Suspicious eighty-year-olds who had just | anded on
t he noon.

Sone stores on the Graben had al ready begun their Christmas push and
wonder ed when the men would cone in fromthe country farms with Christnas
trees for sale. The Austrian tradition is not to decorate your tree unti
Christmas Eve, but they are for sal e weeks before.

"What do you do at Christmas, Joey?"

"It depends. |'ve stayed around here. Once | went over to Sal zburg to
see how they'd done it up. It's something you two should see if you haven't
already -- That town at Christmastinme is something."

They gl anced at each other, and India shrugged indifferently. | wondered
if she was mad at nme for sonme reason. After coffee, we wal ked toward St
Stephen's Cathedral; | put my gloves on. | was sure it was getting colder, but
neither of them showed any sign of it. They were dressed for a day in late
spring.

The restaurant was surprisingly full. Paul nodded to people at severa
tables while the hostess led us to ours. It was close to a large picture
wi ndow that gave a full view of the Stadtpark and the purple puff clouds that
hung, unnoving, over it.

"The reason why | asked before about what you're doing over the
hol i days, Joey, is because we're going to Italy for five days and wanted to
know if you'd like to cone with us?"



| zapped a |ook at India, but her face said nothing. Wiere had this cone
fron? Whose idea was it? | didn't know what the hell | was supposed to say. |
opened ny nouth twice like a hungry fish, but nothing came out.

"I's that supposed to nean yes?"

"Yes, | guess . . . Sure, yes!" | fiddled with ny napkin. It fell on the
floor. When | bent down to get it, | pulled a nuscle in nmy back. It hurt.
tried to get ny mind to race into every corner at once to find out what was
goi ng on here. India sure wasn't hel pi ng much.

"That's great. Well, now that we've got that settled, you kids'|ll have
to excuse me for a mnute. I'lIl be back in two shakes." Paul got up, briefcase
in hand, and headed out of the room

| watched until | heard the crunch of celery in nmy ear. | turned to see

India pointing a long green stalk at ne.

"Don't you _dare_ ask me how it happened, Joe. The whole thing was his
i dea. He woke up this nmorning in a big lather and wanted to know what |
t hought of it. What could | say? No? Maybe he thinks he's doing penance or
somet hing for being suspicious of you before.™

"I don't know. It gives nme the willies."

"You and ne both, Joe. But | don't want to talk about it today. It's far
away, and a |lot can happen. Let's eat lots of turkey now and be happy."

"That might be a little difficult." I nervously w ped nmy mouth with ny
napki n.

"Quiet! I want you to tell me what the Lennox famly used to do for
Thanksgi ving. Did you guys eat turkey?"

"No, as a matter of fact. My brother, Ross, didn't like it, so we had
goose instead."

"Goose? Whoever heard of eating goose on Thanksgi ving? That Ross sounds
like a real weirdo, Joe."

"Weirdo? It's not the right word for him He . . . Do you know you ask
about hima lot, India?"

"Yep. Does it bother you? You want to know why? Because he sounds |ike
an interesting demon." She smiled and plucked an olive off ny plate.

"Do you |ike denmons?"

"Only if they're interesting." She took another olive off ny plate. "Do
you know that line fromlsak Dinesen: 'It is a noving thing to work together
with a denon' ?"

The waiter brought the salad, which cut off the rest of whatever else
she was going to say. W ate for a while, and then she put down her fork and
conti nued.

"Paul was a little demon when we first net. It's amazing, huh? It's true
t hough. He had hundreds of unpaid traffic tickets, and he used to shoplift
wi th the cool est expression on his face you ever saw. "

"Paul ? Steal ?"

"That's right."

"I can't believe it. My brother used to shoplift too. He once stole al
our presents for Christmas.”

"Real | y? How marvel ous! See, he was interesting! I'Il tell you something
el se too -- you describe himwth the nost nmixed enptions |'ve ever heard. One
day he sounds like your hero, and the next you nmake himout to be Jack the
Ri pper."

We tal ked about it. The main course canme, and the waiter asked if he
shoul d serve Paul's too or wait until he returned. | |ooked at ny watch and
with a jolt realized how | ong he had been gone. | looked at India to see if
she was worried. She pushed the turkey around her plate for a few seconds,
then | ooked at ne.

"Joe, it's silly, but would you go to the bathroom and take a | ook?
Everything is okay, |I'msure, but do it for ne, would you?"

| put ny napkin down and hastily brushed sone crunbs off the front of ny
pants. "Sure! Don't, uh, don't let the waiter eat ny turkey, okay?" | said it
lightly, hoping she'd smile. But the | ook on her face was a kind of |inbo



bet ween concern and exagger ated ease.

| was up, but | didn't want to go. |I didn't want to nove fromthe spot.

I woul d have stood there happily in the mddle of the restaurant, in front of
all those people, for the rest of the day. Dread has no dignity.

Admittedly, since ny brother's death terror was as nuch a part of ne as
anything else. | was forever quick to junmp to conclusions, and often imagi ned
the nobst awful thing that could occur in any given situation. That was because
if 1 was wong and it turned out to be nothing, then | would be delighted. If
I was right (which was rarely), then the horror could no | onger strike me with
as nuch force as it had when Ross died

| tried not to walk too quickly, both for India s peace of mind (if she
happened to be watching) and so as not to draw the eyes of anyone around us.
stared strai ght ahead, but saw nothing. The thousand cl anks of forks on plates
and kni ves on spoons was |ouder and nore alarnming than | had ever realized. It
drowned out the slip of nmy feet crossing the carpet and all the noises | make
and am so aware of when |I'mfrightened and am novi ng toward whatever it is
that's frightening ne.

At the last minute | stunbled on a bunpy part of the carpet and only
just regained nmy bal ance. The men's roomwas directly across fromthe
restaurant in a darkened alcove lit only by a green HERREN si gn above the

door. | touched the cold metal knob and closed ny eyes. | took a gigantic
breath and pushed it open. | |ooked down the line of glistening white urinals.
Paul wasn't there. | let out the breath. The roomwas unnaturally bright and

snelled strongly of pine disinfectant. Three gray toilet stalls faced a line
of white sinks on the far side of the urinals.

| called his name while | wal ked toward them There was no answer. A
di smal fear began to take hold of ne again, although rationally I knew he
could be in any of a hundred different places: naking a | ong tel ephone call
browsi ng by the nagazi ne rack

" Paul ?"

| saw sonet hi ng nove beneath the door of the middle stall and, w thout
thinking, fell to my knees to see what it was.

For a nonent | was sure | recogni zed his beat-up black | oafers, but then
the legs rose slowy up and out of view-- as if whoever was in there had
pull ed themto his chest for sone bizarre reason. The thought rushed in and
out of ny mind that | should slide closer to the stall so | could see, but a
remmant of the saner ne prevailed and wailed that | should get the hell out of
there and stop | ooking under toilet doors.

"Everybody out there has to sit down!"

" Paul ?"

"No Paul! Little Boy is here! If you want to stay for the show, you have
to play with Little Boy!"

| didn't know what to do. | was down on ny knees | ooking up at the
toilet door. A black top hat rose frombehind it. Then Paul's face, franed by
his two open hands (pal ns facing outward, thunbs under his chin). He was
wearing his Little Boy gl oves.

"We have called you all here today to find the answer to the Big
Question: Wiy is Joseph Lennox fucking India Tate?" He | ooked down at ne
sweetly. | closed ny eyes and saw the bl ood beating fast behind the |ids.

"No one wants to answer? Aw, cone on, gang. Boy puts on a whole magic
show for you, and you won't answer his one little teeny question?"

I mustered the courage to | ook at himagain. H s eyes were closed, but
his mouth still noved, talking silently.

Then, "Ha! If no one's going to volunteer, |I'Il just have to call on
you, that's all. Joseph Lennox in the third rowt WIIl you tell us why Joseph
Lennox is fucking Paul Tate's wfe?"

"Paul --"

" Not_ Paul! Little Boy! Paul isn't with us tonight. He's out somewhere
goi ng crazy."

The out si de door whooshed open; a man in a gray suit cane in. Paul



ducked down into the stall, and | stupidly pretended to be tying ny shoe. The
man ignored me after a fast glance. He tucked in his shirt, straightened his
tie, and went out. | watched himleave. Wien | turned back, Paul was there
again, smling down at ne. This tinme he was resting his el bows on top of the
nmet al door, his chin propped on his crossed white hands. |In any other
situation he woul d have | ooked cute. H s head began to nmove from side to side,
slowy and exactly, like a metrononme pendul umto the beat.

"In-dia and Joe, sittin' in a tree
K-1-SS-I-NGE "

He said it two or three times. | didn't know what to do, where to go
What was | supposed to do? The smile fell away, and he pursed his lips. "Joey,
I'd never have done it to you." Hi s voice was soft as a prayer in church
" Never ! Goddamm you! Get out! Get out of my fucking life! Bastard. You'd
have gone with us to Italy! You' d ve fucked her there, too! Get out!"

I think he was crying. | couldn't look. | ran
6

Two miserable days later | was still trying to figure out what to do
when the tel ephone rang. | looked at it for three full rings before | picked
it up.

"Joe?" It was India. Her voice was scared, haunted.

“India? H."

"Joe, Paul's dead."

" Dead_? What? \What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"He's _dead_, goddamm it! Wat do you think I mean? The anbul ance nen
just cane and took himaway. He's gone. He's dead!" She started crying. Big,
startling sobs, broken only by gasps for breath.

"Ch, nmy God! _How?_ What happened?"

"His heart. He had a heart attack. He was doing his exercises and he
just fell on the floor. | thought he was ki dding. But he's dead, Joe. Ch, ny
God, what am | going to do? Joe, you're the only person | could call. Wat am
| going to do?"

“I'"ll be there in half an hour. Less. India, don't do anything until
get there."

No one ever gets used to death. Soldiers, doctors, norticians see it
continually and grow accustoned to a part or a facet of it, but not the whole
thing. | don't think anyone could. To ne, being told of the death of soneone
knew well is like wal king down a fanmiliar staircase in the dark. You know from
amlliontines on it just how nmany steps there are to the bottom but then
your foot nmoves to touch the next one . . . and it's not there. Stunbling, you
can't believe it. And you will often stumble there from now on because, as
with all things you know by habit, you've used that |ost step so nany tinmes
the two of you are inseparable.

Rushi ng down the staircase of ny building, | kept testing (or was it
tasting?) the words, like an actor trying to get his new |lines straight.
"Paul's _dead_?" "Paul Tate is dead." " _Paul's dead_." Nothing sounded ri ght



-- they were sentences froman alien, out-of-this-world | anguage. Wrds which
until that day, | had never inagined coul d exist together

Ri ght outside the door was a flower stand, and for an instant | wondered
whet her | should buy sonme for India. The vendor saw me | ooking and
ent husi astically said the roses were especially nice today. The i mage of those
red flowers brought nme around fast and sent nme dashing down the street in
search of a cab.

The driver had on a nonstrous bl ack-and-yellowplaid golf cap with a
fuzzy bl ack ponpon on it. It was so bad-1ooking that | had a desperate urge to
knock it off his head and say, "How can you wear that when ny friend just
di ed?" There was a miniature soccer ball hanging by a string fromthe rearview
mrror. | kept ny eyes shut for the rest of the trip so | wouldn't have to see
t hese t hi ngs.

" W edersehen! " he chirped over his shoul der, and the cab pulled away
fromthe curb. | turned to face their building. It |ooked new and had the
fam liar plaque on the wall saying the original building that had been there
was destroyed in the war. This one had been put up in the 1950s.

| pressed the button in the call box and was di sconcerted by how quickly
her answer cane. | wondered if she had been sitting by the buzzer since our
phone conversati on.

"Joe, is that you?"

"Yes, India. Before I come up, would you like me to go to the store or
anyt hi ng for you? You want sone w ne?"

"No, cone up."

Their apartnent was freezing cold, but she stood in the doorway wearing
my favorite yellow T-shirt and a white linen skirt that |ooked as if it should
have been worn in the dog days of August. Her feet were bare, too. Both the
Tates seened conpletely oblivious to the cold. | gave up being bew | dered once
| realized it nmade total sense in a way: both of them had so rmuch bubbl i ng,
steanming life-energy that sone of it inevitably ended up being turned into
thermal units. This thought nade so nuch sense to ne that | had to test it
out. Once, when we were waiting for a tramon a nean, godawful, cold, foggy

night in October, |I "accidentally" touched Paul's hand. It was as warmas a
cof feepot. But that was all over now.
Their apartment was ominously clean. | guess | half expected it to be

turned upsi de down for sone reason, but it wasn't. Magazi nes were carefully
fanned out across the banmboo coffee table, silk pillows upright and undented

on the couch . . . The worst thing of all was that their table was still set
for two. Everything -- place mats, wi neglasses, silverware. It gave the
illusion that dinner was due to arrive at any nonent.

"Do you want a cup of coffee, Joe? | just nade a pot."

| didn"t, but it was easy to see she wanted to be up and novi ng, doing
somet hing with her hands and body.

"Yes, that'd be great."

She brought out a tray jamed with big coffee rmugs, a heavy porcel ain
sugar and cream set, a plate of sliced pound cake, and two |inen napkins. She
fool ed around with the coffee and cake as | ong as she could, but finally her
spring ran down and she was still.

Her enpty hands began to fiddle and craw up and over each other, while
at the sane tinme she tried to give me a confortable, unconplicated smle. |
put the warm nug down and rubbed my nmouth with ny fingers.

"I'"'ma wi dow, Joe. A _w dow . Wat a fucking strange word."

"WIl you tell ne what happened? Can you?"

"Yes." She took a deep breath and cl osed her eyes. "He al ways does his
exerci ses -- those exercises before dinner. He said they relaxed himand made
hi m hungry. | was in the kitchen making --" She threw her head back and

groaned. Covering her face with her hands, she slid off the couch and onto the
floor. Curled into a fetal position, she wept and wept until there was not hi ng
left. Wien | thought she was done, | slipped down beside her and put ny hand
on her back. The touch started her off again, and she crawl ed, still crying,



into ny lap. It was a long tine before silence returned.

He had been doing sit-ups. They had a little joke where he al ways
counted themoff |loudly so she could hear how good he was at them She didn't
pay attention when his voice stopped. She thought he was either tired or out
of breath. Wen she canme into the roomhe was |ying on his back, hands
clenched tightly over his upper chest. She thought he was kidding. She went to
the tabl e and arranged the silverware. Fromtine to tine she | ooked over at
him and when he didn't stop, she got mad. She told himto stop kidding
around. Wen not hi ng changed she swept angrily around the table, preparing to
tickle himinto subm ssion. She bent over him fingers out and ready to
attack. Then for the first time she saw that the very tip of his tongue stuck
out from between his |ips and there was bl ood around it.

The coffee tasted like cold acid in ny nouth. She finished the story
sitting at the other end of the couch, |ooking straight ahead at the wall.

"He had hi gh bl ood pressure. A couple of years ago a doctor told him he
shoul d start exercising if he wanted to be safe."” She turned to nme, a hard
metal line of smle on her lips. "You know what? The last time he went to a
doctor they said his blood pressure was way down."

"India, did he tell you what happened at the H lton that day?"

She nodded. "Little Boy?"

"Yes."

"You think his finding out about us did this to hinP"

"l don't know, India."

"Me neither, Joe."

Paul was buried three days later in a small cenetery that fronted one of
the vineyards in Heiligenstadt. He had di scovered the place while on a Sunday
wal k and had made India promise that if he died in Vienna, she would try to
have himburied there. He said he liked the view -- ornate stone and cast-iron
markers with a backdrop of hills and grapevines. Way at the top, Schloss
Leopol dsberg and t he green begi nnings of the Wenerwal d.

I knew some of the people at the service. A big bear of a man from
Yugosl avi a named Anir who |oved to cook and who had the Tates over to di nner
at least once a nonth. A few people fromPaul's office, and a handsone bl ack
teacher fromone of the international schools who pulled up in a bright-orange
Porsche convertible. But | was surprised there weren't nore. | kept |ooking at
India to see if she was fully aware of the neager turnout. She wore no hat,
and her hair blew light and free in the wind. Her face showed nothing but a
ki nd of closed harnony. She later told me she was aware only of her grief and
the |l ast nmonents with her husband.

The weat her was fine and sunny; for a few nmonents the sun cheerfully
reflected off a polished gravestone nearby. Except for an occasional car and
the crunch of gravel underfoot, it was quiet. A stillness you were hesitant to
upset because, when you did, the glass around the nmoment m ght shatter and
Paul Tate would truly and forever be gone, and we woul d soon be | eaving him

That's what 1'd thought the two previous tinmes |I'd been to funerals --
how you | eave and "t hey" stay. Like someone seeing you off at the train. As
it's pulling out of the station and you're wavi ng goodbye to themfromthe
wi ndow, inevitably they seemto dimnish in size. Not only because you're
nmovi ng and the physical distance is shrinking them but because they're stil
there. You're bigger because you' re off and away to sonething new, while
they' re shrinking because now they'll go home to the sane | unches, television
shows, dog, ink, and view fromthe living roomw ndow.

| turned fromthoughts of Paul to how India was taking it. She was
hol di ng her purse to her chest and | ooking up at the sky. What did she see
there? I wondered if she was | ooking for heaven. Then she cl osed her eyes and
| owered her head slowy. She hadn't cried at all that day, but how I ong could
she hold out? I took a step toward her; she nust have heard ny feet on the
gravel , because she turned and | ooked at ne. Sinultaneously, two very strange



t hi ngs happened. First, instead of seeming on the verge of tears or some kind
of violent enotion, she | ooked, well, _bored . That in itself was

di sconcerting, but then, an instant |ater, her face broke into a glorious
smle, the kind that comes only when somet hi ng wonderful happens to you for no
reason at all. It was good | didn't have to say anything, because | would have
been speechl ess.

The minister fromthe English church finished his "ashes-to-ashes”
litany. | had no idea what connection he had to the Tates. He evidently hadn't
known Paul , because he spoke in a professionally synpathetic voice that had
neither warnmh nor sadness in it. The interesting thing to nme was that he had

the sane nane as the priest in nmy honetown -- the man who' d delivered the
funeral services for both Ross and my not her
When everything was done, | waited while the people said their |ast

words to India. She | ooked fine; once again | had to admire how strong and
sure she was, notwithstanding the smle of a few nmi nutes before. She was not
the kind of wonman who woul d sel f-indulgently fall into her sadness and never
reemerge. Death was forever and horrible, but its force didn't own her as it
did so many others in the sane situation. | knew the difference, too, because
| had seen Ross's death drown ny mother in its undertow. Now, watching India
wal k toward me, | could see that woul d never happen to her

"Take me home, Joe?" The wind gusted, and a drift of her hair blew
across her face. Although | had expected her to ask, | still felt touched and
honored that she wanted ne with her then. | took her arm and she pulled it
tight to her side. For a noment | felt the curve and hardness of one of her
ribs on the back of my hand.

