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Jan first heard wolves howling in the streets of Manhattan on the night of the
bl ackout .

It was two in the norning, but Jan was awake. She had been lying in bed

wat chi ng

the all-news cable station on TV. For the third tinme that night, a

wel | -dressed

newscaster was telling her about a sniper in a Mam shopping mall. D straught
over his divorce, the man had opened fire with a rifle, picking off six wonen
shoppers and a sal esl ady before the police apprehended him The bl ackout cut

t he

announcer off in md-sentence.

Just before the lights went out, Jan had been crying. A nmonth before, Dennis,
her husband, had said that he wanted a divorce, and that unexpected event had

shattered the rhythns of her life. "I'"mleaving," he had said. And then he
sai d

many other things -- about finding hinself, about feeling trapped, about being
confused, about |ove. But of that stormof words only two had stayed with her
"I"'m |l eaving."

In the end, since the condom niumthat they shared bel onged to him she had
been

the one to | eave, subletting an apartnment in the Village froma friend who was
vacationing in Florida. Jan lived out of a suitcase and fed her friend s two
cats, who regarded her as a convenient source of food and no nore. The cats
prow ed around her bed and on her bed, pouncing on her feet when she shifted
position and staring at her in the flickering Iight of the television

After Jan had | eft her husband, she realized that she had forgotten how to

sl eep. She found herself sitting up late at night, watching TV. Sonetimes she
drank brandy to put herself in a drifting hazy state from which she could nod
of f. Sonetimes the murmur of the television lulled her to sleep. But she

al ways

sl ept badly.

On the night that the lights went out, Jan sat for a monent in the darkness,
t hen got out of bed and went to the window to see if the |lights were out

acr oss

the street. That was when she heard the wol ves.

First, the sound of distant barking -- maybe soneone's dog di sturbed by the
sudden dar kness. Then the animal began to how, starting low and rising slowy
to a high-pitched wailing note. thers joined in with wavering voices, each on
a

slightly different pitch

No |ights shone in the surrounding buildings. The streetlights were out.
Moonl i ght glistened on the fire escape outside her wi ndow, reflected fromthe
enpty wi ndows of the apartnent buil ding across the way.

Jan opened the wi ndow and listened. A trick of the wind, she thought. But the
how ing rose and fell in a chorus that was unrelated to the wind. Wlves in
t he



streets of Manhattan. She shivered and cl osed t he w ndow.
Wien she dialed 911, a wonan's voi ce answer ed
"There are wolves in the street,"” Jan said. "I can hear them how ing."

"What is the nature of your 911 energency?" the wonan asked. She sounded
bor ed.

"I can hear wolves how ing" Jan repeated. "Not far away."

"Noi sy dogs do not constitute an energency,’
Ani mal Control during nornmal business hours."

the wonman said briskly. "Contact

"But | can hear. Jan was speaking to the dial tone

She hung up and listened at the wi ndow again. The wi nd sang through the
latticework of the fire escape and a taxi passed by in the street below Again
she heard howling a little nearer now.

She hesitated, then dialed her husband's nunber. She imagi ned him funbling for
t he tel ephone on the bedside table, his eyes half-closed, his body naked under
the covers. She inmagined the click as he switched on the bedside light, a
brass

| anp that she had bought at an antique shop a few nonths ago. She was
reassured

just by the sound of his sleepy hello.

She said nothing. Since she left him she had called himevery now and then --
maybe once a week, no nore than that. She did not want to talk to him she
only

wanted to hear his voice. Each tinme, she swore she would not call him again,
but

her resolve always fail ed.

"Hello," he said again. She listened to the sound of his breathing, but she
did

not speak. What woul d she tell hin? The power was out. Wlves were howing in
the street. What would he say? He would tell her that she was just letting her
i magi nation M away with her. He would tell her not to call. It was best just
to

listen to his voice, visualizing the bedroomthat she had once thought of as
her

own.

"Who the hell is this?" he demanded. "God dam it, will you say sonethi ng?"
Finally he swore and sl anmmed down the phone. The dial tone returned. She hung
up

t he phone and returned to the wi ndow. She could no | onger hear the wolves.

