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Night -Side

".

6 February 1887. Quincy, MasstIChU&ett8. Montague ~ ••\

Disturbing experience at Mrs. A--", -. a
evening. Few tbeatrics-eomfortable t:bougbrather, . : <

shabby surroundings-an only mildly sinister . ., .', '_,
(especially in contrast.to the Walpurgis Nigbt presented,.._ •. '
shameless c~Jatan m Portsmouth: ~e Dw:ufE~. j... .'. ..'
presumed to mtroduce me to Swedenborg himself, _~_.,,' .•.,
erroneous impression that Iam a member-of the CIh.Ud('''. ,\ (!if

New Jerusalem-II) Nevertheless I came away •. , .~ ."(,
my conversati·on.with .Dr. Moore afterward.. at. . ••..•..'.•...~ ~.'.•~.::;~..•"dispassionate and even, at times, a bitflippa!)t, did.not. , ••.. :¢!-."
mind. Perry Moore is of course -a heutyma, ' ·C.:. ~
Aristotelian-Spencerian with a love of Il'JOd~ d':';"0 '

. an appreciation of the more Ilonsenskal vapries ollifeJ .• :', '.. ': ';~"1'"
~:U~~~ft~~~lldf:tl:::,~r:~en;uU.<a1=:»..tw:'IJia..-.:.·C.'.:..'.'.."~.'1;' .....
the gregarious that Icannot resist. (That Ido not wiIh ".' '. . '~." '.
Once I am alonewith my thou~ts, however, lam .',,, ,-~:"',,, 11
doubts. about my .own pOSl~nan.d ••I:l~~:'~ -: ,,,,",

pre~:o~o~anIJZJe~~U:::~. 7.•.~"'~...'.~.'.'~.'••.,:;6It.c.: ..,.'.:~ ..~.,
Moore, are apt to pu.tthe issueb~.:.Jt;""4 '.C\ ••~

9 c' ~,- .r~~,''-j ):~-~~~~:.

.*~i~:~%;f~



10 Night-Side ,
I

a eopscious or unconscioUs' fraud? The conscious frauds are
relatively easy to deal with; OIIcediscovered, they pre~er to erase
themselves from further cOnsideration. The unconSCIOUSfrauds
are not. -inasdnse, "frauds" at all. It would certainly be difficult to
prove criminal intenti'on. Mrs, A--, for instance, does ~ot .
a~money or gifts so far as we have been able to determine, ,
and both Perry Moore and I noted her courteous but firm refusal
of ~ Judge's offer to send her and her husband (pr~suma~ly
ailing?), on holiday td England in the spr~ng.. S.he 15 a mild, .
self-effacing, rather stocky woman in her mld-fIf~les who wears
her_ parted in the center, like several of my malden aunts, and ;
whose sole item of adornment was an old-fashioned cameo,
brooch' her black dress had the appearance of having been
hom~de, though it was attractive enough, and freshly ~n~d.
Accocding to the Society's records s~e has ~ee~ a pract~cI~g
medium now for six years. Yet she lives, still, m an undistin-
guislaed section of Quincy, in a neigh?orh<,><>dof modest f~~me
dwelling's. The, A-'-s' house is m fairly good condition,
espeCially considering the damage routinely done by our
wintets, and the only room we saw, the parlor, is quite ordinary,
with overstuffed chairs and the usual cushions and a monstrous
honebair sofa and, of course, the oaken table; the atmosphere
would have been so conventional as to have seemed disappoint-
ing-had not Mrs. A-'-- made an attempt to brighten it, or
periaaps to give it a glamourously occult air, by hanging certain
watercOlors about the room. (She claims that the watercolors
were "done" by one of her contact spirits, a young Iroquois girl
w!io'-died in the seventeen seventies of smallpox. They are
touchingly garish-mandalas and triangles and stylized eyeballs
an,d,even a transparent Cosmic Man with Indian-black hair.)

At last nigbfs, sitting there were only three persons in addition
toMn. A-,-' . Judge T-- of the New York State Supreme
'C~ (now retired); .Dr. Moore; and I, Jarvis Williams. Dr.
MbOre and I came out from Cambridge under the aegis of the
SOciety for Psychical Research in order to make a preliminary
study of the kind of mediumship Mrs. A-- affects. We did
not briPg, a 'stenographer along this time though Mrs. A--
indic8led her :willingness to have the sitting transcribed; she
strode me as being rather warmly cooperative, and even
Interested m our fonnalprocedures, though Perry Moore
rendltked afterward at dinner that she had struck him as
"~bly relUctant." She was, however: flustered at the start of

"~'~;>,-.if'!h}4:*!A #jif¥1!S
""':,~~.'~":.:'.~

theseance and for awhile it seemed .dfweaad';J~~·
have made ~e trip feWnothing, (She·kePt 1IVa1ringher ~., ~
hands about hke an embarrassed host_,~gfor~_' .
that the spirits were evidently in a "perverse unoomm~
mood tonight.") K '. s ,

She did go into trance eventually, however. The-fourof.
were seated about the heavy round table, from approxfmatelY:
6:50 ,P.M.• to 9 P.M. For nearly forty-fiveminute$ -.
A-- made abortive attempts to contact her Chief Com~
cator and then slipped abruptly into trance (dramatically. hl~,
h.er eyes rolled back in her head in a manner tbat.elarmed me.-
first), and a personality n~ed WebIey~peared. "~
voice appeared to be commg from several directions~g.\
course of the sitting. At all times it was at least three yards fniit.
Mrs. A--; despite the semi-dark of the parlor lbebeve leGOlrlr
see the woman's mouth and throat clearly enough. and 1~
not detect any obvious signs of ventriloquism. (Perry ~ ,
who is.more experienced than I in psychical research, and rather

, more casual about the whole phenomenon,claims be J-li ,0

; witnessed feats of ventriloquism that would make.~
i Mrs. A-- look quite shabby in comparison~) ••W~·.~.. '..
· voice was raw) singsong, peculiarly disturbing; At ~.·lL._·· .' "~':~.
; shrill and at other times so faint as to be nearly iNmdibJc..~. ' .·i"':
, thing brattish about, it. Exasperating. "Webley" t~~ f'c'!;}.
pronounce his final g's in a self-conscious manner, qujte.... .':-,:.;0-
Mrs. A--. (Which could be, of course, a deliberate'~;:'~'

This Webley is one of Mrs. A--'s most' fieq"-- .:J.>;'
manifest~g sp~ts, though he is.not the m~ reliable. Her ~;--={
Communicator IS a Scots patriarch who ,lived "in th.nin_jf, ,': '\'
Merlin" and who is evidently very wise; unfortunatelybe'dicJJ!!tIt j };7~

· choose to appear yesterday evening, Instead, Webley ~.' .;,,'{i;i
He is supposed to have died some seventy-five years ago •••• ,.:4~
age Of,'nineteen in a h,ou,seiU, st up the street, from tbe:.A-r-fI!,,:',';.'. "',~'I',',}'o,.',',··'·.,'(-,"" .. ,',·was either a butcher s helper or an apprenticeblilor. He~~'; ;;', ' ;
fire-or by a "slow dreadful crippling disease" -or .~ •••.\ :' -
horse's hooves, in a freakish accident; during theCOUl'l8·of,_~~:•. -s-x

· sitting he alluded self-pityingly to his death but seemecr to'''''''' , ;>~', ~
forgotten the exact details. At the very end, of die$''''~
ad~essed ~e directly as Dr. Williams ofHamud U. ~,',' ~,'"

saymg that smce I had influential friends io..8ol9lon I eDuldW. "
him with his career-it turned out he had wri_~~I':'>"',
songs and poems and parables but {ootJI8~ heeD PU~ ~,

- ...••.. . . {

. ' -" _':-:";.
• f" _ .-:i

;;-~~;,;~~
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The seance proper was s~iJafeo;Otbeftlha~.~A·" .::

~r~t-or a Noice-laid claiin to b8iP&1M late Mi-$.T .'•.' iq.• ;-.,~
pirit .addressed the survivor in a t*:Uliafly .iDbinse, __ ,.
. anner, so that it was rather embarrassing to be ptaeI1t.j ••
--- was soon weeping. His deeply creased face~·
ith tears like a child's. . .
"Why Darriel Darnel Don't cry! Oh don't cryl" the~"'"

·No one is dead, Darrie. There is no·d~th. No death! . ,',Qm yOu
ar ~e, Darrie? Why are you so frightened? So upset? ~JEed; ..•..
arne, no need! Grandfather and Lucy and Iare~·
re--:bappy together. Darrie, look uplBe brave, my·tilIil...,.-
or frightened dearl We never knew each other, did w~_'_
rdearl.My love! ... 1 saw you inagreattransparent~·.\·

'" at burnmg .house; poor Dame, they told me you wer&i1t.:~.. ''0
ere weak .wlth fever; all the rooms of thellouse·were •••• "c.~.;;;·

; d ~he staircase was b.urnt. to cinders, but there were., ffauIW'........ .'~
ralking up and down, Dame, great numbers of them, andy,*' x;; .
.
t"ere among them, dear, stumbling in your fright-56 c~;. 7-
J..ook up, dear, and shade your eyes, and you will see ~- ,co;> .
prandfather helped me-did you know? Did 1call outhil""""; 'd"
Ilt the end? My dear. my darling, it all happened so q~_.~j,.

!I' h. ever knew ea.c.h other, did we? Don't be bard on A.~._.. f..Dl:Do1l"f.-;..•.•...: ..~::-.',ibe. cruel! Da~e? Why are you crying?" And gradually...... "~"'.
/ i!'Olcegrew famter; or perhaps something went wrong. ,." .'~
!~fhannels of communication were no longer clear. 'I1iem~i'=.,:;
if;tepetitions, garbled phrases, meaningless queries Of '~';'::,;, .
c', Pear?" that the Judge's replies did not seem to placate. ~'i';
f! ,poke of her gravesite, and of a trip to Italy taken ~"~'.~ ;~ .
:; ~ef~re, ar.'d of a dead or ~born baby, and •••• ';jjt'" "1

:i :Anme-~Vldently Judge T-- s daughter; but the~'of;'~ .. "
,words did not always make sense and it wasagreatreWwa.r·,-~,·
,; Mrs. A--suddenly woke from her trance. . .••. , . ~J":',"'~'
. Judge T---· rose from the table, ~eatly ~~'~.
.: ~anted to call the spirit hack; he had not asked her certaM .•. t,.)~
.':ttuestions;~he had been overcome by emotion ana;.d~;<:.~.
jflllficolt to speak, to interrupt the. spiri(s monolOgue. '~_"~::~
il'-(who looked shoekinglytired) told himthesp~.')

.1 bot return again that night and they must not rnakeany~·':,'
,~ll it back. ' ..;:~>;::, •.•. t;~

"The other world obeys its own law ••••Mrs.,A-----:~ •• :£;:>·
,~ small, rather reedy voice. ' . .:'!}';:~~#~{f;::

~ Ipiease, find • ~her fOl;his work? Life had treated'
WIn Ie) ""airly. His'talent-his genius-had been lost to
~ty;'lhad itwltbin my power to help him, he claimed, was
1* obligedto help him •.. ? He then sang one of his songs,
which sounded teme like an old ballad; many of the words were
SO shrill as to be<untnteUigible, but he sang it just the same. '
I~ting ihe verses in a haphazard order:

_.' Thh Q6 nighte, this ae nighte,
-Every nighte and aUe,

Fwe and fleet and candle-lighte,
And Chf'i8te receive thy saule.

t., When· t1wfI from hence away art past,
-E-verynighte and alle,

To Whinny-muir thou com'st at last:
. And Chf'i8te receive thy saule.

From Brig 0' Dread when thou may'st pass,
-Every nighte and aile,

The whinnes IJfJU prick thee to the bare bane:
And Christe receive thy saule.

The elderly Judge T ~ had come up from New York City
'Morder. as heeamestly put it, to "speak directly to his deceased
,me8S he was never able to do while she was living"; but Webley
.ttMted the old gentleman in a high-handed, cavalier manner, as
If the occasion were not at all serious. He kept saying, "Who is
•••. tonight? Who is there? Let them introduce themselves

'~"aiJl-;.I-dOft't like strangers I 1 tell you I don't like strangersl"
~ .Mrs. A-.- had informed us beforehand that we
'woujd witnesS no physical phenomena, there were, from time to
1ime, glimmerings of light in the darkened room, hardly more
titan the tiny pulsations of light made by fireflies; and both Perry

/ Moo~e and 1feltthe table vibrating beneath ourfingers. At about
tbe time when Webley gave way to the spirit of Judge T--'s
wife, the temperature ill the room seemed to drop suddenly and I
'ftmemberbeing gripped by a sensation of panic-but it lasted
:cfrilyan instant and Iwas soon myself again. (Dr. Moore claimed

"DOt to have noticed any drop in temperature and Judge T--
~as so rattled after the sittirlg that it would have been pointless to
question him.)



We left Mrs. A--:-'shome shortly after 9:00 P.M. I was too
exhaU$ted; I had not realiz~ how absorbed I had been in the
proceedings. '

.judge T-- is also staying at Montague House, but he was
too 'Upset after the sitting to join us for dinner. He assured us,
thqugb, that the spirit was authentic-the voice had been his
wjWs, he was certain of it, he would stake his life on it. She had
nCM;Jrcalled him "Darrie" during her lifetime, wasn't it odd that
sbe;caUed him "Dame" now?-and was so concerned for him, so
l~?-and concerned for their daughter as well? He was very
mOVed. He had a great deal to think about. (Yes, he'd had a fever
some weeks ago-:-a severe attack of bronchitis and a fever; in
f~,he had not completely recovered.) What was extraordinary
about the entire experience was the wisdom revealed: There is no
deeth.
, There is no death.
Dr. Moore and I dined heartily on roast crown oflamb, spring

potatoes with peas, and buttered cabbage. We were served two
!dads of bread-German, rye and sour-cream rolls; the hotel's
butter was superb; the wine excellent; the dessert-crepes with
cream and toasted almonds-looked marvelous, though 1 had
nQt'4DY appetite for it. Dr. Moore was ravenously hungry. He
talked as he ate, often punctuating his remarks with rich bursts of
laughter.)t was his opinion, of course, that the medium was a
.m..ud-and nota very skillful fraud, either. In his fifteen years of
~eur, intermittent investigations he had encountered far
more skillful mediums. Even the notorious Eustace with his
IevUating tables and hobgoblin chimes and shrieks was cleverer
than Mrs. A--' -; one knew of course that Eustace was a cheat,
l>urone was bard pr.essedto explain his method. Whereas Mrs.
A-- was quite transparent.
'Dr. Moore spoke for some time in his amiable, dogmatic way.

He~eredbrandy for both of us, though it was nearly midnight
when We finished our dinner and I was anxious to get to bed. (I
hoped to rise early and work on a lecture dealing with Kant's
approach to the problem of Free Will, which 1 would be
d~ng in a.few days.) But Dr. Moore enjoyed talking and
seemed to have been invigorated by our experience at Mrs.
,0\----,",'5.

At the age of forty-three Perry Moore is only four years my
senior, but he has the air, in my presence at least, of being,

considerably older.lhHsa second cousin of~ 1nOther,.:~(·
successful physician with a baehelor's' flat IIRd ,offtr;;.. ,.
Louisburg Square; his failure to marry, or hfs refusal."clIIiie of)
Boston's perennial mysteries. Everyone agrees that he is~
witty, charming, and extraordinarily intelligent. StrikiDg,~'
than conventionally handsome, with a dark, lustrous ,beetdind'
darkly bright eyes, he is an excellent amateur vioIiDiIt. aa
enthusiastic sailor, and a lover of Iiterature--his favorite .•••• ,
are Fielding, Shakespeare, Horace, and Dante. He is; of~ .. '.. ;
the perfect investigator in spiritualist matters since be is~. "'_~.•.t
from the phenomena he observes and yet he is inde{~,' ••..1.
curious; he has a positive Jove, a mania, for facts. Like~,' ":.:
scientist he seeks facts that, assembled; may possibly give iialefit ',t
hypotheses: he does not set out with a hypothesis inDliIW,..,#
sort of basket into which certain facts may. be '.~ , ~
helter-skelter, while others are conveniently ignored.1n1lJl" ,',:
he is an empiricist who accepts nothmg.on faith. .'., ,f

" "If the woman is a fraud, then," I say hesiblgtly.~~ ,~
she is a self -deluded fraud? Arid her spirits' infGnnatioD"~ ~. ~
by means of telepathy?" .;,.," "

"Telepathy indeed; There can beno other explanatio,,~ •.f)f.:
~oore says emphatically. "By some means DOtyet knowa·to
science ... by some uncanny means she suppresses her ~
personality ... and thereby releases other, secondary ~' .. ::
ties tha~hav~ the ~wer of seizing upon others' ~~aict,,~
memones. It s done m a way not understood by SClence •• ";'",',1
present time. But it will be understood eventually.'o.ar, ~.:.;~
investigations into the unconscious powers of the humau'l ndalcl. ,:f{
are just beginning; we're on the threshold, really, of a DeW"•. ~ , .:~'.

"So she simply picks out of her clients' mindS whatevttr" .
want to hear," 1say slowly. "And from time to time sbecaa'''''.
tease them a1ittle-insult them, even: shecaDunloosea~;/,;
like that obnoxious Webley upon a personJike Jud.p T~f>\j
without fear of being discovered. Telepathy ...• Yes; that~;:~
explain a great deal. Very nearly everything we wit-\t.~!~.
tonight. "(': '';:'~:

"Everything, I should say," Dr. Mooi'esays. . r~¥.,

In the coach returning to Cambridge I 'set aside~
lecture notes and re,ad Sir Thomas Browoe,; Light t1UIt
things seen, makes some things invisible. ~g,.41IItm
Religion is expressed by a4umbrmion. - , '-.



16 Night..side

,19 March 1887;,Cambridge.l1 P.M.

Wanced ten miles, this evening; must clear cobwebs from
mind.

Unhealthy atmosphere. Claustrophobic. Last night's sitting in
Quincy-a most unpleasant experience.

(Did not teUmy wife-what happened. Why is she so curious
about the Spirit Warld?-:about Perry Moore?)

My body craves more violent physical activity. In the
summer, thank God. Iwill be able to swim in the ocean: the most
strenuouS and challenging of exercises.
.' Jotting down notes re-the Quincy experience:

I. ,Fraud

Mrs. A-'--, possibly with accomplices, conspires to
deceive: she does research into her clients' lives
beforehand., possibly bribes servants. She is either a very
skillful ventriloauist or works with someone who is.
(Husband? SonP"The husband is a retired cabinet-maker
said to be in poor health; possibly consumptive. The son,
married, lives in Waterbury.)

Her stated wish to avoid publicity and her declining of
payment mar simply be ploys; she may intend to make a
great deal 0 money at some future time.

(Possibility of blackmail?-might be likely in cases
, Similar to Perry Moore's.)

n. Non-fraud

Naturalistic

1. Telepathy. She reads minds of clients.
2.. "Multiple personality" of medium. Aspects of her own
.' buried psyche are released as her conscious personali-

ty is suppressed. These secondary beings are in
mysterious rapport with the "secondary" personalities,
of the clients.

Spiritualistic

1. The controls are genuine communicators, intermedia-
, ries between our world and the world of the dead.

These ~ give way to other spirits, who then speak
tbrougli the m~ or '

-~

3. The spirits are not those of the deceasedi tbei<"", ,,:,~,
perverse, willful spirits. '(Perhaps demons?'.B\lt~ ''-!Ix

are no demons.) , '. ; j ~~\~

III. Alternative hypothesis ::-':.!i

Madness: the medium is mad, theclients..re ~.eo ~,~~i.
the detached, rationalist investigators are II¥ld" ," .~. . ...• ,;.~.r

Yesterday evening at Mrs. A--'s home, the .~.~/
Perry Moore and I observed together ,along witb MilII&adley •.•.' -,.,
stenowapher. from the Society, ~ two legitimate-dienlS.:...a _
Brookline Widow, Mrs. P--, and her daughtec CIara,.a <~
handsome yOung woman in her early tw~nties. Mi$. 4\~. - .:;
exactly as she appeared to us in February; possiblyalittJe~- .'<;
Wore black dress and cameo brooch. Served Lapsaltl'T~~y, '~";~
sandwiches, and biscuits when we arrived shortly a&-,6-:i. .•••,:-...,~
Seemed quite friendly to Perry, Miss Bradley. alKtJDe;. ~ . "';
over us, like any hoste~;CbatteredJlbitabouttbecoIdSpelI..· .. '~.' S.' ~. f
p-- and her daughter arrfved at six-thirty and the sitting
began shortly thereafter. . " ' ,I ,

Jarring from the very first. A babble' of spirit voices. Mrs. 'j'