"I thought it was an okay service. Didn't you? At |least it was
harm ess. "

"Yes, you're right. | think those D ane Wakoski poenms were |ovely."

"Yeah, well, she was Paul's favorite."

The Yugosl av passed and asked if we wanted a ride into town. India said
t hanks but she wanted to walk for a while, we'd catch the trama few bl ocks
away. |'d assumed she'd want to go by cab, but | said nothing. Wien he was
gone, we were the only ones left in the cenetery.

"Do you know how they bury people in Vienna, Joe?" She stopped on the
gravel path and turned so she was | ooking down one of the short, orderly rows
of grave markers.

"How do you mean?"

"It's not like in America, see? |'ma big expert on it now Ask ne
anything. In the States you buy yourself a little plot of ground -- your very
own piece, right? -- and it's yours forevernore. Not here, baby. You know what
happens in merry old Wen? You _rent_ a place for ten years. That's right, no
ki ddi ng! You rent a plot in the cenetery for ten years, and then you have to
pay on it again when the time's up or else they' Il exhume you. Dig you right
back up. One of the guys here told nme sone graveyards are so popul ar that even
i f you keep maki ng your rent paynents, they still dig you up after about forty
years so soneone _else_ can rest in peace for a while. Ch, shit!"

| looked at her; she |ooked sick and tired of the world. | squeezed her
arm and accidentally bunped into the softness of her breast. She didn't seem
to notice.

"I know what 1'll do, Joe." She started crying and wouldn't |ook at ne.
Staring strai ght ahead, she kept wal king. "After ten years here, you and
will get Paul and we'll nove himto a brand-new graveyard! A new place in the
sun. Maybe we'll get a nobile home and have it fitted out for him Mve him
around all the time. He'll be the best-travel ed body in town." She shook her

head; the tears flew away fromher face. The only sounds in the world were her
hi gh heels hitting the pavenent and the short gasps for breath.

Al the way hone on the tram she held ny hand tightly and | ooked at the
floor. The crying had flushed her face, but it had begun to pale again by the
time we reached her stop. | tugged gently on her arm For the first time she
| ooked fromthe floor to ne.



"Are we here? Wuld you mind sticking around, Joe? Do you nind com ng
home with me for a while?"

" Sel bstverstandlich_ ."

"Joey, | hate to tell you this, but you speak German |ike Col onel Klink
on _Hogan's Heroes_."

"Ch, yeah?"

"Yeah. Conme on, let's get out of here.”

The tramglided to a stop. W descended the steep netal steps to the
street. | took her armagain, and she pulled it to her side. | renenbered the
tine I'd watched the Tates wal k anay fromnme at the Café Landtmann. She had
hel d Paul's arm that way, too.

"How did you feel after your brother's death?"

I swallowed and bit my lip. "Do you want to know t he truth?"

She stopped and drilled me with one of her |ooks. "WII you tell me the
trut h?"

"OfF course, India. Howdid | feel ? Good and bad. Bad because he was gone
and because he had been so nmuch a part of ny life up to that point. Big
brothers really are inportant to you when you're young."

"I believe you. So where did you get off feeling good? Were did that
cone fronP"

"Because kids are omivorous in their greed. You said so yourself,
renmenber? Yes, | was sorry he was gone, but now | could have his roomand his
desk, his football and the Al banian flag |I'd al ways coveted."

"Were you really like that? | don't believe it. | thought you said you
were such a good little kid."

"India, I don't think | was any different from nost boys or girls that
age. Ross had been bad for so long that he owned al nost all of ny parents’
attention. Now all of a sudden | was about to get that attention. It's
terrible to say, but you said you wanted to hear the truth."

"Do you think it was bad to feel that way?"

W reached the door to her building, and she went digging around in her
pocket book for her keys. | ran nmy hand lightly down the row of plastic
buzzers.

"Was | bad? Sure, | was a nasty little rat. But | think that's the way
nost kids are. People are so indifferent to themso nmuch of the tine,
_because_ they're kids, they just naturally grab for whatever they can get.
Peopl e pay attention to children the way they do to dogs -- once in a while
they kiss and hug and snmother themwi th a thousand presents, but it's all over
in two seconds, and then the grownups want them out of there."

"Don't you think parents love their kids?" She turned the key in the
| ock and pushed the heavy gl ass door open

"I'f I were to generalize, 1'd say they love thembut w sh they'd stay at
a good distance. Once in a while they want them around so they can giggle and
l augh and have fun with them but never for very long."

"Seens as if all you're saying is kids are dull."

"Yes, India, 1'd agree to that."

"Were you a dull kid?" She turned to ne and dropped the keys into her
purse in one novenent.

"Conpared to my brother I was. | was dull and good. Ross was interesting
and bad. But really bad. Even evil sonetines."

She reached over and took a thread off ny coat. "Maybe that's why your
parents paid nore attention to himthan to you."

"Because he was a bad boy?"

"No, because you were dull."

The stairwell was danp and dark after our having been outside in the sun
for so long. | decided to say nothing to India' s nean remark. She went ahead
of me. | watched her legs clinmb the stairs. They were so nice.

The apartnent was a ness. It was the first time |'d been back there
since the day Paul died. Cardboard boxes on the floor, the couch, and the
wi ndowsill. Men's clothes and shoes uncerenoni ously dunped into thenm sone



were already brimm ng over with socks, ties, and underwear. Over in a corner
t hree boxes were sealed with shiny brown tape and stacked out of the way.
There was no witing on any of them

"Are these Paul's things?"

"Yes. Doesn't it look as if we're in the mdst of a fire sale? I got so
unconfortabl e opening closets and drawers and seeing his things everywhere
decided to lunmp it all together and give it away."

She wal ked into the bedroom and cl osed the door. | sat down on the edge
of the couch and shyly peered into an open box on the floor near ny foot.
recogni zed a green sport shirt Paul had often worn. It was ironed and, unlike
the other clothes in there, folded neatly and placed on top of sone brown
tweed pants |'d never seen before. | reached into the box and, after a quick
gl ance at their bedroom door, took the shirt out and ran ny hands across it. |
| ooked at the door again and brought the shirt up to ny nose to snell. There
was nothing -- no Paul Tate left in it after its washing. | put it back and
unt hi nki ngly brushed ny hands off on ny pants.

“I'I'l be out in a mnute, Joe!"

"Take your tine. I'mfine out here.”

| was about to get up and look in some of the other boxes when | heard
t he door open. She stuck her head out, and | caught a second's flash of black
underwear before | net her eyes.

"Joe, would you mind waiting a little longer? | feel all dirty and
gritty fromthis nmorning and 1'd like to take a quick shower. |Is that okay?"

A picture of her standing naked in the shower, shining wet, made ne
hesitate before I answered. "Sure, of course. Go ahead."

| thought of the film _Sunmmer of '42 , where the beautiful young woman
seduces the boy after she's | earned her husband has been killed in the war. |
heard the first spit of the shower and felt a full erection grow ng thick and
randy down the inside of my thigh. It made nme feel perverse and guilty.

| stepped over to a smaller box filled with all sorts of letters and
bills, an enpty green checkbook, and a number of fountain pens. | picked up a
handful . Paul would only use fountain pens, and holding them | realized
want ed one as a keepsake -- don't ask ne why. Then a strange thing happened: |
was afraid if | asked India she would say no, so | decided to just take one
and say nothing about it. I"mnot really a thief by nature, but this tine
did it without hesitation. There was a fat black and gold one. It |ooked old
and sedate, and on the cap it said _Mntblanc Meisterstick No. 149 . There
were two others like it in the box, so | assumed that even if India was

pl anni ng on keeping them she'd never mss this one. | slid it into ny pocket
and wal ked over to the w ndow.

The shower stopped, and | listened carefully to the small distant sounds
that followed. | tried to i magi ne what India was doing: toweling her hair dry
or dusting powder onto her arns, her shoul ders, her breasts.

A woman in a wi ndow across the courtyard saw me and waved. | waved back
she waved again. | wondered if she thought | was Paul. Wat a chilling, uneasy
t hought. She kept waving slowy like a sea fan under water. | didn't know what

to do, so | turned around and went back to the couch

"Joe, | thought of what | want to do."

"Ckay. "

"You're going to hate it."

| 1 ooked at the cl osed door and wondered if she could do anyt hi ng
woul d hat e.

She came out of the bedrooma few nminutes |ater wearing a hooded gray
sweatshirt, old Levi's, and a pair of sneakers. She wanted to go joggi ng down
by the river. She said | didn't have to go with her unless | wanted to -- she
felt better now She wanted to "clean a few niles" out of her system It made
perfect sense, and | told her 1'd go to keep her conpany. W wal ked fromtheir
pl ace down to the path beside the Danube Canal, which was |ong and strai ght
and perfect for running. | had a book with me, and I sat down on a wooden
bench while she padded off. There were scattered nobs of seagulls diving and



floating over the fast-flowing water. A few old nmen were fishing fromthe
banks; once in a while a couple with a baby carriage wal ked slowWy past. Al
of us were playing hooky fromthe day.

| knew I ndi a woul d probably be gone for at |east half an hour, so
| ooked at the water and wondered what was going to happen now. How | ong woul d
she remain in Vienna? If she left, would she want me to go with her? Wuld
want to go with her?

Until 1'd nmet the Tates |I'd been so confortable here. | didn't know
exactly how happy | was, but by the time | had adjusted ny rhythm and pace to
that of the city, | fully realized how lucky I was to have that.

In a couple of nonths what would she want to do? Were woul d she want to
go? As appealing as she was, India was a restless woman, and her sense of
wonder needed constant refueling fromnew stimuli for her to be happy. Wat if
she wanted nme with her, but in Morocco or Mlan? Wuld | go? Wuld | pack up
nmy life and nove it at her whin?

| chided myself for being so sure of things. Al so, the way | had al ready
di sm ssed Paul from both our Iives was obscene.

| reached into ny pocket and brought out his fountain pen. | held it up
in front of me. If 1'd dusted it for fingerprints, his would be on it
somewhere. Al of his left thunb perhaps, or the right-hand pinkie. |1 held it
up to the paling sun and sawink init. Ink _he'd_ put in. Dear Paul -- A few
days after you fill this pen you'll be dead. | undid the cap and frowned at
the ornately engraved gold and silver point. How old was this thing? Had
stupidly taken an antique that was worth a fortune? | knew not hi ng about pens.
Quiltily I screwed the cap back on and cl osed nmy hand over it, hiding it from
the worl d.

The tapping of India s sneakers came up on one side; | had just enough
time to put the pen away before she was there. Her face was flushed, and she
was breathing hard through her nmouth. | turned to neet her and was surprised

when she cane right up to me and put both hands on ny shoul ders.

"How | ong was t hat ?"

| looked at my watch and told her twenty-three m nutes.

"Good. | don't feel any better, but at |east |I'm exhausted now, and that
hel ps. "

She | ooked at the sky, putting her hands on her hips. She wal ked off a
little and stood panting. "Joey? | know we're probably thinking about the sane
thi ngs now, right? But could we please not talk about anything for a while at
| east ?"

"India, there's no hurry."

"I know, and you know, but tell the little gremin inside ne who keeps
saying |'ve got to get everything together now and settled _now_so | can
start right in on a newlife. Tell himthat. It's ridiculous, isnt it?"

"Yes."

"I know. I"'mgoing to try and ignore it the best | can. Hey, why should
| care if things are settled? What am 1, crazy? My husband just died! Here
am trying to make everything right again on the same day they buried him"

She turned hal fway around and ran one hand through her hair. | felt

totally hel pl ess.



After it snows in the nountains, the roads are in charge. There is
not hi ng you can do about this but follow their whim You drive slowy and hope
the next turn will be friendly -- that the trucks will already have passed
through and there will be gravel spread over the surface |ike cinnanmon or
chocol ate sprinkles on a cone. But this is wi shful thinking; too often the
snow glistens and is packed tight -- it's been waiting for you in its nastiest
mood. The car begins to slip and drift in a slow dream of danger

Although | was trying to drive well and carefully, | was petrified.

I ndia had been giggling only a nonent before.

"What are you | aughing at?"

"I like this, Joey. | like driving on these roads with you."

"What ? This stuff is dangerous as hell!"

"I know, but | like that, too. | like it when we whish back and forth."
"Whi sh, huh?" | turned and | ooked at her as if she was nuts. She

| aughed.

W were twenty kiloneters fromour _gasthaus_, and the sun that had been
so bright and friendly that norning when we'd gone out for the drive had
dropped behind the nountains. It had taken its yellow cheer with it, and in a
nmonent things everywhere were a sudden, nelancholy bl ue.

What if we broke down out here? The | ast person we'd seen was a child
standing with a sled by the side of the road. He stared stupidly at us as if
he'd never seen a car before. He probably hadn't. They probably didn't have
cars this far out in the hinterlands.

She reached over and squeezed ny knee. "Are you really all that
wor ri ed?"

"No, of course not. | just don't know where we are, and |'m hungry, and
t hese damed roads give nme the willies.”

Still smling, she stretched | uxuriously and yawned.

W passed a road sign that said BIMPLITZ -- 4 KILOVETERS. It |ooked tiny
agai nst the backdrop of the nountains. | silently wi shed we were staying in

Bimplitz, no matter how ghastly it was.

"Did | ever tell you about the time we saw the bear in Yugoslavi a?"

Sonething quieted in me for the first time in mnutes. | loved India's
stories.

"Paul and | were driving way off in the country sonewhere. Just driving
around. Anyway, we cane over this rise, and out of nowhere this goddammed
_bear_ looned up in the mddle of the road. At first | thought it was sone
crazy guy in a gorilla suit or sonmething, but it was a bear all right."

"What did Paul do?" W passed through Binplitz and it was ghastly al
right.

"Ch, he loved it. Slamred on the brakes and pulled up next to it as if
he were going to ask for directions.™

"What'd he think it was, a safari park?"

"I don't know. You know what Paul was |ike. Stanley and Livingstone
personified."

"What happened?"

"So he pulled up next to it, but by then these two guys had appeared out
of nowhere and were standing next to the thing. One of themwas holding a big
thick chain that was attached to a brass ring through the bear's nose. Both
guys started screani ng out, 'Pho-to! Pho-to!' and the bear did a little
dance. "

"That's what they were there for? They stopped cars so you could take a
picture of yourself with their bear?"

"Sure, that's how they nade their living. The probl em was, they were out
there in the middle of cloud-cuckooland, and |I don't know how many cars went
down that road every day, nuch |less tourists.”

| knew the answer to ny next question, but |I asked anyway. "Did Paul do
it?"

"Do it? He loved_it! Didn't you ever see the picture on the living
roomwal | ? He showed it to everybody fifteen times. M. Big Game Hunter. Frank



Buck. "

Wiy did India |like ne? The stories she told about her dead husband made
hi m sound |i ke the perfect conpanion -- witty, adventurous, thoughtful
loving. If | had seen a bear in the road | would have run all the way hone.
The five o' clock blues seeped through ny pores; even her presence didn't help.

"Look, Joey, that's the nane of our town, isn't it? It's only ten
kiloneters."

The car did another squiggle on the ice, but seeing the sign nmade ne
feel alittle better. Maybe the owners of the _gasthaus_ would lend ne a gun
so | could go out and shoot nyself before dinner. | reached over and turned on
the radi o. A disco tune |eaped out of the dashboard, strange and out of place
in these surroundings. India turned it up and started singing al ong. She knew
every word.

"Do just what you have to do
but don't tell nme no lie.
Soon the time is here again,
Sundays in the sky."

It was a good song that nmade you want to hop around and dance, but | was

surprised she knew every verse. She was still humm ng the tune when we
arrived.

Qur _gasthaus_ was set back fromthe road and up a small hill, which the
car gladly clinmbed, knowing its job was over for the day. | got out and

stretched out of ny neck the tension cranps that had been gathering al
afternoon. The air was silent and full of the snell of woodsnmoke and pine.
Standing there, waiting for India to gather her things fromthe back seat, |
| ooked at the mountains that swept the horizon. | was filled with a
contentnent that brought tears to ny eyes. It had been a long time since | had
felt that way. The night we'd be spending together sniled at me with white
teeth and dianonds in its hands. W would go up to a roomw th
whi t e-and-red-fl owered curtains, wood floors that rose and fell under your
bare feet as you crossed to the bed, and a small green bal cony that nmade you
stand cl ose together if you wanted to be out there at the sane tine. | had
been to the place by nyself several times and had vowed to take India there
when the snows cane and the area was at its nost beautiful

"Joey, don't forget the radio."

Her arnms were full of coats and her hiking boots. She smled so
knowi ngly | al nost thought she'd read ny nind.

W wal ked up to the _gasthaus_; the clack of her wooden cl ogs on hard
ground was the only sound.

An attractive woman in a | oden and velvet suit was behind the reception

desk and seened genuinely glad to see us. Wthout thinking, | signed us in as
Joseph and India Lennox. There was a section on the registration formthat
asked for our ages, but | left it blank. India was |ooking over ny shoul der as
| put the pen down. She gave me a nudge and told ne to fill that part in, too.
"Just wite at the bottomyou |ike ol der wonen."
She wal ked up the wi de wooden staircase. | followed, watching her |ovely

body nove fromside to side in a confortable slow sway.

The wonman let us into our room and before | eaving said di nner woul d be
served in an hour.

"You done us good, Joe. | like it very nuch." She touched the curtains
and opened one of the bal cony doors. "Paul and | were once in Zermatt, but
there were too many damed people around. | kept trying to see the Matterhorn
but some jerk was al ways bl ocking ny view Wat town did you say this was?"

"Edl ach."” 1 canme up behind her. | kept ny hands in nmy pockets, not
knowi ng if she wanted to be touched.

Paul had been dead a month. In that tine of pain and forced



readjustnment, 1'd circled her warily and tried to be there if she needed ne,
gone when she gave even the slightest indication that she wanted to be al one.
Oten it was hard to tell how she was taking things, because she noved
cautiously through that tinme, her volunme turned way down, and a kind of dulled
expression owned her face. W hadn't nmade | ove since Paul's death.

India folded her arns over her chest and | eaned agai nst the bal cony
railing.

"Do you know what today is, Joe?"

"No. Should I?"

"A nonth ago today Paul was buried."

| had a coin in ny hand and realized | was squeezing it with all ny
m ght. "How do you feel ?"

She turned to nme; her cheeks were red. Fromthe col d? Sadness?

"How do | feel? | feel as if I"'mvery glad we're here. I'mglad Joey
brought ne to the nmountains."

"Are you really?"

"Yes, pal. Vienna was beginning to make ne sad."

" Sad? How?"

"Ch, you know. Do | really have to explain?"

She put her hands on the bal cony railing and | ooked out over the sweep
of snowcovered land. "I'mstill trying to put all my blocks back in their
right places. Sonetimes | pick one up and look at it as if 1've never seen it
before. It makes nme nervous. Vienna is always reninding ne of sonething else,
of another block | can't find the hole for."