She lit the candle that she kept by the bed. By the flickering light, she
wr apped herself in a blanket and lay down to listen for howing on the w nd.
She

was still awake when the power returned at four o' clock and the television
cane

tolife. A talk show was on and a psychol ogi st was di scussi ng stress.
"Inability

to sleep is one synptom of stress,
to

hi mchatter.

he was saying. Jan fell asleep, listening



She sl ept through her alarmthe next norning and woke up half an hour |ate,
groggy fromlack of sleep. The candle had burned itself out and an "I Love

Lucy"

rerun was on. The cats yow ed at her and she dunped dry cat food in their

di sh.

Hurriedly, she dressed and wal ked four blocks to the subway station. As she
wal ked, her breath made clouds of steamin the cold air.

The tenperature in the subway station was tropical, the humd air heavy with
pungent odors. The advertisements that hung on the white tiled walls had been
decorated with spray paint in jungle colors: great slashes of greens brilliant
reds and blues, |ike the plumage of exotic birds.

As Jan waited for her train, she noticed an old woman wanderi ng down the
platform peering into the face of each comuter she passed. The wonan wore a
man's overcoat and scull ed bl ack shoes. Her hair, as gray and tangled as rag
paper stuffing spilled frombeneath her knit cap. In one hand, she carried a
pi nk plastic shopping bag cranmed full of clothing. As she drew near, Jan
coul d

hear her muttering to herself. Jan | ooked away, pretending great interest in
t he

adverti sement across the way.

The smiling wonman in a cigarette ad had been artfully disfigured by a graffiti
artist: her ears were slightly point ed and tipped with tufts of fur; her
smile

had been subtly altered -- the teeth sharpened with a careful touch of paint.
"They come out at night," the old woman said, stepping between Jan and the
advertisenment. "Qut of the dark." The woman's eyes were the rmuddy brown of
coffee that's been left in the pot too | ong and her hands noved in an uneven
rhythmthat was unrelated to her words. She gl anced down suddenly, as if
startled by the nmovenent of her own hands. There was a snmear of red spray
pai nt

on the cenent at her feet and she stared at it fixedly. "Blood of the beast,"
she said and then she lifted her eyes and regarded Jan with an unnerving
smile.

"It's just paint," Jan said.

The ol d woman shook her head and continued sniling. Though she had not asked
for

noney, Jan funbled in the bottom of her purse for change and spilled her
findings into the woman's hand: a crunpled dollar bill, a quarter, a couple of
di mes.

The wonman's eyes lingered on Jan's face. "They cone out at night and no one
knows where they go," she nuttered dreamily. Her smle grew broader, a wide
unt hi nking grin. "No one knows." She | aughed, a high brittle sound, like glass
bottles shattering on a city street.

Jan backed away fromthe worman and the runble of an approaching train drowned
out the laughter. Jan fled on the train. Wen she | ooked back through the

st eany

wi ndow, the old woman waved and Jan | ooked away.

Jan had a tenporary position in a legal office, typing endl ess briefs into a
word processor. She worked in a small wi ndowl ess cubicle at the back of the
of fice. Through the cubicle's open door, she could see nen in suits hurry up



and

down the hall on their way to nmeetings. She typed, letting the words fl ow

t hrough her wi thout touching her as they passed. She ate |lunch alone, sitting
by

t he wi ndow of the coffee shop and trying to think of nothing. She nmade it

t hrough t he day.

That evening she net her friend Marsha after work. Jan and Marsha had attended
the sane small college in upstate New York. Jan had call ed Marsha when Dennis
first said he was | eaving. After Jan noved out, Marsha had insisted on getting
toget her at |east once a week. Marsha had been through a divorce and she said
she knew what Jan was going through. Marsha bullied Jan to a certain extent,
but

Jan tolerated that with good grace: she liked the flanboyant dark-haired
worran.

She net Marsha at an Italian restaurant. Mirsha, who was perpetually dieting,
ordered pasta, then agoni zed over her decision. "You'll have to eat half of
it,"

she told Jan. "You nust have dropped ten pounds since you left Dennis. You're
SO

lucky." Marsha regarded any weight |oss as fortunate, whatever the cause.

"I haven't been hungry lately," Jan said.

"I can always eat," Mrsha clained. "Especially when |I'm m serable.™

Jan shook her head. "I just don't feel like eating."

Marsha studied Jan's face. "You' ve got to get your mind off him Get out and
do

t hi ngs. Meet new people.”