A-- in trance; head flung back, mouth gapiDg,~.rblkd <'~!
upward. Queer. Unnerving. I glanced at Dr. MOOre but"'\ "
seemed unperturbed, '~ always. The widow and her ~. ..':::
however, looked as frightened as I felt. ' .:, ,J .~t

~~~t ad~ ~: :~7~;t~ :illd:c:'~fble? ~:
What are the risks we face ... ? " .:~
. '~We?ley" appear~d and ~ppeared in a ~er¥~Q~ r;~

HIS shrill, raw, aggneved VOice was supplanteclby~ ~a ' _~
creature of indeterminate sex who babbled in C'" lIDs.~
?reat?~e in ~ was sup~lanted by a boar.~ G.eimanta.••~.'.'.",. '. '!A.'
Identified himself as F~hx; he spoke a cunously:unsr!'m~ ','.~
German. For some mmutes be and tw..oor ~.' .•.. ',...~ ..,. ,,~
quarreled. (Each declared himself Mrs. A---:"""s~':<'W~ ,.'-
mu~cator for the evening.), ~~~ts ~Jn;1e ,:%f
semi-dark of the par.lor..and '.tl,:te. ttab.le ....Qwv·~ ••~5.e.~'~.'..,.".fingers and Ifelt, or believed I telt..JOq18tbiq. , , " .'~' ". .;..~
me, touching the backof my ~. 'I ShUdde,ec:l'.· .... 'L ."i, . , '.' " ..' " .'" "if

~),~;;~
,(}~
~.>'-,-" )if~~f1I



nlgained my C9Dl:Posure' at once. An unidentified voice
~Uned in English that the Spirit of our Age was Mars: there
would be a catastrophic war shortly and most of the world's
pQpulatiori would be destroyed. All atheists would be destroyed.
Mis. A- shook her bead from side to side as if trying to
wake. Webley appeared, crying "Hello? Hello? I can't see
aoyonel Who is there? Who has called me?" but was again
supplanted by another spirit who shouted long strings of words
in a foreign language. [Note.'I discovered a few days later that
thislan~ge Was WaJachian, a Romanian dialect. Of course Mrs.
A-; whose ancestors are English, could not possibly have\
kDowit Walachian, and I rather doubt that the woman has even
beard of the Walacman people.]

The sitting continued in this chaotic way for-SOmeminutes.
Mrs. P-.-- must have been quite disappointed, since she had
wanted to be put in contact with her deceased husband. (She
Deeded 'advice on whether or not to sell certain pieces of
property.) Spirits babbled freely in English, German, Gaelic,
French, even in Latin, and at one point Dr. Moore queried a spirit
m'Greek, but the spirit retreated at once as if not equal to Dr.
Moore's wit. The·atmosphere was alarming but at the same time
n&tber manic; ahnost . jocular. I found myself suppressing
laughter. Something touched the back of my head and I shivered
violently and broke into perspiration, but the experience was not
altogether unpleasant; it. would be very difficult for me to
characterize it.
o And.then-
And then, suddenly, everything changed. There was com-

plete cahn. A spirit voice spoke gently out of a comer of the room
addressing Perry Moore by his first name in a slow, tentative,
groping way. "Perry? Perry ... ?" Dr. Moore jerked about in his
seat. He.was astonished; I could see by his expression that the
voice. bblonged to someone he knew.

~Perry ... ? 11ris is Brandon. I've waited so long for you, Perry,
bow could you be so selfish? 1 forgave you. Long ago. You
CObldn't help your cruelty and 1 couldn't help my innocence.
Peny? My glasses have been broken-I can't see. I've been afraid
foI: JO Icmg, Perry, please have mercy on mel I can't bear it any
longer; I didn't /mow what it would be like. There are crowds of
pci.Qplehere, but we caIi'f see one another, we don't know one
another, we'rostrlln~,there is a universe of strangers-I can't
seeanyoneclearly ..••.fve been lost for twenty years, Perry, I've

?e~ w~iti~foryOuf~twent)f~. ..'~mi~OA~t~.,~.,m.·.•· a'P.. 'Y
agam,l erryi NO.t agaml No~ after. $8 JIln. ~f ' .', ",<';~ 'M.

Dr. Moore stumbled to hIS f~bocltiog.his c...........· .)}1
"No-Is it-I don't believe-e-" ". ;,,' .. . • I:, ~
"Perry? Perry? Don't abandon me again, Perry! Not~J" ,\~
"What is this?" Dr. Moore cried. . -s , .'. ,-:-";i1
He was on his feet DOW; Mrs. A....-- woke from ~.~. .•..,;,>J.

with a groan. The women from Brookline Were very Upaet~l ';#i
must admit that I was in a mild state of terior,lPY slijrtJJPc:(.y .. ".,iJ
underclothes drenched with perspiration.' ., .',:.., . .'<:

!he sitting"was over. It was only seYeil-thirty. " . .' ~.~' "S~
Brandon? Dr. Moore cried. "Wait. Where are-:? ~ .. ·.e ...~

Can you hear me? Where are you? Why did-you dO. it.~: . ;'~Ni
Wait! Don:~ leave! Can't anyone call him back- C"t~:'j
help me- "' .. ' "." .~~

Mrs. A-- rose unsteadily. She tried to take~s ),:'
ha~~s in hers but he was too agitate? - _ .' ",<r "!'f;t~;,:

1 heard only the very last words, .she said. "They)p~. :&
that way-so confused, so broken-thepoorthings~~~'a.,· :.'i-:.
pityl It wasn't murder, was it? Not mUl'der'Suieide:.-?l~':';:
suicide is even WOrse for them I The poor broken tbi-. -., --;tf
wake in the other world and are utterly, utterly lost.......·· ,,;••
no guides, you see-po help in crossing OVet-·, ~ "NlB.. .
completely-alone for etemity-". ;';": .. ~' .

"Can't you call him back?" Dr. Moore asked wikUy •.~..-
peering into a comer of the parlor,. slightly stooped.rJ* .• _ .,
, distorted as if he were staring into the sun. "e_D't ~ . .
me? ... Brandon? Are you here? Are·you here som~ _ "
God's sake can't someone help!" . ";".,;,.

"Dr. Moore, please, the spirits are gone-the~
tonight-". . ..';:- \t~"··*t

"You foolish old woman, leave me .8! CaJ'1·t'~ '"
~-.I-;! must not Iose him- Call bin! ba~. wq,t~~l~, . ~
insist! ..". .:.,;::'( ;..:>:

"Dr. Moore, please-You mustn't sbout~" . ;'!<.',k~'
"I said call him back! At oneel .Calllrim bockf; "!~\"'\:~""
Then he hurst into tears. He lItumbJed .iD$t,d-.~~" . •

hid his face in his hands and wept like a cbild;.lae:WeRt,M-ifjlS .:
heart had been broken./ '-'Y ..: .;'>:t\,~~,.,~t.

". .''-, .. -- ~'""'. , ,," ;.~L"~~"~:~"('~J·

;\nd sotoda. Y.. Ihave,beenr,.~.·.'''", the,..bn..::~-.T~.: '.'~,""
tryIDgtode~w~hap~1\ . '~y.~*

r, . '. ";;', ,- k
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10. ' Night-5icle
-

•. Head buzzing with Jdeas. Fraud? Deceit? Telepathy?

~~a specmclel DrvPerry Moore calling .after a spirit,
begging it to return':-"and then crying, afterward, m front of four
astonished witnesses.

Dr. Perry Moore of all people .
.-Mydilemma: whether I should report last night's incident to

Dr~Rowe. the president of the Society, or whether I shou.ld say
nothing aboUt it and request that Miss Bradley say nothing, It
would be tragic if perry's professional reputation were to be
_aged by a single evening's misadventure: and before long all
, of Boston would be talking.

, .IGhis present-state, however, he is likely to tell everyone about
it lriInself.

At Montague House the poor man was unable .to sleep. He
Would have kept me up all night had I had the stamina to endure
bis:lU:citement. ..

There are spiritsl There have alw.ays been spirits!
. .His entire life up to the present time has bee?, misspent!
And of course most important of all-there ISno death!
He paced about my hotel -room, pulling at his beard

nervously. At times there were tears in his eyes. He seemed to
Want a response of some kind from me but whenever I started to
speak he interrupted; he was not really listening... ..

"Now at last I know. I can't undo my knowledge, he said m a
queer hoarse voice. "Amazing, isn't it, after so many years ... so
DWly wasted years .... Ignorance has been my lot, d~rk-
_ ... and a hideous.complacency. My God, when I consider
my 'del",ded smugness II am so ashamed, so ashamed. All along
People like Mrs. A-- have been in contac~ .wit~ ~world of
~(:h power ... and people like me have been toiling m Ignor~nc~,
aCcumu1a.tfugmaterial achievements, expending our energies m
idiotic transient things ... - But all that is changed now. Now I
_w ..Iknow. There is no death, as the Spiritualists have always
told 'us!' , . 'bl th .•

"But' Peny don't you think-Isn t it pOSSI e at-
. "I bow," ~ Said quietly. "It's as clear to me as if I h~d crossed

Over'iIlto thlit otherworld myself. Poor Brandonl He s no older
now than hew.s theA. The poor boy, the poor tragic soul! To
tll'ink that he's . still living after .s~. many
years. .•. Extrao~ •. ,.It makes my h~ad spin, he said
slowly. Fora lIlO$entbtlutood without speakmg. He pulled at his

v

beW:d, ~eo absently touched hls-hl-vltthbis,'fJ8gtn,-:=, ',.".;~
at his eyes. He seemed to banforaottm me.WIiiea' .~.. 'I;;
~gain his voice was ~(j~ow, rathefg6astly.'He~""",,;,·~~
I ... I had been tbInlmg of him as ... a$ dead,you.;~ All' /11
dead. Twenty years. Dead. ADd now, tonight, to'" ~ to ', ....
realize that ... that he isn't dead after Idt •.. It was ••••• ' ',. ~
took. I found him. His rooms on the third floor of,W&l #aft;! .<J~
found him, I bad no real idea, none at an. not unlitl •••• "·1
note.: . and of cour~e I destroyed 'tbe note ... I had",~_ .,,:.t~
for ~1S sake. For his sake more than mine. It was~.''';·:':!l;
realized there could be no ... no hope .... YetbecaJledile"-' .',:;."
~ou ~eard him,J arvis, ?idn't you? Cruel! Isupposel.....,~.,;,·'i
I don t know what to think. I must tallcwithhimagam..l!.f., ••••••• ·,';;"h~~
know what to ... what to think. I ... !' .:/' ·..•t-, ;/,~:"~

"You look awfully tired, Perry. ItmightbeagoocUd_to..: ••••
bed," I said weakly. ..1' " -',;_''i~"'C:r;rt

"... reco~ his voice ~t Once ..ohatonce:D~~. \;4
What a revelation IAnd my life SDmlSSpeDt.... TrelJtfn!~.. . '.'~•... ,".';:.
bodies. Absurd. I know now that nothing matters ~ .JJ
other world ... nothing matters except our dead, '0Ui'~". <)~
dead ... who are not dead. What a colossal reveJatidra;. ';~fWhy.\:~
it will change the entire course ofhistory.ltwillalter~_df~~;~~
throughout the world. You were there, Jarvis, soyou~ '~.b:~
You were a Witness .... " , . ',', ,." r\.~~
"But-" . .'~. . '!_,';."' ..,,.,'~; ",~-rt
"You11bear witness to the truth of whatl anI.£:.i"',.\~
He stared at me, smiling. His eyes were ~t"", '~.' 51

with blood. , .' "",''''~ ,v,,;.

~t£E:f~.2'-,=..~.~;rw.e:.·....~..~C.·':.f·.:'.,.:,..t.ii.i.·.:".
seances. "And always in the Wt psycbicall~ -.. ,;;'
taken the position-" ', . .,,-.,.;.,};,'1~ .. •.,:

"You werethere:'hesaidaDgrily."YouheardB~ .~':.$,
as clearly as I did. Don't deny itt". , ... "c' 'l':.~.~.;':'~

"-have taken the position that:-o-thattbe~~,,,, :~.\.:~
partly explained by the telepetbic powers of ~<7 .•~[, ,

"That was Brandori's voice," Petry laid. ·~feIt ~ ••• ~~ .• ?: "
ton you! His. &1». A....- had~"'do~~
all. I feel as if.... as,ifl. cOUl~eeII.,.8rarIdoa..' baclcb1'..· ' .. ,d. ~."..';;
feelbisp~eveJlnow.CbeabouuDe,·He ,. '. ",'

~;nO_"~~'ja"-";'M .• i~Fi;1

,

"

"
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ckad ...• Parents; jraadparents, sisters, brothers, every-
one ... everyone.... How can you deny, Jarvis, the evidence of
.)'OW own senses?Youwere there with me tonight and youknow
II well as I do ....••
,!'Perry, I don't know. I did hear a voice, yes, but we've heard
\IOices before at oth~ sittiRgs,haven't we? There are always
VQIices.Thereare always 'spirits: The Society has taken the
poIiti_that.the spirits could be real, of course,but that there are
otI,terhypothesesthat are perhaps more likely-"
. "Other b~indeedl" Perry said irritably. "You'relikea

"db.his eyeBsbut tight who refuses to open them out of
aIIeer cowardice;·Like the· cardinals refusing to look through
OIJiIeo's·reJescopel And )'Ouhave pretensions of being a map of
~ of science.... Why, we've got to destroy all the records
.,.-.-eJJlade sofaf; they're a slander on the world of the spirits.
-.i'bank God we didn't filea report yet onMrs.A--I It would
~so esnbarrassingto be forced to call it back... :'

"Perry,please. Don't be angry. I want only to remind you of
• fact that we've been present at other sittings, haven't
wP-and we've witnessed others responding emotionally to
pertain. phenomena. Judge T--. -, for instance. He was
CbRvincedhe'd spoken with his wife. But you must remember.
dIa't}'QU, that you and Iwere not at all convinced ... ? It seemed
to us more likely that Mrs.A--- is able, through extrasensory
poiwers:we don't quite understand, to read the minds of her
etieDts,and tllentoproject certainvoicesout into the room so that
ft·munds as if they are coming from other people .... Youeven
~ P..-y, that she wasn't a veryskillful ventriloquist. You
saitt-~
.:."'Whatdoes it matter what, inmy-ignorance,I said?"he cried.
~'tit~ugb that I've been humiliated? That my entire lifehas
heia bImed about? Must you insultme as well-sitting there so
~aIkl insulting meP I think I can make claim to being
~ .bom you might respect."
..• 'I\Jl<i·so I assured him that I did respect him. And he walked
"'tthe~m, wipingatms eyes. greatly agitated. He spoke
~of his friend, B~oD Gould, and of his own ignorance,
~-ottbeimportantmission we must undertake to inform men
•• wQpm of the tnaestate of affairs. I tried to talkwith him, to
~.-fth bhn, but it was hopeless. He scarcely listened tome.
•• '1: .•••••••• iDfoan the world •.. crucial truth .... There is no
~ yoa see. Never W,aS.Changes civilization, changes the

.~', .

i
I

~

, .
\~I. J • c '... c, ;:..•.:~~

25 March 1887. CfJmbrldge. . :. ~. ~
. r ~ • ~')

~isq?ieting rumors re Petty Moore. Heard today at.·the ~ : .,~
University that one of Dr. Moore's patients (a bro."-IMir.-.if. . ,~,,:~
Dean Barker) was extremely offended by his ~~ ;.....§.
~ns~ltatio~ last week. Talk of his having been drunk--WllilCJi~, .
f~d mcredible. If ~e poor man appeared to beexcJ.table.~ ;.\ ..~
his.customary self. It w.as not because·be was druraki.·•.•••.......•. >:...\ ":". :4.' '..

Anoth~ far-fetched. tale told me by my wife, wJacf~;i, '~~
fr0!Dher sister Maude: Perry Moorewent to cbtJl'Ch,.($t~ f:.·.· ~
Episcopal Church onMount Street) forthefirsttime~ ,,,-:f,
sat alone, began muttering and laugbiog~.~,iPr. ,~
finallr got to his feet and walked ont, creating-quiteUtiF.. ••. ~
delusionsl What delusions!;-he ~as saidto have~; ·.•r.~~

I fear for the poor man s sanity. , . . -".f. i :...;',~
' .' r·; .~.. ... ' .... .;:

31 March 1887. Cambridge 4 ~.M. .., ... ':'~ .: ~ '::~;

Sleepless night. Dreamed of sw~g ... SWi1lil, •••••• , ..•..,:,'"
0c:ean... enjoyingmyself asusualwhen suddeDlytbe';::;'~.;:';"~l
thi~k.. :turns to ~ud. Hideous! Indescn.ibably aW.fiL.~.•.·.•:'.~.l~.a:.<...•..... ~.:.:.••.•.•... '.swun~mg nude m ~e ~, J>y JIlOOI!-IiPtt .•••". ..' t.::·~
ecstatically happy, entirely alone, when the watei'.~\
mud.... Vile,disgustingmud;faintlywarm;suCkmgat::;;:;;;i; .,~:<J-
U;gs, thig~, t?rso, m;ms.Horrible. Woke in terror.~· ",.f/
'":th persptration. pajamas wet. One, of the ·most .frfIht-!li:t; , .::.§
nightmares of my adulthood. . '.. ..•. t ;.;.;...")~

. A message from Perry Moore came,~terday jlrat ~ •• ':,Q~
dmne~.WouldIJi!<eto joinhim invisitiDgMrs.A :.' "'t~,'::.~~
soon,Ul.earlyAprilperhaps, onanoniDvestigativebalis •.•;.,P..••.....• _. .......•~
uncertam now of ~heIJIOralityof ~ur "investigating"~~., ':;~
or any other medium. ',,-' ....'.•. '••}..., .~.,~

" . .... \:" ·:.~,.:·~U:i;.2:~~~
-,q.twil1887. Cambridge. , . /. '..:. . •..•~"~~ '.,~;~;,i- .. :~
!~t theaftemoonlrom_ ••• _~J~~.~.Jf~~;> " ,,'""":!i

.:i;o~~i:'. . "\:~'.~ '.., .~.~i

-,.
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oa.IrviDg Street,talkingwitb Professor James of the inexplicable
phenomenon of· cOOsciousness. He is robust as always, rather
irreverent, su~elyconfidtmt in a way I find enviable; rather
~Peny Moore before his conversion. (Extraordinary eyes-so
pieming;quick, playful; a graying beard liberally threaded with
white; close-cropped graying hair; a large, curving, impressive
f011ebead;a manner intelligent and graceful and at the same time
nJU&fi-edged, as if he anticipates or perhaps even hopes for
n.lcitration in his listeners.) We both find conclusive the ideas
set forth inBin~t's Altem«ons of Personality ... unsettling as
these ideas may be to the·rationa.Jist position. James speaks of a
~ in the constitution of human nature: thr t is, the fact
tb¥weinhabitnotonly our ego-consciousness but uwide field of
pqehological experience- (most clearly represented by the
plleaomenonofmemory, which no one can adequately explain)
averwhtch we bayeno control whatsoever. In fact, we are not
g8IleraJly aware of this field of consciousness.
-We inhabit a lighted sphere, then; and about us is a vast

peuumm-a of memories, reflections, feelings, and stray uncoor-
dinated thoughts that "belong" to us theoretically, butthat do not
seem to be part of our conscious identity. (I was too timid to ask
Professor James whether it might be the case that we do not
inevitably own these aspects of the personality-that such
pbeQonlena belong as much. to the objective world as to our
S8bjective selves.) It is quite possible that there is an element of
sOme iDdetenninate kind: oceanic, timeless, and living, against
wbicltlbe individual being constructs temporary barriers as part
~,;&D ~~g process of unique, particularized survival; like the
~itsEtlf, which appears to separate islands that are in fact not
".ds" at all, but aspects of the earth firmly joined together
beIowtbe surface of the water. Our lives, then, resemble these
islaDds. •.. AUthis is no more than a possibility, Professor James
•. I..-eed. . .
··:JlIIDeS is acquainted, of course, with Perry Moore. But he
4IaIioed to speak OIl the subject of the poor man's increasingly
~tricbehavior when I alluded to it. (It may be that he knows.
~re about the situation than I do-he enjoys a multitude of.
~ees· in Cambridge and Boston.) I brought our
COIlversatioo round several times to the possibility of the
~. of the conversion experience in terms of the
iDdividual's evolutioJyof self, no matter how his family, his
colleagues, and societY in general viewed it, and Professor James I

:L~ .--~ '~', _,.;......•-~~.~/~_.::...:.:>!~I.,':,. ,:'.,~.

i. ·~}~·,5t
iiap;~ear~ to agree; ~t leas.t-hedid rJOtemphatbny ••••••• _.<;/~
'i~tams a healthy sk~pticism, of COurse, ~ ~, .,;~
~claims, and .allevangelical and entb~l'elfsio1lSmov=:. " ft.
t&bough he IS, at the same time, a highly articulate foe;. .... ', .,.;,
:."l'f1tionalist" position and.he believes that psyehical reseudl 01:-, ..:~
:itJte kind som~ ofus are attempting wiD eventually ~;·f'J;.
i:~hes-rev~almg aspects of the human psyche otherwise ••• ; ; ,.~
",IX>. our scrutmy. .. _'. .,~
:r "The fearful thing," James said. "is that we are at aBuau;. . -.;::.t:
ivuinerable to incursions from the'othel' side' oUbe ~ •.. ::';}
,!trl ... We cannot determine. the nature of th~ 'total ~<, '..,:~
i·~ply because much of It, perhaps most. is hi<:ldal~~;.' )~
:1lS!'... Whe? we ~ invaded,. then, we are owrwhebJHJc[~ ~:;\4:
'~. render Immedl~tely. Emotionally charged iDtuitiolls.;~; ... ~.~
,es; guesses, even Ideas may be the least aggressive 01.....11;
:-'CtlrSions; but there are visual and auditory ~.,-0
,tonus of automatic behavior not controlled bylbe ~;' .;'~;
:Il1fnd.... Ah, y~u're ~inking I.am simply desciibinginladYr . -.:~,;.:!stared at him, qwte surprised. .. ~::'" .~~
.. No. Not at aU. Not at all," I said atonee, ·:-.".-,,-i2j

';4;"
. ' R~ading through my grandfather's ¥.>urnaJs,begun .~,> ~'...r
!AJiglia many years before my birth. Anotherworld then.~. ~.:'

':k~~iC:d~~~:':ru~:~~r~:~~=:i=-~...,.~
,sornet~mg brutish about the mnocence of that belief.~et ,';)1
,consoling..... . . ". .'._~ ./i' _,~
. ,.Fearful of sleep since my dreams are,so,troubJed~'7b6f: :'~:~'
{vo~ces of impudent spirits (Immanuel Kant himself ~J..:l.··f"r.,;
lchide me for h~ving made too much of his categorfes...;,Jl);·...,..~~_1i
'shouts and whtspers. I cannot .decipher,the facesof'JDt ~~.:~,'7S$i
beloved .dead hovermg near, like carnival mask$. iDsubPe ••••• ~~';:.
and possibly fraudulent. Impatient with my :wife,wboqa ft.,:,.,-"i;;
~e too closely on these personal matters; annoyed ~ ... 0Z
time, in the evenings especially, by the silliness of the. .', .. '
(The eldest is twelve now and should know better.) tm-it .•~~; ..
receive another lengthy letter-sermon, really--fronic~P •.• .,~,~;•./,·
Moore re his "new position," and yet~ hopiogillllti •• f;tt:.
come soon. . ( . . ., ·.~.:.,c~,~,'''.'

I must know. - .«: ;ii~)\-~~~
(Must know what ... ?) " ;:"2:.:,:,~"(i:i
I must know. '



r .~ NJght-siiW

10 April 1881. 'BOltOn St. Aldan's Episcopal Church.
< • ,

iFunecal service this morning for Perry Moore; dead at
forty;three.

17Jwrill887. Seoen HilU, New Hampshire.

I Aweekend retreat. No talk. No need to think.
Visiting with a former associate, author of numerous books.

o,tesian specialist. Elderly. Partly deaf. Extraordinarily kind to
1Dft. (Did not, ask about the Department or about my work.)
k¢ensely interested in animal behavior now, in observation
primarily; ·fascinated with the phenomenon of hibernation. .
..He leaves me alone for hours. He sees something in my face I

cunot see myself.
~.-.
the old consolations of a cruel but just God: ludicrous today.
In the nineteenth century we live free of God. We live in the

illusion of freedom-of-Cod. ,
IDo~g off in the guest room of this old farmhouse and then ..

weJdngabruptly.Is someone here? Is someone here? My voice
cjIieer, hushed, childlike. Please: is someone here?
·.Silence.

."Query: Is the penumbra outside consciousness all that was
~~eant by "God"?· .
:.QueIy: Is inevitability all that was ever meant by "God"?
'God-the body of fate we inhabit, then; no more and no less.
. Cod pulled Perry down into the body of fate: into Himself.

(Or·Itself.) As Professor James might say, Dr. Moore was
Mw1Derable" to an assault from the other side.
,At,any rate he is dead. They buried him last Saturday.

,Shelves of ·books. The sanctity of books. Kant, Plato,
Scbopenhauer, Descartes, Hume, Hegel, Spinoza. The others.
AJJ..Nietzscbe, Spencer, Leibnitz (on whom I did a torturous
~'s thesis). Plotinus. Swedenborg. The Transactions of the
~ SocietrI !orPagchical Research. Voltaire. Locke.

i..
~ousseau. And Berlc:eleyl;the gOCKf·Bfldaop adrift in.a ~
) An etching by Halbreeh abovemy", The •••••••• 18OL:- .
Water too black.Inky-black, Thick Mthmud.~ •. PFilthy...... .' :~

, l;mycase.,;. ~
I ; Perry's essay, forty-five scribbled pages. "The Cb •.••.•• ~ -.,:~:
the Future." Given to me several weeks ago by Dr. Rowe, W)lo . "'~

.' feared rejecting it for the T1'tm8OCtWnB but could not; of~. ~
", aCcept it. I can read only a few pages at a time, then push.ftaSicW,', ':1
'~too moved to continue. Frightened also...c .~

.~ The man had gone insane. ,.,' '$
iii' Died insane. . r . »:
j'j Personality broken: broken bits of intellect. . "" [,>:x <};;~