The di ni ng room was decorated |like a nmountain hut. Enornous exposed
beanms, a floor-to-ceiling porcelain stove in one corner, and rough _Bauern_
furniture that must have been around since the 1700s. The food was heavy,
steam ng, and good. Wenever we dined together | narvel ed at how nuch India
ate. She had the appetite of a lunberjack. This tinme was no exception. Sad or
not, she tucked into it with glee.

We finished with ice cream and coffee, then sat across the table from
each other, both |ooking sheepishly at the exhausted battlefield of enpty
plates in front of us. Just as things were getting a little too quiet, | felt
a bare foot going up ny |eg.

India | ooked at me, her face a castle of innocence. "Wiat's the matter
bub, you nervous or sonethi ng?"

"I"'mnot used to cuddling under the table."

"Who's cuddling? |'mgiving you an extended knee rub. They've very
t herapeutic."

As she spoke, her foot kept moving up ny leg. No one was in the room
and after a quick scan around, she slid down in her seat; her foot went
hi gher. She | ooked ne squarely in the eye the whole tine.

"Are you trying to torture nme?"

"I's this torture, Joey?"

"Extreme. "

"Then let's go upstairs.”

| looked at her as hard as | could, searching for truth behind her very
naughty expression

"India, are you sure?"

"Yup." She wiggled her toes.

"Toni ght ?"

"Joe, are you going to play Twenty Questions or are you going to take ne
up on ny offer?"

| shrugged. She stood up and wal ked to the door. "Come when you're
ready." She went out. | listened to her clog resolutely down the hall and up
the stairs to our room

Because | was alone in the restaurant, things becane preternaturally
still the monent she left. | |ooked at the enpty bottle of wi ne and wondered
if I should fly to my feet or get up slowy and _then_ run up to the room

| could hear all of the sounds conming fromthe kitchen: the plink and



clank of plates and silverware, a radio that had been playing since we'd first
sat down. As | got up to | eave, the song about Sundays in the sky that India
had been acconpanying earlier in the car cane on the radio and | stopped at
the door to listen. It seemed a good portent of things to cone. Wen it ended
this time, something clicked in me: | knew it had just taken its place in ny
m nd forever. Wenever | heard it again, | would think of India and this tine
toget her in the mountains.

When | opened the door to our room it was a blast of blazing white
light after the darkness of the hall. India was in bed with the covers pulled
up to her chin. She had opened both bal cony doors and the place was an ice
pal ace.

"Are we trying out for the Eskino Pie teamin here? Wat's with the
wi ndows?"

"It's good, _pulcino_. Snell the air."

" 'Little chicken'? I didn't know you spoke Italian, India."

"Ten and a half words."

" Pulcino_. That's a nice nickname." | wal ked over to the bal cony and
took a few deep breaths. She was right. It snelled the way air should. Wen I
turned to | ook at her, she had her hands behind her head and was sniling at
me. Her arns were bare and soft peach in that sea of white colors. They franed
brown hair that flowed across the pillowin all directions.

"India, you | ook absolutely beautiful."

"Thank you, pal. | feel like alittle queen."

Wth nore courage than | usually had, | pulled the covers down to see
what she was wearing. She had on an old gray sweatshirt of mne with the
sl eeves pulled up. It nade me feel even better: she had taken it out of ny
suitcase, and that small but entirely intimte gesture told ne she really was
ready to begin our physical relationship again.

"I feel like a banana bei ng unpeel ed."

"I's that so bad?" | untied a shoel ace.

"No -- very tropical."

No matter how willing both of us were, | was still nervous; ny hands
trenbled as | took off my clothes. To nake matters worse, she watched ny every
nmove with a smle and hal f-cl osed Jeanne Moreau eyes. Try to be cal m when
you're playing to an audi ence |ike that.

Before | got into bed | wanted to close the window to shut off the
arctic flow, but she asked that | leave it open for a little while |longer, and
| wasn't about to argue. She turned off the bedside lanp. | slid in beside her
and took her in my arnms. She snelled of clean clothes and the coffee from
di nner.

W | ay there unnmoving, the cold air sweeping through the roomlike an
i cy hand searching for something in the dark, not necessarily us.

She put a warm pal mon ny stomach and began to nove it slowy down.

"It's been a long time, pardner.”

"I was beginning to forget what it felt like."

Her hand kept noving, but when | tried to turn to face her, she pushed
gently with the hand to keep me fromdoing it. "Wait, Joey. | want this al
sl ow. '

Far, far away a train crawl ed across the night; in ny mind I saw the
staccato blur of its yellow lights and the match-stick heads at the w ndows.

| was about to grab her when her hand cl osed on ny stonach |like a pair
of pliers. | jerked fromthe pain.

"Hey!

"Joey! Ch, ny God, the wi ndow "

As | turned to look, | heard the sounds. _dink-a-tank. dink-a-tank .
Metal wings. Metal wings flapping slowy but loudly enough to fill the room
with an evil tin racket.

"Joe, _Paul's_ birds! His trick! Little Boy!"

The sane toy bl ackbird Paul had used in his Little Boy trick that night
at their house. But now there were three of them perched on the bal cony



railing. When the first slash of fear passed, | realized they were all facing
us in a perfect row, their wings beating in sharp unison like tin soldiers on
the march.

The room was bl ue-bl ack, but somehow the birds glowed fromwthin; every
detail of their bodies was easy to see. There was no ni staki ng what they were
and whom t hey bel onged to.

"Ch, Paul, Paul, Paul --" India' s chant was slow and sexual, as if she
wer e peaking to some kind of horrific orgasm

The birds leapt fromtheir perch and flew into the room They were
suddenly ten times faster: giant houseflies careening through the kitchen
wi ndow in the niddle of the sunmer. They zagged and dropped, flapped in a
madness of flight. _Bang, ka-chang, flank_ -- it sounded |ike sonme mani ac
throwing tin ashtrays at invisible targets.

"Stop them Joe! Stop!" Her voice was | ow and hoarse, enptied by fear

What could | do? What powers did she think | had?

| started to get out of bed, and fromdifferent parts of the roomthe
three of them cane at ne at inpossible speeds. | ducked and threw nmy hands up
to protect ny head. Their beaks cut into ny arns, my back, one across ny
scalp. | struck out and hit one, but it did no good -- there was just another
deep gash on ny forearmas a result.

Then it stopped. | |ooked up and saw they were once agai n on the bal cony
railing in perfect order, facing us. My hands were up near ny face, a failed
boxer ready to be hit again.

One by one they turned and flew back out into the night. Wen they were
ten or fifteen feet away, they sparked into blue and orange and grass-green
flames. Familiar flames -- colors |I'd seen before in Paul Tate's living room
the night the real bird danced and screamed in its small burning agony.

Ross believed in ghosts, but | didn't. He even beat me up once after
we'd gone to a horror novie because | refused to believe anyone could be
scared to death by anything as dunb as ghosts. | did an article for a travel
magazine in Anerica on a haunted castle in Upper Austria, but it was rejected
because the only thing | could say was | stayed up all night in the hauntedest
room of all, reading, and never once heard a peep or growl fromthe previous
t enant s.

My father once told nme having children was |ike discovering new and
amazing roons in a house you've lived in all your life. Wthout children you
don't necessarily niss these rooms; but once they're there, your house (and
wor | d) becones a different place. | think | could have sonehow rationalized
the night of the birds if it had been the only incident of its kind in ny
life, but after what happened the next day, | knew that ny "house" had grown
too, only in a terrible, unbelievable way.

On our way back to Vienna the next norning, India slept with her head
agai nst the wi ndow on the passenger's side. W had tal ked until daylight and
then tried to sleep, but it was inpossible. Wen | suggested we go back to
town, she quickly agreed.

A few kil ometers before the turn onto the Sudautobahn, | stopped at a
traffic light in the mddl e of nowhere. The sides of the road were
mar bl e-patterned with snow and bl ack earth, but the road itself was dry and

flat. | was so tired | didn't realize the Ilight had changed until | heard a
car honk behind me. | nmoved forward, but not fast enough for him because he
flashed his lights at ne to get going. | paid no attention, because Austrian

drivers are silly and childish; if the guy wanted to pass that badly, he had
all the roomin the world. There were no cars coming fromthe opposite
direction. But he kept flashing and that, conbined with |eftover fear and
fatigue fromthe night before, made ne want to get out and bust the fool in
the jaw.

For the first time | looked in the rearview mrror to see who the hel
it was and what kind of car they were driving. From behind the wheel of a



white BMW Paul tipped his black top hat. Seated besi de and behi nd hi mwere
four other Pauls, all tipping their hats too and | ooking directly at me. My
feet came wenching off the clutch and brake pedals. The car jerked forward

twice and stalled. India nurnured in her sleep but didn't wake up. | kept
|l ooking in the mirror and watching as the other car pulled out from behind and
nmoved forward. When it was alongside | |ooked, and all five Paul Tates, al

five Little Boys, with their primwhite gloves on, waved and smiled. Al of
them out for a Sunday drive. The BMN accel erated and was gone.

8

Hel | will undoubtedly turn out to be a big waiting roomfull of old
magazi nes and unconfortable orange chairs. Plastic airport chairs. Al of us
will sit there, waiting for the door to open at the other end of the room and
our nanes to be called out in a bored voice. W'll all know there is sonme kind

of excruciating pain waiting for us on the other side of that door. The
ultimate dentist's office.

W waited for Paul to do something nore, but he didn't. W didn't see
each other for a week, and our only comunicati on was by phone once a day.
Not hi ng happened, so | carefully suggested we try having cof fee somewhere very
public, very open, and very unintimate.

When I ndia canme into the restaurant she marched right over and kissed ne

on the forehead. | tried not to cringe.
"Joey, | got it figured out."
"What ?"

"Why Paul's here, why he's come back." She swi shed her hand through her
hair and smiled as if she owned the world.

"Do you | ove ne, Joey?"

"What ?"

"Just answer the question. Do you | ove ne?"

"Huh, well, yes. Yes. Wy?"

"Don't nake it sound so passionate or I'Il fall into a swoon. Hmm M.
Lovebug. Anyway, Paul thinks you doubl e-crossed him W were all three great
friends, right? Did everything together, all for one and all that stuff. It
was okay because he trusted you and even asked you to take care of ne when he
went away. Trust, Joe. Wien he got around to discovering how we'd stepped al
over that trust, it broke himin half. Snap!" She | ooked closely at ne, then

away. | could sense she was about to say something either hurtful or
unconfortable. "I think it _was_ part of what killed him There's no way to
avoid it."

"Ch, India!'" | feigned indignation, but 1'd thought about the same thing

a hundred tines.

"Look, let's not start playing games with each other, okay? Paul died
two days after your clinky scene in that nen's room Wll, Joe, you should
have seen what he was |ike those |last two days before he died."

"Was he that bad?" It was ny turn to | ook away.

"Yeah, it was bad. One night he started crying. | asked hi mwhat was the
matter, and he tried to slough it off and everything, but, God, it was so
conpl etely obvious."

"I'ndia, how did_he find out about us?"

"It's funny you've waited so long to ask." Her voice was all accusation



"I was too enbarrassed before. | was afraid you'd --

"Forget it. The truth is, | told him No, wait and hear me out before
you say anything! | amthe world' s worst liar, Joe. | can never fib, because
nmy face shows everything. Besides, Paul knew ne better than anyone. You know
that. He knew something was up the minute he got back fromhis trip, even
t hough we hadn't gone to bed then. WIIl you stop |ooking at ne |like that, Joe?
I"'mtelling you the truth.

"One tine he asked if | wanted to nmake love. | said okay, but when we
were ready he couldn't get hard. Not at all. That was no big deal, but when he
knew it wasn't going to work, he blew up. Al of a sudden he was asking ne if
I'd done it with you and if you were any good. All these shitty questions."

"Paul asked you if | was _good_ ?"

"You didn't know that side of him Joe. He could be a totally mnean
son-of -a-bitch. The worst was, sonetinmes he'd really flip out and say these
crazy, crazy things. Little Boy was Little Lulu conpared to himthen." She
shook her head. "It doesn't matter anynore. The inportant thing is this tine
|'ve been telling you about. He kept at ne and at nme until | couldn't stand
it. Like alittle nonster | ended up saying, Yes, yes, we'd done it al
right." She stopped, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath. "And because |I'm
such a shit, | couldn't help throwing in that you were really good, too. Nice,
huh? N ce woman. "

| picked up a magazine and opened it to a spread on the Austrian actress
Senta Berger. Senta on television, Senta with her children, Senta in the
kitchen. "Senta's in the kitchen with Dinah, Senta's in the kitchen |
know o0-0-0, Senta's in the kitch --"

"Shut up, Joe."

| dropped the magazine. "I feel as if ny head is going to crack open
Al right, India, so you told himabout us. Wat is your idea now? Wy _has_
he cone back?"

"You're mad, huh? Joe, he woul d have found out sooner or |ater --

"I amnot mad. I'mtired and scared and . . . scared. No, | realize you
had to tell him It's not that. Ever since he died |I've known how nuch to
blame | was. Partly to blane? Totally? Seven ei ghths? Who the hell knows.

"But the fact you and | slept together, India, had nothing to do with
him India, | _loved_ Paul! |'ve never had a better friend in my life. I --"
None of it was com ng out the right way. | had to stop or else | would end up
bangi ng ny head on the table in frustration

She waited a beat, then ran her fingers down nmy cheek. "You nean you
| oved himand you | oved ne, but you ended up loving nme different 'cause I'ma
worran, right?"

"Yes, exactly." The words cane out soundi ng so bl eak and gray.

"Ckay, but what you're saying only fits in with what |I'm saying too.
Listen to me carefully. Paul |loved you too. He said it a mllion tines, and
know he neant it. That's what hurt himall the nore, see? He thinks you and
got together because you wanted to screw me and because | wasn't satisfied
with him That's all. Period."

"Part of that is true, India."

"Don't interrupt ne. I've got it all straight in my mind and | don't
want to get confused. Yes, part of that is true, Joe, but only part. W went
to bed partly because we wanted each other, sure, but al so because we just
plain _like_ each other; partly because we're good friends, partly because
we're attracted . . . Do you see what | nean? Paul thinks we junped at the
first chance we had to get a little _fuck_in. As far as he's concerned, we
stabbed himin the back after he'd been so willing to trust us. W were
willing to throw all of that great |ove and friendship out the w ndow just so
long as we could get it off a few tinmes. Understand?"

"Yes, but what's the point?"

"Joe, the point is, if we can somehow reach himand tell him _show_ him
it happened because we | ove each other, then naybe he'll understand and not be
so hurt and vengeful. Yes, it will still be bad in his mnd, but put yourself



in his place. You find your wife waltzing around with your best friend. Bang
-- you go crazy 'cause you think they're dunping everything good just for a

few hours in the hay. But then sonehow you find out -- God forbid -- it wasn't
like that at all. Those two are _in love_. It would change everything, don't
you see? You've still been betrayed and bitten, but there's not so nuch venom

because it _wasn't_ just sex, it was the real thing!"

"India, that would be a hundred tines worse! Having sex is one thing --
it's pleasant and great -- but love? | would nuch rather hear my wi fe was
having a fling than about to take off with my best friend because they're in
| ove. Flings are enotional and tenporary, they're all skin and senses. But
love? Wth a fling she still |oves you and everything will probably be okay
again in a while, when she cones back down to earth. But there's so little
_hope_ when she's in |love."

"That's true with nost people, Joe, but not with Paul."

"What isn't true?”

"Joe, | was nmarried to the man for nore than ten years. | know this is
how he's feeling now You'll have to trust nme. | know him believe ne. |
_know_ him™"

"Yes, you _knew_him India, but the man is dead. It's a whol e new bal
gane. "
"Ch, is he dead? | hadn't noticed. 1'mso glad you told ne."
VWhile | fumed she ignored me and ordered a bow of soup froma passing

wai t er.

"Please, India, | don't want to fight with you. Especially now | just
want to know how you can be so sure of things when it's all so bizarre.™

"It's bizarre all right, but 1'll tell you sonething. The way Paul's
going about it isn't bizarre at all. It's ny husband, Joe. |I'd know his brand

ten mles away."
| wanted to trust her judgment, but | couldn't, no nmatter how hard
tried. In the end I was right.

Whenever they were bored, Ross and Bobby played a gane that inevitably
drove nme crazy.

"Hey, Ross?"

"Yeah?"

"I think we should tell Joe the seeeeecret!”

"The _secret_? Are you out of your mind, man? No one hears the secret.
The secret is a seeeeeeecret!”

"You guys don't have any damed secret," |I'd |isp, desperately hoping
this time they would tell it to me. | was three quarters convinced there
wasn't one, but | had to be sure, and they always knew when to nudge nme when
nmy belief was waning.

"Seeeecret!"

"The seeeeecret!”

"W got the secret and little Joe doesn't. You want me to tell it to
you, Joe?"

"No! You guys are stupid."”

"Stupid guys but not-so-stupid secret!™

This kind of bull-baiting went on endlessly until | would start either
screaming or crying. O if | was really in control of nyself that day, | would
wal k regally out of the roomto a chorus of "_seeeeeecret !" behind ne.

To this day | love to hear and be part-owner of any secret. It was easy

to see India had attics full of themand that some of the npost tantalizing had
to do with Paul. But after the discussion in the restaurant she wouldn't say
anot her word about why she was so sure of Paul's behavior. | constantly asked
guestions, but she wouldn't give an inch. She just _knew .

Nor did she want us to have much contact until she had figured out the
best way of reaching her husband. In the neantinme, | went to all the English
bookstores in Vienna and bought everything | could find on the occult. | mnade



pages of notes and felt |ike a graduate student preparing for his doctora
thesis. Seances, Aleister Crow ey, and Madanme Bl avatsky filled those days.
_Meetings with Remarkable Men_, Lo !, and _The Ti betan Book of the Dead_
filled my head. At tinmes | felt as if | had entered a roomfull of strange and
t hreateni ng people to whom | had to be nice in order to get what | needed.

It was a | and of quacks and yow s, flying objects and great cruelty. |
knew t here were thousands of people "out there" who nol ded their |ives around
these things, and that alone gave ne the chills.

Whenever | thought | had sonething interesting, | called India and told
her what | had found. Once | burst out laughing in the mddle of one of these
conversations when | thought of how shocked any sane person who had been
i stening would be.

About the same time, | received a letter fromny father. | hadn't heard
fromhimin nonths. His letter was long and chatty and tal ked famliarly about
his world. He still lived in the same town, although he had sold our old house

and noved his new family to a nodern apartnment conplex in the ritzy part of
town over by the country cl ub.

He is a calmand pleasant man, but his letters always betray a bit of
the ace reporter hot for an exclusive scoop. For sone reason he often talks in
t hem about things |like who's died or who's been arrested. These gory tidbits

are inevitably prefaced by phrases like "I don't know if you renenber "
or "Remenber the girl who had all her teeth knocked out by her boyfriend? Judy
Shea? Wll . . ." and then his zinger follows -- she eloped with a convict or

put her child in a mail box.
This one was no different.