"I don't think about himnuch," Jan said, and it wasn't really a lie. She lay
awake at night not thinking her mnd filled with white noise. She did not

t hi nk

about anyt hi ng.

Jan drank too nuch red wine and |istened to Marsha's heartfelt advice. After a
few bites of pasta she felt nauseous, but the wi ne eased the tension that
knotted her stomach. The wi ne made tal king easier, shrinking the world to an
intimate circle that included only her, Marsha, and the waiter who refilled
their gl asses.

"I can't sleep at night," Jan told Marsha. "I hear sounds in the street."
"What kind of sounds?"

Jan hesitated, then plunged ahead. "The other night, | heard wolves howing."

"A nei ghbor was probably watching a horror novie on TV," Marsha said. "That's
all.”

"There was a bl ackout," Jan said stubbornly. "No TV."
"Then it was teenagers how i ng under your wi ndow. O a bunch of drunks, trying
to sing. You hear all kinds of weird stuff in New York at night. Nothing to

worry about."

Jan fidgeted with her wine glass. "I'mafraid all the time. All the time. In



t he
apartment at night; in the subway; when I'mwalking to work. All the tine."

Marsha reached across the table to pat Jan's hand. "It's hard to get used to
bei ng al one. "

Jan noticed that her hand was in a fist, and she made an effort to rel ax.

"Things are out of control," she said softly. "I don't know what's going on
anynore. | don't know who I am Wen Dennis was with ne, | didn't worry. Now
worry all the tinme."

"You' re spending too much tine alone,"” Marsha said. "I'll tell you what -- |'m

going to an art show on Thursday night. The artist is a friend of mne. He's a
nut, but the opening will be fun. W can both get dressed to the teeth. Wy
don't you come with nme?"

Jan shook her head. "I don't have anything to wear. | left nmost of ny clothes
at
t he condom nium | escaped with one suitcase and ny life." She tried to |augh

but it sounded w ong.

"You can borrow one of ny dresses. | have a great little basic black nunber
t hat
will fit you just fine."

"I don't know "
"W're going" Marsha said. "And that's that."

It was late when they finally called for the check. Qutside the restaurant,
snow

was falling -- great flakes that drifted lazily down and melted when they hit
t he paverment. Marsha hailed a cab. At first, she insisted that Jan take it,
but

for once Jan prevailed. "You take it -- |I'Il catch another.’
at last, and Jan waved goodbye.

Mar sha acqui esced

She hesitated for a noment, glad of the cold air on her face. Another taxi
passed, but she did not hail it. She wanted, for reasons that were not clear
to

her, to take the subway. Neon signs were lit and the colors reflected fromthe
wet asphalt, making glistening streams of color. She liked the darkness and

t he

cold and the neon red reflections that ran |like blood on the street.

The subway entrance was marked with tall ol d-fashioned green-tinted
streetlights. A straight-backed woman dressed in Sal vation Army bl ue was
standing by the stairs, handing out leaflets. Wthout thinking Jan accepted a
| eafl et and hurried down the griny stairs into a hallway that stank of urine.

Only a few people were waiting on the platform A teenager in a dirty denim
j acket |ounged against one of the pillars. A bag lady |ay on a wooden bench
her

head cushi oned on a shopping bag filled with old clothes. An elderly man sat
at

the end of the bench, resting his head in his hands.

One of the fluorescent |ights over the platformhad been broken: bits of gl ass
glittered in the rubbish that had accurmul ated near the station's tiled wall.
Anot her |ight had burned out. The platformwas filled with shadows.



Jan stood with her back to one of the pillars by the tracks, staring into the
dar kness fromwhich the train would emerge. The wine had filled her head with
a

hunm ng that would not stop. Though she waited here each day for the train
hone

fromwork, the station seemed unfamliar. She found herself staring at the
graffiti on the walls, trying to puzzle out the nmeaning of the illegible

wor ds.

On a level that she did not want to acknow edge, she felt that the scraw ed
letters held a nessage for her. The graffiti shifted and nmoved before her
eyes.

In the dimlight, her hearing seened exceptionally keen. She heard the crackle
of paper as the bag | ady shifted her head on her shopping-bag pillow, the rasp
of a match as the teenager lit a cigarette, the hoarse whisper of the old
man' s

breat hi ng. She thought she heard himsay sonething, but she caught only a few
wor ds.