,'HI His argument passionate and disjointed, with no=~.,',,'
":,;objectivity. Where some weeks ago be had taken the~t.....~~:
, was immoral to investigate the Spirit World, now he ~tIle· .;<;

stand that it was imperative we do so. We are OB th&~. ,-~
new age ... new knowledge of the universe . .,c~.'" .,.~

.

'1. stormy. transition~ period between the Ptolemaie,8Iict, ~ .A
Copernican theones of the univene .... More 8XP«,- o;;.~

required. Money. Donations. Subsidies by private insCib", ' •.':;j
All psychological re.earoh must be channeled intQ a 5;'•••• n ill;; < ..'~~

study of the Spirit World and the ways by which we'C4lIl'J 'It: ~.•" 5
~ub~:~~~h~:::rs':fr~e;~ ~r:J~=;"j
the respect their genius deserves. Their value tocivi1iza_" ''';;4

after all, beyond estimation. They must beteSCUed ~..... <~
and routine lives where their genius is drained off. iota .~. ,'~,
pursuits ... they must be rescued from a client~ that ••••• j',~

concerned wi.~ being put i?to contact with deceased~, ,'1
for utterly trivial, self-servmg reasons. Men of leamiD( •••• :. ~
realize the gravity of the situation. OtherwisewewillE •••••• ~.. ';.'
stagger beneath the burden, we will be defeated, ~i..lllllllJf: ,.'~
will remain for the twentieth century to diIcovertheqa.,,_ . .
~he Spirit Universe that surrounds the Material Univene,.~.;
determine the exact ways by which one world is ~.:.cif>
another. ~,s, ~; .J:'. : '.

Perry Moore died of a. stroke on the~ of,~~,)j;
instantaneously on the steps.. of theJJe&if.ord.·Clu.. b~. '. *.~.' ..... "'. 4,\~
P.M. Passers-by saw a very excited, ted..faced. .8f'Jltlemaa"·. '.;, -.".~
open collar push his way dtrougba.sm.u~inI.:t"'''',''':~:<:~,
the steps-and then suddenly faIl, as i£~~. <~.~?:?;:~;.,

" ! -: .-;-.-";-:;



ID, death he Iookedttke quite another person: his features
~ the nose especially pointed. Hardly the handsome Perry
M~ iweryone had knOwn.

He had come to a meeting of the Society, though it was
~ed by Dr. Rowe andby'others (including myself) that he
stay away. Ofoeursehe came to argue. To present his "new
positfon." To insult the other members. (He was contemptuous
of "'ra~er poorly organized paper on the medium Miss
~-,..- of Salem, a ~oung woman ~ho works with objects like
~ arti0IE:sof clothing, locks of hair, et cetera; and quite angry
with the evidence presented by a young geologist that would
seem to discredit, once and for all, the claims of Eustace of
PoRilriDouth.He interrupted a third paper, calling the reader a
"~ ••.and an "ignorant foo1.")
-Fortunately the incident did not find its way into any of the

papers. The press, misunderstanding (deliberately and mali-
cidldly) the Society's attitude toward Spiritualism, delights in
ridieuJing our efforts.

There were respectful obituaries. A fine eulogy prepared by
Rewreod Tyler of St. Aidap's. Other tributes. A 'tragic
10••••• Mourned by all who knew him.... (I stammered and
could noj speak. I cannot speak of him, of it, even now. Am I
~, am I aggrieved? Or merely shocked? Terrified?)
Relatives and friends and associates glossed over his behavior
these past few months and settled upon an earlier Perry Moore
emiDeDdy sane, a distinguished physician and man of letters. i
did not disagree,. I merely acquiesced; I could not make any
clabn·tO have ,really known the man.

ADd,so he has died, and so he is dead ....
Shortly after the funeral I went away to New Hampshire for a

few'days. But lean barely remember that period of time now. I
sleep f:'OOl"ly,I yearn ~or summer, for a drastic change of climate,
of scene. It was unwise for jne to take up the responsibility of
psy~ research; fascinated though I am by it; my classes and
lectaree at the University demand most of my energy.

How .quickly he died, and so young: so relatively young.
No history of high blood pressure, it is said.
At the end be' was atguing with everyone, however. His

persoaality bad COnipletelychanged. He was rude, impetuous,
evee· .•.•ther profane; even poorly groomed. (Rising to challenge
thefint of the papers, he revealed a shirtfront that appeared to
be staiIled.) Some claimed he bad been drinking all along, for

."••. ¥.4+.J9! f3,~.3*kt ;.k~
. '... '." ,"~' <~i.'i

. Nilht.oB'- /29'i~
, . ·jt,~l

.~-,

Years, Was it possible ... ? (He had~ eqiQYed the·.·....... ~t
brandy in Quincy that evening, but l.wotdd DOtha~ saicllW))"ai,·'·
intemperate.) Rumors, fanciful tales. outright lies, slander ~~'••It
u painful, the vulnerability death brin~ '. ," ,,

Bigots, he called us. Ignorant fools.Unbelievers-a~
traitors to the Spirit World-heretics. Hereticsl I belfewrbe ;'.
looked directly at me as he pushed his way out of the ~I . i
room: his eyes glaring, his .face dangerously flusbtttt/nO'" .;~
recognition in his stare. " . :.;,'

After his death, it is said, books continue to arrive.at ~.. ?

from England and Europe. He spent a small fortune on ~'. ", .'!
out-of-print volumes-commentaries on the Kabb~il",
Plotinus, medieval alchemical texts, books on ,~ot,;ay", '.'\.
witchcraft, the metaphysics of death. Occult ~: >"f;
Egyptian, Indian, and Chinese "wisdom." Blake, S~.:i'~ •.
Cozad. The Tibetan Book of the Dead. Da~·.~~'<,;;
Mysteries. His estate is in chaos because he left not ~.~. ~,~
several wills, the mO,st.recent !Dade out only a day ~, ';','''.'?
death, merely a few lmes scnbbled on scrap paper ••~,.<" -:,
witnesses. The family will contest, of course. Since is this \lflIPte, ." "'.iI:

left his money and property to an obscure woman ~ , /~~:;
Quincy,. Massachus~tts, and since he ~~~b~ly uot.,1dS-· ;,'~,
right mmd at the time, they would be toolish mdeed.-.t·· to .
contest. ' .

+i( '4f5

-,
~

!~
Days have passed since his sudden death. Days con~te~ it:

pass. At times I am seized by a sort of quick, cold paD1e;ar~ ..,
times I am inclined to think the entire situation _~ ,,/
exaggerated. In one mood I vow to myself tbatI willneverlllPilt" .•.
pursue psychical research because it is simp\y too dan~ 1Jr._. ).<.
another mood I vow I will never again 'pursue it ~.~ •• .: '. ~.
waste of time and my own work, my own career. mnst'~ ~~
first ' .d":;';'; ,:. 'I'

Heretics, he called us. Looking straight at me. . "',;,', "') '.
Still, he was mad. And is not to be blamed for the~~Of ,"";

madness. ' .'~, , .: ~~,'.'I~.
'.' ... """

....] .'", . ~~
19 June 1887. Boston. ":;-~ : ._

',f _ . ',' _ :._!>-~~:.~~., •.~~.,:-:;,::.._

Luncheon with Dr. Rowe, Miss,Madeleioe ftJt·_·~;.'.,,·
young Lucas Matthewson; turned o¥ermy pel'lM)nilree~2.;':;
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30 Night.oS_ -

notes- re the mediunJDr. Moore and 1 visited. (Destroyed
jottings ofa private namre.) Miss van der Post and Matthewson
wi!( be 9lking over my, responsibilities. Both are young"
quick-witted,alert~ with a certain ironic play about their
features; rather like Dr. Moore in his prime. Matthewson is a
former seminary student now teaching physics at the Boston
University. They questioned me about Perry Moore, but 1
avoided answering frankly. Asked if we were close, 1 said No.
Asked if I had heard a bizarre tale making the rounds of Boston
salons-that a spirit claiming to be Perry Moore has intruded
upon a number ofse.ances in the area-I said honestly that I had
not;~ I did not care to hear about it.

Spinou: 1 will analyze the actions and appetites of men as if it
~fl question of lines, of planes, and of solids.
!tis in this direction, I believe, that we must move. Away from

the phantasmal, the vaporous, the unclear; toward lines, planes,
and solids.

Sanity.
, .

8 July 1887. '.Mount Desert lslond, Maine.

Very early this morning, before dawn, dreamed of Perry
Moore: ,a babbling gesticulating spirit, bearded, bright-eyed,
obYiOU$lymad. Jarvis? Jarvis? Don't deny me! he cried. I am
so ••• SO bereft., .•

.faraJyzed, Uaced him: neither awake nor asleep. His words
wese not really words'i{) much as unvoiced thoughts. 1 heard
them in my Own voice; a terrible raw itching at the back of my
throat yearned to articulate the man's grief.

I P«ry? .
'rQU ~'t dare deny mel Not nowl
UeCiJrewnear and I could not escape. The dream shifted, lost

its darity. Someone was shouting at me. Very angry, he was, and
baffled-as if drunk-or ill-or injured.

Perry? I can't hear you=-
~ur dinner at Montague House, do you remember? Lamb, it

was, And crepes with almond for dessert. You remember! You
renwmberl You can't deny mel We are both nonbelievers then,
boda".by~ly i~t .....you .cao't deny mel
(I was In\lte .with fear Of with cunning.)

"- i ··"~r' E ,·tt;;~?~~W~~';:'

-that idiot Rowe, how hu~ _Will bel ABOE~AU ,~
of youl The entire rationalist Diaf,~tbe-tb8 consp~~ '~~
fools-l igots-In a few years~1n a fewshoa: yean"""la$. ~,~
where are you? Why can't I see youP Where baveyoo;~ ._~
My eyes can't focus: will someone help me? I seem to IIiIl1i&Jost ".r~
my way. Who is here? Who am 1 talkingWithf You~'~'
me, don't you? ',.;-' '-'. <:'

(He brushed near me, blinking helplessly. HJs mqDthWils·a 'j;~

hole torn into his pale ravaged flesh.) , • >} .,';.
Where are you? Where is everyone? I thought it ~ "

crowded here but-but there's no one-lam fo~-o""'1
My name-what was my name? C~'t see. Can't r•••.••.
Something very important-something very impo.-faDtl ~
accomplish-can't remember- Why is there no GodP'fgo _
here? No ooe in control? We drift thisway and that',....'.
come, to no rest, there are no Iandmarb-Oo".of
judging-everything is confused-disjointed- IS ~c •• -

tening? Would you read to me. please? Would YOU.~:lO
me?-anythingl-that speech of Hamlet's-To be dr~~
-sonnet ofShakespeare's-s-any sonnet, anYthin,'g-, ,TIro,t!i'~ i!, ~' ' '-
year thou may in me behold-is that it?;-is that bow it '. ,
Bare ruin'd choirs where the sweetbil'dsOf1C6 stJng.H.' " ,
go? Won't you tell me? I'm lost-there'S11othiog here to'~"
touch-isn't anyone listening? I thought there wu ..~ ,J ~~~

nearby, a friend: isn't anyone here? _....::.: ' ,~
(1 stood I?aralyzed, m~te with caution: he passed~1:~ ,to'
-When In the chronicle of WQ8ted-time-th6 ,"iDorI4 ~.:

dreaming of things to come-is anyone limming?...,-caa~.- -
he1p?-I am forgetting so much-my name. my~", - Of

work-to penetrate the mysteries-the veil-to do ~ ~.
universe of-of what-what had I intended?-amJ m~ '.
of repose now, have 1come home? Why is it 10 empty ~et_ :.~'
is no one in control? My eyes-my head-mind ~:_ .~
blown about-slivers-shards-anuibila,' tingalltbld,"~~,"'," ",,', ;,~
a-a green. thought-a green shade-S~':MP "!
Pascal? Will someone read me Pascal agajn? I __ to lIM.1iIt {:
my way-I am being blown about Jarvis. wasjtt~·,· ,.c
young friend Jarvis? But I've forgotten yoUr Jut. ~:~ •.". ,,( -.;
forgotten so much-, " ";-",,,~~;~,. -;.

(I wanted to reach out to touch.hDno.-bpt CObld·~ .'< ,~
could not wake. The back of1l!'Y.tIIrelilt:IiC:bed\~;nf~'- ~
Silentl Silentl I could ~ uttet.a'.~J';::""'-';''l'':lJ~''::.ci1 ;;

." ;':~~'~" " <-': .•::r·:-! .,: "1
'i -~ : ,.... ",1
~ \.....-..~<~~..~. "~
~ ~;,,;..-~~·~.:·i~~,~·:-~:-f~;J
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.How exquisite life is, the turbulent joy of 1iEe'CQ~'~. i
flesh I I heard nothing except the.biumPbant waves Sit••••••• " ','-;
about me. I swam for nearly an hour. Was reluctant b:)~' "
ashore for breakfast, though our breakfasts are al'\vays ~'M'" '-k
rowdy sessions: my wife and my br~'s wife and ~'~ ~~;
children thrown together for the month of July. :nree~f~, • i'

. girls: noise, bustle, health, no shadows, no spirits. No~'j8 .
: think. Again and again I shall emerge from ~ ~urf, fae::e-.ih8ir, .,.
and body streaming water, exhausted but JUpilant! tritJm~· .;'
; Again and again the children will call out to me, excited, fnma die , 'r',
dayside of the world that they inhabit. " ' ,-"'lo

I will not investigate Dr. Moore's strongbox and h~ secnt'~.J~.
• journal; I will not even ~ink abo~t doin~ so. The wiDd.bll~
, words away. The surf IS hypnotic. I will not remembs;~.
: morning's dream once I sit down to breakfast with th«t~'1
,. will not clutch my wife's wrist and say We mwtnotdlelWdtiltf
; not die/-for that would only, frighten and offend her .
, farvis?she is calling at this very moment. '

And I say Yes-? Yes, I'll be thMf at once.
,(.,,;

,"::-----
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-my papers, my joomaIr-twenty years-a key somewhere
~whete?-ah yes:, the bottom drawer of my desk-s-do
you bearP-my desk-hollse-Louisburg Square-the key is
~.there-wrapped,in a linen handkerchief-the strongbox
,~locked box is--,-bidden-my brother Edward's house-
attic-truI:\k-steamer trunk"":"initials R. W. M.-Father's trunk,
you see-strongbox hidden inside-my secret journals-life's
WQJk-physiC8I and spiritual wisdom-must not be lost-are
youlistening?-isanyone,listening? I am forgetting so much, my
nairldis in shreds-butif you could locate the journal and read it
to me-if you could salvage it-me-I would be so very
ptef41-1 would forgive you anything, all of you- Is anyone
there? Jarvis? Brandon? No one?-My journal, my soul: will you
salV$'ge it? WiB- "

(He stumbled away and I was alone again.)
Perry-?

.." But it was too late: I awoke drenched with perspiration.

.Nightmare.
Must forget.

. Best to rise early, before the others. Mount Desert Island
lovely in July. Our lodge on a hilI above the beach. No spirits
here: wind from the northeast, perpetual fresh air, perpetual
waves. Best tome early and run along the beach and plunge into
the chilly water.

Clear the cobwebs from one's mind.
~ow beautiful the sky, the ocean, the sunrisel
.No spirits here on Mount Desert Island. Swimming: skillful

exertion of arms and legs, Head turned this way, that way. Eyes
half shut. The surprise of the cold rough waves. One yearns
~ost to slip out of one's human skin at such times ... I Crude
~tant beauty of Maine. Ocean. Muscular exertion of body.
How alive I am, how living, how invulnerable; what a triumph in
my.every breath ....

Everything slips from my mind except the present moment. I
am living. I am alive, I am immortal. Must not weaken: must not
sink: DJ"owning? No. Impossible. Life is the only reality. It is not
eattnction that awaits but a hideous dreamlike state, a perpetual
gllOping. blundering-far worse than extinction-
iDc$mprehensible: so ilu life we must cling to, arm over arm,
swimming, conquering the element that sustains us.

/ttroi8P someone cried. Pletue hear me-

',"'"
."
)
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The Widows

'Why was she drawn to the telephone?-it was not ringing. S
found herself walking out of her way, through the narrow ha
-here the telephone was kept on a small pedestal table benea
the sfairs. Even during the day it was dark in this part of
hOUse; there were not many windows and she didn't want
''Waste money on electricity. She knew the passageway so w
tbllt she moved through it with the stiff, alert confidence of t
.~d.Wby bother with a telephone? She meant to have
disconnected. .
" Sometimes it did ring. And she listened to it, bitterly. S

.-ight be in the kitchen, at the table: a small cleared-off space
•• coiner of the table, her space. She ate there, absentmindedl
quiddy, while she read. If the telephone rang, she listened to
with a kind of respectful distaste: a call could be only
disappointment or an insult. Or a wrong number. It was strang
it might even have been exhilarating-she would have to thi
~ut the possibilities-the fact that no one in the world, no 0 .
Stall; could have anything valuable to tell her. .

. Yet· she found herself wandering along the passagewa
distra~ed and vaguely expectant. As if she were about to receiv
an'important call. When the telephone call had come from th
hospital, some months before, of course she had not expect
~-shemigbt have been expecting a call from someone else, .

34

••• a house painter with his estimate Piwtaatitwould cost ~
'&ave this shabby little house repainted-so she bad aosw~i(
,.• y enough, neither eager nor terrified. Now she drifted ~e phone and stood there, in the dark. If it rang, she had the
. lion of answering or not answering: thin was freedom, Her

er, her in-laws, anyone who cared to communicate wi;1bt:
d write to her-if they liked-if they imagined that an
might say would mean much to her. She might even reply
tually. '. . -. .

One evening in late August she went to the telephone, aad;",".
~ approached it, it began to ring. She smiled. She..w

wingly, For a few moments she resisted; then she picked "!p
~ receiver. She said nothing. She hoped it might be a WI'ODI .

~er so that she could replace the receiver gently,.itt.. ~·E· e of a stranger's query. But it was someonewho ~~
.name, a woman, a woman people had wanted_ to

..•..-another young widow-and before Beatrice could Cut.
.•..off, the woman was suggesting that they meet for l~

~

ijletime. Was she free? Would she be interested? .. '
:~Why are you telephoning me?" Beatrice stam.Dttftld..

.' ,. y-what is it- Why are you harassing me?" .~ .t f' e woman paused. Then me began agaln, in a rather """'"
a~essive/ voice, apologizing for botheringBt1atri~

laining that friends of friends had suggested she can..:..
. ··lock was such a small city, as Beatrice knew, of ~

.. pIe talked about one another constantly. And they~. _
sylng that Beatrice was not looking well; that she had resiM:

teaching job; someone had even said she was- .
",lffiatrice interrupted. She said calmly: "Who are these~
;don't know these .people, I don't know you. You're .•
, ger-why are you telephoning me? Haven't you any_~~
..telephone tonight? There's no connection between us. ~.
.ulting. It's degrading. If people worry about me, it isIltJ.l¥'.

i 'are worrying about-s-is U?-I'm onto their.gamesll1 ~~.
" t to worry about me, let them .discover what it •••...•••'
, elves the¥ are-afraid of. Where is the fear?.It isn't m_.~
aI1.ofyou. The thought of death isn't in me, it's never in me;:~' .
••tbe rest of you. If-please don't intepupt. Mrs. Gre&9ey~.

yu pave nothing else to do but gossip about me and clack ~,.',
t . about me if Manitock is really so imp,ov~~ ~
~,... unate, but it's hardly ro.y fault, is.itf Goo.. dn." ..(~.'\"."/.:i

: $he dropped the receiver into place. She beg,an to· ~
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~gat her thigbsand belly with her fists, not knowing what
she did;"The sobs were diy, hoarse; like laughter. She took the
ieceiver off the book so tbauhe woman could not call her back.

She whispered. Let me alone! Let him die! ... Let me die!
I

.;. A few days later someone approached her, someone's wife,
~tly a woman ~trice had known in her former life-she
had ~ Mt's. Kemin that life-and began reproving her, gently
ItOIdmg her, for what she had said to Moira Greaney. The
Woman was middle-a~d, maternal. Perhaps she had a right to
speak,to Beatrice and~en to suggest that a misdeed, a crime of
Sl)Ibe kind,' had beenvcomrmtted, "Why, what did I say?"
Beatrice asked. "Did I say something? What did I sayr'T don't
fi!'Dlember. Were you listening in on an extension?-are you
sdmeone I'm suPPosed to know?"

It was the drug that asked these questions, the aftermath of a
dtug~barbiturates, because of her insomnia-and not Beatrice
lleAelf. Beatrice was angry. The drug altered her voice, made it
sound confused and innocent. She might have been lost in a
foreign city instead of standing helpless in the Village Pharmacy
staring at a w~man whose name she could not recall. Fortunately:
the wont4n did not touch her. That might have meant she was
really Beatrice's mother, a few pounds heavier, disguised crudely
~a blond. Beatrice herself was angry, outraged, but the sounds
she made w~ really quite childlike. So many short, abrupt,
~ed questions-surely she was innocent of any crime, and,
must,be forgiven.

lrinqcent. Always so, innocent. She no longer. knew whether
bel::extraordinary innocence was genuine, as much a part of her
• ~tmall, frail~dy, ?r whether it was a form of savage irony.
-she been less mtelligent, her open-eyed bewilderment her
CIlI'iI. questioning; might have been genuine. But she wa; too
~t. Some part of her had developed too shrewdly, like a
~·tbat h~ ~own out of the drowsy earth and can now gaze
~ upon It-a bead on a long stalk-~ eerie drunken-swaying
8QUK ofa. neckl But W~ce had not Judged her so harshly. He
had forbIdden her to Judge herself in those censorious terms.
~ be was dead; now the dates of his death and of his funeral
~retreating. day by day,.pages back on the calendar, so she
bed the freedom to say whatever she liked about herself. Other
peqp_: talked about her, other people stated their opinions.

~"'·"l''l'-'''''''''''l!'0!'---.''lIl1'1''!3Il'l1MI!l.JS!!I','''I.!''lIs.!'II;II',.''''·.II!I:'!''~ II!I.I!I."',,;r"!'>i¥'!IIl"'" lJI.llII!Ip_¥_; '-'1: .
, -I .! -n.Wi&bW, •. '>~- .. .

Whispering. Worrying.' Gleefully ·worrying.~ She- Mel tile - .'{j
freedom to judgeherself however me liked, as crueli)':.. .'8:.9,
wished; she wanted no pity, not even from herself. Buhhe401tW
not quite imagine herself. Beatrice Kem. Before beemarria8e1lbe
had been Beatrice Egleston, but she fiDishedwith that, Thatwet-· "
done .... She could not analyze herself thoroughly enough, ~ " ,J
not be certain that she understood the l)Qture 9f the beiDa.
evidently inhabited. A face, a body. Yes. Fine. As usuaJ.,lftle ; ",
insides are secrets no one especially cares to know,(th&outskte '''''f/
can at least be contemplated: thatwas the basis of life. But.,...... ,it,
are the visions a mirror offers? The mirror is too frililldlr:.
demoniacally friendly, always distorting reality in order, bttl-
us back our own expectations. Always lying, {llways ~
muffling...., .;~ .."..

So Beatrice did not know if she was that youngwoman __
everyone pitied, and who seemed pitiful indeed. Ayoong;wife
who had lost her husband. Lost her husband. Other peopIe,Jolt,
gloves, books, tickets; or they lost at a game of cardI~_~;~,
Beatrice had lost her husband, which was tragic or ~" "f;~
depending. Across town was the.other widow .•who w:...., '.t
"lost" her husband, months before Wallace's death. A~" /;,
denee, in such a small town.,. among SO small a- eircIe 'fII." ,'; •••'1
acquaintances. Two young widows, in their late tw8Qtier: -
Inevitable, hideous, that they should rush together, sIIOaId
embrace each other, should weep together while the rest,of tW
community watched with solemn approval. . . . ' , .- ,.'

Beatrice wandered around the house, a rented· sfog\Iro.. '-:.
bedroom frame house not far from the University, mu1'm6ril1gto
herself-not arguing, not angry-only befuddled. S~ \