_Joe, | was going to tell you about this a long tine ago, but you know
me and how | forget to get around to things. Anyway, our old friend Bobby
Hanl ey is dead. _

| heard the whole thing, interestingly enough, on the radio. It was the
first time |I'd heard about himin years. | knew he'd been caught robbing a
store a few years back and that they sent himoff to prison for it. | guess he
got out, because this time the dunbbell tried to kidnap sone local girl. The
police got wind of it and came. There was a big gun battle right up on Ashford
Avenue by the hospital, if you can inagine that. _

_I't happened last June, and I'msorry | didn't tell you about it then
Not that it's the kind of news anyone wants to hear. It certainly is the end
of something though, isn't it?_

The letter went on, but | put it down. Bobby Hanl ey was dead. He had
been dead for six nonths. Six months ago he was in a shootout, and I . . . |
was a mllion niles away about to neet the Tates. Ross and ny nother, Bobby
Hanl ey, and now Paul . Dead.

"Where do you want to eat dinner?"

"l don't care. How about the Brioni?"

"Fine."

The Vienna winter had come, announcing its arrival with thirty straight
hours of sleety rain and fog that painted everything dark and coldly snooth.

| kept the windshield wipers on full tilt and drove slowy through slick
streets. Neither of us said anything. | was eager to be in a warmy lit place,
eating good food, safe for a while from everything out there.

Three or four blocks before the restaurant | turned down a snall side
street. It was narrow, the buildings on either side were so high that a
nmount ai nous clunp of fog hung down the length of it, trapped like a tired,
 ost cloud.

W were halfway through it when | hit the child. No forewarning. A soft,



heart breaki ng thud and a high screamonly a child' s voice could have nade. In
slow notion a small formess thing in a shiny yellow child's raincoat glided
up and over the hood of the car. India screaned. Before it reached the
wi ndshi el d, the raincoat slid over the side of the hood and di sappeared. India
wept into her hands, and | put ny head on the steering wheel, trying
i mpossibly to fill ny lungs with air.

"CGet out, Joe! Get out and see if it's all right, for god-sake!"

| did what | was told, but what did it have to do with me? Joseph Lennox
hit a child? A yellow raincoat, a small hand crabbed in pain, another death?

It lay face down on the black street, all l|inbs and pointed hood spl ayed
out, looking Iike an enornous starfish

It nmade no sound, and wi thout thinking, | reached down and gently turned
it over. The hand fell off. | hardly noticed because |I'd seen the face. The

wood was split through one of the eyes, but the head remai ned whol e. \Whoever
had carved it had done it quickly, indifferently. The kind of doll you often
see for sale in stores, advertised wistfully as "prinmtive art." Pinned to the
raincoat was a little note. It had been done in thick black kindergarten
crayon. Play with Little Boy, Joey_.

The waiter came and went three tines before we were able to order. Wen
the food cane, neither of us made a nove toward it. It | ooked magnificent --
_vanillen Rostbraten nit Bratkartoffeln_. |I think | ate one tomato from ny
salad and drank three straight Viertels_of red wine.

"Joe, even before this happened | was thinking about what we should do.
| came to a conclusion, and | want you to hear me out before you say anything.

"W both see that Paul isn't going to |l eave us alone. | don't know how
much it will acconplish, but I think the best thing you could do nowis go
away for a while. 1'll tell you why. Everything has happened so fast that |

haven't been able to think straight for one mnute. Either |I'mscared or |'m
turned on, or else I'mlonely for one of you, and I don't even know whi ch one.

Maybe if you go away for a nonth or two, Paul will come and talk to nme. |
know, | know, it's dangerous. It scares the hell out of ne, but it has to
happen sooner or later, or else we'll both go crazy, won't we? You and | can't
begin to figure out our relationship until he lets us alone and stops these
grisly stunts of his. | haven't told you, but he's done a few things to ne
when | was al one; they were _the_ worst.

"Another thing is, if you do go away, we'll be able to think nore
clearly about what we want from each other and whether or not we really want
to try and make this relationship work for us. I _think_ | do, and you said
you do too, but who knows now? The whole thing is distorted. Every day is so
full of tornadoes; | can't see straight anynore. Can you?

"I'f you're gone for a couple of months, maybe when you conme back Paul
wi Il have decided to go away. O maybe we won't even want our rel ationship
anynore . . . | don't know "

| put ny hands on ny knees and | ooked down at ny feet. Wiy did | wear
such sol etm shoes? One | ook at ny feet told the world | was forever on ny way
to Sunday school. Wio el se wore bl ack shoes every day of the year? | didn't
even have a pair of scruffy sneakers in my closet at hone; only another pair
of black oxfords that were this pair's twin brother

"Ckay, India."

"Ckay what ?"

| looked at her and tried to hold down the trenor in ny voice.
"Ckay-|-think-you're-right. I knew it was the only thing to do, too, but I've
been afraid to recommend it. | was scared you'd think | was a coward. But
there _isn't_ anything | can do here, is there? Isn't it obvious? He despises
me, and whatever | try to do is going to be futile." |I was squeezing ny hands
together so hard it hurt. "I'd do anything for you, India. I'mscared to death

now, but | would stay and help you fight forever if | thought it would do any
good. "



She nodded, and | could see she was crying. | left a few mnutes |ater
wi t hout havi ng touched her goodbye.

PART THREE

The flight fromVienna to New York takes nine hours. As the plane took
off I felt a profound rush of relief. | was free! Paul and India and death and
anxiety -- | was leaving it all behind.

That relief lasted all of about five mnutes. Wat followed was guilt
and a paral yzing di sappointnment with myself. Wat the hell was | doing running

away? How could | leave India alone in the darkness? | knew then how great a
coward | really was, because | didn't want to stay. If anything, | wanted to
be in New York in an hour. A hundred thousand niles away from Vi enna and the
Tates. | knew it and hated nyself for the joy that had slyly bl ooned inside ne
when | knew I'd made it -- | had escaped

| watched the novie, ate all the neals and snacks; twenty m nutes before
we | anded, | went to the toilet and threw up.

| called India fromthe airport, but there was no answer. | called again

fromthe city bus termnal; the connection was so clear it sounded as if she
were in the next room

"India? It's Joe. Listen, |I'mgoing to cone back."

"Joe? Wiere are you?"

"New York. "

"Don't be goofy. I'mfine, so don't worry. |'ve got the phone nunber
there, and I'Il call you if I need you."

"Yes, but _wll_ you?"

"Yes, M. Jet Lag, | will."

"You won't, India, | know you."

"Joe, please don't be a horse's ass. This call is costing you a fortune
and it's not necessary. It's adorable you called and are concerned, but |'m
fine. Ckay? I'll wite, and 1'll really call if | need you. Be good and eat
some cheesecake for ne. _C ao, pulcino_." She hung up

| smiled at her orneriness and her guts and nmy freedom | couldn't help

it. She'd ordered nme to stay.

India hung on to a co-op studio apartment in the city on Seventy-second
Street that had belonged to her nmother. She had given me the key to it before
I left. I went over and dropped off my bags. It was nmusty and dirty; but tired
as | was, | gave the place a good scrubdown. It was night before I'd finished,
and | barely had enough energy to stagger to the corner restaurant for a
sandwi ch and a cup of coffee.

| sat at the counter and listened to the people speak English. | was so



used to hearing German this | anguage sounded bright and crisp as a new doll ar
bill.

| knew | should call ny father and tell himl was in town, but | put it
off so | could be by nmyself for a few days. | went to the bookstores and ate
pastram sandwi ches and took in a few movies. | wal ked the streets |ike sone
rube from Patricia, Texas, gaping at the people and colors and life that
floated in the air like an invasion of kites. Because | hadn't been there for
so long | couldn't get enough of it. The weat her was sour and cold, but that
didn't stop ne one bit. At tinmes nmy head was so full of New York | actually
forgot Vienna for a while, but then a sound or the way a woman touched her
hair rem nded me of India or Paul or sonmething | knew back there.

| bought her a number of presents, but the one | |iked best was an
antique rosewood box. When | brought it hone | put it on the dresser and
wondered if | would ever give it to her

I got in touch with my father, and we set up a lunch date. He wanted ne
to come up to the country to see their new apartment, but | w ggled out of it
by saying I'd come to the States to canmp out in the New York Public Library
and had to work my schedul e around their hours. | could say that sort of thing
to himand get away with it because he loved the fact | was a witer; anything
having to do with "the trade" was okay by him

The real reason for ny avoiding the visit was that | disliked his new
wife, who was irritatingly garrul ous and suspicious of me. My father thought
she was great, and they seenmed to have created a really happy life together
but whenever | had appeared on the scene in the past, it had thrown things out
of kilter for all of us.

He |iked pubs, so we nmet in front of O Neal's on Seventy-second Street
and Col umbus. He caught me by surprise because he was dressed very nattily in
an English raincoat that made himl ook |like an old Janes Bond. He had al so

grown a whoppi ng gray nustache that only added to his flash. | loved himfor
this new i mage; when we greeted each other with a bear hug, he was the one who
let go first.

He was beaming and full of pep and said his new life was going great
guns. He's such an honest person that | knew none of it was pretense or
showi ng of f. Good things were happening to this man who for so I ong had his
share of the bad. What | adored about hi mwas how he kept shaking his head at
all his new good fortune. If ever there was a person who counted his
bl essings, it was ny father.

W sat in a corner and ate junbo hanmburgers. He asked ne about Vi enna
and ny work. | told hima fewlies that made it sound as if | had the world on
a string. By the tinme coffee was served, he'd brought out a bunch of recent
phot ographs of his famly and, handing themto me one by one, made little
comments on each

Hs wife's two children by a previous nmarriage had grown and were both
on the brink of adol escence. My stepnother had begun to | ose the nice figure
she'd brought to their marriage, but at the sane time, she | ooked both nore
rel axed and nore sure of herself than when |I'd | ast seen her

There were pictures in front of their new apartnent building, in the
jazzy new living room of a trip they'd all taken together to New York. In
that one they stood in front of Radio Gty Misic Hall |ooking shy and secretly
frightened of what they'd gotten thenselves into by com ng

My father handed themto ne gently, alnobst as if the pictures were the
actual people. When he spoke his voice was anused, but |ove had holl owed out a
corner init; it was plain he cared very much for these people.

| smled at each and tried to listen carefully to his explanations, but
after I've seen ten or fifteen of them snapshots of people | am not
intimately involved with make ny eyes swim

"This one, Joe, is of that birthday party we had back in Cctober.
Remenber, | was telling you about it?"

| glanced at the picture and reared away fromit as if it were on fire.

"What is this? Wiere'd you get it?"



"What, son? What's the matter?"
"This picture -- what's going on in it?"
"It's Beverly's birthday. |I told you."
Three peopl e stood hol di ng hands, facing the canmera. They wore nor mal
cl ot hes, but each wore a black top hat -- just |like Paul Tate's.
"Jesus Christ, get it away frommne! Take it away!"
Peopl e were staring, but none of themas intently as ny father, the poor

guy. | hadn't seen himfor many nmonths, and then this had to happen.
couldn't help it. 1I'd thought Vienna was behind me and that for the tinme being
| was safe. But what is safety? Physical ? Mental ?

When we were out on the street again, | tried feebly to make up a story

about working too hard and needing a rest, but he didn't swallowit. He wanted
me to cone honme with him but | wouldn't.

"Then what _can_ | do for you, Joe?"

"Not hi ng, Pop. Don't worry about ne."

"Joe, you prom sed nme when Ross died that you'd cone to me if you were

ever in bad shape and needed help. | think you're breaking your prom se."

"Look, Pop, I'Il call you, okay?" | touched his armand started to nove
away. | knew | was going to start crying and 1'd be damed if 1'd I et him see
it.

"When? VWhen will you call? _Joe ?"

"Soon, Pop! In a few days!" | hurried to the corner of Seventy-second
Street. Once there, | turned back toward himand, sticking my armup as high

as it would go, waved. As if one of us were on a ship, sailing away fromthe
ot her forever.

| didn't see themuntil | had already opened the door to ny building. It
was after mdnight. The bl ack man had pushed the wonan into a corner of the
entryway. He was sl anm ng her head agai nst the netal mail boxes.

"What the hell's going on? Hey!"

He turned; | could barely make out that the sides of his nmouth were
shiny-slick with bl ood

"Fuck off, man!" He held her by the neck while he spat this at ne over
hi s shoul der.

"Ch, help nme!"

He shoved her away and cane at me. Wthout thinking, | kicked him as
hard as | could in the crotch, an old trick I had | earned from Bobby Hanl ey.
The man gasped and fell to his knees, both hands cl anped between his |egs.
didn't know what to do then, but the wonman did. Stumbling for the second,

i nner door, she flung it open with a bang. | followed, and it _whonped_ shut
behi nd us, |ocking. The el evator was there, we were in it before the nan even
| ooked up.

Her hand was shaking so badly she was barely able to press 7, the floor
bel ow m ne. When the car started to nove, she bent over and threw up. She kept
retching even when there was nothing left. She tried to turn to the wall, but
she started coughing and choking; | was afraid she couldn't breathe. | went
over and sl apped her hard on the back

The doors slid open, and |I hel ped her out of the elevator. W stood in
the hall while she took quick, heavy breaths. | asked her for the nunber of
her apartnment. She handed ne her purse and started down the hall. She stopped
in front of a door, pointing. She started retching again, and w thout
t hi nking, | took hold of her shoul ders.

Her nanme was Karen Mack. The man had been waiting for her in the hallway
and had punched her in the face the first thing. Then he tried to kiss her
and she bit him

It came out gradually. | made her lie down on a bright-blue couch and
wi ped her face with a wet washcloth 1'd been careful to soak in warm water.



She didn't need any nore shocks. The only liquor in the place was an unopened
bottl e of Japanese plum brandy. | opened it and nade both of us take big,

di sgusting swigs. She didn't want ne to call the police, but when |I said
shoul d go, she begged ne to stay. She wouldn't let go of ny arm

The apartnent nust have cost a fortune, because anong other things, it
had a | arge bal cony that |ooked out over hundreds of rooftops; it rem nded ne
of Paris.

When |'d patted her hand enough and reassured her 1'd stick around, she
asked me to turn out the lights and sit next to her. The nmoon was full and lit
the roomwith its own snooth blue |ight.

| sat on the thick carpet next to the couch and | ooked out at the w nter
night. |I felt good and strong. Later, when she touched nmy shoul der and thanked
me again in a low, sleepy voice, | felt Iike thanking her. For the first tine
in weeks | felt valuable again. A human being who had for once stepped out of
his own sel fishness to hel p anot her

| woke up the next norning on the floor, but a heavy wool bl anket was

over me and one of the soft pillows fromthe couch was under ny head. | | ooked
toward the bal cony; she was out there. She'd put on a robe and fixed her hair.
"Hel | 0?"

She turned and smiled | opsidedly. One side of her nputh was swoll en and
purple, and | saw she'd been holding an ice pack to it.

"You're up." She cane in and slid the glass door shut behind her
Al t hough the balloon lip distorted her face, it appeared she had one of those
incredible Irish-white conplexions that go so well with deep green eyes, which
she al so happened to have. Big eyes. Great eyes. Her nose was small and
nondescri pt, but strawberry-blond hair franmed her narrow face and made it a
wonderful one, in spite of the smudge-purple lip.

She took the ice pack away, and her tongue snuck out to give the spot a
lick. She wi nced when she touched it. "How many rounds does it |ook |ike
boxed?"

"How are you? Are you all right?"

"Yes, thanks to you I"'mall right. After you live in New York for a
while, you stop thinkin' there are any heroes left, you know what | nean? You
proved me wong. Wiat would you like for breakfast? And would you pl ease tel
me your proper name so | don't keep callin' you 'you.' "

"Joseph Lennox. Joe, if you like."

"No, | like Joseph nore, if you don't mind. I've never |iked nicknanes
much. What can | give you for breakfast, M. Joseph?"

"Anything. Anything's fine."

"Well, fromthe | ooks of ny icebox, anythin' can be a cantal oupe, or
fresh waffl es and Canadi an bacon, coffee . "

"I would |l ove waffles, Karen. | haven't had themin years."

"Good, you got 'em If you'd like to take a shower, the bathroon s
opposite the bedroom GCee, I'mnakin' it sound as if you've got all the tine
in the world. Can you stay for breakfast? |I called the school and told them|
was sick. Do you have to be sonewhere? It's only eight o'clock."

"No, no, |'ve got nothing planned. Waffles and coffee sound like the
best thing I could do this norning."

Her bat hroom | ooked like Wrld War I11. Danp towels on the floor, hand
wash hung linmply on a clothesline strung across the bathtub; a tw sted tube of
toothpaste lay in the sink with no cap in sight. |I worked ny shower around her
obstacl e course and even cleaned up a little before | left.

The living roomwas a shock of sunlight and norning warnth; the dining
table was full of good things to eat. The orange juice was in thick crystal
goblets, and the silverware caught the fierce norning light and bounced it off
the walls.

"Joseph, please cone and eat before it gets cold. I"'ma terrific cook.
made you seven hundred waffles, and you have to eat themall or you'll get a
D."

"Are you a teacher?"



"Yes, indeed. Seventh-grade social studies.'
fl exed her muscles like a strongman in the circus.
She sat down at the table and picked up a fork. W both sat there and

She nade a wy face and

wat ched her hand shake. She slowy put it in her lap. "lI'msorry. Please,
t hough, you go on and start eatin'. I'msorry, but I"'mstill scared to death.
It's sunny out, and it's over, and no one's goin' to get me now, but I'm
scared. It's like havin' a bad chill, you know?"
"Karen, would you like it if | stayed with you today? I'd be glad to."
"Joseph, | would like that very very very _very_ rmuch. Which part of
heaven did you say you cane fron®"
"Vi enna. "

"Vienna? That's where | was born!"

Vienna, Virginia. Her parents |lived near there and rai sed greyhounds for
dog racing. She said they were fine people who had both inherited so nuch
nmoney it confused them

Karen went to Agnes Scott College in Ceorgia because her nother had gone
there, but she hated everything except her history courses. Richard Hof stadter
cane to the coll ege and gave a | ecture on Jacksoni an denocracy. She was so
overwhel med by it that she instantly decided to transfer wherever he taught
permanently, which turned out to be Colunbia University in New York. Totally
agai nst her parents' w shes, she applied and was accepted at Barnard. Later
she went on to get a nmaster's degree in history at Col unbi a before she got
tired of going to school. She |liked New York so rmuch that when she was
finished she took a teaching job at a private girls' school in the | ower
si xti es.

This all came out over the |ongest breakfast 1'd ever eaten. | kept
aski ng her questions so she wouldn't think about the night before. But you can
eat only so many waffles. Staggering up fromthe table, | suggested through

swol I en cheeks that we go out for a wal k. She agreed; it crossed ny mnd it
woul d be nice to have a change of clothes, but I wasn't sure if | should | eave
her alone yet, so | went as | was.