.safe in the tunnels,” he nurnured. .warm and dark
Jan glanced at him but he was talking to no one. H s head was in his hands
and

he was staring fixedly at the tracks. She turned away, keeping her back to the
pillar.

.can't find us here," sighed another voice. Jan gl anced back and saw t he
bag | ady shift on her bench

Anot her voice, just as soft, joined the bag lady's nuttering. "W conme out at
ni ght," the teenager said.

Jan pressed her back to the pillar. She did not |ook around. The station was
filled with whispering voices that ebbed and flowed |ike wind in the trees.
She

caught fragments of sentences -- or did she inmgi ne the words.

.place to hide," the bag | ady said.

.cone out at night," whispered the man.
Jan heard the distant runble of a train and stared into the darkness, watching
for the first glow of the headlight.

.good hunting" murmured the teenager

The train pulled into the station and Jan flung herself into an enpty car

Har sh

[ight shone on nolded plastic seats and graffiti-decorated walls; there was a
faint smell of old cigarette butts and piss. Through the dirty glass of the
wi ndow, Jan | ooked back at the platform The teenager snmiled as the train
pul | ed

away.

Jan sat on the plastic seat and blinked at the darkness that rushed past the
wi ndows. An unintelligible voice announced the conming station. She rocked wth
the notion of the train.

The train pulled into a station. The doors opened and cl osed. The train was



pul i ng out when she saw a poster on the station wall. "MARK OF THE WOLF, " it
said, but the words flashed past the train and were gone before she could read
nor e.

She pressed her face to the glass, but saw only darkness. Beyond the gl ass,
she

t hought, there is no world. Just darkness. She could i magi ne any world she
chose

-- any world. She closed her eyes and thought about the world she would
create.

In the darkness of her mnd, wolves ran through the darkened tunnel, keeping
pace with the train.

She opened her eyes as the train slowed for the next station. Lights appeared
out side the wi ndow, creating a new world of glistening tile and

adverti senents.

She did not see any posters that said "MARK OF THE WOLF, " but she got off the
train and caught an uptown train to the station she had passed.

She could not find the poster though she wal ked up and down the enpty

pl at f orm

staring at each advertisenent. After the train pulled out, the only sound in
t he

station was the tapping of her footsteps. The tunnels stretched away into the
dar kness. Anyt hing could hide there.

She felt her heart beating quickly, but she could not tell whether it was from
fear or excitenent. Wen she cl osed her eyes, she could feel the air pressing
cl ose around her, warmand filled with unidentifiable snells. She lingered in
the shadows at the far end of the platform staring into the tunnel and
breathing in the aroma of the darkness. She found herself |istening, straining
her ears to hear sonething. She did not know what she was listening for. From
the direction of the turnstile, she heard footsteps, and she gl anced back

t oward

the brightly lit section of the platform

The colors were gone fromthe advertisements, the benches, the graffiti on the
wal I s. The scene was painted in black and white and shades of gray. She

bl i nked,

wondering if this were sone trick of the |ight.

"Hey, lady," called the guard. He stood under the light, his feet set slightly
apart, his head tilted at an aggressive angle. "Wat're you doing there?"

"Wai ting" she said, not noving fromthe shadows.
"No sleeping on the platform" he said. "None of that here."

She watched him His face was shiny with sweat and she could snell his fear
"Who cones out at night?" she asked him

n \N]at ?II
"Who cones out at night?"

He said nothing. The train came and she got on. She stared out at the darkness
and i magi ned a new world, constructing it fromthe shades of night.

That night, she felt restless. The borrowed apartnent was not her hone. Her
clothes were still in her suitcase: she had never unpacked. The cl oset and the



bureau drawers were filled with her friend' s clothes. Jan was tenporary, a
transi ent guest who woul d cone and go without |eaving a trace of her passage.
She did not bel ong here.

In the pocket of her coat, she found the flier that the Salvation Arnmy wonan
had

thrust into her hand. It was badly printed on cheap stock, and the letters
wer e

sneared where her fingers had rubbed them The text was littered with
exclamation points and loud with religious exhortations: "DOOVSDAY | S NEAR
Behol d! Beware! Be Watchful! Satan's evil dom nion is ranpant. You nust choose
bet ween Iight and darkness. Do not go down into the darkness w thout Jesus in
your heart. Let Jesus be the torch that |lights your way. ARE WE MEN OR ARE W\E
BEASTS? Accept the Lord into your heart and renounce the ways of the beast."