she wept. Sometimes no tears came, only that dry wrack:iD.B"'" .
a kind of chuckle. She taunted herself with the. thouatat'thlf '
perhaps she was weeping, mourning, because of theroleslteJMlll' ;"
to play-people were spying on her, demanding t4;81'S.m.rts •.. ;":
widow, childless, She was deathly, like aU widows; .• "',,,,:>.
.acknowledge it. ,_.'.,;-,;p!;.' •

She wondered when it would be concluded-wW_, ...••..
husband would really die. . w· .:: -~: . ".' .• ~

I .• ,. ..... ~.~ :•••..:...,.; "

"Do you ever'imagine-he might be trying to con.~;."1
"No." '.. ,:}r:·;,j·,~··~:,;,.;,.

"Do you ever-do you- Would you want it,. wa.iWvt!Iir ..:¥.
want him to communlcaee with You. if itwere;poss~.,·A·r-

-~. . . -.>. - "'-~



_Night-Sfde -

-. "You'te insane. N,
-~But·WOfIld ffOU tDtJnt ur -

.~ant~hat? What are you saying?"
--':"-want it-"
- ,"What is it? Whatkind of a joke is this? You're teasing me,
)'Gll're trying to drive me crazy-you're crazy yourself and want
me to become like you-"

""No. You can't become like me. You have to be yourself-
~ can only become yourself."

" .:'Shf' was frightened of the other widow. Though she went out
l8l'e1y-no more than three or four times in an entire week-she
"'edto meet Moira Greaney all the time. But they were not
&ieods,not even acquaintances. They knew each other only by
sight. Manitock was not really so small, but it seemed small: once
amlill town, a factory town built upon the banks of a river in
upftate New Hampshire, now a university town in which
everyone connected with the University knew everyone else.
Aadmostof them lived in town, in the radius of a few miles,
because the mountains were so steep, the foothills so unfriendly,
the only houses or faJms available outside Manitock were very .
poor. Semewere.hardly more than shanties. The University itself
wulosiDg money. Beatrice had resigned her part-time position,
~g art history in night school, and no-one had tried to argue
bclriDto -keeping it. Possibly she would have been dismissed
qyway-except for ~ embarrassing fact that she was the wife
oI"man, who had died suddenly, in an automobile accident. The
adler' widow was not so poor as Beatrice ... not even childless
elI8tly,because her husband had a son somewhere, from his first
~age. Do you wish ffOU had had a baby? No. Yes. Were you
wiiIing., .PYes, we were waiting. Do you regret it now? ... She
~. nothing. She had very few emotions, no more than two
~~ They narrowed, they expanded. They narrowed again.
~~ book out of the town library, an income-tax guide, and
~t Moira Greaney had taken it out before her-the name
piDIted in small block letters, in green ink.
, .She.,hiked out to the cemetery, north of town. It had an older

S~D, for the natives; the newer section looked cheap, with
t~ and rnar1cers'of polished stone, slick and neat. The
old.-avestmles were battered, gray, some of the very old ones
e¥BD-.enc::rustedwith bird-droppings-entirely natural, proper.
What «luld be said about the newer graves, the newer

'- ~-'----T---·.-'-r~.-(!-,...;-:~-,.,_.-.:;.-~:.".-,:Ji-, ~---A?"}"'*·-.r-, "'-~r:-1!~,~·(~:-:~~
" ',,{>,.,;,:'.....~,' ....

deaths'r-the younger people? A shame they died;'~'~~ ,-'~;.:
about all. Beatrice considered themarkeron-hetbUSb.~·. 1<;
adequate. It was adequate. She bad already forgolteri'iifll·\ ' 'Jtj

price,it had been the least expensiveoftbosemarkers~.'4::
available.,-and she could never remember what it was madeOf,. . :~
perhaps granite .... The Greaney gra,:,e was nearby, ;sIi$h~" ,;,~
uphill from theK~m grave. Better drainage. A betterloca::r. ~
The stone was fairly large, must have been costly ~but its, ..'It, j~

was black-gleaming and highly polished-e-so that It ~ ~'.':-,:
prosperous for this place: It looked ~earty, smug. Tbeie.~.>, , .~
potted geraniums around It and Beatri<7 ~etested g~~,;::.. . ,.,~,1
she taunted he~self with the po.sslbility of kl~ ~.; '.. ;.:i..
over. ,. and hearing a e;t .: .turning to see Mrs.,Greanerru~:~" :...
at her running up the mcline to her. Why, you re a mtit'denJiI, . ;,~
only pretending to be in mourning! . .- ...' - ~

More sanely, she considered the ugly possibibty of m~.:: :'~
the woman out here, in the cemetery. There was' onlY 13IIIt.... , ,,'

entrance, one way o~t: I.t could happen ... ;Once, on a=.,.,~ ",,~
she lingered in the vicinity of her husband s and Mr. C.. '. '.' " '-'4j
graves, as if waiting. But no one came along. ...' ',',.,~ , \. .~)1-

That was in September. By November, she had~_~,,. " . .(.,~~

«I am the catastrophe, the ugly disaster," Beatriee- ••••••• ,: . . .~:j
"My husband died in an accident, An eighteen-year~titJif,"~ ", 'i..;J
into him broadside, he hit the ~er's side of our ~ ~~"~.- •• <..:]....
seventy miles an hour, they sal~-running a four-way~:"'l,,,, ~;m;
boy died and so did my husband. In,stantly, they ~td, .•~.".' .', :_~
they know? With what auth?rtty do pe.o~le say ~.,~,~
things? .:.lnstantly. So he didnt suffer .• It zsnt ~ •. ,<~~
consolatwn, Mr8. Ke~, but .... When people see melloW',.· .', t;:~~
think of disaster. ThelII1pactofoneearonanother,~ . _.,;~:: '~
an hour, the noise, the smashed metal, the way- ~ a:.~i';) :~~
ruined, so strangely, being only flesh .•.. They dread'., ' ~ •••• ,; -'~"!'
beca~~e w~at happened to ,my husband ~ld. hap~ ..~.tI. "".i.>r.~'.'.<I':.'
and It s an msult. They can t control it ... it s a betra~~ ;', :A~
civilized lives ... of sanity itself. My face temindS ~~~L >,..-'
closed casket. Their hnaginations ron wild; ItheYre--~· ..\,
excited, they rush forward to pity pt~,but theywfshl,"';':'
the accident along with him.mplace Is too~..., ..•. ,. ,,':,; ~',
me .... I remind themof someibbll defm:mic,~=-".·7~'::'
their God. Because they do ~~~()fGpd,~z::,;::,::: ...
ofGod,havingtodovJtthtb-~"t"eIIOD.'I'Mft. ..... it ,~<~'

...;,.. . :. '-~'.~.
"'( ; I' . i '/ ~.



Alhbatis godlyto.tbern. because they have to worship somethin oulders, a wide, clear forehead;'aDd~nd Jaair"'~
• so they worship themselves. But it can be changedin a few ut around her head in clumps of curIS.·Sometimes_hO .• ,>
~.ldon't blametbem for hating me." ·zzy.messy.Atotbertimesitwa:ntrikiog;Beatrioebad~~iIia~.;
;:;~ydon't hate you. They're just a little frightened of you," the street occasionally, and had 'noticed bow ot1leJ;..~. ,

...••bira said. She was two years older than Beatrice, twenty-nine, 'anced at her, especially men. Her manner ,was,brlsk.~~.
,""sbeloolred younger-that wide; frank, freckled face, those, , most oppressively healthy. "Nobody bates us, ~1Y~~
,~~ that protruded slightly, charmingly, as if every thin ' houldn't allow yourself to think that," she said. ~ ••••. ~.
'*-Goated her. Sbestared. She stared at Beatrice. Her stare cam : ubtle edge to her voice, as if the two of them 8Mi .••• r.:
ftiosi"then her slow, friendly smile. Was she pleased? Always. 'arreUng off and on all their lives. " , r :

Qldous? Always. "Nobody hates you, Beatrice," she said.
~"f~1Jt'Swhat I represent they really fear. It isn't so bad now, Beatrice had telephoned the Gre~y wornan.one".,Ja
~QSehe'sbecmdeadquiteawhile,butwhilehewasdying,the ovember. . .' " ., ' ..
,lM,it:mweeb e5pft~ially. I walked around like a criminal, I pitied Unable to sleep, she had wandered downst:airs.=. , '.
ptopIe. who happened to see me, because they were gen- inking that she would sit in the kitchen for the rest of. ,;
tdpeiy frightened of me .... That long, slow, protracted hewouldbequitesafetbere.WallspaintedaveIYlight~,·
4Ilatb .... eighteen months of it ... he wasn't as young as your : refrigerator that hummed and rattled, linoleum .of~,
Iliiil:Nmd; hut he was too young to die, only forty-four, an :IJod brown. Warm colors. At her usual place, her feet priIQIiy •..• '
w~er anyone saw me I knew he wanted to duck away, to .• ,bn the chair, arms around her knees. Like a child. ShecouWlt.
bide. , And the strained, absurd conversations I-their eyes . 'Eere uritil dawn. It was well known that consciousJles$~
grabbing at me, hoping I wouldn't say anything obscene. They :. lth daylight. ~he had faith in that .... F.rOUl,ad~. . ~.-be."_".••..'......••' . '.'.

--dreaded. the very word cancer. They dreaded me .... But now .' e dry, heavmg sobs. She beard berown VOICe.~:vt~"~:
k,be's dead, people can see I'm still alive. I'm not a leper, I'm j I' uestion. But when will it not be mad, M) that I C41ft~.~ .

•. ·contaminated with bis disease. After all, death isn't : ,:I~beclos~dbereyes.Listened.Itwasherownvoice.~.t·
~us." ~ltNitty. Evidently time had passed -.There was some ~,

,:-"Im't it?" Beatrice said. I~When. the sleeping pill did not work, confusion .follQ~" •.. ,e-,.spe was ,getting drunk. Her voice was wild, unpredict- tr~orm at every window, while you are tryiDg beroicaDj.~.
able .•. .Sbe had noticed a mirror in the foyer, by a coat rack; she ilene window. Resist? Give in? .. She beard her OWD~'*8;::".>~
•.•• to.observe herself in this new role. But what was there to ~;thevotces of otbers. Sberealized theywereataparty.~1:"
~wbetber "Beatrice" was an attractive woman or whether ii poe of the many parties she had attended. She and ~~, ,'.0
•. ~ obscene, ugly, contaminated by death, she could not jHhey had many friends, especially when they were Ift~.'
~Herskin was.pale. But it was always pale, especially when" q,chool in Boston. Sitting in one another's apartments,. late iIlto"'"•. ",as tired. Her .hair was dark, almost black. She had not; Ii,pjght. Talking. Arguing. Rarely getting drunk, because~.,
~ to remove the several silvery hairs she had discovered ;!j 1:;1>£ their being together lay in their conversations.; .,;'<!;;
fJII!eimorning, but no one noticed anyway. A delicate woman,.J H j Some of them, men and women both. had beeIJ'~
~more- than a girl. Her eyes were slanted or gave the .t;. : H1conoclastic. Some had taken other roles: Beatrice hetSCif$ •...•
~ce of being so, especially when she was intense or' i : I~.always sounded fairly conservative. All this was conv~.;,
~. Very dark eyes. But their expression was usuallyj ] Ii' Personalities expressed in talk, in words. There-was- .•...~~
driMunY, inward, contemplative, as if she were engrossed with. " 1, psychological chastity to it, harmless. Of course none, ot~
images inside her bead. .f, i~had known this at the ~e. How ;nergeticanr ,they had~ ••• ""
. Moira'sfnce hovered near hers in the mirror. But Moira was 1:, "dill things, even the tOPiCSthat dismayed theit parebb ~ •• "

~ to atandsome distance from Beatrice, not touching her. >l:' i~forbidden things,the taboos. ~. b8bavi0r.~:~: ',.
8JIe was a mIl wornan--at least five feet nine-with broadJil . ,; buity. Deviance. The possibiBfyof ~.Of~t.l1apQl'~··.X

'[~ 1
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maddess. Of suicide. Quite'caImly, f$lllrlessly, they had assumed
the world was mad' anyway. What did it matter? -governments,
social p~grams, phiJosophicalprinciples. They knew every-
thing. They knew everything in essence, if not in detail. And they
were totally unmoved, undismayed, as if anything that might be
expressed in words was already rendered quaint, its power to
wound thwarted. It was even the fashion, for a while, not to
knoW very much, to avoid reading newspapers. A young man, a
close friend of Wallace's, had encouraged Beatrice to do
gradaate Work involving a Maine artist of the nmeteenth century
and to·turn her back on the "madness" of the contemporary
world. Beatrice had replied wittily that the world has always
been mad, One Crisisafter another, wars and the preludes to war,
trellties,peace pacts, agreements, and then war again. How
could he expect her, or anyone, to hide until the world returned
to nOtfnaI? It would never retum to what he considered normal.
In faCt it Wll$ normal at the present time; it was always normal.
And when would it not be mad, so that she could safely return toit? ' ,

Anyway, she had said, she had no interest in dead men.
She remembered this conversation. Horrible, that she should

botltrecall it from the outside, as if she had been a third person
observing the scene, and animate it, give life to her own words,
She~.was not ashamed of herself, she was terrified. There was
nothing fQr her to claim; nowhere to retreat to, She realized that
she-lDfgbt'possibly not survive. She had no interest in the dead
and yet she had nothing 'else, no one else, except a dead man
wh_ features were already unclear, his voice dubious and
va~.1his love for her in all probability based upon a
misullderstanding of her nature, which she had deliberately
cultivated.

''J,want. .. I don't want ... I. •. I'm not going to ... "
ItWa$ very late, nearly three o'clock in the morning, when she

telePhoned'Moira Greaney.
'" "\

Moh'shusband had disappeared long before his death.
WhoeVer remained had put up a struggle of some kind, assisted
by the-'hospital staff, and -he was DOW buried in the Manitock
cemeteyj she should seU the house on Fort Street, people
adviMd,and return to her ownIife, But he was buried nearby.
How could she leave? She had been 'very happy witb him and
was wry happy DOW. No. Shew~d not betray him. She paused

'}" - •• - ~·f:·\<;' """'2'-"7' ""'''''':'::'''':'''f~.,j <~

n.W~'~"'1
before the windows of the local tourist~~ s .-=. ~:~"
brightly colored advertisements for travel. Flv AWtJg ,(Q:,_; ," >~
Africa the Golden. Continent. No.sht. would not ~ylaD;.'" '~

•. 'et· .••agam., " .;~'
"Really. ReaUy. Is that true. , .,,~
"Is that reaUy true." -, , ':.... !
She stared at people, absorbed their ~emarks, ~ ~~, ,':. ~~

a vague note of protest at .the m.ost or~mary ~f~, ..',."?
could not help herself. An intenstty of interest ~ other •.•:.1 :tIMJ", _~~
exaggerated respect for 'Ybatev~ they said 0(: ~ .,":, •
characterized her almost smce childhood. Because •• ~ .• ~
big-boned, her shoulders quite wide for a womaa,. l::f~>"~
expected her to be ungainly, but in fact she was gracefult~; "~:',
the effortless grace of the natural athlete. Her.feet ~ ,~
large. Her hands were large also, but she filed bel: ~ ~:~" ;~,
and even polished them, and wore a number of rm~ ~... ' "
changed from day to day, e.xcept ~or ~ wed~ =='
pretty Moira is/ people sometimes saic:\,as if ~ . _"
at close range, they were often surprised. How pretlfl ftJJM"~,
is/ people had told her husband, meaning to fJa~ ~ ..~ .

He liked her with her hair tied up behind. Or m b"" ,
frilly, fussy collars and cuffs. Or in those outfi~ she'Hd~:t,
together, years before, from secondhand shops. ~~
skirts furred vests, shoes with odd heels and strapIJ~. , .,
shap~ like buckets or shovels, She was taller thaD_~ ~,
golden-glowing girl with a c:..Itughterlymanner, ~~ .~.
shy. It had been years since she had played on girls ••• :, ,
basketball teams, yet her husband often alluded to her, . . ~" ..
sports; he complimented her, embarrassed her. as ifto.-a ,'t

her-howeveiobliquely-whYshewasnot~_~ __ '
not take that risk. She t~ld Beatriceaboutthehum~~;_;" U?!
the son her husband s boy, up from New Y . ~" J
weekends; she had told no one else, bad never ~~. ':; ~
because of course people would have told Edgar~uP .• '" _.:..~\
Manitock was his friend. Everyone was loyal to -.~, ,; ~.,~
respected, admired, possibly ~use he looked so .~~'"{
than he was-in his early fo~ ~ had lost IP~W, .: -;1
except for a f~ blond-w~testrands that ~ted~ ,•.•:
llkeahalooranaura,andhlSfacewafwro ed" .. . ".~ _,'_'
around his mouth botb severe4lil4 kPDy..H~., " " ~~~ ::.
who has suffered. He looked like _ ~'JuJlt ~p ,"",

suffer. His son was totally ~ ••• ~he~' '. ' ,. ,', . ':;c
• '" - I .', i y_: ;~\.,~, '

.,;~~'
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bo)" very much. wbenevet be remembered him. So Moira had
t:rie4 to Jove the boy too. -

.., -even practiced basketball shots with him," Moira told
Beatrice. Her tone was lightly sardonic. "There was a playground
a Jew blocks away with a basketball hoop, so we budged over
there and practiced shots while my husband worked .... We
didn't talk at all. He had nothing to say to me. He wasn't friendly
to anyone; he wasn't even boyish. I couldn't remember him now
if Imetbimon the street. He wouldn't know me; he rarely looked
at nie.".The wife, the other Mrs. Greaney, had fattened the boy
up. so th~t at the'age o.feleven he was thirty pounds overweight, a
sullen ~hiJd who admired athletes and hunters. He had no interest
in bill. father's work-never looked through the encyclopedias
and ~Orld books and ahnanacs his father owned. He confided in
~oirilonly once, begging her to talk his father into buying him an
azrriDe. He WBJ:ltedto hunt in the field behind his father's house a
hilly area •• was parUy .wooded, where starlings and grackl~s
an,d ~ and blue 'jayS and occasionally even pheasants
IDlgbt'be foUnd. ~~ carried around with him, folded many times,
fulJ.i»lOr advertisements from Boy's Life that he showed Moira,
d~Jays of handsome air rifles; He could not have a gun in the
CIty.C?Uldgot hunt or kill in the city ~His eyes glistened, with pain
or d~e~ as he spoke to Moira. S~e had told him it was hopeless.
If she even brought up the subject to his father, which she would
not, his (ather would be angry at them both; it was hopeless. So
he bkl turned away from her and had not seemed to like her
muchaftet that.

"I' didn't hate him," Moira said. "I have never hated
any •.... I felt him hating me, but 1didn't hate him. Instead 1
for~1 ~ini._After .the fun~, 1 forgot him. I'm forgetting
ever)it.lUng.Sometimes I think ... 1 halfway think that my
husbMwididn't have any children, that the child he had was me. 1
was" child. I wasn't his daughter, necessarily, but his child: He
:-vastwelve years older than I was; he ended his marriage for me,
m o*' to many me. because I loved him so much. He loved me
too. But he reaIized how much I loved him, how I needed him; so
he ended his marriage with that other woman. He ... "

"He loved you very much;' Beatrice interrupted. "Obviously
he loved yo. very much. My husband would never have married
me, he would never even-have noticed me, if he had already been
marded, .•" -

"NO. he did it out ()f~' out of charity," Moira said. "I

-- ~
....4L _._,•.•.,.~..I•..•s •••,:" ..•.'::;_ -~ .'g,
"~.auv.w •. _'.'WoIjI" J1'

'. -:: -r ,

loved him so much it .made ·hiJDfeel·pilty;·:I~;.art.'t.
twenty-two .... He gave up livinginthecity,aUbis~ ....,
and his position at the University, to move up bereto ~
where everyone admired bimbutdidn't know him ... and~/
contemptuous of nearly everyone here, because of·COt1rSe'Ii&-'
couldn't talk to them. But be never accused me,heQeVs~~
m~. He was a wonderful man." . '.,. '. - '-.

Beatrice tried to remember Edgar Greaney: she c:ouJd.nlcaI'
only one rather large gathering.' Greaney in a wing cb8itJJ.r .•.
fireplace, surrounded by younger men, and the wife.~.
sitting with other wives, a woman with ash-blond hairw~.
have been pretty, even beautiful,'. had she not ~,.,.
persistently. Greaney was a small man wit,h a dapper, •••••.
manner; his skin was pitted, perhaps from acne or SJJl~_:
this did not detract from his good looks. In a way be was •. ·,.1Ii
another way quite charming. Beatrice had disliked bilii.c~,
once-she noted how everyone stood at attention arout1Ilt~-:'
stiff and silent, respectful, while be explained somlIidJin& "
speaking in a logical, precise way, developing a stat~~:
inevitable conclusion. Not only would no one dareint~ .
the possibility of an interruption was grotesqu«:. E~, =..'.'~,.",
was the author of a number of books, both mtrodn· .•
advanced, on the subject of logical positivism ... be ha4.~
brought to Manitock as chairman of the philosophy d~,
Beatrice had liked the man's certainty, she had likedtus~
British accent, believing him to be a European who had~_.
time in England and was now trying, with some success, to ••.•• Ic,
American English. She had even admired, in aw!Y-•.•bis=.~.',: ',' .
of bringing an evidently abstract argument toa po .. '.~
emotional conclusion that surprised his listeners. but shtl~.:\
interest in meeting him; his crossed leg. ~ twitchiDg ~,.
explosive laughter he seemed to force in othel,'$,badaquo '. ..,.~.,.
I can see the thoughts rising in your mind. he had saidto ~ ...•"
playfully. A joke, yet a serious joke. '. ..<..let;.~.

"I loved him so much," Moira said. "I don't want to:•••. ;.
him." .. •. ~;, .~

,/ . _,·7 . .'i.:f"-.::~'._~
Beatrice confessed to Moira. Sheconfessed.her,je8t<N.W~8er:'> ..'

envy. For months she had seen Moiraata disIauCle•.bac:hJir'•• JerJ..!', "
her, had been bitterly envious ofher,~wb)r?;~:~~:<
had been a widow five mOGtbs bef~'andW"'~· "
been so healthy, so iDtellig_t abotlt:~faiJWJ-Ji,O .,~.,.. '~.:

f
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~9ll.e warned about her. 'There was an outfit you wore last
~er, yellow trousers 'and a striped' pullover shirt, like a
saUot'sshirt, that made me tl.1ink... Forgive me,'''Beatrice said
"but ftmade me think that you couldn't possibly be a widow _Not
like'me." .

"People wanted us to meet, did you know that?" Moira said. "I
dr~ by your ;house a few times, though it was out of my way,
t~ that If you were out in the yard .... 1 must say that
~ you wore, ev~n the expression on your face, did seem
toilldica1e you were a widow. Or an older woman. Like some of
th4tmill-workers' wives or mothers, those older Italian women
woo .• to dress in black. 1envied you, that you could disguise
youiSe~ ~ that. Sometimes you seemed almost dowdy, almost
uslr,did you know that? You looked so pale, almost greenish
w~Youloo'ked sick. But you did it deliberately. That was
c~tlS, really; you went down into the grave with him. 1was
afraid to do that.· I thought 1might not return again."
'~trice was offended. Went down into the grave with him.

~. was the WOman talking about, was she crazy? .. But
Bea~ pretended not to mind, she even laughed. They were
haYIDg coffee together at Beatrice's one afternoon, and her
h_~k so that coffee spilled into her saucer, but she did notroW.
,"~of the thr~at," Moira said without hesitation. "Didn't

youkooW?~'. '.
ZJ.didll't know, not specifically ....••
<'\Yes.it Willi strange how at first everyone seemed to know"

M_Wdd· in her amused, sardonic voice, though her expressi;n
shQ!VOdthat she blamed no one, "at least all our friends knew. All
hididends. He went to.Boston for treatments he came back and -i
fora;wbile the news seemed to be optimisti~; or he lied a ~ttle.
PeGlJle were anxious about him. They cornered me, telephoned
IPe~~be was at school, wanted to know how he was. But as