The day was snappy cold, but it was clear for the first tinme since |I'd
arrived. West Seventy-second Street is a world in itself, and whatever you're
| ooking for is usually there: cowboy boots, organic pasta, Japanese box kites

We pronenaded up and down and spent a long time looking in store
wi ndows, conparing notes.

| fell inlove with a pair of cowboy boots that she made ne try on. |
renmenbered Paul's story about the Austrians in the Vienna airport wearing
them but they were beautiful. | canme close to buying them wuntil | found out

they cost over a hundred and forty dollars.

W had lunch at a delicatessen. She had a hard tine eating her corned
beef sandw ch because her |lip was so sore, but she l|aughed and started
purposely tal king out of the corner of her nouth like Little Caesar

"Awright now, Lennox. | told you enough about nyself. What's the dope on
you? You gonna open up or am | gonna have to pound it out of you? Wat's your
story?"

"What would you like to hear?"

She | ooked at an imaginary wistwatch. "Your life story in one mnute."

| told her alittle about everything -- Vienna, nmy witing, where | cane
from Wen she listened, her eyes grew wi de and excited. Wthout thinking, she
touched me often when sonme part of nmy story noved or di smayed her. She said
things like "No!" or "You' ve got to be kiddin'!" and | often found nyself
noddi ng to assure her that it was true.

An hour |ater we were having a glass of hot spiced wine at a gl assed-in
sidewal k café. W started tal king about the theater; in a small voice | asked
her if she had ever seen _The Voice of Qur Shadow .

" Seen_ it? Hoo, Joseph, | had to read that play for a dranma cl ass at
Agnes Scott. | made the mi stake of bringin' it home over vacation, and ny
daddy got hold of it. Ww He picked it up and flew 'round the house |like an
eagle, yellin" about how they were makin' us young girls read books about



juvenile delinquents and feelin' girls up! Hell, Joseph! | know all about
_that_ play!"

| changed the subject, but later, when | told her about nmy connection to
the play, she smled sadly and said it must be hard to be fampbus for sonethi ng
you didn't do

The wine turned into a Cuban dinner and nore talk. It had been a | ong
time since I'd so confortably shot the breeze and | aughed and not worried
about things. Wth India you quickly realized she expected you to speak well
and interestingly because she was listening so carefully. A nonment before you
sai d anything, you were still shaping and polishing it so it would arrive in
first-class condition. Wien | was around India, both before and after Paul
di ed, every noment shook with such inportance that | was sonetines afraid to

nove for fear 1'd break sonething -- the nmpood, the tone, whatever.
Here, on the other side of the world, Karen made you feel that with no
effort at all you were the cleverest, wittiest devil in town and that |aughter

was meant to boom across a room and drain you of everything you had. Life
wasn't easy, but it certainly could be fun. W made plans to see a novie
t oget her the next night.

W went to a revival of the original _Lost Horizon_. Wwen we left the
t heat er she was w ping her eyes with my handkerchi ef.

"I _hate_ them Joseph! Al they have to do is throw ne sone violins and
that old Ronald Colman and |I'm a goner."

| wanted to take her arm but | didn't. | |ooked at the sidewal k and
felt glad she was there

"I had this boyfriend a couple of nonths ago? He'd take me to novies
like that and then get all mad when | started cryin'! Now, what did he expect
me to do, take notes? New York intellectuals -- ink for blood."

"Do you go wth anyone special ?"

"No, that fellow was my |last big steady. Ch, you can go to parties. |
even went to a singles' bar once, but | don't know, Joseph, who needs it?
get choosier the older |I get. Is that a sign of senility? | go into one of
those jittery places, and everybody's eyes are as big as TVs. It nakes ne al
depressed.”

"What was the name of your |ast steady?"

"Mles." She pronounced it "Mdlls." "He was a very big-tinme book editor
He gave _ne_ a rejection slip."

"Ch, yeah? Didn't he like your style?"

She | ooked at me and poked nme in the ribs. Then she stopped dead in the
m ddl e of the sidewal k and put her hands on her hips. "Do you really want to
know or are you just makin' chitchat?"

Peopl e wal ked by with smrks and expressions that said they knew we were
fighting. I told her I wanted to know Sticking her hands back in her coat
pockets, she started wal ki ng agai n.

"Mles wore his watch when we nmade | ove. Do you believe it? Drove ne
conpletely crazy. Why woul d soneone do that, Joseph?"

"Do what, wear a watch? | never thought about it."

"Never _thought_ -- Joseph! Don't start makin' ne upset. | have great
hopes for you. No man should wear a watch when he's makin' love. Wat is he --
on a schedul e? What would you do if a woman cane into bed wearin' a big Tinex
on her arnf? Huh?" She stopped again and gave ne the big stare.

"Karen, are you serious?"

"You bet I'mserious! Mles wire this big hundred-pound di ve-bonb thing.
Every tine. It'd end up cuttin' ne to pieces. Then I'd lose all the bliss
because it was tickin' away at ne."

"Karen . "

"Don't look at ne like that. You're lookin' just the way he did when
told himabout it. Listen -- a woman wants to be taken and ravi shed and adored
by a man. She wants to forget the world and leap right the hell off the edge!
But not here -- tick, tick, tick -- it is seven-oh-eight and thirty seconds.
You see what | nean?"



' Taken and ravi shed and adored' ?"

"That's right. Don't start enbarrassin' me -- you asked."

W went back to her apartnent for a cup of coffee. It was raining again;
| watched it smash agai nst the bal cony wi ndows. The living roomwas a bright
fortress against it. The blue couch, thick carpet, soft white drops of I|ight
in each corner. The great contrast was the pictures on the walls. | would have
expected Bernard Buffet clowns or Picasso doves to go with the softness and
exuberant colors, but it wasn't so. Behind the dining table was a sludgy brown
Francis Bacon print in a dull silver frame. | couldn't make out rmuch of what
was happening in the picture except that the subject was nelting. Oto D x,
Edwar d Hopper, and Edvard Munch rounded out the happy |ineup.

When she cane in with the coffee, | was |looking at a big print of
Munch's _The Shriek .

"What's with all the gl oony pictures, Karen?"

"Aren't they scaly? Misic to have nightmares by." She perched on the
couch and, with the nost delicate novenents possible, arranged two pl aces on
the coffee table, conplete with mniature place mats. It rem nded ne of the
care little girls take when they set up tea parties for their dolls and
stuffed ani mal s.

"Mles said | was a secret psychotic. Me and ny penny |oafers and
| enon-meringue blouses . . . Mss Fair Isle Sweaters. Do you want sugar? Onh,
Mles. Mles should have been a screenwiter for French novies. He needed one
of those severe knee-length | eather coats and a Gaul oi se cigarette hangin'

fromhis lip in the nddle of the rain. Here, Joseph, | hope you |like your
coffee strong. This is Italian and it's good."
| sat down next to her. "You still haven't explained why you like such

nmel ancholy pictures.”
She even sipped gently. "You're hurtin' nmy feelin's, Joseph."
"What ? How? What did | say?"

"You're _sayin'_, dear nman, that |'ve got to like _this_ kind of picture
because | dress or talk _this_ way. |I'mnot supposed to |ike anythin' black or
sad or alone because . . . Well, sir, howwould you like it if | put you in

that kind of little box?"

"I wouldn't. You're right."

"I know you woul dn't. You don't know me all that well yet, but you're
pretendin' you do by sayin' things like that. How would you like it if | said,
"Ch, you're a witer! You nust |ike pipes and Shakespeare and Irish setters.
At your feet!' "

" Kar en?"

"What ?"

"You're right." | touched her elbow She pulled it away.

"Don't do that! Stop tellin' me I'mright. Put up your dukes and fight."
She nade a bird-sized fist and stuck it up under ny nose. The fun behind the

gesture wenched sonet hing | oose inside nme, and | ooking at her, | opened ny
mouth to say, "God, | like you," but she interrupted ne.

"Joseph, | don't want you turnin' out to be a mal e chauvinist pig.
want you to be exactly what | think you are, which is very special. |I'm not
goin' to tell you about that yet, though, because it'll only give you a
swel | ed head. First you saved ne fromthat black dragon, and then you turned
out to be nice and interestin'. | will be nadder than hell if you end up

di sappointin' me. Understand?"

Her school was old and red brick; you felt wealth radiating out fromit
like heat. | stood on the other side of the street at three-thirty and waited
for her to come out. She had no idea |'d be there. Surprise!

A bell clanged and girls' heads |eapt up in every w ndow. Voices and
shouts and high laughter. Monents | ater they swelled out of the building in
soft gray and white waves. Hefting books, |ooking at the sky, talking to each
other; all of themwore gray blazers, matching gray skirts, and white bl ouses.



| thought they | ooked wonderf ul

| saw a bl ond woman who | ooked |ike Karen toting a big briefcase. |
started blindly across the street, but saw halfway there that it wasn't her

After half an hour she still hadn't shown, so | gave up and started
hone. | didn't understand it. At a corner phone booth | called; she answered
on the first ring.

"Joseph, where are you? |I'm bakin' a pecan pie."

| expl ai ned what had happened, and she giggled. "Today's the day | get

out early. I went down to Soho to shop for our dinner. You _are_ comn' to
di nner, you know. "

"Karen, | bought you a present."” | looked at it clenched in ny hand.

"It's about time you got me sonmethin'! No, I'mkiddin'. I'mvery
touched. Bring it along to dinner. 1'Il open it after."

| wanted to tell her what it was. It was heavy; the big Edward Hopper
book with color plates she liked so much. | put it down on the small netal
shel f beneath the tel ephone box.

"Joseph, tell me what it is. No, don't! | want to be surprised. Is it
great ?"

"Why don't you wait and see?"

"Stinker."

| wanted to put ny hand through the receiver and stroke that snooth,
vel vet voice. | could see her face -- the delight and the sauciness. | w shed

| was there. "Karen, can | come over now?"

"I wish you were here an hour ago."

| alnmost ran down the hall when I got out of the elevator. | arrived at
her door with the book under ny armand ny heart in nmy throat. There was a
note taped up: _Don't get nad. We'll have the pie when | get back. Sonething

cane up. Its nane is Mles and says it needs help bad. | don't want to go.
Repeat -- | do _not_ want to go. | owe himfor a ot though, so I'll go. But
['"l'l be home as soon as | can. Don't be mad or I'Il kill you. There's a good
nmovie on the Late Movie. I'll knock three times . Don't be nad.

| bought a pizza and brought it home so | could be there in case she got
back early. She didn't. She didn't cone back at all that night.

The next norning | got a letter fromlndia. At first | |ooked at it as
if it were a key or paper I'd lost long ago and, now that I'd found it, didn't
know what to do with.

_Dear Joe, _

I know |'ve been rotten about witing, but please assume things have
happened that kept me fromit. There's been no real sign from Paul, although
twice he's done little bad things to renind ne he's still here. Since | know
you'll worry if I don't tell you what | nean, the other nmorning | went to the
kitchen and found a Little Boy glove on the table where he used to sit. As |
said, small things, but | got scared enough and reacted |like a maniac, so
guess he was satisfied. _

_I've made an appointnent to see a fanous mediumhere in town, and
al t hough |I've never had nmuch faith in those table thumpers, an awful |ot of



what | used to believe has been washed right down the drain in the last few

months. 1"l tell you if it turns up anything. _

_Now, don't take it the wong way, but I'menjoying living by myself.
There are so many nore things you' re responsible for -- the things your other
hal f used to take care of wi thout your even knowing it. But the conpensation
is, you're free as a bird and answerable to none. God knows, | liked |iving
wi th Paul, and maybe soneday I'Il like living with you, but for now !l Iike

havi ng the double bed to nyself and all options open_.
_How are you, slugger? Don't you dare misinterpret anything |'ve said
here, or else._
_Little hugs, India_

| swallowed my pride and called Karen's apartment. It rang seven tines
bef ore she answered. Each ring made ny heard beat faster and faster

"Hel | o, Joseph?"

" Kar en?"

"Joseph. Joseph, |I'mso bad."

"Can | come down?"

"I spent the night with him™"

"I sort of guessed that when you didn't show up for the Late Myvie."

"Do you really want to see ne?"

"Yes, Karen, very nuch."

She was in a pink flannel bathrobe and ugly pink bedroom slippers. She
hel d the robe closed at the neck and wouldn't neet nmy eyes. W went into the
room and sat down on the couch. She sat as far away from me as she coul d get.
The dead coul dn't have been nore silent than we were for those first five
m nut es.

"Do you have soneone over there in Vienna? Not any here's or there's.
Soneone speci al ?"

"Yes. Or maybe yes. | don't know. "

"Are you |l ookin' forward to goin' back to her?" Her voice took on the
slightest edge.

"Karen, will you please |ook at me? If you' re worried about |ast night,
it's all right. | nean it's not all right, but | understand. Ch, shit, | can't
even say that. | don't have any right. Look, | hate the idea of your sleeping

wi th someone else now. It's a conplinment, okay? A conplinment!"”
"Do you hate ne?"
"God, no! Everything is crazy in ny head now. Last night | thought | was

going to end up chewing the carpet, | was so jealous."

"You were?"

"Yes, | was."

"Do you | ove ne, Joseph?"

"What a tinme to ask that! Yes, after what | felt last night, | guess |
do."

"No, maybe you were just jealous. It's easy to be jeal ous, especially
with sonmethin' Iike that."

"Karen, if | didn't care about you, | wouldn't give a damm about | ast
night, would I? Listen, | got a letter from Vienna today, okay? | got a
letter, and for the first time | had no desire to go back. None. | don't even
want to _wite_ back. Doesn't that mean somet hi ng?"

She was silent. She still wouldn't |ook at ne.

"And what about you, anyway? \Who do _you_ | ove?"

She pul | ed one of the couch pillows into her Iap and began smoothing it
wi th her hand again and again. "You nore than Mles."

"What does that nean?"

"It neans last night taught me sonmethin', too."

W finally | ooked at each other over the mles of couch that separated
us. | think we both yearned to touch but were afraid to nove. She went on
snoot hing the pillow



"Did you ever notice how differently people act on a Saturday
af t ernoon?"

VW were wal king armin armdown Third Avenue. It was noisy and wet al
around us, but the sun was out. We tranped al ong, paying no attention to where
we were going.

"What do you nmean?" | reached over and fixed her green nuffler. She
| ooked like a bright bandit in the nmiddl e of a holdup when | was done
adjusting it.

"Don't strangle me, Joseph. Well, if nothin' else, they all |augh
differently. Kind of fuller. | guess maybe it's relaxin'. Hey, can | ask you a
guesti on?"

"I's it about |ast night?"

"No, it's about _her_ in Vienna."

"Ckay. "

W crossed the street into a patch of sunlight. The street glistened;
someone passed us talking feverishly to his friend about Alitalia Airlines.
She took ny armand slid her hand into mne in ny pocket. It was warm and
thin, fragile as an egg.

| looked at her. She'd pulled the muffler down fromher top Iip. She
stopped and pull ed ne against her with the hand she had in nmy pocket. "Al
right. What's her name?"

"I ndia."

"I ndi a? What a nice nane. |ndia what?"

"Tate. Come on, let's walk."

"What does she | ook like, Joseph? Is she pretty?”

"She's a lot older than you, for one thing. But, yes, she's quite
pretty. Tall and thin, dark hair, kind of |ong."

"But you think she's pretty?"

"Yes, but in a different way than you."

"How?" Her eyes were skeptical

"India is fall and you're spring."

" Hm "

Five minutes later, the sun snuck behind the clouds and stayed. The sky
turned to steel, and people began wal king with their heads hunched into their
shoul ders. Neither of us said anything, but | knew the day was failing, no
matter how many truths had shown their faces along the way. There was | ove on
both sides, but it was cloudy and formess. | felt that if | didn't do
somet hing right then, this cloudiness would drain the intimacy fromthe day
and | eave us confused and di sappoi nt ed.

Ross and Bobby went to New York a lot. They explored the city as if they
were | ooking for buried treasure and, in so doing, found just what they
want ed. Manhattan is full of strange and nysterious places that hide under the
city like a secret heartbeat: the wi ndows over the front entrance to G and
Central Terminal that go up ten stories and | ook down over the inside of the
building like God's eyeballs through dirty glasses. Or a bonb shelter on the

East Side designed to hold a million people and dug so deep into the earth
that a tractor nmoving across the fl oor |ooks, fromone of the upper
staircases, like a yellow matchbox with headlights.

The two of them coll ected these spots and told ne about themonce in a
while. But they shared very little, whether it was cigarettes or a bottle of
stolen liquor, and they were even nore tight-fisted when it came to show ng
anyone these unknown, magical places.

Consequently, | al nbost swooned the day they offered to take ne to the
abandoned subway station off Park Avenue. It was the only one of their trove
of places | ever actually sawwith them | decided on the spur of the nonment

to take Karen down there.



When we arrived at the spot on the sidewal k, | bent down and started to
yank at one end of a long rectangul ar subway grate. She asked ne what | was
doi ng, but | was too busy groaning and pulling to answer. | realized after too
long that there was a latch beneath the grate that had to be rel eased before
anyt hi ng woul d happen. As soon as |'d done that, the thing flew right up and
al nost decapitated nme. The two of us were down on our knees over a subway
grate, huffing and puffing to get it up, and not a soul stopped or said a word
to us. | doubt if anyone even | ooked at what we were doing. Wl cone to New
Yor k.

A flight of steel steps went straight down into the darkness, but Karen
clinmbed down without a question. The last | saw of her face, she had a little
knowing smile on. | followed right on her heels and pulled the grate over ne
i ke a submarine hatch

"Joseph, ny dear, what the hell is this?"

"Keep going. If we're lucky you'll see a light in a mnute. Followit."

"My God! Where'd you ever find this place? Looks as if the last tine a
train stopped here was in 1920."

For sone reason the station was still lit by two dimbulbs at either end
of the platform W stood there, and only after sone tine did the distant
sound of a train break the enormous silence. It got |ouder and | ouder, and
when it scrabbled through on an outside track, Karen put her arm around ny
shoul der and drew nmy head to hers so | would be able to hear her above the
roar.

"You are conpletely nuts ! | love this!"
"Do you |l ove _nme_?"
"YES! "

When we were out of there and had wal ked a few bl ocks, Karen suddenly
grabbed my coat and swung ne around to face her

"Joseph, let's not sleep together for a while. | want you so nmuch I'm
dyin', | won't be able to breathe. Can you understand? It's goin' to happen
but let's wait until" -- she shook her head fromside to side in a delighted
flurry -- "until we're drivin' ourselves _crazy_ . Ckay?"

| slid my arms around her and, for the first time, pulled her close to
me. "Ckay, but when it gets to that point, it's _boom and it happens. No
guesti ons asked, and either side gets to say boom Fair enough?”

"Yes, fair enough."

She gave ne an incredibly hard squeeze, which left me gasping. To | ook
at her, you' d never have thought she was that strong. It made "booni even nore
wonderful to anticipate.

I was in New York for alnost two nonths before India called. | knew
that, conmpared to my growing feelings for Karen, | had never truly been in
love with India. | felt guilty about that, but Karen and New York and the
excitement of this newlife drew a thick velvet curtain between nme and what
had happened in Vienna. Wen | was alone | wondered what | _would_ do if the
call or letter came. | honestly didn't know.