Yes, she thought, they dwell in darkness. The tunnels are dark and very
private.

At three that norning, she called Dennis. She stood at the w ndow, |ooking out
as she listened to the phone ring. In the glass, she could see her own
reflection. Her eyes were enormous; her pupils dilated. Qutside, it was

sSnow ng.

The phone rang twenty tinmes before he finally picked it up. She did not speak
but Iistened as he swore into the receiver. His voice did not reassure her as
it

once had. He sounded nuffled and far away.

She hung up and listened to the wol ves howing in the street, a chorus of
keeni ng voices raised to serenade the waxi ng noon. She opened the w ndow to
| et

t he sound enter the apartnent.

The cats watched her nervously. The how ing sang in her blood, agonizingly
sweet

and piercingly high, rising and falling like the wind. She paced to and fro in
the tiny apartnent, and the cats stared at her. The larger of the two foll owed
her, neowi ng as he twi ned between her legs. At last, tired of his persistence,
she throttled him closing her hands around his throat softly, then applying
pressure. It seened, in that noment, like the right thing to do. The dying

ani mal struggl ed, but she did not rel ease her hold. She put the warm body in

t he

ki tchen trash. The other cat hid beneath the bed and made no sound,

That ni ght, she turned down the sound on the tel evision. She |ay awake and
listened, her eyes wide. She wanted to run through the streets, to race

t hr ough

the night toward sone unknown goal. In the darkness of the roomthat was not
hers, she smled, thinking of the subway tunnels where secret creatures |ived.

The next norning, she found paw prints in the snow beneath her w ndow. The
snow

had nmelted in nost places, but on the sidewal k beneath Jan's wi ndow, there was
a

patch that had lingered. The first set of prints was joined by another, and

t hen

by a third. For half a block, she followed them Then the paw prints were
obliterated by the footprints of commuters, and she went down the subway
stairs

al one.



On the side of the train that took her to work, soneone had painted a running
wol f. Gray and bl ack, with slashes of red for the eyes. She boarded that car
and

puzzl ed over the graffiti on her way to work. If she squinted, she thought she
could alnost read it -- not read the letters perhaps, but figure out the sense
of it. Sonething about darkness and silence. Sonething about freedom and pain.

Marsha bustl ed around the studio apartnent, fixing coffee and tal king about
t he

art opening. Jan sat on the couch, watching the snow fall outside. The
apart ment

snelled faintly of perfunme and powder.

"You just don't give yourself a chance,"” Marsha said. "You need to explore.
Experinent. Really let yourself go wild."

Jan studied the coffee in her cup. The creamformed white swirls, I|ike
hurricanes viewed from space. "I'mthinking of going away," she told Marsha.

Her friend was rummaging in the closet, |ooking for the dress she wanted Jan
to
wear. "Coing where?"

Jan shrugged. "Away."

"I could use a vacation nyself," Mirsha said. "Bernuda naybe? Ah, here it is!"
She pulled a black dress fromthe closet. "I bought it on sale. |'ve been
trying

to diet. down a size, but | just can't fit into it."

At Marsha's insistence, Jan put on the dress. Marsha put up Jan's hair and
applied eye liner and shadow to her eyes. "You can't | ook until I'm done. Ch,
you | ook so good."

Jan was startled by her reflection in the mrror. Her eyes had a faintly
carnivorous |look. Her lips were red -- Marsha's choice of |ipstick

They took a cab to the gallery. Staring out the wi ndow, Jan saw the refl ected
i mge of her own face: red lips, dark eyes. She listened to the hiss of the
cab's tires against the wet pavement. She was cold --the fur wap that Mrsha
had | oaned her was for show, not warmh -- but the cold was a distant feeling
somehow unreal. She liked the feel of the fur against her shoul ders.

The gall ery was warm and crowded. She drank a glass of white wine --then

anot her. She lost track of Marsha in the crowd and wandered through the
gal l ery,

st oppi ng before each painting. The inages were dark and violent: a tattooed
man

with the head of a dog; a group of punks i n the subway, their eyes glowing in
the dimlight; a naked wonman running down a dark street, her body silver in

t he

nmoonl i ght, her shadow twi sted and m sshapen. Jan shivered when she saw t hat
one,

but she studied it for a long tine while people noved past her, chatting about
the artist's painterly technique, his use of mythic thenes.