t:i1'1\1t~ they no longer asked. There's a moment at the very
startef aoonversation when the person you've just met asks how
you.-e,how things are with you, and this moment was almost
intbl{i'able- I could see the question in the person's mind, 1could
see •• there almost before he could-"
:aw strange,' Beatrice said.
~,;...andlcould also see the m.tant in which the person realized

he+tnot ask that~~~tberewas nothing to be asked,
no~n. exceptac~. Butlpretendedto notice

'~,'. ". i,' ' ••,i't_~<;.
\~. " .•... ~;;:.
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?othing, 1 filled in the gaps in COIlWI'$at:l<*; after. ~ I~_
independent, healthy person, not auD sick; 1didn"t~ .•
bad cold last spring when everyone w" siclcwith the flu. _you;'
rememberi'- Yes, it was cancer of the throat. The pre~'
months were the worst in a way, since there was some.~ .'
Afterward, when there was no hope...," . .,.}....

She began to cry. She cried openly, almost irritably ••.
child. .'

" ... people came to visit him in the hospital, but I ~-U. .'
they dreaded the visits. They were terrified' and bored.:at.
same time. Because he wouldn't talk. He didn't even seem t»'~
listening. If 1was there 1had to talk in.his place ... 1felt uit,.i .
soul were being drained out of me in an those ~of',
conversation, trying to make other people feel halfwayat_ '..
There was one awful visit when an associate,oI:>1iiif.-
... when ... the man had come alone, without his wife" .' •.
was so miserable, so naively miserable, he believed he had ••• "
until visiting hours were over at seven, so he was·tbeIle .: •.. '
and ~ half ... ashen-faced .... He kept staririg atme,dit 1;1'.
question to me, and 1kept replying and 'asking him ~\
hour and a half of it, and so pointless .... " . '.: ;-.,.- ; .

Beatrice was moved by the woman's ~' And the •••• ..,:'
her voice, which was no longer well-modulated, but ~
unash~ed, undi~ified wh~e, the ugly unmusical JlO4e;-of
angry gnef. Beatrice was panicked that she might begiDto-,,, '

1 well. And they would be united involuntarily by their t~:
( young girls, like children, like sisters. She stared at Mo••.••~,
t • f~ was contracted almost like an infant's, and was u~tIat .

Morra should allow herself to appear so ugly. '. .c: " •..
~on't do that I-Your face, youll ruin yow: fac;JeI",~,

"

~.

!
)

By ~uary, the two of them were so obviously~:k,
oftef!jtogethe.r in Manit~ck, that when people imI.ite4 •••.••. ';,_.;
?f.( i:o parties and dinners, they a.Iwlays addedi-.j·:Kf"
mCI~ Ii'? that the other w~s also beinginvit~l.'ht.~~ ..
alw~ ~hned. Shewasgraclous,butshedeoltDed.Sbe~:s. ,
no part of social life; for years she bad Isated.:it widI ••••• ~ . .'
comprehending the depth of her hatNd,...,.~S- . '> -
a particular evening, a particular .'~~_~ • .' ~- .
~alPPUOfint~t Jhfer

E
·But ?ano:~ ~~_~~. :' -~', .».

SOCI else. spec! yt· Su., __ ' - ••• ~ ~
remarks women made to ate ~~ •••• preteIiii-of
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rnen-always comPlim~3 one another on their clothes, t~eir
hM,r. their physical appeatance. They did not know how in~ultlllg
suebremarks were to her, as if she were to be continually
allleSSedfrom the outside, as an aesthetic phenomenon; they did
not sense bow, unconsciously, they were setting one another up
for the routine, perfunctory admiration of men, which was
always slightly contemptuous. And of course she was frightened
of their pity. When someone said that it was good she had a
te80hing job-teaching was so absorbing, wasn't it-she had
rePJiedaugrily that she no longer had the job. She had quit. And
.why Was it "good," why might anyone imagine it was "good" for
_to have something to absorb her?

]'hat time, Moira had interrupted, had gracefully intervened.
LiIC~ an older sister. She had turned the conversation onto
S01Dething else, while Beatrice stood, smarting, angry and
r~seful at the same time, knowing herself a stranger to all
theSe people.'; .. Like an older, wiser, more worldly sister, Moira
seemed to precede her; she might have made the social events
tolerable, but Beatrice thought it better to withdraw. She knew
thatpeop1e were not to blame, that they meant only well; she .
knew it was selfish of her to dislike them. So she declined .
•• tations. But when the telephone rang, she was no longer
worried-most of the time it was Moira.

, l'P,eople ask about you," Moira reported. "Men ask about
ou." .
y lteatrke laughed. "You're lying."
. "I'm not lying; I never lie." .
1'bey, ask about you, not me. They crowd around you, not

me. ... I have no interest in men."
"Still, they ask about-you."
, "I don't want to hear it," Beatrice said.
,~rve had to decline invitations from certain people," Moira

saiclslowly " men I knew in the past ... I mean, men I was very
fri.dly with Before Edgar's death, I mean."

~ce wondered what she meant. But she did not ask: the
subject of men sickened her. She was still a young woman, only a
few..montbs from her twenty-eighth birthday, but she felt aged,
SOUlIed bf too much experience. She and Wallace had bpI'''!
IDjlIi'riedOnlyfive years. But it seemed much longer-mar, t, 'I

half_lif~. He had drawn her<spirit out ~f her and inh~lln,
paftly. ,and .th~ he had been killed,' one ordinary afteme- " Tt

~~----""""''''''''''''F"'CI"'''~d''''''''''':-'''', "'Ill~BI"::. 'IIP_"IIl! 9l1li.,*". "lIII!j,!II!¥!I!II(:r",*,II,.,I!lPI'l$II!","!ISI!!!.~fJl.*I.:I'f, l~!!!!:",r';¥!IJ!.'. 'W., .
• r', 1'le:".......' :~:

,I.: ,,~.

~ I" ' .' ,.

was as If hes right arm had been~oIf; ADd~"""'~
around, her ann gone at the socket, bloodless~. sear.••••• __ ;;:
it, and people asked her cheerfuJiy iiboutbo'W thiags.w-e:
wasn't it good to be teaching, shouldn't .sbegeh~ '" • . ,',
shouldn't she have more interests?, Even Moira biDteeI&.t ~
should go out. The two of them could go out to~,:l..t6ira ~)
laughed so men could approach them both, opeWy.; .•••·,·· .

"Ami then what?" Beatrice asked.. , . " ' .: t"" ,,':

"Then we could explain how we don't needtbeln1'MOira
said. ' " ';::: ',\ ",f

"It was worse for you, the fact that he died 10,.....".. "
Beatrice said, '~: "

", .. no, I think it was worse for you. You weren'tp~for".
it. You had the worst shock." , ,,':J::',.:

"But you had to endure him changiDg.His~'" .,
have changed." I ":I"~

"Yes, it changed. He changed. The maD who dieci~~ttbe
same man I knew," Moira said. "So in fact it was~, t
me .... I mean, people seem to die a while before ~ •••• a1
deaths, their physical deaths. It was the same· waY""'~~i
father. They seem to leave themselves. Do you bO~~ I /'
mean? I don't know if I believe in a soul, a soul detachatl&_:· ..i~
the body, but the personality seems t? l•• ~ ... or '~'
pear ... and someone else is there, left behind. It s very~, Z'
About the third week before he actually died, my·~~
seemed to leave. He even said good-by to, me .•.. I.~;Jj. a 'S:
way, in a way I can't explain .... You don't OI1derstand1l~_ i
that you don't understand and I'm frigbteningyou., _.QIiJJY .(
to tell you that I think you had the worst of it, as~ ~' ~;
You're very brave." .' c. "'c';"""',

Beatrice remembered, the night s~ had gooe ~'~.""
thought of it that way, as madness, Hearing thevoic.e~'~ :i
self, hearing her party voice, her social self, g~iDg CM~~, ..... ;. '; •.
on so happily and witlessly about the tragic ma~iIF.~: '~'
world, which could not, of course., have an~~._ ~"~ .• , r it
intelligent person .... And then. the terror, QICl.~'f~ .. ' :,.
deathly terror. She had experieJaoed .a·:~~Ii',~' ~;1:=:cir.£~.O....r....,..i;",.,*..•,.t.~,'.':.'.'.,.•'~,~
the empty silence aftet'thec1if.:;,:;; •••.. :..... ,-1i

" '.;;;\" - ".'. . ";,-.-" -- ~,._>+<,., ~
.~~ . 4 '," •. , ...~;~

~~, " ',.I,e.-.. ;;,-1-.' .'.--it,
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}'YoaJaawu'tgone mad;" Moira said gently. "You didn't go
DIIIII.-"I(sjust the shock of it, of his death. It was so much worse
f~ yoa t.ecawe he died instantly." .

!Beatrice pressed her fingertips against her eyes. No, she could
notaUOw her fJiend to be so generous. No. They argued late into
the·~ in voices that grew strident at times; at other times,
qUttejteQder. "No, 1think it must have been more torturous for
yoa.ltecause he died SO slowly .... "

.Beabjce would never forget how Moira had come to her
heuJe.Three in the morning, awakened by the telephone, able to
~. Beatrice's voice in spite of the hysteria ... without
hel!itating she had put on ski pants and a sweater, slid her bare
f._ boots, snatched a parka from wherever she had tossed it
the ~da)l before ... trudged. through the brittle snow to her
c.r-i •• driven.aU the way across town on the desolate, icy streets,
to:.~. She bad even known where Beatrice lived.

·Beatrice wept that anyone should be so generous. She knew
shehebelf was not that generous. Something had been left out of
heuoul, perhaps. Again and again she thanked Moira. And she
could not resist saying: "Would I have done that much for you?
01' iol'8JiYone? •. Of course not."

"'Certainly you would," Moira said warmly.
""'rbcm you don't know me," Beatrice said .
.!'t1mow you very weIll" Moira laughed. "I know you in a way

yoUdoD'tmow yourself .... Yes, it's possible," she said seriously,
•••. lact.my husband always claimed to know me in a way I
~, k8Qw myself. Because he could sense what I was as a
~, while I only knew myself from the inside, in terms of
••••• :Jwas." .
;i'~Q.UI' ~usband was a genius," Beatrice said. "I always

~l¥m "
'. ~~ ••• ~~e admired him," Moira said. "... Did you like his
~bis accent?"
('i(!WU'be European?"
'i!'1torn in Columbus, Ohio," Moira laughed. "His parents were

~Warsaw; they were Jews, they escaped just before the war.
~Jived to New York for a while; evidently they were very
•.• Somehow ended up in Columbus-I don1t know the
~. because Edgar <W:tn'tteU me. Of course his name was

~ '1f~~.~<':--

',/

anotber name. It wasn't EdgarCreaney.-HechaDged itw_be
\vent to Eagland, he was a Rhodes scholar at Oxford., .:.JO':••.•
'Way; yes, you could. say he was .Buropean'''~'.tM4
thoughtfully. "Yes. But obliquely -.He.was alwaYS'I~",
comer from where anyone stood .. ;and if you turned dMt~~
he'd duck around another comet." . /'~ :",

. Beatrice looked away. She hoped.that MoiAl~-.¥-
:. nothing further. .. . ';-1
:. •••.. toward the end he even spoke inYiddisb," Moita-~7I.
;: didn't know what on earth he was saying. I dido'tlmo"it ••
'language-=-any language-I didn'hknow the soundj",~,.lto·
.' Somehow it came back to him, words and phrases.;:Nfaitles.
; Prayers. I can't be certain, but I think they wereprayers, ~
~with other words. English, Polish, Yiddish,. G~'"
11 French ... I sat there by his bedside and ex~:~
~sounds, these various struggling sounds, and I eameto:.~:·
~what language adds up to. Then, at the very end. _~.
[speak at aU. I think he was at peace then; he'd ntaDa","-+
:: what he wanted to say, so he was at peace .... He was-.·..,... ... '

yes," Moira said dreamily, "but that had nothing todo;wit8N1 'I':
death." .~. > ,.... .,.

"I don't think we should talk ~bout these thing$," 8ea~
said. "'"".

~. "No," said Moira. "But we will." .{

. ill:: lOOy fell into each other's lives as if, all along, they had~/': ~~
r :Il, about each other. Parallel lives, parallel habits. Both.~· t.

. : around dawn, and could not get back to sleep. In th&~..' '.;~.:
seven, making coffee, Beatrice felt DO dismay w•••• '?lM '. /.

,I . telephone rang. If it did not ring by seven-thirty, she w.-ta •.
1M

. 4\; ~y shopped together. They had lunch at one of tiae,"or .:..;~:'
four good restaurants in town-were seen together:.~ " ;

j= two-thirty in the afternoon in the dining room of the E", .. ..' .
i' Inn, discussing something that must have .been 0';"i: importance to each. Moira with her ash-blondhati .•,k .
III turtle-neck sweaters, her tweed skirts .and leadlet-.~·
Ii ..... Beatrice small, dark, so unaware ~f her surro~ 4lit .

.~she sometimes raised her voice in an incredUlous whIDe... .':
'i! a child. They evidently argued a great deal Then M'*-•..••. :i'

laugh. husky-voiced, totally ate.se. .•. lntheskis1aop:~ •
: Manitock's only department •.••. a maD. who •••. ;~~
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Wallace Kern fairly weD tried to have a conversation with them,
bu~4t seemed to him thatBeatrlee was not even listening and that
the Greaney woman, whom he did not know, was simply waiting
for him to, go away, aggressively gracious, nodding before he
eveaJinisbed what he had to say. Moira evidently was going
skiiJig; she was trying to talk Beatrice into going along, up ~to
Canada into the Laurentians. But Beatrice was silent, even a little
sullen.,i1t would be good for her, wouldn't it," Moira said to the
man, "to get away from Manitock for a few days ... ? And
nothing CQUldhappen. She wouldn't have to ski, not even the
begtimel's' slopes, if she didn't want to."

The man agreed. He said clumsily that it would be good for
Beatrice.

"'Why should I want what's good forme?" Beatrice asked him,
smiling. "Is that what you want for yourself-only what's good
for,' 1'"

{;' when Moira had a dinner party in the big, Victorian-
GothiC house on Fort Street-built by one of the mill-owners at
the itim of the century-Beatrice was not there. Someone asked
abol* her and Moira explained gravely that Mrs. Kern wasn't
wen. that she regretted "ery much having to miss the
party-since she liked the, other guests-she enjoyed small
parties and serious. int~Uigent conversations. But she wasn't well.

Moira telephoned her from her bedroom upstairs while the
party was still going on; she told Beatrice that everyone ~issed
hera:oo Was asking about her and, yes, she had to admit that
Beatrice was right: these people were too busy, too distracting,
thet talked loudly and tri.ed t~ jo~e, ~ven ~bout matters that w~re
notmnny-Jike the University s financial problems-B~tnce
had Snadethe correct decision to stay away. Even though It was
a1nlc)Jt rude of her. ,

"'Iude?Why is it rude?" Beatrice cried. "... Did I hear you
rigbtt~udeP"

'1.Sn'l: itP Deliberately rude?"
~ .argued for several minutes. Moira wa~ whispering

anstiY. She wanted to know what Beatrice was domg-was she
in bed? No? Then she wasn't ill; it had been a lie. But Beatrice
pr~.saying she bad never claimed to be ill. What was going
on?lB? When? She bad-~p)y refused to come to the party
~-other people made her nervous. even peopl~ she liked;
she.ould DOt endure their forced cheerfulness. MOJra paused,
thea .id1bat Beatrlc8s TiJJabandhad been a very extroverted

-- ..-,--~-~.~~~,y.;-;~,:~, ;~

"..' , •••••. WIdQyJf((" '.: ;":~
,-j.
-~':
't..person, hadn't he.:-he had enfri~~, BeatrlOe~~ .

replyjshe migh~bav~ been ~to~r. "Iean\'- •.. ,·'fd.
my mmd s eye,' Moua said. "He tiad brown cnr)y·bair-:.;tie_ . ,,"
tall ... he laughed a great deal, didn"t be? ... he liked to"~
didn't he? And ... and ... And his eyes were beaVy-liCldQd,iJe
was handsome, his mouth was ... he was: ... You're at 1loaW,
tonight thinking about him, aren't you? Aren't you?"':';' ,."

"He didn't like to drink," Beatrice said. "No more tlwi~
else. He-" , ." ",;

"I!e mi~t h~ve.?een let go at the University. did )1=" ", '-,:,'
that? Morra said. There were rumors. Of course it ' .
have had to do with his professional competence--.:bqf· ~
budget is being cut back- Did you know that? Did heteU~

"He told me everything," Beatrice said. ;,.
"Did he tell you that?" . ~ - .',' •
"He kept nothing from mel" Beatrice' said. . '/
She hung up. , . r

When Moira telephoned her back, she let the phoDe~' ; ..'
.. .--'t •..~ .' ~'" "

"How many weeks has it been?" Moira asked.
"Weeks? 1 think in terms of months,' Beatrice said •••••••

.' .~~.. • .,.;r.

, ,10

.'

"I think you loved him more than I loved my husb~,1 __
that impression." <, ' •••• ;'

"No. No, really. I loved my husband very mueb.t>u't. :::Jjurl' .
don't think I'm as mature a person as you; I don~n"k'~T!f.
capable of love in the way you are." ,,', '., ~, .•'

They sat together in the dining room of Moira'~: ~~
Beatrice had come over for dinner at six and it 'WU;~
eight-thirty. They were finishing a bottle of wine. ~'-~-'~':';~
, "I envy you," Beatrice said, "because be was so JriUdf~
than you. He taught you so much. He even' taught y.
die .... Wally was too young, he left me too young -.He , ' .. ,,'
boy. It was said about him ... this is a secret, Mo~ I~~
won't tell anyone ... itwassaidabouth,imthathe.i~, _, '" ~,'
in spite of being so intelligent. Yes, I actUally sawJt.~:
immature. The chairman of his departmentcaJledmefb~
meaning to be kind, and was very, sweet·to -trie;;;.~,'~

~::: ~:dlc:n=;, ~dep:~.~,~_,d, r,', waJ",~..ry_,:,',,-,':~',
With students, e~lany und~~~.~ ,tb:e, ", ,.~,
actually showed me the fIIeJbe and 4M!'~ k~. 011 •••• "/

,., \'J



~ only to be kind _.a very sweet, nervous man ... and
th~ most of the cOmments on the forms were very good,
excClent. Ihappened to notice that word immature down in the
le&~comerofthe page."She began to laugh. "He may have
tried to cover it with his thumb, I don't know, but in any case 1
saw~it...• )sn't that funny?"

)twa seized her wrist to make her stop. She never allowed
Beatrtce to laugh in that dry, self-mocking way; she found it
in~. "But you never betrayed your husband. Did you]'
YQai'Werenever unfaithful to him, were you? So you did love him
m«q....tban I loved my husband, regardless of whether some
i~t *>08 of bitches labeled him 'immature' ... You were
faitlaful; yOl,lwere never unfaithful. You're better than 1am."
"I don't want to hear about it," Beatrice said.
.~ldon't want to talk about, it. I won't talk about it," Moira said.

One.~y in February the telephone rang very early, a few
minutes after Six in the morning. Moira wanted to know if
Beatriee had had di$turbing dreams. Beatrice had confided in
her,.she had never confided in anyone else, that she sometimes
suffered from extniordinarily ugly dreams. "What are they?
What·(lidyou dream? Maybe you should teU me," Moira said.

'"They're degrading. I can't talk about them."
Moira said nothing for several seconds. Then, hurt, she

mumbled something about the fact that she slept without
dr~ blunt and big and healthy as a horse, she was. A clumsy,
ugly~e. "

~ ridiculous," Beatrice said sleepily. "You're not ugly.
Y~ nqt clumsy."

-sometimes Edgar said I was clumsy. And my mind .. , my
im~ ... he said it was crude. That's why 1don't dream. 1
wo~' welcome even nightmares, I'd be happy to share your
ni~. That would be better than nothing."

"Wheo were you unfaithful to your husband?" Beatrice asked.
"'\'!Waen he was dying."
~ you teDhim?"
""i-en liiml No, of course not: ... And you were never (

unc.~o Wallace?".

~ d:~:~, dnd nowP"
~' yOU still feitlafQl to bhDP"

\

.:;' -..•.' .~,;

~'n.~. *,' /.;;
1\~ ~

"... last nJght 1dreamed that_~"'" ,trying to~;,
bed with me, he'd climbedthrough:tfIe wiriOOw:.,~}r.-ai
paralyzed with fear, 1 was sick:withJear;',1 triedto~
because 1knew 1was sleeping and I had to wake Up.'IW b' "
escape .... " " 0""'-_' ".

"Yes?" Moira said sharply. "Why are you telling me this?:Was'
the man your husband, is that it?" ' ,

"I think-I think- Yes, 1 think it was my husband." ,
For a moment Moira was silent. Then she said~, .,."

thought that might be happening. With you. 1 dOD't~"
myself, but I sense dreams elsewhere ... 1sense your d_D':"
... And so, Beatrice, did you allow him-in your bedP": ", "(,,

Beatrice murmured something unintelligible. Sbe was very'~"
embarrassed.

"I want to know," Moira said, "Did you allOw him iDPI>id •
actually-?" , -~; " ~

"I woke up terrified," Beatrice said. "I told you~ I waI·lIICt,
with fear." , , . ; , ~,i- ."

"AU right, Beatrice," Moira said slowly. "But would ~
allowed him in your bed if you'd known who he was? I me.DW,
say-did you know, at the time, tbat, the man w.'~·"
husbandi'<-or did you think it was a stranger, an intni~( "

"It happened too quickly," Beatrice said. "I had no tiIiJ.4t' '9.', ,',
think. AU 1knew was that someone bad crawled throdIb>.'
open window and was trying to get into bed with Jbe,~&. '
making a hideous moaning noise, as if be were pleadiDg~'
trying to pronounce my name-and 1was terrified, IhepJI'.
scream in my sleep, and somehow-somehow ImanaPd~'"
wake up. And I was very grateful to know that I'd bee.ulee~· -c,

And that I was alone." , -'! :;:j'. ;.'. ..~~
Moira Was silent for a long, strained momeilt.Tben~: . ,'-

simply, strangely, "Yes." , ,~:,;,,~;~;~: ,S
THE MANITOCK MILL .Ol:<;." ":>" /

Manitock, New Hampihire ' •.. -' '; .: .
This 3-story gristmill was built by Dawdon C~ '. -
Robertson Wesley Turner and began QPeratioD1D. r'

Restored in 1956, the mill is opE!Dto the public. .' ' ..
original millstones still exists and the-six turbines alii: .
operation. ./: '" . :~.!

The maugurationof themJllin J&I)f'was~.,.,\
tragic accident. Tbe bride Gf~,I\. W. . " .tc
was accidentally killed in _'_~. ".: ,., ";'.' \.,: «.

•~., ( I-_~~

..•. '~'.:,
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Beatrice read theplacpae and immediately turned away. She
did DOt approve of the prose.style. She was alone, out for a long
walk. the mill was notopen this late in the afternoon, she had no
interest in seeing it or in anything else. Moira was not with her.
But she was talking to Moira, under her breath, muttering.
"Leatbsonte. Disgusting .... No one of them will ever ... not with
me, not again. Never. No man .... No one."

. 1

••....be.did Something terrible once. Terrible. You won't tell
an}'Olle? .•. We had seen his son off at the airport, and on the way
bade. at the entrance to the expressway ... well, there was a girl
in~ Volkswagen just ahead. of him, going rather slowly, because
t1lese was.so much traffic' out on the expressway. And ... and
evkhmtly be was angry about something or just impatient,
~ ~. bonked his hom a number of times, furiously, and
fo~ the girl out onto the expressway. Because she was just a
girl, a,frightened girl; and not certain about driving. And a truck
rammed her frOID behind, and ... and he didn't stop but just
p~ out around the wreck and sped home ... he forbade me
ever to ~ of it. He was upset, yes, and guilty and remorseful,
autl Sick about what he had done ... but he forbade me ever to
sPfili pf it. ••

~... but you loved him, of course?"
"Didn't you? ... love y01Jf' husband?"
Beatrice felt illness coming gradually upon her, as if from a

distance: the way light sometimes moved across the late-winter