When | was a boy the house next door to ours burned down. For a year
after that | was terrified whenever | heard the fire alarmgo off in town. It
blew in such a way that you knew i medi ately where the fire was: five toots --
western section, four -- eastern . . . But that nmade no difference to me. No
matter where | was, | would run for a tel ephone and call hone to see if
everything was all right. Finally, and it really was alnost a year |ater,
was pl ayi ng punchbal |l after school when the alarmwent off. No answering al arm
echoed inside of ne, and I knew | was all right again. _That night_ the house
on the other side of ours went up in flanes.

"Joseph Lennox?"
"Yes?" | was alone in ny apartnment. Karen was at a faculty meeting. It



was snowi ng outside. | watched it wisp and float as the connection went
t hr ough.

"Vienna is calling. One nonent, please."

"Joey? It's India. Joey, are you there?"

"Yes, India, |I'mhere! How are you?"

"Not so good, Joey. | think you have to cone hone."

Karen cane in her front door with a big package under her arm

"I see you lookin' at this box. Don't think it's for you 'cause it's
not. | bought nyself a little sonmethin' which | will show you in a mnute."

I was always glad to see her. Neither of us had gotten to the "boont
stage yet, but for days both of us had reveled in the delicious edge the
waiting created. She dropped her coat on the couch and bent down to kiss ny
nose -- her favorite formof greeting. The cold steaned off her, and her
cheeks were wet with nmelted snow. She didn't notice anything was wong because
she was in too much of a hurry to get on with her show

| 1 ooked out the wi ndow and wondered briefly if it was snowing in
Vi enna. Paul had returned and so frightened India with his Little Boy tricks
t hat over the phone she seemed on the verge of a breakdown. The curtains to
their bedroom had burst into flame that night as she was getting into bed. It
was over in a few seconds, but it was only the latest thing. She adnitted that
since I'd left he had constantly been at her, but she'd avoided telling ne
because she'd kept hoping he would cone to her and tal k. He hadn't, and now
she was at the end of her taut rope.

" _TA-DAl " Karen stunped into the living roomin nothing but a Hawaiian
print bikini and the pair of brown cowboy boots |I'd admred so long ago in the
shop w ndow.

"You thought 1'd forgotten, didn't you? Ha! Well, you old cayuse, |
didn't. Happy Cowboy Boot Day. If | don't take these things off this mnute,
nmy feet are going to warp."

She sat down next to me and pulled themoff. Wen she'd finished, she
pi cked one up and ran her hand along its side. "The man in the store told ne
that if you take care of themw th polish, this leather'll last you a hundred
and fifty years."

She | ooked at me with a smle so loving and excited by what she'd done

that for sone seconds | thought, Fuck it, | cannot go away fromthis wonan.
don't care about anything but this face and these cowboy boots and this room
and this nmoment. That's all. Fuck it. What could | do in Vienna, anyway? \What

could | possibly acconplish there that India hadn't? Wiy did | have to go?
Close that door in ny mind, lock it tightly, throw the key as far away as |

could. Basta_. If | could keep my mind fromopening it again or, better
forget that door conpletely, I would be home free. Was that so hard? Wat was
nore important -- |love or nightmares?

"You don't like them" She dropped the boot and pushed it a little with
her bare foot.

"No, Karen, it's not that at all."

"They're the wong color. You hate them"

"No, they're the best present anyone ever gave ne."

"Then what's _wong_? Wy are you |lookin' so sad?"

| got up fromthe couch and wal ked to the window. "I got a call from
Vi enna tonight."

Karen was unable to hide her enotions; the word "Vienna" made her catch
her breath so sharply | could hear it clear across the room

"Al'l right. What did she say?"

| wanted to tell her! | wanted to sit beside her, take those |lovely
hands in mne, and tell her every bit of the story. Then | wanted to ask this
wi se and generous worman what in God's nane | should do. But | didn't. Wy
i nvolve her in this? It would be cruel and unnecessary. Wether | was right or
wrong, for the first time inny life |l realized | ove meant sharing the good



and trying like hell to keep the bad away, no matter what shape or size. So
didn't say anything about the darkness in Vienna. | said only that |India was
in very bad shape and had asked ne to cone back and hel p her

"I's she tellin' the truth, Joseph? And are you tellin" _me_ the truth?"

"Yes, Karen, both."

"Both." She picked up the cowboy boot again and placed it gently on the
coffee table. She put both hands up to her ears as if suddenly there were too
much noise in the room Strangely, the Munch print of _The Shriek_ was
directly behind her and she | ooked eerily |like the bedeviled person in the
pai nti ng.

"It's not right, Joseph.”

| went over to the couch and put ny arm around her. She cane,
unresisting. My mind was so blank that the only thing going through it was how
very cold her shoulders were. How different fromlndia, who was warmall the
tine.

"I want to say ten bitchy things all at once, but I'mnot goin' to, dam
it. It's just not right."

| rocked her under ny armfor a long tine.

"I want to trust you, Joseph. | want you to tell me you're just goin'
back there to help that wonan out, and as soon as you can you'll come back to
me. | want you to say that to me, and | want to believe it."

"It's true. That's just what | was going to say." | said this with ny

head resting on hers. She gave nme a slight push away and | ooked at ne.
"Yes, you say it now, but |'m scared, Joseph. Mles said it, too. Mles
told me he just had to get some things straight in his life and then he'd cone

back to ne. Sure, sure. | was such a sap. He didn't come back! Wen he |eft
for his '"little while,' he left, and that little while didn't end. | wanted to
trust him too. | _did_ trust him Joseph, but he never came back! That one
time he called, right? You know what he wanted? He wanted to get _laid_.
That's all. He was sweet and funny, but all he wanted was to get |aid.
Remenber, | told you |I |earned sonme stuff that night? Well, that's what." She
started rocking again; only this time it was hard and mechanical, like a

machi ne.

"I"'mnot Mles, Karen. | |ove you."

She stopped. "Yes, and | |ove you too, but who can | trust? Sonetines |
feel so small and alone that it's |like death. Yes, that's what death is -- the
pl ace where you can't trust anybody. Joseph?"

"Yes?"

"I want to trust you. | want to believe every word you say to ne, but
I"'mafraid. I"'mafraid you'll say you' ve got to go for this little while and
then . . . Awshit, | _hate it!"

She stood up and began wal ki ng around the room "You see? You see? |'m
so scared right now |'ve been lyin' to you! Even after that night with Mles,
when | started realizin' things about ny relationship with him he called ne.
You didn't know that, did you?"

My heart dropped on hearing his name, but | kept quiet and waited for
her to go on. It was sone time before she did. She paced the roomthe whole
time. Watching her small, bare feet cross the floor in the mddle of that
wi nter night made everything so rmuch worse.

"He called nme a couple of days ago, okay? | never have the guts to tel
anyone just to stop, but with himl wanted to ever since that night. | nean,
wanted to ninety percent, but there was_ a little ten percent in there that
kept sayin', Be careful, don't burn those bridges, dearie. You know what
happened, though, the last tine he called? This is the honest-to-God truth,
too, Joseph, so help nme. He called and wanted to take ne ice skatin' at
Rockefell er Center. He knows how | love to do that. Hadn't forgotten a thing,
t he skunk. Never misses a trick. Alittle hot cocoa afterward, too? But you
know what | said to him Joseph? Tal k about burnin' your bridges? | said,
"Sorry, Mles, Karen's in love right now and can't come to the phone!' Then I
hung up. Me! | felt so good doin'" it that |I picked it up and hung up again."



She | aughed to hersel f and, basking in the nmenory, put her hands on her
hips and smiled at the wall.

"But you said he used you the last tinme you were together. Did you stil
want to go out with himafter that?"

"Not at the time, no! | had you. But what about now, Joseph? You go away
and he happens to call again. He probably will -- he's got an ego as big as
this room What do | do when that happens?”

"If he calls again, you go out." | didn't want to say it, but | had to.

I had to.
"You don't nean a word of that."
"No, I _mean_it, Karen. | hate it, but | swear | nean it."

"I't wouldn't bother you?" Her eyes narrowed but said nothing I could
under stand. Her voice was ice.
"It would drive a stake through my heart, ny love, if you want the

truth-truth. But you'll have to. But don't lie to me either, Karen; there's a
part of you that wants to, isn't there?"
She hesitated before answering. | appreciated the fact that she really

t hought for an instant before speaking.

"Yes and no, Joseph, but I think I've got to do it now. You have to go
back to Vienna, and | have to see Mles again."

"Jesus Christ."

"Joseph, please tell ne the truth."

"The truth? The truth about what, Karen?"

"About her. About India."

"The truth is, | hate the fact you'll be seeing him | hate having to go
back to Vienna. For a nunber of reasons |I'mtruly scared of what's going to
happen when | get back there. I'malso afraid of what's going to happen here

with you and him Let's say |'mafraid of a lot of things now"
"Me too, Joseph."

| wore ny cowboy boots the day | flew back. | felt funny in them the
way they canted ny whole body this way and that |ike a drunken ride at an

anusement park. But I'd be dammed if 1'd take themoff. 1'd packed ny bag the
ni ght before; it was nuch fuller than when 1'd arrived. My _life_ was fuller

than when |1'd arrived. But there was India and her agony in Vienna, and a part
of me, a new and, | hoped, good part, said notw thstandi ng the near-happi ness

I'd recently found, my duty now was to return and do whatever | could to help
her, no matter how useless it seemed or how much | wanted to stay with Karen
in New York. Even watching Karen that night, so small and defeated on the
couch, | knew that for once | had to sacrifice what | wanted for someone

el se's well-being. Despite ny pain at having to | eave Anerica, the act itself
m ght end up being the only thing in ny life that would nake ne feel a little
better about nyself. \Wat Karen had said was true -- it wasn't right, but it
was necessary. Qur parting was bad and tearful. At the |ast nonent we al nost
succunbed to it by sleeping together for the first and only time. Luckily we
had enough strength of heart to avoid the mess _that_ woul d have created.

Peopl e think of Austria as a snowy, Wnter Winderland sort of country;



it is, except for Vienna, which rarely has much snow in the winter. Yet the
day | flewin, there was such a bad blizzard that we were diverted to Linz and
had to take a train the rest of the way. It was snowing in Linz, too, when we
arrived, but it was a crisp, light snow and the flakes came down | azily, at
their |leisure. Vienna was under attack. Wnds made traffic lights jerk and
twist on their cables. There were long lines of taxis at the train station
all of them wearing chains and covered with snow. M cabdriver couldn't get
over the stormand spent the ride telling ne about sone poor nan who'd been
found frozen to death in his house, and how a roof collapsed at a novie
t heat er under the weight of the snow. . . It all rem nded me of one of ny
father's letters.

| was expecting a cold, dead apartnment, but the instant | opened the
door, the snells of spicy roast chicken and radiator heat surprised ne
conpl etely.

"Hail the returning hero!"

India | ooked as if she'd come back froma nonth in Mauritius.

"You're so tan!"

"Yeah, 1've discovered tanning studios. How do | |ook? Are you going to
put your bags down or are you waiting for a tip?"

| put them down, and she cane over and hugged ne for dear life. | hugged
back, but unlike the time with nmy father, | let go first.

"Let me | ook at you. Did you get nugged in New York? Talk to ne! |'ve
been waiting to hear your voice for two nonths --"

"India --"

"I was so afraid the snow was going to keep you away. | called the
airport so many tinmes they finally got ne a private answering service. Say
somet hing, Joey. Did you have a mllion adventures? | want to hear about al

of themright now " Everything came out in a machine-gun stutter. She'd barely

catch her breath before the next sentence flashed out of her as if it were

afraid it wouldn't get its chance before the next one came tranpling through
"-- | decided to come over here and cook because --"

"1 ndi a?"

"-- and | knew . . . Wat, Joey? Is the Great Silent One going to say
sormet hi ng?"

I put a hand on each of her shoul ders and held her tight. "India, |'m
back. 1'mhere. Take it easy, pal."

"What do you nean, take it easy?" She stopped with her nouth hal fway
open. She shivered as if the cold outside had pierced her. The basting brush

she'd been holding in her hand fell to the floor. "Ch, Joe, | was so afraid
you woul dn't cone back."
"“I'mhere."

"Yes, you really are. Hello, _pulcino_.

"Hello, India."

W snil ed, and she dropped her head to her chest. She shook it from side
to side, and | gripped her nore tightly.

"I'm _home_, India." | said it softly, a good night to a child you're
tucking in.

"You're a good nan, Joey. You didn't have to conme back."

"Let's not talk about it. I'mhere."”

"COkay. How about some chicken?"

"I'"'mready."

Qur neal went well; by the tinme we'd finished, both of us were nuch
happier. | told her about New York, but not about Karen. That was for sone

ot her tine.

"Let me see how you | ook. Stand up."

She checked ne out carefully, rem nding me of someone | ooking over a
used car before they bought it.

"You're not any fatter, God knows, but your face | ooks good. New York
did you good, huh? How do | |o0ok? Like Judith Anderson with a tan, right?"

| sat down and picked up nmy wineglass. "You look . . . | don't know,



India. You | ook the way | thought you would."

"And how s that?"

"Tired. Scared."”

"Bad, huh?"

"Yeah, kind of bad."

"I thought the tan would hide me." She shoved back fromthe table and
put her napkin over her head. It covered her eyes conpletely.

"1 ndi a?"
"Don't bother me now. |'mcrying."
"India, do you want to tell ne about what's been happening or do you
want to wait a while?" | pulled the napkin away and saw her eyes were wet.
"Way did | make you come back? What good will it do? | couldn't get
Paul; | couldn't talk with him He came and he cane and he canme, and each tine

there was a nonent when | actually had the guts to say, 'Wait, Paul. Listen to
me!' But it was so stupid. So _fucking_ stupid."”

| took her hand, and she squeezed mine in a scared vise.

"Everything is shit, Joe. He won't go away. He's having so goddammed
much _fun_. What can | do? Joey, what am| going to do?"

| spoke as gently as | could. "Wat have you done so far?"

"Everything. Nothing. Gone to a palnmist. A nmedium Read books. Prayed."
She brushed the air with her hand, dismissing it all with a contenptuous wave.
"India Tate, ghost hunter."

"I don't know what to say to you."

"Say, 'India, here | amback with a mllion answers to every one of your
gquestions.' Say, Til kick out the ghosts and I'll warm up your bed again, and
just ask me 'cause |'myour Answer Man.' " She | ooked at me sadly, know ng ny
answer even before | gave it.

"The sun is ninety-three million mles fromthe earth. The pitcher's

mound i s ninety-feet fromhome plate. Carol Reed directed _The Third Man_. How
are those for answers?"

She picked up a fork and tapped me on the back of the hand with it.
"You're a jerk, Joe, but you're a nice jerk. Can | ask a favor?"

I"mnot an intuitive person, but this time | knew what she was going to
say before she said it. | was right.

"Can we go to bed?" As if she knew |l'd hesitate, she didn't wait for an
answer. Cetting up fromthe table, she noved toward the bedroom door wi thout

| ooking at me. "Leave the lights on in here. | don't like to think of the
house dark these days."

That |ast sentence struck me hard, and still not knowi ng what |'d do
when | got there, | followed her

On the plane 1'd resolved not to sleep with India when |I returned. A
private promise to nmyself to remain true to Karen, however sophonoric that

seened. | felt that, if | kept that prom se, sonmehow Karen woul d know or sense
it in that profound and nysterious way wonmen are capabl e of sensing things,
and it would reassure her when we got back together again. | didn't know when

that reunion would take place, but I was sure it woul d.

The fam liar glow of the familiar lanp in that famliar room |I|ndia was
taking two small brown conbs out of her hair and had al ready unbuttoned the
top brass button of her jeans. | could see the top line of white on her
underpants. | stood in the doorway and tried not to watch or respond to the
casual sensuality of her actions. For a nmonent, while her arms were raised
hi gh and angl ed over her head, she stopped and | ooked at me with a conbination
of desire and hope that made her | ook sixteen years old and open to everything
inthe world. How unfair! It wasn't right for her to show ne this side of her

when all | wanted to do was help, not love, her. | felt the pulse in ny throat
and was scared by the extravagance of mnmy heart's response.
"You | ook as if you swallowed a clamshell. Are you all right?"

"Yes, but | have to go to the bathroom"
"Uh huh." She was already back into the private nmotions of undressing
and seened to have barely heard me. | was grateful for that, because | needed



time to break the uncertain spell she had cast.

I had only just clicked on the light in the toilet when she screaned.

The first thing | saw was her standing by the side of the bed in only
her white panties, |ooking down. Her breasts were so nuch ol der than Karen's.

She had pulled the bedspread back. Laid carefully in a row were nany
centerfolds from _Playboy_ rmagazi ne. The vagi nas of the wonen had been cut
out, and in their place were faces: old nmen, children, dogs . . . Al of them
were smling with the greatest glee. Witten somewhere on each picture in big
crude letters was VWELCOME HOVE, JCE! GOOD TO HAVE YOU BACK W TH US

The Vi ennese, who are old hands at snow in the Austrian nountains,
seened di smayed that it had cone to visit themin town, particularly in such
abundance. Children and a few sl ow noving cars owned the streets. Wile
| ooki ng out the window, | saw both a man and his dog slip and fall down at the
same time. Every few hours the snowplows tried to bully the snow out of the
way, but it was usel ess.

India stayed with me that night, but | did no nore than hold her in ny
arms and try to calmher. At her insistence | took the pictures off the bed
and burned each to a gray-violet crisp in the sink before washing the ashes
down the drain.

The next norning the sun shone weakly for a few hours, but by m dnorning
t he sky had cl ouded over, and it was snhowi ng hard again by the tine we reached
the street.

"I want to walk for a while. Can we wal k?" She was hol ding ny arm and
wat chi ng where our feet went. Wth every step her high rubber boots
di sappeared up to the calf in the white.

"Sure, but | think it'd be better if we walked in the street."

"I don't know why, but | feel a lot better today. Maybe it's just being
outside." She | ooked at me, and her eyes, straining to be happy and
unconcer ned, asked that | agree. The conplete whiteness of the world did calm
some of the violence of the night before. But | had a strong feeling that no
matter what we did or where we went, we were being wat ched.

I ndi a reached down and took a handful of snow. She tried to pat it into
a ball, but it was too fresh and light to stay together

"Odd snowis best for that."

W were standing in the mddle of the street, and | kept |ooking around
for cars. "India, are we going to wal k or what?"

"I"'mpretending this interests ne so | can avoid aski ng why you didn't
make | ove to ne |ast night."

"Last night? Are you nuts?"

"I wanted you to."

"Even after all that?"

" Because_ of all that, Joey."

"But, India, he . . . he might've been there."

"Too bad. | wanted you."

"Cone on. Let's walk."

She dropped the snow and | ooked at me. "You know what? You held nme as if
| were dying of the plague."

"Stop it!" My enbarrassnent turned to anger. The kind of anger that



cones when you know you're to blame but don't want to admt it.