She net the artist when she was getting her third glass of wine. He was a
tall,

dar k-haired man who talked in a | ow voice about art and life. "There are
peopl e



who live on the surface of life, never seeing beyond the illusions of daily
exi stence. Then there are sone who see past the sham Those are the peopl e who
see the truth in ny work."

He | eaned cl ose as he spoke and let his hand rest softly, as if by accident,
on

her bare shoul der. She nodded. He seened to be saying exactly what she had
wanted to tell Marsha. She was considering telling himabout the wol ves when
Dennis interrupted the conversation

"Jan?" Dennis said. "I didn't expect to see you here. | alnost didn't
recogni ze
you. "

She studied himfor a nmoment. His eyes | ooked bl eary and his shirt needed
ironing. Hi s voice was too | oud, and she guessed that the glass of wine in his
hand was not his first. She smled w thout warnth and i ntroduced himto the
artist as her ex-husband. The artist did not renove his hand from her

shoul der.

"I"ve been trying to call you," Dennis said. "Seens |like you' re never hone."
She shrugged. She did not tell himthat she was often home. In the |ast week,
she had chosen to stop answering the phone. She preferred to let it ring while
she gazed out the window into the night.

"Denni s!'" Marsha's voice cut through the babble of conversation. She was
beari ng

down on them intent on rescuing Jan froman awkward situation. "Since when
have

you been interested in art?"

Jan listened to their conversation and watched them as she had wat ched the
falling snow. She was separated fromthem by a pane of glass. Mirsha waved a
hand on which ivory bangles rattled and Jan heard the noise froma great

di st ance.

In the cab ride home, Marsha said, "Oh, he was eating his heart out. He was.
What do you want to bet you'll be heating from hinP"

"Jan?" said Dennis' voice. He had caught her at work, where she had to answer
t he phone. "I thought nmaybe. . .It was good seeing you |last night. Wuld you
like to go out to dinner sonetine? I'd like to talk."

"Tal k?" Her voice felt rough and unused. She had not slept the night before,
and

t hat norning, when she dressed for work, her clothes had felt strange against
her skin.

Denni s was sayi ng sonething. "
you. | don't know. Wen |I saw you last night, | guess | realized

. know you rmust think I'ma jerk, but | mss

He went on and she stared at the blank wall of her cubicle, thinking of
not hi ng.

"How about tonight?" he asked. "I could neet you after work."
"Al'l right," she said. "Tonight."

"I'"ve changed since you left ne," she told himover dinner. He didn't seemto



under stand. He seened cl umsier than she renenbered him nore awkward.

One thing led to another: dinner to drinks, drinks to her borrowed apartnent.
He

cane up for a nightcap. She hoped that he would not |look in the kitchen trash
where the body of the cat still lay, curled as if asleep

The bed creaked beneath their weight as they nmade | ove. She noticed, as he
ki ssed her, that she did not |like the way he snelled. H's hair and skin
smel | ed

of soap and skin lotion, a sweet clean scent that she found disturbing. H's
skin

was too snooth, too clean

Denni s was asl eep when the noon rose, but Jan | ay awake. She knew that the
noon

was rising, she knew it even before the how i ng began. Her husband sl ept

besi de

her, his breathing steady and undi sturbed. The air in the apartment was stuffy
-- warm and stinking of cats. The distant how ing touched her w th urgency.

She slipped fromthe bed silently and opened the curtain to let in the |ight.
"I"'mleaving," she said softly, but Dennis' soft breathing did not change.

She opened the wi ndow and stepped out onto the fire escape. She was naked. Her
bare feet nelted the snow that had settled on the netal platform The netal
was

col d agai nst her feet, the air icy on her bare skin, but these were distant

pains, |ike something that had happened | ong ago. Deep within her, she could
feel a change -- a shift in allegiance, a trade of light for dark. This, she
was

certain, was what she had been waiting for all along.

The wol ves cane fromthe shadows and the noonlight caught in their silver fur
They sat in a circle, looking up at her expectantly. She knew that they were
waiting for her to join them

On the fire escape's last landing, she hesitated, suddenly noticing the gold
weddi ng band on her hand. She took it off and left it bal anced on the netal
railing. Quietly, w thout hurrying, she descended to the street. The falling
snow filled in the marks of her bare feet.