bills. pat~hes of inexplicable sunlight that appeared ... and
disappeaied ... and appeared again while she held her breath.
The exact route this sunshine would take could not be predicted,
but ._ ~oved with a strange blithe certainty, as if it had happened
~ble times in the past. She could feel the sickness in her
thi'oatand in her bowels. And in her head: a quick darting
p~ pain. She lay in bed, propped up with pillows. Was she,
DGW~gpingto die? Was this the beginning of death? How little it
seemed to matter ... IShe read books of a kind one reads in bed
~ sick. Too-weakened to be alarmed. She read poetry fo;
ho•• and could not always judge-were such lines exquisitely
beaptjful.or were they terrifying?

,
. Such ~ I6emed but accidents,
&14P16i from t}Je.one interior ltfe
In whic1t Gll.beiRp lIoe with god, themselves

~~- ---~..."......,..----....--~ . ...,=::::•••.· ..-/F•.:-:¢••.·.••:J!-•••::>t.-.,..: •••x,...· ...•... -.'!'-;••..••...•.,-.:.;-}?•••..-.,s..." •.••,-, ••.:~;J-:
:_~
tJ;
:t
"

Are god, existiftgin the~~le .'
A~ indistinguishable tIS the doudl:e# etl8t

Is from the cloudless weat~WM.stJll .
The hemisphere is one ce~ blae,. '.

.~

She wanted to read these lines aloud to another ~.to r.,
Moira. Her voice would shake, her absurd tEln'M wOUld-be .
exposed, yet she wanted to match her eJIl0tioDS,Wjt)t·~
person's-for how could she know, being so siCk now.~:w_
what was terror and what was awe? What was beauty? _:,.;:: ,

In the end she did not read the lines to Moira; She~.
book, put it aside. It was beauti~l, yes, btitjnbu:::il. '.'~. £~,...,
her life, when 'she had known so little, sbe might have .~,._
the poet's massive vision, assuming-smugly, and . ";- ."
it was a vision one might easily appropriate. And~"
her life, near its completion, she might approacluuCh._~
without any fear at all. But now: no. It wasn't possible:. ~.
not yet. . = ':

Instead she craved an art that defined limits. a- ~
humble, sane art, unashamed of tuming away fiom ':':11.' ,
unashamed of celebrating what was human add.;~; "
scaled-down; an art of what was possible. what.lD1it/be
embraced. r:

"As you probably know, I nursed my husband for ~J :~
was his nurse. He didn't want anyone else and I didn't ~ ....,;
anyone else around him; It wasn't easy, in fact hk~~_ 'f%
first: .. I drea?ed. not only h~ but myself in that .-·l~...._;;
afraid something irrevocable mIght happen to me; Ai••••• ' .',;
though, I came to almost like it, to feel fulfilled by n........... "il
I'm ashamed of that now. I can hardly believe it.1'beD,:.I;<":;
end, when he was very sick, I dreaded it again a..du.. ...... .:,::
think, and I was very, very unhappy. I was asbsmtcl~ '. ,... ,!!.
too .. , . Rut what do these emotions matter? Wedow~t r, i
do. He died. WhetherIwasashamedorDo(happyor~.'· .:.q
the poor man died .... aut you're not going to." ... :\.;-,};':.{<~

"Of course I'm not," Beatrice said,.softly .."Y.. ou'_"~~,J.~
generous, Moira, coming over ~.soo.ften, ftrin&~:";: <II

~~ ·li:~~;~~~~~??·Notreally.Y~~be,~~7· -.~

Moira gazed down alherseJf~ •.• "'~, ••.1
)--:-'! ·~fIt

.·'t
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~of her bOOy:that dayslie was wearing a cable-stitched ski:l
~ and fa8ed blue jeans. So tall, so confident!-Beatrice:
~ always admired ~omen like Moira. Moira said strangely,

How can I be neglecting my own life? This is my life here. We
~bit our own lives constantly."

..••••• he did like parties, yes, and he liked to drink. He couldn't
seem to control it. The color of his skin actually changed it got
~~. rosy, flushed ... and he would start to laugh over
~g ... he .liked to be happy, he liked to laugh. It was a
~ for hUD:to come ~ere, to this place; it wasn't right for
;hU;n •• .'. ~e aeetdent was~ t his fault, but I was told he had been
~' he had a bottle m the glove compartment and it flew
out.and was smashed and the smell of it was everywhere ... so I
~ved, I tried to believe, that it was just that, the smell of
Iiqaor, they were going by . I've never told anyone .... He was
Il&np}' more t:h!ln a boy, really. He wasn't an adult. You would
•• ve liked hbn somuch, he could make anyone laugh once he got
going. tIe could even make me laugh .... But most of the time I
don't see anything amusing in the world.",:~eisn't anything amusing iIi the world. It's in your head."
..• 1mean the world in itself," Beatrice said uncertainly.
. _ , in ~our head. The world is. The world," Moira said, as if
JIDltating someone else, " ... is in your head. The world is your
idea."

"But I can't alter it."
'-why not?"
"~'t frighten me,"Beatrice said. "It must be the pills but I

~ seem to 'understand you." ,
~"'We'understand everyth~g," Moira said. She had broughtree somesoup and tea on a tray; she squatted at the bedside.
~', ,bair ~d been brushed carelessly and sprang out in all

~' We know and foresee and remember simultane-

~~ce shuddered .
•••.: '~'. - pllSt.. is gone, but the future is gone too-it's inaccessible.
":'lr:,~pleted and inaccessible. Today is February twenty-
!'l.eDt!i; we can talk about the past and the future today; we can
'~ ~ut our dead husbands or we could talk about ourselves;
.,;Oo,uld ;make plans fot leaving this part of the world
~ .•• or even singly ... escaping together or singly. But it
~'t matter because everything has already happened. That's

'l1aeW~,)~ .."
, ~.5· '.. . .. . .." . .,
h' fou·feellike a corpse: in • .-..,e YOU,fe ~~.~ .

. ~ ~n't feel dead," Beatrice said. " . ~:.
•. body ever does," Moira laughed. ' ~
••.uon't know whaLyoumean," Beatrice said.
~Would you get married again?"
"And have him die again?" . .
"1M they have to diel It's what must happen."
"It won't happen again," Beatrice whispered.

i Moira's eyes were blue, that cerulean blue. She told ~~
pidnot matter in the slightest, she would not hold •.•• :'

•Bea~ce that Edgar had not seemed attractive to her. __ •••• _,
tbasqu-d. He would have hurt you," Moira said.' ',;'..
, "I did admire him ... ." .. :'~;~ ..•
: "He hadn't time for women, really. I don't know whylrefiJhBf'
, love with me. It would have upset me terribly if that ~*
'.taken advantage of,you .... ~o, he wasn't right f?r fOY,. ,Jt,. ~•. \.>...". ~;' ..• .;
..haye appeared to ?e a genius, but ... but wasn;t quite " ,.: .• .•.
he d forget about hISown son for weeks at a time. Y~ YQIt...- " .<',

right to avoid him." . . ... : ':.> .....
••... I was afraid of him," Beatrice said. .'1»
":Yes, and you should have been. He would hav~~ .

You're not as tough as I am .... I am tough, I'ni ~:llob' ,'~~
u?~estimate me. He always underestimated m~.Jae~· "',y
didn t know how to value women .... You were . ·of·•••• ~ .'
then? But you admired him?" - -,~'.-

':Yes. Yes." ..
"But nothing came of it."'" , ",;';;.•
"Nothing came of it ... ." . ,.' ':~"!,<,' .
"You didn't ever see him in private?" . . ';.",- ..
"No." .', .. -:.;<~4.;"~.\ .~~

:f "So nothing came of it. ... And now he' J.dead. IshoOJCi.••.••. ?,·{;,
:1 house; it's my property. This house is rented, isn't id'W~:~'-~\,
I move .back to Boston. v:ve could move all,the ~ayQ'lt~,,~:1FranCISCO.Would you like that? When youre weD ~..i:""' .

"I'm not sick," Beatrice said. "It's just a cold." . , ':,.< tL":-.,_T
"People think you're ill; they say themostabsurd~~t>';:

you," Motl-a said. "They do nothingbutgossip.We~"_~:/;.
don't we? Either together or each of U$singly .... Il1••••• c~.,. "
him there, in the,cemete~. I'U baveto~veevery~p'~

, you .... No, you re not SIck; you look a little pale a, ",. ... <,
'; weight, but there's nothing WIODf':with yon.: " '."::'!':}f!~.<.?/c·

-::. --
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"¥jOu saw the man again, though?; .
".\ few times." , {
Beatrice looked at-Moira wonderingly:' " ";"'>
"I didn't know what I,was doing exactly," MQira safd.'~ lI¥8S '

very upset and so was he and .. , . But it's oyer DOW. I DeVer •
tum DOW." ,- ',' -~' .

"He was married, your lover? Who was he?" , ,
"It isn't important."
'~WilShe ... my husband?" Beatrice asked. ,.:~. "

: Her eyes filled suddenly with tears. She had been qgry!J.
along, without knowing it; and now her, body pW.sSd.2~
~citement. Moira stared at her, utterly amazed; T..beIJ,.·
~nt lines on her forehead, her skin looked bleached~,.'
ash-blond hair was coarse as a horse's mane ... yet s~:~an,
Jlttractive woman, certainly; Wallace would have, ~~(o
ber. Beatrice tried to smile.

"Your husband?" Moira whispered.
"Was it? You can tell me. You can admit it."
"Beatrice, are you joking?"
"Was it-?"
"Of course not."
"But why do you look so guilty?" . ',', .c:
"... I didn't even know your husband, Beatrice ..EdPt.~·t:"

know him. The four of us weren't friends, were we, 'WQdicIQ't
know one another, did we ... ? It was someone else, someoue~
don't know. It doesn't matter." ,':,<;'::'"

Beatrice was trembling. "But I can' see the tWo:ci':m
together, you and my husband. I can see you •.Y~,l,is_
something I've already dreamed, ~omething that .,~(" .
happened .... Were you happy WIth your lover wbiJl':JP.IJf
husband was dying?" ' .,:'

Moira-turned away. "Weren't you.happy, atleast,~

any!~o.'" ' . '~~~{.
"Moira->" ,.~-;;'.

"Frankly, nol" " ..•.
"Why don't you say yes?" Beatrice said..: .•• ' i:2':;.': .
Moira looked at her, frowning. Then-she laughed. ~AIl.r·,

Yes." ,"::~~.""
"So you were happy, betraying your hu.sbandP" "~'t\,,,~;,.
"If you insist." 'i~ .:~
"And 't h sb d g".~:,~., ..r..-. I was my u an .•. r-,pi ,:<~\

- - ';:-f
, ~;

, f -i'm'afraid to leave," Beatrice said.
~Do you still dream about him?"
"Yes. No. I dream about many things."
••What did you dream last night?"
!JeatriCe shook her head, as if not wanting to remember.
.Was he trying to get back to you, trying to ... P" '.
-NOi~ Beatrice said. "It. was someone else. I think it was

JPU· •• but then it was a stranger ... it was you, Moira, but also
sonleODe else, a stranger. You were pushing me out somewhere
~·onto a highway. It was so noisy, the traffic and horns and'
'P*JPIe screaming and ... and I was terrified .... " ,

'.~a"Seized her wrist and shook it. "What do you mean?"
- .; .1 don't mean anything," Beatrice said. "The dream doesn't

~ anything .... But it was so vivid."
{ r "It was' only a dream, it doesn't mean anything," Moira
Ja~ ..':1» fact, I forbid it to mean anything."

""'1 don t want to go to Boston," Beatrice said. "Or to San
~isco either. I'm afraid ... ." .

.'1can forbid that too," Moira said.

-who was your lover, here in Manitock?"
"It isn't important. It doesn't matter. I never see him."

,''"'Who Was he?"
. It'was lat~ March now: they had hiked out to the cemetery.

The earth ~as moist: the wind chilly and fragrant; miles away, in
. ~ m~tams, sunli~t and shadow moved restlessly together,
~part.together. Beatrice was frightened of the cemetery, but she
Jp.e! come otJt anyway. She dreaded the little marker-Kern-
~there was something about the Greaney stone, that highly
PdIfshed black rock, that made her uneasy. Yet she had walked
~ ••lw9miles just the same. And now she felt invigorated.

' ..• people came to visit him at the hospital " Moira was
-Ylng slowly .••.... eSI>t;cially on Sundays and and it was
such a horror for them, and so boring, that. Well, a friend of
Edlar's carne one day without his wife, and I felt so sorry for him
~use he was miserable .... In the elevator going down, I
~ed to cry and he .... So it happened. But it isn't important."

, :And he what?"
. "He ~mforted me. Leomforted him too, in a way, because he

• frightened of what was .happenmg to my husband,
aDd, .. and so it happened. But it Isn't important. It has no
~g."
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"Beatrice, please. You're frightening me. You Jook . f
st;nmge .•. you're not going to be sic1<again, are you? Of course ~ ;
wtsn't-"· ! ;.

,"He was going to die anyway in a few months. But he didn't
boW' it. Why shouldn't he have loved you? Why shouldn't the
tW()of you have been happy? ... He liked life, he liked laughter, I
wasn't right for him. Obviously he fell in love with you and I
don't blaJrle him."

SIMI was shouting. Moir;l backed away,
'-I, '1don't blame himl 1 don't blame either of you!"

'"Beatrice, please," Moira said. "The man was someone you
don~teven know-you and Wallace didn't know him-and it
didn't matter, we never loved each other-" .

"I don't believe that," Beatrice said.
""'We never-" •
"No.1 know Wallace too well. 1 know you.". She pressed het

baltidsagainst her face. The wind must have drawn tears out of
her; bel- cheeks were wet. "Don't you deny it, Moira ... don't you
deoy~bin;l. " . he was going to die anyway and why shouldn't he
~¥e beer1happy ... why would it have mattered? ... I don't
mmd. I don't mind."
" ~Beatrice, it wasn't your-"
'~1 don'ttnindl':

Sb8turned away. Don't you deny it ... don't you resist ....
~.yCJ!ra said nothing; she simply stood there. Then she said

. JPftly. "I knew you would understand, Bea trice, all along. It was
YOIR" husband, yes."
. <.Beatrice saw that her friend's expression had changed; the
~ was gone, the guilt gone.
... 'I'bey walked back to town in silence. It was a wild, windy~. '

.:~E~tually, both women left Manitock. Beatrice got a job in
,the public-school system in Albany, New York, teaching
~in junior high, and enrolled in a graduate program in art
~ at the State University there. Moira, after selling her
boule, moved to San Francisco where she bought into a small
~e. On an impulse Beatrice sent her a note one day:
fhank fIQU, Moira. Months passed. When she received a reply on
a Itif( oatmea1-colored piece of paper, she had nearly forgotten
abotttthenotesh~bad sent. You're welcome, Beatrice, Moira had
iaid. And that was all.

o longer young? . ••Must remind himseH of his a.,: ~
en. That was not exactly young. But when he had ~~
dy his face in the mirror he was always shocked. -b\1Y~

ow relatively youthful he did appear, in spite of .... OfeoUilO; ,~.
~e men in his family hardly seemed to age: his fathea-.W. . ;;::
.!energetic up until the very last week of his life. Tony .h(td'" ",.. -
~ther's gentle good looks: his dark, hea,,>; ey~brows; bill~f

.stracted courtesy . Yes ... P Of course I m listening.· .~.. .-
r A woman whose face was a soft, lined, infinitely lined~:
like a glove that has been crushed and let to fall. Aged;E~~
!Out of that pale, softly wrinkled face her eyes peered at biiaWidl
M intensity that was painful. Doctor, please. DoCtdt :.:J:'
'I'ugging at his sleeve. Trying to pull him down to bel' whefe"
;Jay; trying to pull herself up, up from the pillows. He!' .".., .
'ifingers. His wrist. You are too young to know ...• Y~"'f" .
'ander8tand. It was necessary that he extricate her finae*'ODiltJ#
,one. Gently. With courtesy. Thewoman'svoicewas~~:
DOW, he heard only a whisper. In' fact he did not alwaYf~ \ ..'.'
'words, but he supposed he knew what they were: behad~:'j .;;
'them so often from her. The woman's body was ~'_" ,.~
,.now:. one hundred and fifty pounds.. .'. s~me mono. ths.••.sa' .. , .. ".; .•............. ' .•. c.''sixty-ffvepcunds. Yet she had t;hat timid, desvera~ .• , • . ',>:;.
JPulling at him, begging him. Doqor. 1et·.1JW di8-~ TOttf~.~~' ,';.
i . "63 .;';.,;: .....•.
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,." ''I'ht3H~ NursJna Home: the dail.. y and weekly and monthiy
~ _the monthW insurance payments, the nurses, the
Director who bad been a friend of Tony's father. All were real, aU
_epublic. He was a public man. Thursdays at the Home, the

....., othea- days at the hospital and in his office, in white, a public man.
You are too lloung to know, the woman accused him, but it was a

, Jk'. He knew everything. And he was not young.

Ah,lovely.l At first, from the air, London had looked like any
Other city. And the crowds at the airport were like crowds at any
airport. And the long ride in, the heavy traffic, the unmistakably
-FttY taste of the air, the dizzying, swarming sea of people at the
'Very centel' of the city: Leicester Square, Piccadilly. But nearing
tbdr. hOtel Tony began to realize how quiet it was. The traffic
noises faded to a nervous, energetic hum, a constant hum, well

'wftIdD the range of what one could tolerate. The air seemed to
~: a long stretch of park, the damp fresh chill of spring.
'SuddeoIy be was happy to be here. It was lovely here, he would
~ lIappy here. ,

I t' Nina had been saying for months: You're so different now, 80
dIstf~ all the time. You don't listen to me .... His mother
cdtidzed him affectionately, pulling at his wrist as only she hada
,right to pull: Maat take a oocationthis spring, Tony, don't walt
,aatil AfJIu8t; 1101.1 must take two weeks off and escape .... She
.~ always been jealous of Tony's father, hadn't she? And jea}o.us
of his patients and his success? But that was natnral, wasn tIt?
And Tony tried not to mind her siping with Mina: his father had
'minded this sort of thing, had too often lost his temper. "Oh, isn't
itIovelyl •.. Hyde Park," Mina was saying. "Aren't you happy to

,beWe? It's so lovely here, look at all the daffodils and jonquils
aDd tulips." Mina was leaning against the window as if she were

~~ony murmured, unpacking. He took his things out
-*th care; Milia had folded them and packed them with care.
"'Happy." .. Very happy, yes. Happy."
,~ SUCh tau windows: floor to ceiling. Yet they were impracti-

.~ narrow, hardlymore than a foot across. Strips of glass,
..-eeo-tilited. Tony counted nine windows in the room and
~ed what was the point of it. Must be very expensive. And
die roOQlwas oddly shaped, one wall shorter than the others, so
• he.had the illusion of being inside a distorted cube, an
Jlrtwork that was a playful trick on the senses. The hotel was a

,-

.~.' ".
be,fan elegant cylinder. Ther()()D1wlISsoundProof.}.I"'~·'
the wmdow, pointing fourteen stories below to the~""
uble-dec'ker buses and the stately black taxis that:t~ iD

: untless lanes, streaming to the right, streaming fo ~itf~'. .
ntinual motion that was fascinating. And silent, unlike. the

, ffie of Wisconsin Avenue.' '. . s , '

"I 'don't want you to think of it while we're here," Minlt~
Her back was to him, but he smiled in her direc~"Yes,;
t's right." he said. 0 •• . • -.~

. No need for him to stoop as he knotted his tie, smce th~ b_'"'lfU
, lrror was immense. Tony was over six feet ~ llts.
dark-brown hair stuck out from his hea? stiffly,. SO thickit,~
, if he could not comb it, only brush It out; hISshould,eDw~,

ide, Yet his size was easily accommodated by the mirrOr aDd
e long, highly polished mahogany dresser. The bed ~th!-

.4')'e: almost as wide as it was long. Accommoda~~, £Oi;,
Americans, for giants. . ' •. <:r

"why are we staying here?" he asked. "Why aren'twe~
at a... 0" But he had let her do all the arranging. She an~t:be.~
helpful man at the travel agency in Bethesda, 'The ticbIi, die
reservations, the countless details worked out by I~,
Carlson, the checks signed by Jessamyn in her neat,gr~; .
handwriting. She was dressing in a comer of the room, out of,1i.'il
vision. Fortunately, she had not heard his question; hemU$lh:8~
spoken too softly. So he said: "It seems to be veryquiet _.~ ,
room is very attractive; it's like an American ~otel:' .,'

Whenhe glanced toward Mina he was surprised to see¥- 0WJl1
reflection' one of the mirrored closet doors was open, ~
her as she changed her clothes. His blue-gray suit looked ~'
Possibly he was tired, his complexion a little yellowish; he.~,
to travel. But the suit was attractive. Bought for tbis~:. .
especially for this trip, his first suit in two y~s ... y6u1l ~

, something light and yet warm, no matter that tt s 8fI~J(J1Je
'Pring there, that crocuses started to bloom back in early MtIf'lIi;
England is always cold, al~Y8 cold .... ~ina leaned.~:tp. '
smile at him. ~t had.he s~id! S~e stood ill a IllCY, whlt~sIip,_·
hands busy WIthher haIr~pillnillg It up. Fast-moving litt!e~ .

, the fingernails polished a very light pink, so subtly ~~~
Tony could notalways tell they were.lacquered. She was~ ~'
pretty woman, with her sll.very-blond ..hair and pale blue.~.
her smile. Barefoot, she was mueh shor~. than.~ he. Lik;ea.. '~.'."."
girl, a child. But why did she wear ~hite?-:-jt re~ed1~:9t,
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the paper smoc~ those thiowaway paper smocks patients wore
fof'iexaminlltions. The'smoCks were a single size, large, with
eDcmrious armholes and a string to tie around the waist ....

Detith is a privilege! he had wanted to shout at the old woman.
ButMina was not begging him for death, not even for one

mOre quarter of a gram of morphine; she was not tempting him to
<»mmit murder for her sake. Instead, she was listing the events of
their stay here in London. But one thing was disappointing; the
travel agent back home hadn't gotten them very good seats for a
cert8inplay.

•"We can get to the theater early," Tony heard himself saying.
"ADd if someone has turned in his tickets, then ... then .... We
~·do·that."

What good was it' to have money if you never spend your
moneY? Money too was a privilege. Spending it, being happy
with it, was a privilege. Two years since he'd bought a new suit;
a.o(l'bis shoes were run-over at the heels; Mina nagged him,
latlgbed at him, argued with him .... This vacation could be a
seoond honeymoon, she said. Tony agreed. He sat with her on the
upper level of one of the buses.Iistening to her excited chatter as
she read from a guidebook reading names of parks and streets
aDifbuildings and statues famous names, immortal names.
Here, immortality was everywhere.

'''So many people."'fony murmured.
"Crowds along Oxford Street. A plunging stream of shoppers,

t~; Incredible, somany people .... Yet an occasional square.
~ed from the main road, looked almost deserted.
'~'t you sorry you haven't traveled more?-you're

tbiitY7seven yearsoldl" Mina said, squeezing his hand. She was
onfy .a' few years younger than he, but it had always b~e~ a
tiadition between them, that she was much younger: girlish,
.sw~ sometimes audacious. He loved her very much and hoped
he'mtgbt learn from her.

·itwas difficult to carry on a conversation now that they were
~g the inenus._ '
J:QQnnous ivory placards. The names of the dishes in French,

in,lJowery script, The White Elephant: an exclusive private club
Oll.CUrzOn Street. Only a .two-minute walk from the hotel, no
neIlCi'for a taxt .•. ~hos~ were explaining things to them.
Mf,bia was listening attentively, but Tony's mind wandered. He

(l!

had waited {or Mina to shewer, bad ~nstanding,.tonf'.?t.~ .