"You said he mght've been in the room But you know what, Joe? He's
been in the roomfor nonths. You know what it's like to have himthere for
months? It's shit, Joe. And, God, | wanted you back. If you canme back, so what
if he was there? Months, Joe. Live alone with himfor nonths like this and
then ask ne why | wanted you last night. He's everywhere now, there's nowhere
to hide. So take ne and let_ himsee us. | don't care."

What could | say? Better to explain it all, tell her about Karen, so at
| east she'd have a concrete answer? There are so many different ways to fail a
person. Answer this question honestly, thereby hitting her again after she'd
al ready been hit so many tinmes? Keep quiet and add to the confusion, her valid
fear that she was al nost entirely alone now in the battle agai nst her dead
husband? Standing there, helpless, | felt the weight of her need, and | cane
close to hating her for it.

My heart was beating like an angry dog's, and | was so overdressed
agai nst the snow that | felt hot and bound in by all ny clothes. If |I'd had

three wi shes, I'd have rolled theminto one and asked to be sitting in a Chock
Full o' Nuts in New York, drinking coffee and eating doughnuts with Karen
That's what owned nmy mind then -- coffee and doughnuts w th Karen

The year before he died, Ross had a girlfriend naned Mary Poe. She was a
t ough babe who snoked two packs a day and had the I ongest fingernails |I'd ever
seen in ny life. She'd been Bobby's girl for a while, but it hadn't worked
out, and Ross'd inherited her. Between cigarettes, she |aughed a | ot and hung
on Ross like tinsel on a Christnas tree. After they'd gone out for a few
nmont hs, however, Ross grew tired of her and tried to end the relationship. It
turned out to be one of the fewtimes | ever saw ny brother conpletely
confused, because no matter what he did, she would not go away. He stopped
calling her, wouldn't go near her at school, and for spite started dating her
best friend. That didn't stop Mary. The crueler he got, the nore she pursued
him She knitted himtwo sweaters and a pair of gloves (which he cerenoniously
burned in front of her at school one day), called at |east once a night, and
sent himletters so drowned in Canoe col ogne that our nuail box began to snell
like a whore's handkerchief. At one particularly desperate point, he
hal fheartedly threatened to kill her, but she shrugged and said she was
al ready dead without him Luckily, in the end she found soneone el se, and Ross
vowed he woul d never get involved with girls again.

Wy | bring all this up is that | renenber the scared, trapped | ook he
used to get whenever the phone rang at night during that time. As India and
trudged down the silent, abandoned street that norning, | felt the same "no
exit" way, only a hundred tines worse because of Paul's imuanence.

"Let's go in here for a coffee, Joe. My toes just went into shock."

It was mdnorning, but because of the snow, the café was al nost enpty. A
tired-1ooking old man sat with a glass of white wine in a corner, a chow dog
asleep at his feet under the table.

W ordered, and the waiter, happy to have sonething to do, rushed behind
the counter to get it.

Thi ngs were unconfortably silent; | got so desperate for sone kind of
noi se I was about to tell India a dunmb joke, when the door opened and a big
fat man came in with a dachshund ri ght behind him The chow t ook one | ook at
them and | eapt to attention, barking. The dachshund nmarched right over to the
chow and ni pped himon the leg. India gasped, but the big dog loved it. He
j unped back and started hoppi ng around, barking all the tine. The dachshund
took two steps forward and ni pped himagain. The two owners watched it al
with big smles on their faces.

I ndia crossed her arnms and shook her head. "Wat is this, the zoo?"

"I just noticed the dachshund's a girl."

India | aughed. "That's the answer. Maybe if | bite Paul, he'll go away."

"Or at least he'll baric at you."

"Yeah." She stretched both arnms over her head and, smiling, |ooked at
me. "Joe, I'mbeing really stupid. | apologize. Maybe it's nmy way of paying



you a conplinent."

"How so?"

"Maybe | had so nmuch faith in you | thought once you returned,
everything would i nmedi ately be all right again, like |I said last night, you
know? Did you ever get that feeling about a person? That they can fix anything
as soon as they get their hands on it? Yeah, that's what it was. | thought
your return would send those bogeynmen way the hell away."

"Bogey_man_."

"Yeah, singular. One at a tine, huh? Let's go. This place is beginning
to sound like Born Free ."

The rest of the day went well as we roaned around town, relishing the
feeling that the whole place belonged entirely to us and the snow. W went
shopping in the First District, and she bought nme a crazy-1ooking T-shirt at
the Fiorucci store.

"When am | supposed to wear it?"

"Not when, Joe, _where ? It's the ugliest shirt |1've seen since Paul's
Hawai i an di saster." She said it as if he were only a step away, and | recalled
for an instant all the good tines we'd had together in the fall

As tinme went on, | noticed how often both of us spoke of himin |oving
and nostalgic ways. India didn't want to tal k about what he'd done to her
while | was away in New York, but the days of Paul alive were always fresh and
near to her, and | truly liked being swept back to the days of our joint

happi ness.
The snow held on for a few nore days, and then one of those weird,
spectacul arly warm and sunny spells cane and erased nost traces of winter. I'm

probably one of the few people who don't like that kind of weather. It's
fal se; you wal k around | ooki ng suspiciously at the sky, sure that any mnute
now all snowy hell will break | oose. But people started wearing |ight coats
and sat with their faces to the sun in parks on the still-danp benches.
Horse-drawn carriages were full of smling tourists, and I knew when they got
hone they' d rave about Vienna and its marvel ous wi nter weat her

The one thing I did Iike about it was the change it brought in India.
She was suddenly gay and full of life again. Although nmy |onging for Karen
deepened by the day, being around India again rem nded ne why | had been so
attracted to her fromthe begi nning. At her best, she radiated a suprenely
clever and interesting life-view that made you want to know her opinion on
everything. Wiether it was a painting by Schiele or the difference between
Austrian and Anerican cigarettes, what she had to say nade you either sit up
and take notice or else hate yourself for never having had the intelligence or
i magi nation to see it that way yourself. So many tinmes | wondered what woul d
have happened to us if | hadn't net Karen. But | had, and she now nonopolized
nmy capacity to | ove.

| thought about her constantly and, mustering ny courage one Saturday
night, called her in New York. While the phone rang, | noved through her
apartment in my mind, an affectionate camera stopping here and there to focus
inonthings | liked or felt particularly nostal gic about. She wasn't in.
feverishly figured out the time difference and felt a little better when |
realized I1'd miscalculated -- it was only a little after one in the afternoon
there. | tried again later, but still no answer. It nade ne groan w th doubt
and jealousy; | knewif | called again and she wasn't there, ny heart would
break. | called India instead and asked in a sad voice if she wanted to go to
t he novi es.

When we got to the theater we discovered the filmdidn't start for

fifteen mnutes; | was all for taking a slow wal k around the block to kil
time. Wien | noved to go, India took my armand held nme there.

"What's up?"

"I don't want to go tonight."

"What ? Wy ?"

"Don't ask why, | just don't want to go, okay? | changed ny mind."
"India --"



"Because this theater rem nds me of Paul, all right? It renminds nme of
the night we all net here. It reminds ne of --" She whirled around and wal ked
away. She stunbl ed once and then strode forward, w dening the gap between us
with every step.

"India, wait! Wiat are you doi ng?"

She kept nmoving. Trying to catch up with her, | noticed out of the
corner of nmy eye an ad in a travel agency window for a trip to New York

"India, for godsake, will you stop!"

She did, and | al nost bunped smack into her. Wen she turned, the tears
on her face shone, reflecting the white lights froma store window | realized
| didn't want to know why she was crying. | didn't want to know what new t hi ng

| had done wong, or in what new way | had failed her

"Can't you see he's everywhere in this town? Everywhere | turn,
everything | see . . . Even _you_remnd nme of him™"

She was off again, with me trailing after her |ike a bodyguard.

She crossed a couple of streets and entered a snmall park. It was dimy
lit; a bronze statue in the mddle was our only conpani on. She stopped, and
stood facing her back a few feet away. Neither of us noved for sone tine. Then
| saw the dog.

It was a white boxer. | remenber soneone once telling ne that breeders
often kill white boxers when they' re born because they're freaks, nistakes of
nature. | sort of l|iked them and enjoyed seeing such funny yet brutal faces

the col or of clouds.

The dog came from nowhere and gl eamed, a noving patch of snow in the
night. It was alone and had no collar or muzzle on. India hadn't noved. |
watched it sniff its way over to us. When it was only a few feet away, it
stopped and | ooked directly at us.

"Matty!" She sucked in breath and grabbed ny arm "It's Matty!"

"Who? What are you tal king about?" The tone of her voice nmade nme scared,
but I had to know what she was sayi ng.

"It's Matty. Matterhorn! Paul's dog in London. W gave hi m away when we
noved here. W had to because -- Matty! Matty, come herel™

He started noving again: in the bushes, on the wal k, across the flower
bed. In the dark he gl owed and noved busily, doing dog's business. He was
huge. He nust have wei ghed over eighty pounds.

"Matty! Cone!"™ She bent down. He came right toward her, w ggling and
whi npering |ike a puppy.

"I ndia, be careful. You don't know --"

"Shut up. So what?" She | ooked at nme with eyes as nad as fire.

The dog heard the change in her tone of voice and stopped dead, two feet
away. It looked at India and then at ne.

“"Matty!"

It lowered its head and grow ed.

"Go away, Joe, you're scaring it."”

It growed again; only this tine the sound was | onger and deeper, far
nore feral and threatening. The lips curled back, and it began to wag its
stunmp of tail too fast.

"Ch, CGod. _Joe_ ?"

" Move back _."
“Joe --"
| spoke in a quiet nonotone. "If you go too fast, it'll come. Go slow

No, _slower .
She was in a squat, and it was al nost inpossible for her to nove
backward. For an instant | | ooked around for a branch or a stone | mnight use
to hit it with, but there was nothing. If it came, | would have only ny hands

and feet; stupid, inpossible weapons against the giant boxer

I ndia managed to nove two or three feet. Wth all the courage |I'd ever
had in ny life, | slowy slid over so that | was standi ng between India and
the dog. It was growing continually now, | wondered if it was rabid. | didn't
know what to do. How long would it stand there? How long would it wait? \Wat



did it want? The grow turned into a kind of snapping snarl, and it sounded as
if sonething were hurting the dog frominside its body. It turned its head
left and right, then wi dened and narrowed its eyes. If it was rabid and bit ne

| realized for the first tine | was chanting, "Jesus Christ, Jesus
Christ . . ." under ny breath. | didn't dare nove. My hands were splayed fl at
against the sides of my legs. My fear had turned into a thick, evil taste in
t he back of ny nouth.

Soneone whi stled, and the dog snapped at me in a madness of fast little
bites at thin air, but it stayed where it was and noved only when the whistle
cane a second tine.

"Very good, Joey! You passed the Matty test! He passed, Indial"

Paul stood at one edge of the park. He was wearing the Little Boy top
hat, white gl oves, and the npbst beautiful black overcoat | had ever seen

The dog bounded up to him and junped high at a hand Paul had raised in
the air over his head. The two of them di sappeared into the dark

"Joseph?"

"Karen!"

"Hello, love. Is it okay to tal k?"

"Sure, just let ne sit down."

Karen. Karen was on the other end of the line, and Karen was the heaven
t hat nmade everything right again.

"Ckay, so tell ne what's up? Tell ne everything. | tried to call you."

"Hey, Joseph, are you okay? You sound as if you just got your teeth
pul | ed. ™"

"It's the connection. How are _you_?"

"I'm. . . |I'"mokay."

"What does that mean, okay? Now you sound as if all _your_ teeth were
pul | ed. ™"

She | aughed; | wanted the sound to go on forever

"No, Joseph, I'mreally fine. What's goin' on there? \Wat's happenin’

with that Mss India and you?"

"Not hing. | nean, nothing's going on. She's all right."

"And you?"

Oh, did 1l want to tell her. Ch, did | want her there with me. Ch, did I
want this all to be over

"Karen, | love you. | don't love India, | love you. I want to come back
| want you."

"Uh huh."

| closed nmy eyes and knew sonet hi ng awful was about to cone. "What's
with Mles, Karen?"

"You want the truth?"

"Yes." My heart raced to match the beat of the heart of a man about to
be hanged.

"I"ve been stayin' with him He's asked me to marry him™"

"Ch, God."

"1 know. "

" _And_?" Don't say yes. CGod in heaven, don't say you said yes.



"And | told himl wanted to talk to you."

"He knows about me?"

"Yes."

"Do you want to marry hinP"

"The truth?"

"Yes, goddamm it, tell ne the truth!"

Her voice went cold, and | hated nyself for snapping at her. "Sonetines
I think I do, Joseph. Sonetimes | do. \Wat about you?"

Shifting in ny seat, | banged ny calf on the leg of the chair and nearly
fainted fromthe pain. It clouded my mnd badly, and | groped for sonething
clear and right to say to stop the best thing in ny life fromgoing down the
drain.

"Karen, can you wait before you tell himanything? Can you wait a little
whi | e | onger ?"

A silence followed that |asted a hundred years.

"I don't know, Joseph."

"Do you | ove ne, Karen?"

"Yes, Joseph, but | mght love Mles nore. | swear to God, |I'm not
trying to be coy, either. | don't know"

| sat in my roomand snoked. The radio was on, and | snmiled bitterly
when India's song fromour night in the nountains, "Sundays in the Sky," cane
on. How | ong ago had that been? How | ong ago had I held Karen in ny arms and
sworn to nyself | wouldn't go back to Vienna? Ever. Everything was in New
Yor k. Everything. But how close was | to losing it now?

As had happened several tinmes, the face of a white boxer raced across ny
m nd, followed by the sound of India scream ng. | knew somewhere inside
shoul d have felt proud for having saved her that night, but the experience
only made things seemnore futile. How do you defeat the dead? Do you tel
themto fight fair, no tricks or crossed fingers behind their back? \Wat good
was it to put up your two dukes, only to discover your opponent had a hundred,

and anot her hundred, waiting when the first ones tired. | asked nyself if |
hated India, and knew | didn't. | didn't even hate Paul. It was inpossible to
hate the insane -- |ike being angry at an inani mate object after you' ve banged

your el bow on it.
| heard the refrigerator click on in the kitchen. A horn beeped in the
street. Some children in the building screeched and | aughed and banged a door

| knew it was tine to talk to India. | would stay and help her all | could,
but in return she would have to know that, if Paul's siege ended, | would not
stay with her any longer than | had to. It would hurt and confuse her, | knew,

but my ultimate all egi ance was to Karen, and | could not ask her in all good
faith to wait for me so long as | was being dishonest with India. Before we
hung up that night, Karen asked if | was staying in Vienna because | was
India's friend or because | was her lover. Wen | said "friend," | knew it was
time to start acting truthfully, all the way around.

| asked India to neet ne at the Landtmann. She wore a noss-green | oden
coat that cane down to her ankles and bl ack wool gloves that suited her
perfectly. Wat an attractive wonan. \What a hell of a ness.

"You're sure you don't mnd being here, India?"

"No, Joe. They have the best cake in town, next to Aida, and I owe you
at least two disgusting pieces after the other night.

"Remenber the first night we met? How we sat out here and | conpl ai ned
about how hot it was?"

We stood with our backs to the door of the café. The trees were bare; it
was hard to imgine themin full bloom How could nature shed its skin so
conpletely and then recreate it so exactly only a few nonths later?

"What are you thinking about, Joey?"

"The trees in winter."

"Very poetic. | was thinking about the first night. You know what ?



t hought you were kind of nerdy."

"Thanks. "

"A good-1| ooki ng nerd, but a nerd."

"Way in particular, or just generally?"

"Ch, | don't know, but | forgave you because of your |ooks. You're very
cute, you know. "

If you want Vienna to live up to your romantic expectations, get off the
pl ane and go directly to Café Landtmann. It is marble tables, velvet seats,
floor-to-ceiling wi ndows, and newspapers fromevery interesting part of the
world. It is, to be sure, one of the places where people go to | ook at one
another, but it's such a large café that even that doesn't matter

W chose a table by a wi ndow and | ooked around a while before either
sai d anything. Wien we did, it was at the sane tine.

“In --

"Wio was --"

"Co ahead."

"No, you go ahead, Joe. | was only going to bl abber."

"Ckay. Are you in the mood to talk? | want to tell you sonething
i mportant."

She bowed her head, giving nme the floor. | had no idea if this was the
proper time to bring up Karen Mack, but like it or not, | had to.

"I ndia, when | was in New York, | was with soneone.”

"I kind of thought so by the way you' ve acted since you got back
Sonebody ol d or sonebody new?"

" Somebody new. "

"Uh oh, they're the npbst dangerous kind, aren't they? Before you go on
tell me her nane."”

"Karen. \Wy?"
"Karen Way. |s she Chi nese?"
Despite the heaviness of the moment, | cracked up. | shook ny head and

kept | aughing. Then our cake canme, and we conpared whose was better and who'd
gotten gypped with a small er piece.

"So go on with Karen, Joe. She's not Chinese and she's new. "

"Why did you want to know her nane?"

"Because | like to know the nanme of the enemy before I charge.™

| told her about it generally, and India didn't say a word until 1'd
fini shed.

"And you slept with her?"

"No, not yet."

"Spiritual." She took a fork and squashed hal f her cake down flat on her

pl ate.

She woul dn't | ook at nme when she spoke again. She kept attacking the
cake. "Wy did you cone back?"

"Because you're ny friend and because a lot of this is ny fault."

"Any love in there, Joey?"

"How do you mean?"

"I mean, did any of your choosing to cone back have to do with |oving
ne?"

Her head was bent, and | saw the careful, exact part in her hair.

"Of course there was love, India. |I'mnot "

She | ooked up. "You're not _what_?"

"I"mnot a good enough person to have returned if |I didn't |ove you.
Does that nake sense?"

"Yes, | suppose. What are ny chances agai nst her?"

| closed my eyes and rubbed my face with ny hands. Wen | took them
away, | | ooked at her. She had the nost astounded | ook on her face. She was
gapi ng over ny shoul der, and both hands were on the table, trenbling. | turned

around to see what was so amazing. Paul Tate, in his beautiful black overcoat,
was making his way through the café to our table.
"Hello, _Kinder , can | sit down?" He slid in next to his wife and



ki ssed her hand. Then he reached over the table and touched nme gently on ny
cheek. H's fingers were warm as toast.

"It's been a long tine since | was in here. Right before you went to
Frankfurt, Joey." He | ooked around fondly.

It was Paul. It was Paul Tate. He was dead. He was sitting across the
table fromnme, and he was dead.
" '"Men, you may wonder why |'ve gathered you all here today . . .' No, |

won' t be dunmb now. "

"Paul ?" India's voice was the chimng of a small clock in a roommiles
away.

"Let me say what | have to say, love, and you'll understand everything."
He smoothed his hair back with one brisk gesture. "You were right, by the way,
India. Right all along. Wien | died | didn't knowif it was because of ny
heart or because of what you two did to it. It doesn't matter. It's over. Now
all of ny stuff is done, too. Al of the Boy, all of the birds and the white

Mattys . . . Done. You two betrayed me once and that's unforgivable, but it
was _because_ you loved each other. Finally |I'mconvinced of that. | see it's
true now. "

Despite his presence, India and | snuck glances across the table to see
how we were reacting to _that_. Especially in light of what we'd just been
sayi ng.

"I loved India and could not_ believe she'd done it. You see, Joe, she
really is a true person, no matter how it | ooks now You renmenber that. Wen

she I oves you, it's all yours. Wien | realized what had happened, | wanted to
kill you both. Big irony -- | died instead. Death wasn't what | thought it
woul d be; | was given the chance to cone back and get you guys, and | took it.

Brother, did | take it! It was fun at first too, seeing you little bastards
screech and run around, really scared. It was. Then, Joe, you kept protecting
her. Sticking your neck out so far it should have been cut off ten tines. You
did everything right and loving, and after a while and a lot of pain, it
struck hone how rmuch you | oved her. You didn't have to cone back from New
York, but you did. The way you protected her fromthe dog the other night

It showed me you | oved her with everything you' ve got, and | was amazed. You
passed the test, if you can call it that, with flying colors, Joey. You
convi nced even ne. So no nore Boy. No nore of the dead, Goodbye.™

He got up, buttoned his overcoat to the neck, and, with a quick w nk for

both of us, wal ked out of our Iives.

One of the famous Lennox family stories goes like this: R ght after ny
father's nother died, ny nother made us all go on a picnic to Bear Mbuntain.
She wanted to keep ny father as busy as possible, and picnics were a favorite
of his. Ross didn't want to go at the last mnute, but after a slap and sone
whi spered oaths fromthe boss, he behaved hinself and ended up eating nore
fried chicken and potato sal ad than anyone el se. \Wen we were done, ny father

and | went for a walk. | was terribly worried about himand kept thinking of
the right thing to say to ease his pain. | was five and there weren't many
things I knew how _to_ say, nuch less well, so when it cane | was excited and

proud that | had thought it up all by nyself.
W sat down on a couple of tree stunps, and | took his hand in nmne. Dd



| have sonething to tell him

"Daddy? You know you shouldn't be so sad that Grandma's dead. You know
why? Because she's with our Big Father now, the one who takes care of
_evvveryone_. You know who that is, Daddy? He lives up in the sky and his nane
is DOG"

In the days that followed our neeting with Paul, | wondered where he
was. If he'd told the truth, where did people go after they died? | now knew
one thing for sure -- there were choices on that other side of life; things

were far more conplex there than anyone coul d i magi ne. Never once when he was

sitting with us had | thought to ask himabout it, but afterward | realized he

probably woul dn't have said anyway. | was sure of that. It was Paul's way.
DOG | was sorry I'd never had the chance to tell himthat story.

"Where's Paul's pen?"

She stood in the door of nmy apartnment in a purple rage.

"Do you want to cone in?"

"You took it, didn't you?"

"Yes."

"I knewit, you little thief. Wiere is it?"

"I't's on ny desk."

"Well, go get it."

"Al'l right, India. Take it easy."

"I don't want to take it easy. | want that pen."

She followed me in. | felt stupid and guilty. Ten-year-old guilt. M
head bulged with conflicting ideas and enotions. Paul was gone, but exactly
what did that nean? | could go now, | had done nmy duty to India. Wen was
anyt hing ever that sinple? | hadn't answered her question about whether or not
she had a "chance" against Karen. |If Paul had remained a factor in our lives,
| wouldn't have had to answer that question for a long tine. Now | did.

"Gve nme that! Wiy'd you steal it, anyway?" She shoved it into her
pocket and patted it a couple of tinmes to make sure it was there.

"I guess because it was Paul's. | took it right after he died, before
anything started to happen, if it nakes any difference."

"You coul d have asked, you know "

"You're right -- | could have asked. Do you want to sit down or
anyt hi ng?"

"I don't know. | don't think I |ike you very much today. What are you
pl anning to do now? What's on your agenda? You could have called ne, you
know. "

"I ndi a, back off, huh. Sl ow down."

Karen in New York; a fifty-fifty chance | could win her back if | left
i Mmediately. India in Vienna; free, alone, angry. Angry because she had
betrayed the true love of her life for me. Angry because she thought | had
cone back to her for all the best reasons in the world, only to find at the
worst possible time 1'd done it out of ninety percent duty and only ten
percent |ove. Angry because her betrayal had caused death and pain and fear
and finally, in the end, a future that pronised little nore than pernanent
guilt and self-hatred

Looking at her, | knew all of that and, in an incredible instant of



clarity, decided that no matter what happened | would stay with India as |ong
as she needed nme. A nontage of Karen in bed, at the altar, raising and | oving
_his_ children, laughing forever at his jokes, came and went, and | told
nmyself | had to believe it didn't matter anynore. |India needed ne, and the
rest of ny life would be utterly false and selfish -- inexcusable -- if |
fail ed her now

It wasn't martyrdomor altruismor anything as lovely as all that. |
woul d sinply be doing what was right for the third or fourth time in ny life,
and that was good. | realized how naive and unrealistic people are to think
you can be both right and happy.

If it happens that way, you are truly one of the bl essed. R ght,
however, should win if you have to choose. A great deal has happened since

t hose thoughts paraded grandly through ny head, but | still believe that's
true. It is one of the fewthings | still believe at all.

"Joe, since you'll probably be | eaving soon, | want to tell you
somet hing. |'ve been wanting to tell you for a long tinme, but | haven't. |
t hi nk you shoul d know, though, because it's inmportant, and no matter what
happens with us, | still |ove you enough to want to help."

"India, can | say sonething first? | think it mght have some bearing

"No, not until I've finished. You know ne. Watever you say may take the
wi nd out of my sails, and |I'm nad enough at you to let it rip, so just let ne,
okay?"

"Ckay." | tried to smle, but she frowned and shook her head. No smles
allowed. | sat back to let her blow her top, knowing | had the ace up ny
sl eeve the whole time. Was she going to be surprised!

"This pen is part of it. | know why you wanted it. Because it was

Paul's, and you wanted it to rem nd you of Paul's magic. Right? | understand.
You're like that, Joe. You want part of everyone's mmgic, but you're too
dammed wi npy at heart to reach it the hard way, so you snitch Paul's pen, nake
love to me --"

"India, for godsake!"

"Shut up. You make love to me . . . You even steal your brother's life,
put it down on paper, and nmake it into a mllion-dollar story. Ckay, not a
mllion dollars, but enough to keep you sitting pretty for the rest of your

life. True? You're talented, Joe, no one is arguing that, but have you ever
t hought maybe your greatest talent is stealing other people's magi c and using

it for yourself? Here, | want to read you sonething."

| couldn't believe what she was saying. Stunned and hurt nore than I'd
ever been in my life, | watched as she pulled a slip of paper out of her back
pocket .

"It's fromthe novelist Evan Connell. You know hin®? Listen a m nute.

'"Originals attract us for another reason, which goes all the way back to
prehistoric belief in magical properties. If we own sonething original
whether it's a skull or a lock of hair or an autograph or a drawi ng, we think
maybe we acquire a little of the strength or substance of whoever it bel onged
to or whoever nmade it.' "

She threw t he paper on the coffee table and pointed a finger at ne.
"It's you in a nutshell, Joe, and you know it down deep inside. |'ve been
trying like hell to figure it out. The only word I can think of is parasite.
Not a bad parasite, but one just the same. The two people you' ve truly | oved
and admired in your life -- Ross and Paul -- so overwhel med you w th whatever
ki nd of magic they had that you knew you had to have some of it. So you stole
your brother's story after he was dead, and it worked! Wen Paul arrived, you
stole his wife, you stole his _pen_ . . . Do you get what | nean, Joseph?
Jesus, why am| calling you Joseph? You know the only reason why you'll stay
with nme? Because | might still have sone of his magic left, and you can't bear
to be alone in the world wi thout any. Or nmaybe you'll |eave because your Karen
has a fresh supply and she'll keep your tank filled. It's a bad way to put it,
Joe, but you get exactly what | mean. I'msorry to stab you with all this at



one time, but it's the truth. That's all. 1've had ny say. Do you want to talk
now?"

"No. | think you had better go."

"Al'l right. Think about it. Think about it a |lot. Before you cone and
punch me in the nose, tear it apart and put it back together again. 1'll be at
hore. "

She got up and | eft without another word.

| sat in the chair for the rest of the afternoon. | |ooked at the floor
and out the wi ndow. How dare she! \Wat hideous thing had | done to her to
deserve those words? 1'd sinply been honest, and she'd returned the favor by
cutting me in half with a dull razor blade. What if |I had been totally honest
with her? Told her | truly |oved soneone el se but was going to stay with her
because it was ny duty rather than nmy desire. That was the first, scorched-ego
part of the afternoon's thoughts. The part where | very nuch wanted to punch
her in the nose for having the nerve to tell ne .

The truth? Had | been searching for that truth ever since the death of
my brother, or running away fromit as hard as | could? | picked up the paper
with the Connell quote and read and reread it.

The sun crossed the sky, and the shadows through the Venetian blinds
followed it. | would allow her one thing -- | had taken advantage of Ross's
death, sure, but wasn't that what a witer was supposed to do? Cash in on his
life's experience and try to nake sonme sense of it on paper? How coul d she
fault ne for that? Wuld she have condemmed ne if the story hadn't happened in
the right place at the right tinme? What if it had been an exercise for a
creative-witing class in college and nothing nore? Wuld that have been okay
in her eyes?

She was jealous. Yes, that was it! Al ny fluke nmoney and success from
"Wyoden Paj anas,"” being able to pull her away from Paul and then hinting
didn't want her after the danger had passed. She was a loser and | was a
winner and . . . Hard as | tried for a couple of minutes, | couldn't dress her
in that outfit either. She wasn't the jealous type and certainly woul dn't
wi ther up and blow away if | wal ked out of her life. There was a toughness in
her that could weather all kinds of stornms, and | wasn't egotistical enough to
thi nk ny departure would bring the curtain down on her life. Pain and guilt,
yes, but no final curtain.

Part Two in the revelations on a winter afternoon of one Joseph Lennox,
witer and parasite.

When it grew dark outside, | wal ked without thinking into the kitchen
and opened a can of soup. | have no nenory fromthat point on, until |
realized |I'd just washed ny dinner dishes. | zonbied back to ny thinking chair
and sat down for the next installnent.

Had my life, lucky as it was, run on automatic pilot fromthe day I'd
pushed Ross until now? Was that possible? Could a person function in that kind
of vacuum for so long without knowing it? It wasn't true. Look at all the work
I'"d done! Al the places 1'd visited, all the . . . the

A light winked on in an apartment on the other side of the courtyard,
and | knew what she'd said was right. Not exactly, because | knew it wasn't
magic | was trying to suck from other people, but rather a delight in life
knew |'d never have.

A delight inlife. That was what Ross and Paul Tate had in comon, as
did India and Karen. If magic was the thing, India had sold herself short by
not taking her own into account. | _did_ want what she and those ot her people
had -- the ability to live at ten out of ten on |life's scale for as |long as
they possibly could. Me? 1'd al ways chosen three or four, because | was afraid
of the consequences of higher nunbers.

Ross stuck his nose right inlife's face and challenged it to constant
duels. Paul and India junmped into it blindly, not ever worrying about what
woul d happen to them because no matter what, the results would be



i nteresting. Karen went out and bought you cowboy boots because she | oved you.
She was awed by the light coming through a glass of red wine and cried at old
novi es because one _should_ cry then

A delight inlife. |I put ny head in my hands and wept. | couldn't stop.
| had done so many things wong; judged distances and tenperatures and hearts
(including my own!) incorrectly fromDay One, and now | knew why. | wept, and
it didn't even feel good, because | knew |I'd never have the delight they did;
it tore ne apart.

What could | do? | had to talk to India. | had to tell her all of this.
| also wanted to tell her about Ross and what | had done to him She was a
good psychiatrist (a little off the mark, but not nuch, considering the things
she didn't know). Even if she thought | was using her again, | wanted her
t houghts on what | should do, now that the cat was out of the bag; now that I
had the rest of ny life to live.

As | rubbed my nose on ny sleeve, | started laughing. | remenbered a
ridicul ous poster I'd seen in a head shop years before, which even then struck
me as particularly trite and offensive: _Today is the first day of the rest of
your life_. You could say that again.

"India? It's Joe. Can | cone over and tal k?"

"Are you sure you want to?"

"Very sure."

"Ckay. Should | put on ny boxing gl oves?"

"No, just be there."

| took a shower and chose ny clothes carefully. | wanted to | ook good,
because | wanted it all to be good. | even put on a tie |I'd been afraid to
wear for a year because it had cost so nmuch. When | was ready, | stood in the

doorway and gave a quick | ook around the apartnment. Everything was neat and
tidy, in place. Maybe when | returned ny life would be in place, too. I had a
chance, a fighting chance, to set things right, and | was grateful

| woul d have wal ked, but was so excited by all | had to say to her that
| took a cab. As with the soup I'd eaten earlier, | was so preoccupied that |
didn't realize we'd noved until the taxi pulled up at her door; the driver had
to ask twice for eighty schillings. | got out the key she'd given nme and | et
nmyself into the building. A snell of cold stone and dust was waiting, but I
had no time for it and took the stairs to her apartnent two at a tine.

"Two-at-a-tine. Two-at-a-time." | said it to match the cadence of ny
feet on the steps. Unconsciously | counted how many there were. |'d never done
that before. Thirty-six. Twelve, then a |l anding; twelve, then a | anding

"Twel ve-then-a-landing!" | was out of breath, but so hyper by the time I
got to her floor I was afraid |I'd break her door down.

She preferred that | use ny key to the apartnent because every tinme |
rang the bell she was either in the bathroomor taking a souffle out of the
oven. lnevitably, as soon as she opened the door and greeted ne, the next

nmonent she was off, flying down the hall -- back to whatever she'd been
tendi ng when | buzzed. | let nyself in and was surprised to see that all the
lights were out.

"India?" | went into the living room which was only dark shapes lit by

the night-gray light fromthe wi ndows. She wasn't there.

"I'ndi a?" Nothing in the kitchen. O the hall.

Puzzl ed both by the darkness and by the silence, | wondered if sonething
had happened while | was coming over. It wasn't like her to do this. Wat was
wWr ong?

| was about to turn on the lights when | renenbered the bedroom

"I'ndi a?" The light fromthe street fell in stripes over the bed. From
the doorway | could see her lying there, with her back toward me. She had no
top on, and her naked skin was |ike soft, bright clay.

"Hey, what's up?" | stepped halfway into the room and stopped. She
didn't nove. "India?"

"Play with Little Boy, Joey."

It cane frombehind me. A fanmiliar, beloved voice that sent a vicious,



twisting chill down ny spine. | was afraid to turn, but I had to. He was
there. Little Boy. He was behind me. He was there.

| turned; Paul Tate stood |leaning in the doorway, his arms crossed over
his chest, the tips of white gl oves showi ng behind his arnmpits. H's top hat
was cocked to one side. A dancer in the night.

| began to crouch like a child. There was nowhere to go. Lower. If | got
| ower, he wouldn't see nme. | could hide.

"Play with Little Boy, Joey!" He took off his hat and, in a slow dream
peel ed Paul Tate's face down and off his own: a smirking Bobby Hanley. "Apri
Fool , scunbag."

"Joe?" India called fromthe bed and, a snake to the charner's pipe,

t ur ned.

She was facing ne now, the light unnaturally bright over her naked form
She reached behind her head and, in a quick ripping notion, tore her hair and
face away.

Ross.

Where the strength came froml don't know, but | sprang from ny squat
and, shovi ng Bobby aside, ran out of the apartnent.

I was going so fast | slipped on the first steps and alnost fell, but |
grabbed the netal banister and righted nyself. Qut of the door to the street.
Move, run; go, run.

What do | do? Where do | go? Bobby, Ross, Paul, India. My feet slapped
those names at me as | ran nowhere, anywhere. Away. As fast as |I'd ever run in
my life. Move! A car honked, and | brushed its cold nmetal with nmy hand. A dog
screamed because | kicked it running by. The owner's outraged cry. Another car
horn. Where was | going? Ross. He'd done it.

Karen! Get to Karen! The idea Iit my mind. Agift fromGod. Get to
Karen! Get to New York. Run and hide, and go to Karen, where there was |ove
and truth and light. Karen. She would save nme. | |ooked fearfully over ny
shoul der for the first tine to see if they were followi ng nme. They weren't.
Why? Why weren't they there? It didn't matter. | thanked God for that, thanked

himfor Karen. | ran and prayed and saw it all -- the whole Ross gane. Saw it
all with such perfect clarity that it was all | could do to keep nyself
upright. | wanted to lie down in the street and die. But there was Karen. She
was sanctuary.

Thi ngs becane clearer. | knew | was near an overhead station stop, and
the train went near the Hilton Hotel. |I could go to the Hilton and take a bus
fromthere to the airport. Still running, | felt ny back pocket to see if ny
wal l et was there with all my noney and credit cards. It was. Hilton, bus to
the airport, first plane -- _any_ plane -- out of Vienna, and then a
connection from wherever to New York. To Karen

Heaving for breath, | got to the station and once again took stairs two
at a tinme.

No one was on the platform | cursed because that probably nmeant a train
had recently cone and gone. | clenched and uncl enched nmy fists at no trains,
Ross, life. Ross was India. | had fallen in love with, made love to . . . ny
brother. How brilliant. Utterly fucking brilliant.

| paced up and down the platform straining nmy eyes down the tracks,
trying to will a train to appear. Then | | ooked behind ne at the steps to see
i f anyone was coning. No one. Wiy? Wen that question began to frighten ne,
the thin line of a train |ight showed down the track. | was saved. As it grew
| arger, | heard soneone com ng up the stairs. The steps were sl ow and heavy,

tired. The light |ooned | arger; the steps kept com ng. The train snaked
noisily into the station and stopped. The steps did too. The two cars in front

of me were completely enpty. | reached for the door and was about to pull it
open when she spoke.
"Joseph?"

| turned; Karen was there. My Karen
"Play with Little Boy!"
Ross.



EPI LOGUE

Fornmori, G eece

There are one hundred people on this island. Tourists never cone,
because it is an ugly, rocky place and not what one has in nmind when one
thi nks of Greece. Its closest neighbor is Crete, but that is seventeen hours
away over the sea. Wth the exception of a supply boat that comes about every
two weeks, we rarely see others. That is fine.

My house is stone and sinple. Two hundred feet away is the water. | have
a wooden bench by the door and | sit on it for hours. It is pleasant. | pay
well, so they bring me lanb and fish to cook at the end of each day.
Kal amari a, sonetinmes even great red | obsters big enough for three people. |
sit outside when the weather is good, but fall is com ng and there are nany
stornms. They are brutal and endless. It doesn't matter. If it rains, | light a
fire inside ny house and cook and eat and listen to the rain and the wind. My
house, ny bench, the wind, the rain, the sea. | can trust them | can trust
not hi ng el se.