windows gazing down at the traffic, hap found himself~.
that the value of travel might be a secret DO one voicetL"tbj; \
realization that so many people existed" th~usands', UROD
thousands of people existed, quite unrelated to one ioptber.
unaware of one another, lives that scurried among lives ~~
touching them .r:> and so it was liberating, wasn't it, to~)lo.W
little one's own life mattered? .. how little one's oWliJifj
obsession mattered?' And it was true, as Min~ so often said;~
people who had money might as well spend it. Money to("~'1l
privilege. . .' ..." •

He was happy enough to be here, in this handsome 'diD.iog'
room, studying this complicated menu. Their hosts were~,
of friends. A connection through Mina's brother-in-law. ~ho '.
worked in Washington with someone else's Qrother-."w,
something to do with the London-based sub~idiaryof ••..·
pharmaceutical company: not necessary for Tony tor~ - .
the exact relationships, but h~ should try to.remem~r g,~. ' . ,
who was who, who was American and who was English. ;" :~~
the New York accent of the man beside Mina. a ~
forty-year-old in a stylish suit, sideburns halfway do~bk,
cheeks. Tony listened to what was being said, ExpJana~ pf
English holidays, bank holidays, indifference of workers*
and income and the old enticements of the mat
culture ... the terror that cynics had never considered of'tbe
possibility that God had retreated into Material for mOst peopJ~ ';
into cars and television sets and semi-detached house$;ttl the.
suburbs, and now the scornful intellectuals had done their~i:'
now Material itself was losing its divinity. And could totalaKaOS ,
be far behind? ... Laughing over their cocktails and ca~.AAcJ
pate. Tony leaned forward. He wanted to askwhetller~~'
really true'? ... whether it had been offered as a serious ~
or only as part of the conversation? .. but alrea<!Y'the:~
was changed, already they had not so much backedawax~t;
as leaped over it. '~:i' . '7 ;

One of them asked Mina about their plans; which re<J.~.....•,.....~,
listing the plays and tours and museums and galleriesO~e' .~
Flushed with joy, she was, hardly more ~ a.girl.aile.'.• r aU.;'. '.. ~...--.
and American and eager to live, eager for life' to 'be" .: >
tempting to her. She was from Charleston~.SouthC$to~:M~
the company of strangers her soh, ."oJOus, utt~ ~;,
accent reasserted itself witbout herlCD9wJedge-~T~yfe~ ~. ,

. . .... '- ' , "." : ',' ': ..>.' "

-,,:
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jeltJous that she should be so happy with other people ani I so
unhappy with him and not even know it.

During dinner Tony's.mind wandered and he could not call it
~. <)De of the men in their party reminded him of a patient of
~. who had died not long ago. Fifty years old, a wealthy broker,
a ~man with hundreds of acres in the Smokies, articulate
aboUt m,. own dying: witnessing with a kind of irritated awe the
bUimis.hesthat covered his body and would not fade, the scales
~. itchy patches that gradually merged, scraggy scabby
patches of reddened flesh gone mad, wild, turned against the
pl'ftOll who inhabited it. Was that death, was it that simple? Of
Course. Tony had been embarrassed for so long, he'd stumbled
anef'reddened, as embarrassed as his father, but what good did it
dolo. always reSist? ... so many of them died anyway. Died. And
not'iall of.them seemed to mind. The dying man smoked cigars
aDd lay propped up in his expensive bed and spoke to Tony of
tbe·:pbenomenon of dying. Evidently he had begun to die, he
exPlained, the day he lost all interest in his disease; like most
edUcated people, he had taken an obsessional interest in "his"
diseUe, bad become rather a specialist in it (a rare kind of bone
~). But one daythat interest left him. He saw that "his"
disease did not matter; it wasn't disease that mattered, only the
baJ¥lce of power between life and death ... the shift of power
and..ueg1ance to the other side, to death, that was the beginning
of 'Jfing,l felt it with relief, that shift.
. One of the women asked. Tony a question. He answered. He
m~ have done well because she smiled, laughed, was obviously
p~ with him. She was the wife of the man with the
sidM:Kams<Behind her the paneled wall gleamed, her perfect
h~-blond hair was reflected. in it; and behind her image,
~~d it, the amlable bhir that must have been Tony's face. All
w.~. Tony found himself in the conversation without having
~ to say, but that did not matter, not in the slightest. What
~ .• yone to say? These healthy trivial people, strangers who
t~ out to be friends: what did they have to say? They praised
tbe$ffshes, or complained about them. They commented on the
~And was that James Mason seated at a nearby table? ... or
soRlieone. who resembled Iiim? .. and how long would the
C~os be in London, or had they already asked that question?
Toay heard himself 1aUsJurag. He must have been happy to be
witllthem. though notso~' as his wife was; it was like being
with their friends in B~ or Georgetown or Chevy Chase,

-eople turned out to befaD;1iJiar,~andsis_""'to'
cne same subject and eating the ~ ¥~-Ioq~
allegiance was to this visible, ~e, costly "'~ .~rJ.But
how could they eat so much? Tony'Was amazed,'~at
himself as well. It must have been because theywereceI •••••
something important. They had to snatch-at the food; ~.~
snatch at whatever t!tey were celebratm,& notwantfng it~.~ ..
Cocktails and hors d oeuvres and appetizers ,and the~ _
followed one another in an important sequence Im~ ~~~,
after-dinner drinks and the after-dinner conversatioIi •••..;~
so much food. So much of it wasted. Tony wanted to ~.
and leave and get back to the hospital. He could sbower~.
Could change his clothes there. And. . . . . .• i:. .:•.

The food must have been ornamental; be was mil •• ~.
point of it. He was too literal. Not enough i~na~. ~
appetite he ate, as they ate without appetite. Teny s ~ .'
Mina said, was that he never enjoyed. anything; WW~ ••
enjoy life as others did? ... He made an effort, lie ~~,
spirit back to the table and listened.to wb&twas beJng~~"
to hide his discomfort. They must not miss Speakers· ~~.
Hyde Park-did they know about that?~was it JD:~' ,
guidebook? There they could hear the most ~. .., ... '
speeches, sincere people and ob~~ madmen"and £. ,;..
people in the crowds, really fascmating. If YQU ~in ... ,.,;.
eccentrics. In abnormal psychology. WillI, won t 1, tofIl~~i "
I, Tony heard himself thinking, while ,he a~ tbat~ ",'
interested in such things; he was interested 10 ~. ~:.
was why he and Mina had come, wasn't it? 1\ smat:l ~:.
voice, taunting him. I think I will, Ith,fn1c.1~ ~I~J'~
And the old woman's face appeared 10 his minch eye, ~;
him to leave these people, to fight ~ way paSt tbeo1t1O~'
her from her agony. Tony half,shut~ ~es. He was sndIIDI.' -;::::-.:. .••.. ~.

lips were smiJfng. WillI, won t I, willI. __ . ;-~....,':'
One of the women was telling an anecdote about~·,

made on the life of the Queen some ~onths before, ~ t

eyes filled with tears and he thought 1OapaniC1831OC~ .
if Istart to cry, what if I",in thit ~ing like alll1te .. ;l<".

there wa~ no danger of that, the anecdote ..w~ r8aI1Y~_7~. .
resolved Itself 10 laughter and all was well; - .;", J.,;"! . I .-..- ,.~.·.ici~r:l·

"You want to 'go home, don't yoUP.' .: -.:.., .
"Of course-not." .~ " • I •~,< :.' '-J,.;:~'\'~~'.

"~-~:.':-';; ..~
. ./ \ j.~';':...':",'-\ . :1.:': .
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'"'You"re not happy here: you want togo home ...• You hat
0*' Y~"re DOtb{lppy with me."
,:'Tmvery happy. I don"t wailt to go home."
OCYQU"re always thinking of •.. :"
·~No."

They went to famous immortal sites and yet time did not pass.
The pesent could not be dislodged. The Tower of London:
AIBc\ldcaDstramping happily in the drizzle, taking pictures,
crowding one another on the narrow, poorly lit stone staircases,
~ to the ravens .... Look at the crows! Look at the crows! a
y~·father cried. His children were delighted. They went to
tlMt BtitiIb Museum where, grateful for Mina's awed silence,
Touy 1BVe' birQself up to WillI, won't I, willI, won't I. He had
explDaed to tlmt woman that he was not preventing her death.
He-dJd not sbmd ill the way of her death. Not he. How was it his
f~.that. once she was hospitalized in that place, he could not
cr~any boundary establiShed by the law? ... could not cross
any-boundary? ... he was sick with shame and terror, not
~wbatto do. And yet: had her life evaporated to the point
at WIdeh it was no more than a bubbling phosphorescence he
covIdllOt have abandoned it, could not have given it up .... He
waa-frjghtened, excited. He walked Mina through the enormous
drafty I'OOInS and kissed her when they were hidden for a
momeotby a marble wall.

Yetiime did not move: only three calendar days had passed.
111,'" fCensington Gardens Mina slipped her arm through his

and:aecused him of being in love with another woman. Did she
kri8Wthe woman? •.. was it the wife of one of his friends? Was it
a ~tof his? Tony laughed, she was so endearing, so absurd.
On:t)le. gravel path he kissed her.

~ you every seen parks so very green?" they asked each
otheill'

••• was' happy. Tony was happy, but he began to sweat
t:hrOiuPhis clothes, though the restaurants and theaters and
m•.••••• wereill-beatBd, possibly not heated at all. At odd,
~table times he thought of his office, thought of the
lighttQllt andthe shade drawn. Dr. Carlson, M.D. in gold leaf on
the door. ~ waitillgroom empty and RealiM and Today's
H6fiI#a, and Scienti/ic ~ and Newsweek and Medic-
W~Newa in their IJl'OP8I'places in the magazine rack,
ev~gin.its place ••••• undisturbed, dustless. He thought

,the hospital. He thought of theHuron NumngHOme.; •••Miaai ! ;

-oke wistfuUy of going to vis(t'.:ce>usiD·of bel' ~'Si-- •.-' -.
~inster who lived in Highgate, but Tony did not replY.dithot
argue. In the end she went alone: he saw her eft,· •• ,die
Underground near their hotel and they said good-by bra.'\l'8ly•••
if they might never meet again. "

Of course they met again, and though it was: much •••. :it
seemed to Tony that time had not passed at all. He had waadered
beneath the pavement, studying the crowds in the subway. hfr
hands in the pockets of his raincoat ... a man with nothiDato ••. ~. >;
absolutely nothing to do. An observer, a stroller. A~'A -,
tourist. As soon as Mina was gone he began to notice, ~l .
how dirty it was down here. The corridors were depl~
especially a very long, poorly lit one: he waodered· •. tiY.
mistake, having misread a sign. He had intended to~iRto
the Marble Arch but had turned at the wrong pJace.aod.te-cl
himself in a parking garage; huge, hideous place, stDeQIiw,J, ,
e~haust. A man ~as sprawled at Tony's feet,' mu ••••••. , ,.~,
himself. Drunk, SIck. The corridor was puddled: -.ef?It:,'
water, some of it urine. At the intersection with tllemain~ I .;.~
an aged woman derelict sat beside her bundle of c1otWIJ8... ,
food, her hands folded. eyes shut. berexpressioD peilIcefd ,
People streamed past her .... Not far away tbree.guftai-~
beggars, all Americans, singing happily to the· cro ••• lIiIIt
ignored them; a girl in blue jeans and a bright Yellow·~ i

rattled a tambourine that was. also a kind of tin cup. It~"', '
cold down here. People burned by"up toward Marble Ndl-.·.,. "
, back in the other direction, not wanting to linger. TOllY ~_:
girl in the yellow blouse a pound note, but she -did not •••••. " •.
notice. She smiled vacuously toward him, noddiDgil~... -:
. the lively, thumping music. He wondered what the hell •••.•• ' '.: C'

doing here and what the point of it was ... but itwbsq,~.;' "
tell ~ina about, at least. She could not accuse him of'.•••••• : .
nothmg to say to her. :" ~~:'~"" •

- ',;':: ,~:;,,>._--,:.~;.•/
"What were you reading there in that old book?,. :youJI. •••• .

what the guide was saying about...... .. '~1,"~'1~:: ,~:
"About Indian customs,". Tony said. "A Jesuitfi,~·

nal ... seventeenth century ... North·~:;.;:;-.~;.·: :.
She waited and he did not continue. ', ,:••••.,/;,:.,.::6 .
"What w~ so interest:J.tg abouttlii bbokf" she ~~:,"1';*' '. ..j
He was light-headed ftpm'aJltbe •••••••• , •••••• t<

~..

"
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I '~~f P8Y~ the crowds. Vague, blundering. He beg:uill

-to-teD her, as they sat in this charming French restaurant in '
. N4yfair, hOlding' hands. began to tell his wife about a way of
IDdian torture ... Indians torturing Indians ... the pulverizing of'
•• tiody's organs one by one and the necessity, the sacred.

'1l8CeSSity, of preserving the life of that body until the very ....
8I)e drew her hand awa.y.

., '"Y~aiekenme," she whispered. "You disgust me."
..,., pretended not to have heard and she did not repeat her.~-- ;WJiM~.

.•. ,~~ smaD. cramped seats. Tony yawned. Familiar faces all
arotmd him: other tourists. The commotion five minutes before
t;he ballet :began was exciting; even Tony felt some interest,
~wntDg after his heavy dinner. Mina seemed to be reading the
pi:Ogram,studying it. She wore her glasses. In the theater were
WOIDeD With bright, smiling, expectant faces, all wonderfully
,~ their hair wonderfully prepared. That was what they
dkl With tIieit splendid good health. The men were smiling too.
B1It ftJIne were sleepy after their heavy dinners. A few of them
rei);.1aCed. sluggish, uncomfortable. Hypertension, heart attack;
'rUDy -glanced at them and past them, not wanting anyone to
~1Iis eye. Why are we here, what are we doing here? ... But
this "QI'asabsurd: everyone wanted to be here. Obviously,
~ wanted to be here.
N music was delicate, enticing. The girl was shy ... the boy

bOld.-Theperfection of their movements charmed Tony: bodies,
arins and legs, faces that were intelligent, feet that seemed to
PlIISe9S their own thought. Tony was fascinated by the stylized
~ of power there on the stage: the male dancer now lifting
the •• above him as if redeeming her with his strength. She was
veryprefty. He was very handsome. And those muscular
.~ers. .•those' powerfully muscular legs ... to think of the '
,pp.,.1ocked in theml ..• Then another dancer entered, another
~. T'OIlY'sheart lurched. He realized this was only a dance,
oaIy.....•"1 an illusion. Images chasing one another in a pretense of
.~ alive; bodies that mocked ordinary bodies with a supreme
8o.itfy irrelevant strength, while the audience stared and smiled.
TfJesecoDd' girl bad the face of a girl he had examined a few
~ ago, and when she entered the dance he seemed to lose
tliillusiOilbefore him in an instant. His mind shifted from the
•••• because it was not reaI.He wanted to cry out, wanted to

I ',..;t ".' ~

:: ""':',::~~·~r:~"oop>:~T.~·;n~:r:. ,/ r-; ~_.:~.
,I:~-.,::.~.
oj ..

t~ nothing clluld in~rest himexCElPtwbatwas~.,...i::
ldjexcite his passion. .. . . ..': ,':.' '.

, ~ dancer was tall; her black }lairwbipped. about;Jovelt;.
· scuIar legs, absolutely certaiB of eacli movem~' -i "';'
o te ... absolutely certain of the dance. It turned. out 'tbat:0df';" .~', •.~.
, ond girl was the important one, not the first. ';['he,JIWlS' '},
erest shifted. The dance shifted .... Tony was watcbDJg •
ond girl and thinking of the other girl, of his patient..'-

· k into an erotic daze, making no effort to concenb'ateoa~
ce or to avoid his memory of that day at the hospital, WhitiIt", •.

had very nearly forgotten. Of course he had forgottel1-, JJe' '. '
got, forgot everything; he had to .... But the music_. -: '
ck-haired dancer brought it back and he. felt his .~-':.'
ead out everywhere in him, not concentrated many pai'tcf __ ~"
dy .It was everywhere in him. It could not be disc~~':~

, uld come to no climax. It was everywhere. In ~ b•.•• ¥~ :'~,
ck of the throat, that dryness that could tum iJ;atoa ~>' .. 'i::.

, he .... In his lips, in his eyes. In the up.per P.art o.f.h$sbG.·".~.". !. .;.(.~.,.',;-'
est, where the lungs yearned to take in air as fully and' . . :~t~<

, possible, the violence of muscles never fully exercised.r~~.,
~eir 'pleasure. Jesus, how he wanted .... how ~.Iji,': 0

anted .... But he didn't know what it was; he could~"'. ':".:
to an image, not into a single image. Beautiful fIOUftg •••• '
ey had said. Brought in by police, found wander:DJi-m:",· .
. oad yard, clothing ripped, bare-legged though it was"
enty degrees that day, mumbling something about._ ' ~- ,

ped, byablackmanwhosaidhewouldrepn-ntotwist~ , "'0
, f if she told police ... beautiful 8chizophrenic they .:~-
; hough pretty battered at the moment." ' .
; Intermission, Tony woke to applause. His desire mooIted)tm=.:

· spirit had swollen to the point of anguish, and noweveqrQljet . . '
I as applauding, the dancers were taking their bows •• :_>
:1 eating inside his clothes and Mina was saying thin8l~~~,
: eply to, must respect. In the seat before him was. ~ r.~."..'··,
: erman woman. Harsh-voiced, hair that was too, "
I: and-clapping that sounded violent, hollow, outofpro~:
r hatever had happened on stage. His yearning ~'~-, .:

ocked, his tender excited memories were being clappefiQbt4ff. 0

lstence .... He joined in the clapping. He agreed WJt'~.;:;..
ina had said. W.ith part of his mindlte bada.ctut.u;-;t;: ..".
atching the ballet; he had beenW'ltemr. it. He ~;:':i.,

. ~ .~'~>~_.<--;t-,
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listem.Pgto themuSfc. with part of his brain he had concentrated'
OIl the dance, and it was nota lie, his applause, his willingness to
join iD the tUmult of clapping. It was certainly pleasant to be here,
itlYas a privilege to be here, and in a way he was grateful to be so
suddenly -awakened.

• . . ; .Dtinks in, the lobby? ... Ice cream? ... Cigarettes?
.. tony thought it touchirig that adults would eat ice cream out

,Ql.' J9tle cardboard containers, with wooden spoons. Like
~dren they were, eating with those wooden spoons. And so
loon -.after their enormous dinners .... Boxes of candy. Hard
c8ndies,mints .•.. Would you like some, Mina? No. Thank you,
qO.lce~?Cigarettes? a drink in the lobby? She countered by
askiJag. if be was enjoying the dance and when he said he was
epjf)yiDg it. yes, very much, she turned away, offended by the
SOUDd· of his voice. That he should not try harder to convince
bed; '.. that-he should lie so unconvincingly I.. They had not made love for so long now, the worry of it had
bemJne.abstract,· philosophical.
.' . Sometimes she took on the burden of being at fault, not out of

1dJa9qesS but out of malice: she detested him. Sometimes he took
mi. burden, when he was genuinely tired or when he had had
w.leave the dining room during dinner because something that
hacla-ppened that day returned to upset him. He loved her, he
did DOtblame her for the rage she insisted she did not feel, and of

-cOurse she loved him too: otherwise what was the point? The last
several times they had made love Tony had had to convince
liimseIf that it was necessary, it was a sacred necessity, and as far
as be knew she believed him ... she seemed to believe him. He
was JfOtto blame that images rushed into his head. Was he? Nor
was MiRa to blame that her warm eager body and her loving
;~ seemed to fade, to become abstract and unconvincing.
IHOw am I to blame, she once sobbed, tell me how am I to
~ .. '. is it someone else, do you love someone else, what has
JMaPpenedand how am I. to blame ... ? ,

r :'::.They looked through the program together. They read the
:~. commented on the dancers, studied the glossy advertise-r~,··..~.~,. decided upo,n !l r,estaurant in this very block where
,;'. .the-show suppers were a specialty.
·:~•• ~I'm enjoying tills very much," Tony said.
..~~,,~:4nd·Jndeed he was ~ger for the dance to begin. The
:;ilt~~ was far too long. He got up to stretch his legs, made
'hir way nervously throUKh the crowds, returned to his seat and

~

:'f' . .... ~~tlr' ~.".;

,,'., e~as a wait. A woman'beside ~ tumed~ttQbe. ' .. :
IJiUt4 Carolina and the two of theiD'were talking iD~ ";.;
tlnidastic voices. So interesting here in London! ... S(f ••••• -.
. so many waysl

r The second ballet was by a contemporary. composer~;
uhr and it was harsh, jarring, deliberately unrhythmic. Tony

ked from one dancer to another to another, not knowibJ:wt.t
. uld happen. The dancers seemed to pace and hinge.~.~,.
ack-hairedgirl appeared, her face grotesquely w•••• .,
tures penciled in, the mouth too red. The male d~ .

r. His movements showed passion, but passion~.
e structure of the music .... And his face was heavily made •.

. ethe girl's. Was it a parody? Was it serious, ".~ "seriduI-
onstrosity? Tony judged from the restlessness ofthe~
at they simply did not know: they hadn't-the right eu~;~
idn't know how to react. A sickening sense of· ••••.• ,

Jmbalance .... The m?sic swerved this way, the ~~
way. Will I or won t If WiU any ofm? Then t:henr ••• ~
tomplicated turn and a spontaneous burst cjfapplaus8:ftO~·\:
few perceptive people in the audience, followed by 'a/•••..
~ave of applause. Tony seemed to catch the balJeriria"s jOy.~
elt the applause; she must have glanced out, a half~secoIKI.~

exaggerated dark gaze acknowledging the audience ••. ail':
Tony smiled, relieved and disappointed as the illusion brob~.'
him, once again, and he was conscious of himself sittllCW·.
Cramped seat, perspiring, watching a contorted and verye~
modem dance he did not understand. " '.

Beautiful? No. Whydid they always .exaggerate?' SO:""
people were beautiful, what was the point of del!!."~.
beauty? In fact. beauty now bored him. He was thi!!t~., .
years old and hungry for other things, not beauty; the ~~ ".
beauty could not hold h~ attentio~ for long.: .. The:,=
was like one of the guitar-playing boys m the un . ."

, tunnel, though more attractive. A very comely, handsomct'f_ .,..
carefully made up, stylized, unreal, And his strength was"~; .
it was a convention. It was art. He guided the girl dQt byi~: "~
power of his own spirit but by the power of the mUS!c~~

, power the audience gave him. He was the male dancer;~
. be strong. His power was theatrical, ~Jized. cooIIy~, '.
its precision, and yet it was simply play .•. that quick~"~: .~
music. that outburst of percussiolJ; suggested how ·dIe.·.... ".,~..,
~ , ' -. . .' '., ",~ •. ' ,; 1(- ; ',': :/:{'.:~
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ballet ~ a cruel pJayfuJDess, a kind of abstract code. Gradua~ '..e _ud_ce CIlUg)tt ~, gntduaUy it began to' respond to tlllS
,·code. ··The dance was one of asexual, graceful bodies that hinted
at the dilemma of life in the flesh, without evoking it. Those
ttiigbs were muscular beneath the dead-white tights, and surely
the ~ were sweating inside the strenuous caprice of too
music, but it was not visible to the audience; therefore it did not
'fXist. Tony crossed his legs. He uncrossed them, with difficulty,
Wunc.:omfortable in here .... On stage the dancers labored in an
.art that subdeed the instincts by deadening them, by denying
their existence. It was only a performance, Tony thought

, 'ini~bly; For him it was a parenthetical interlude, but for tOO
..people around him, for Mina, it seemed to be much more: the

,iatensification of theirlives,
,''''-How be pities theml ... sad, ordinary people. Their passion -
had to be danced out for them, on stage. Otherwise they lost it.

. ."'Twent; years old, she was. But not beautiful. Why did they
."ways exaggerate? Naked beneath the paper smock, her bare
.~ stuck in straw sandals, hugging herself, shivering. Not
beautiflJ1. Her skin was blemished, her forehead too broad and
rather bumpy, as if the bone were uneven; her teeth were

. discolored. But the eyes were attractive. Except for the shifting,
1he ceaseless evasion of her gaze, swinging to the ceiling and into
tile QOm~ of tOOroom and down to her long pale skinny feet.

,'Dark red hair would, have been attractive, no doubt, if it had
been washed. But it was greasy and hung about her face in
1Uried strands. Twenty years old. Dragged off the street and
.raped. she said. Could identify her attacker, she said. She spoke

'toTony ~ a peculiar detached drawl. She would not look at him,
:lmt.looked everywhere else. He wondered if she were really sane
"'Ud only pretending to be insane .... She was obedient enough
~en-he took her blood pressure, not resisting. She stared at the

\:{,aroorner of the room. For some reason he didn't feel afraid of
.beI'; he believed she was no crazier than anyone else. Beautiful
joung schizophrenic! .. ,And her legs hairy, unshaven. Her.
.$1llpits unshaven. Fingernails broken, filthy.
_ ,Then he asked her to step into the lavatory; he handed her a

.'container, for a urine specimen.
,.' No.
'~e mined. away, hugging herself. She was evidently
embarrassed ••

It
I', ffered her the container and she pushed it away~~,

be. .' , " . ,:/"""f.
ttJ' explained what the ~ure was. She' l:flQJt1~'

anUned--didn't she want to behelped? Andile m_~
. veri'! tests, several more tests ... must try to detetlD'ilMJ.'.~
ad happened to her ... see if there were live spermatozoa.-.:.,.:

, as emergency-room procedure. " " ...;'-:
" She seemed to be listening, though she wouldn't look. wm.
tHe thought again that' she wasn:t crazy, only a~."~
'Blannerisms of crazy people: muttermg to herself, tumed:awa'Jl'
!from him. Stop this! Stop I Go into the lavatory and 'l"tllle
"$ample for me and lie down on the table so I can examine~~
'all will be complete .... Then he had an-idea, He told_Mfa,
iwait in the corridor. When she was finished in the lavatQrf·.
·could come back into the examining room and lie "~ aaa
iprepare for the rest of the examination. How was thatP-:';;'~
'privacy for her. , :. c" ~,FO

SOhe went into the corridor. There were two ordedhlhY. .
. drinking fountain, yawning and stretching .... She's ~ • .filltt
she? She wasn't raped, was she? Like hen she was rapedf-;· •••• "
must be lying. It didn't look like rape, her legs and beDy~.:
bruised, she must be lying. Tony waited until he ~~
was ready for him. He went back into the examiDing~~
there she stood, in the paper smock, her hands clenchecl.;fI!
her. She was staring at the floor .... He happened tonOtll»~
container with the urine specimen, partly bidden bebiDd a:~
cabinet. She had bidden it there out of modesty, ' .••.

Tony thanked her.- " '--"';
And now for the examination: he saw at once that sW.wMa'

bruised. But that might not mean anything .... He asbd~ .
put her feet in the stirrups and slide down to his end of tIit·~ -
but she couldn't seem to do it. She whimpered. She layftilhiPiS'- _.
obedient, and then tensed up 'at once, as SO()ll as he ~
her .... He asked her to please relax, to cooperate. ::=',"'i':i complete the examination, bad to get a smear. But she ., -,

i~ still. Tony tried to explain the procedure to ber, h,ut,'she, ~\,"':;~,'",':
.J seem to be listening. So he caned the attendants m .c:h~-:,
~, them to hold her down. A third attendant came atoaa",T,..." -!~

worked as quickly as possible. Hefeltlight-headed'a!IMIff~,:i':;
that this girl should resist the examination and -force.*'~,','-
ber; but this often happened, it couldn't be heIped.~~~ '
make four tests. it was for her own good. ,she bad e~fd:blit

1..:../ ..•

, i
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Biped ....•.tile po1ice wouktwant as much evidence as they could
pt..;.SJaesquinned'and whimpered, but he got the smear.
JUDmingbis fingers upiliside her: testing quickly for lumps, for
any disorder. Quickly, deftly, and it was over and she had not
8Venscrea\ned.

, That didn't,hurt did it?
- She was relaxed' now. She seemed to go dead.

. <That didn't burt, did it? Tony asked conversationally.
They let her go. She lay for a moment without moving, then

~ to a sitting position at the end of the table. How she
pantedl •.. like an animal. He could smell the stench of panic
abotither. But he had won, without really hurting her. He had
COIDJl1eh!d:theexamination and would send the specimens to the
abo.ratory and., . . . .
" :&was taking off the robber gloves when she attacked. She
snUstbave thrown herself off the table sideways-must have
lifted herself by the sheer strength of her arms-jumping
~eJVays at him, halfway onto his back, her hands around his
tbIoat.She was screaming now. Her screams came from every
~on, She bad. grabbed Dr. Carlson by the throat and was
JODle~~ crawling up his back, literally climbing up his back. He
.feH-',beawy against the metal shelves. She was screaming and
Pndins his head against the floor ....

...
Mitla was sobbing.

;''''Lbere must be someone else. Another woman.". '" . ",..•••• DO.
,":Someone else. Someone else. Someone you love .... "

·'o'For.Christ's sake, no."
,".; ••aDd you don't love me."
, ~1)Io"Can't you sleep?"

.-sIeep. Can't I sleep," Mina laughed. They lay side by side 'in
"~us bed. The room was soundproof, nearly: from time

I _.they could hear a siren passing on Park Lane, but even
, .~" .' . g noise was indistinct. Or maybe there were no sirens.
. ... . the noises, faint and teasing, were from inside the hotel

'; Qr-,maybe they were imagining it all. Tony sometimes
" '.' his wif.·e sobbing at a distance. But when he confronted her
. . '..': bitter and dry-eyed and waiting ironically to be loved.

,,' $0 wellleave a week early; we'll leave tomorrow afternoon,
you. To get you back borne to your work. Your life."

QOD'twant to leave early:' Tony said weakly.

..• ; , '~- ....••:,;:;~~-:. ~.\--_:-,

Ii.• ' . ·LW..:.:--';"-; ,,!'. .' ',' ',~£-. ", •

i.e :."quired' so littlel .•. only ~ be ~ •• his ~,w;~
, ,, rtt¥I. And so he comforted bet,...shewanted to be~'
Wd.wbat she deserved as his wife. So be must love her.Ife~'

t matklove to her. Sobbing, her breath scanty as a chikFtI;"'l(r.
lin his arms and pressed her damp face against his ... binnfeOf·
'eleven years ... so sweet, so anguished, so helpless aud •••••
;sive .... Of course she was innocent; she was not to bI.me. She

· .was one of those who danced in the background, who oouIdnot
rush forward and demand the audience's attention. She was-bf1

~wife and required rituals appropriate to that role. ¥l»I d9n't."
me; ¥ou love someone else. Please don't lie ...• She, begsecl ••...

· to lie. His mind gave him images, flashes of the past: ootbOcJilNo
much as entire scenes, experiences in' which· be and ~

· person were wedded, impersonally, irrevocably. TOtIfI~.•.'1)0.
l' you love me? The dying old woman: except she.was.=...
I really. The disease had aged her. Sixty-four and. she· ...._ .! twenty years older, clutching at his hand, at· JUs WI:iIitt.
. begging .... He was not guilty of her life or of-herd,. bat.

would mourn anyway afterward, alone where DO _c~
discover him: of course he was guilty, he was always'~~"
was their physician, he belonged to them and tbeyto~~.·
always guilty. He was theirs. They were wed to one~f .
irrevocably, and no other marriage; no earthly ~ ~ ..
compete with that marriage. No other passion could~.:
with it .... The girl stinking of sickness, of panic, sqlrirm"'''
the examination table while he perspired over her,' ~~
excited, nearly faint with the enormity of what she wu~ •
him to do, almost against his own will: What ordinary ~.
could match her? There were none, none like her. He •••••. iMie
like her. Dark red hair, dirty, sullen, lusterless ... and ~ ..
lusterless except at the moment he entered her. . .. ' ' .' ..... /

The yearning was everywhere in him now. An ache, awWui: ~':.
bewildered ache: that he might inhale so deeply, so wilily""
everything yet unknown to him, unknown to man, eYf!IY~
every terror, every adventure of the finite world,cOaIJl._
realized in one ecstasy .... Still, a woman spoke to bim. •.,: .• / .
him by name. Her voice was small, tem'ble. You' dO:
me? .. Me?

He loved them-all of them-AU of you. Yes'
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ifhe Snowstorm

'i.t t the. back of her mind, lhadowy there, yet crazed and whirling
.)ike"a bUzzard, shapeless, terrifying, ordinary, the number
·'grew-the faces, the bodies, sometimes nameless; sometimes
~,were names without specific faces attached to them, but

"piemones just the same, equally powerful. She had lost count.
· " .Que of them had compared her to his wife. He had meant to
&..tter her; perhaps he had imagined, at that tinj1e,that he loved
:.her and must flatter' her. You are so much more .... You are
~ 80 much more .... She had been very hurt, angered to the
~int of tears'. She had told-him: I don't want to be compared to
tMfIorJe else.

The day of the snowstorm, the first heavy snowfall of the
year a girl Silt across the desk from Claire, sniffing, weeping.. Hi, hate myself ... I don't know what the point of it all
is •.. what is the point ... I'm failing three courses, I telephoned
borne last night to Rochester the first time in a week, I was so
~ andasbamed and ... and what I told you ab~ut ~efore,
~ I thought I was pregnant ... you ~ow well, I didn t know
·iewI could be but I ... I think that I kind of at the back of my
·Pnd I kind of hoped I would be, you know, I mean not on
p~ but I had this strange sensation that it should be true, I

. woPld deserve it to be true ... and then I would have the
· abortpn, you know, I even have the two hundred dollars for it to I

80

be done right ... and .•. and theni would be puDisheabtt.does
that ~e any sense?" '0', .~

Claire did not say It makes exqui8ite senseI '.
Claire must have nodded. You hid your anguish, your ~

you nod to encourage them, but gently. . -" .'. .
~'... I would be punished for it. Maybe I could startover,~

then." -. 00 •

A mane of dark red hair. Eyes painted, e~pecially ~,~
lids-a silvery turquoise. Shells, seashells, that beautiful •..
glimmering mixture of colors .... An exotic. coat: loo~edJ.e
goatskin, rimmed with fluffy white fur that might 6a.ve been 0

imitation fur. Quite long, fell to mid-calf, to the tOps(1t~
laced black leather boots. Expensive boots. NervoushandJ.·~

.-constant movement of that hand holding the cigare~"aad
forth, back and forth to her pale chewed-at mouth,fiDing~'1
office with smoke and sorrow. Claire tried no,t ~cough-!itd,te
smoke, tried not to show her impatience with thlft sono\V.~

.• had heard so much of this before, so much of tbisl",",,~"~1 girls seemed to smoke. They were all pretty .•like~=
• not always so exotically dressed. They all said: ••... 1 ". .•. 0

1 I don't know what the hell is going on ... it isn't this guy~ •
j was very sweet when I thought maybe I was, )Jll'U .1pIo;w~
,~ pregnant ... as I told you ... it isn't this guy butthenext~~l "

can already guess will take his place ... because I lose ~io
them once, once I, once we .... I didn't use to, in the~ ,
now I do .... No, they don't know about any of this ai:J", "

" certainly not, that would kill them. You're the only one l~
! one girl friend, and, 00, the boy ... I told him about it. My••••

just goes on and on. You probably think I'm crazy,": ,": '
Staring from under those inverted seashells: Am lP ~".".

I? Will you help me ... ? ", .:0 ' ••

Claire tried to explain something. You must use w~ ~
was the difficulty. The puzzle. You must use words, but::-
be explained, what will be communicated, cannot beiD .0 : 0

of words. '. . ....
She had been helping people with their lives now ~ ..,.,

years; for centuries. She was new at this particular pJa~~;~
tears, the anxiety, the crumpled tissue. were f~.dltOst
reassuring. You reassured' thennyou reassured w~,was

pr~.~~~es, yes, I can understand that.l can unders~.~~I-,
just can't seem to stop my~ in my imagiJia~: •.;i(!'.m¥ ·.
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It
~tioIi. It isn't~ytbingto do with my body or with being in':; '.
low" Mrs.. Dougirerty-Mrs.?-Miss?-it isn't anything to do' ,
\Vith.tbat. My mind,my thinking, is just restless and already'
IeapjQg on to the next guy no matter who it is ... no matter if ... if
1 even like thero, or like the one I'm going with at the time or
not. .•..No, there isn't any quarrel or anything like that. No big
deaL I.~, ~t just doesn't enter into it. I'm always nice I guess
~ far 8$ I can Judge ... but with each of them there's always that
PQiut ~e you lose interest, do you know what I mean? ... and
it seems to come faster an,d faster this year, I'm only nineteen, -
liIId ••••probably I shouldn t tell you this because youll think I'm
~ •.• wouldn't blame you ... but it must be maybe twenty or
~tr-tiVe SUYsor maybe more by now ... most of them up
~'tJie last two years, and some back in Rochester, where I
W'eI1tto. high school. Sometimes I just want to die, I think I might
8JWe1I die-wbat's the point of it all-and I'm failing half my
~ though I started the year out so excited; I was very
exdted about my courses in September and would just never
ba!e '~eVed that I'd be in here talking to you and it isn't even
~ recess yet ... you're awful nice to listen to all this ... I
d~ have anybody to talk to that knows anything ... I think
so~ I'mjust going to jump off the bridge or something, I
fMl,,80Jow; then the hell of it is I sort of forget and go for
three-f()ur days feeling just fine ... then it swings back to the
,other a~in ... I can't make any sense of myself or of anything."

. Someone bad painted the face on her. She was not sure who
h'acJ'done it-perhaps it had been herself. She was inventive
~, she did surprising things. But it might have be~
~ else, whom she had never met. There was a passport
pflotograph of her that, like the passport photograph of her
~ bad been crudely stamped over in indelible official
blUe 'ink, so that you could not see the alterations in the
p~phed face and would not become alarmed. She had
neve: dared study that picture. Somehow it had not looked
~uately painted over, the face, and she shied away from it the
~.you shy away from mistaken things, misprints in the
ne'Wipaper that slide from The President has ordered to Y;e
Lft1sicwet f$f ueswews without any warnfng.

Once in a snowstorm all the paint wore off: tears or melting
SJlOWflakesor the wind wore it off, and she had been surprised at
her own exposed face: fifteen or sixteen years old at the time,

T'
t r.
1 ,".- ..

a~jn Iowa orColorado or wherever &be tol(i peOple,,,~ .
". o~'St~g at herself in the mirror ofa cigar~ ~., •.
! us ~tion somewhere ... the face an her own ~ ~~:
'blown, roughened, even the lipstick gnawed off. She ~
'exaclIy the way she looked to herself. The change bad. ~
minimal, almost disappointing. She had' wanted to dIsgUise
herself, fussing in the near-dark of the bedroom.sbe had __

: with her sister, couldn't use the bathroom for very lQog ~
i, other people wanted to use it, there was only that oneba~Di'
',in the house and six people living there ... fussed. ~ ~
r herself but succeeded, perhaps, only in fooling herie1f. iJ;ltp.
i, thinking she was disguised, hidden. In that snowstorm, the~'
\~buses delayed, the roads so dangerous, shehad been a~aYJ~m
: home for so long that every disguise of hers, every~'
. defense, had been lost. But she soon forgot that b~:~,
: made e~ery effort to forg~t her pa~t, especially her ~""
: In this new storm she did not thmk of that blizzard.orman)'

years ago. If she had happened to think of it, she woUkJhi\.lo'
pushed the memory aside, back into t}1e shadowy .-~~b,'
recesses of her mind, where everything ended up even~... . - . J

a cellar where things are thrown promiscuously, with nQ~.J&
their value. ' . : " .

She might have denied the relevancy of that F~
snowstorm. She might have thought Each storm we e.nQUfefBdW
first.

She was not alarmed, only disturbed, when she ~'tfPstJ ~er car out of the parking lot-couldn't back it out of ~ ..~
1.' She was in. The lot was icy and there was slush on top of~ ... ".~'. .

'.1. the back wheels of her car spun, .would not taok.ehald.~· .:ii..""..1 of t~e engine, the noise of the sP.~ning, were a little' ".• ,. e.
1'1' Motion that hungered to be physlcal'--to be free-ye~ .. 'I~back; the.horror of being buried alive; a new.s sto11(she 1Uad.· ~.· ~I! :the other evening, not w~nting to read 'it, but fascinated: .• ~
;11 dug up somewhere outside Rome, a woman appareOtly~
l' alive some decades ago, the inside of the coffin clawed at;~
:1 ; body contorted in its struggle.'. .. . ::,:-,~,~
.i .! There was no one here, in this city that was new to b~,...,,~_
lshe could telephone; no one she cared to telephone.: ~~:. -"':
! . .' , . ... .. .:

Three people ahead of her, a st:raggly balf do~ ~W.
': when she saw that the bus was filled; the ~ driver ~~tiiO
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~,~ .doot. She mustbave looked stricken, her expression;'
~,-~l than theQtherS, because it was Claire he seemed to

, ~, ~. Sorry! No more.rooml '
·>Orxe of the, boys tried to' push his wayan.

hu~fthe driver refused .to close the door; would not start the

The. boy jumped. off; swearing.
'~~,bus with the same ~estination passed, not bothering

toswmg 1ft to the curb. Claire could see that it too was
BJJe.d-people ~'med in, standing, lurching and sw~ying
~ ~ne another as the bus slid on the icy street.

,r~lC ~oved sIQwly,cautiously. The snowfall was wet and
~veJy beautiful; it melted, hardened to ice made the
~ ~visible 'things slick, wetly gleaming, 'dangerous.
SUddmrlythe late afternoon of an ordinary day in December
~ a tbJ:e.of sinister festivity; games had to be played with
~es.sliding and skidding on what had been the street.

.~ felt.the excitement. She was shivering slightly but had not
~,noticed the cold. It began when it seemed to begin
~" :the,bfk driver shouted out at me .

At another bus stop, on a parallel-running street a long line of
people:!were already waiting. Most of them were students. One
of them, hatless, her long shiny hair now covered with snow
reminded ,Claire of the girl who had taken up so much of her time
~ aftemoon~an hour and a half, and very little accom-
RJis~-and Claire hoped it would not be the girl; she didn't
~, to see her again so soon.

o ,,..No• someone else. The coat wasdifferent.
0.. 'teboy in a sheepskin coat, his nose running like a child's told

~t the next bus wouldn't be along for ten or fifteen
~es; maybe longer, since they were running behind
~e. ,

-',. bastards lie to you. They say there's one right behind
~~ a five-minute ~ait, ~o you stand out here freezing," he
tai.d. He spoke to Claire as if they were acquaintances, as if they
~the same age or the same sex. He didn't have any boots on,
~. $D~ers; he wiped at his nose with the sleeve of his coat.
i: ~e decided to return to the parking lot to try again.
>"There was an atmosphere of slyness, of festivity; not a single
jime .~. ~ ,being played but. a ,number 01 games,
~ted,1DlpI'o'Vised. set into motion by thesnowfall that

~,.......... ....

TheSRow.l." •

1::.:::::J:d ~i::'==':=~
Point-so that big flakes fell and melted ana were ~' __..
more flakes. Then, in patches, everything turned to q. '11ie
really cold, harsh wind was the one that swept down &om ••
northeast, over the lake, along the river. It froze ev~'"
touched: Claire felt one side of her face groW nUmb, ~._;
bad only a quarter of a mile or less to walk, crossing one~Of
the campus. ' ;;, '< ~-".'

It seemed to begin when .... Sorry. No more room.' , , . -,
But that was illogical; a lie. Nothing began at any ~ .•

could not have said with any assurance that her life ~'1eaIlSr
begun with her own birth; somehow ~tseemed,too ~~
narrow a theory. One of her lovers, a biochemist, a maD _ W
not paid much' attention to at the time, bad told her .thid)t ~
probable that everything-all of life-everything-was~a,
single cell, bom of lightning and methane. Hence,aUtbe.r.ditfl8cl
backward, in the mind's eye, to Iisingle point, aQingie .~
explosion; no individual could claim any separate ~ ..,

I, had not appreciated that man at the time. He had been ~
i out of her life by someone else, whom she later deteste¢ •••.•NO.V
I she could hardly remember either of them. . '., <, ",;

~ That was untrue: she couId remember wen enough..ihe
:1' had no interest in remembering. ' .. ,~,J
: Better to forget. Let it pass by, pass away. Sbe_~
, intelligent to hold onto anything, even memories; toohl'tebJl1iib.t
;,,' to make any claims on anyone else .... No end to herin~l
•~ It swirled about her feet, inviting her to fall and crack bef.besi_
',n the bwoI?Y ice. Inviting h~r to climb back into that traPr~' '" '"
'1 She tried again, and still the back wheels spun.-She..v1S ~, ~.
!~ knowing that eventually she would get home; ~~ _'
~ work out, as it always did. She had been hysterical no.-e.
:, two or three times in her life. It did no good,. ~~-,:t nothing. Eventually she would get home. Everyone, ~.;

:~ home. Already the sidewalks and streets were emp~1PJit:·
;~ stalled cars abandoned at the curbs, a squad car's f1a~
): light, slow-falling, endless flakes seeming to ~~:tt

angles, in the various shifting lights. Most of the ~_e.'
residents, lived on campus, in those hi~.rise buildingi ol-G.-.t::
gray concrete .... Claire wished for tlMdlrsttimek' <\W
rented an aI?arbnent nearby, ~~f se9enmileSaJr~r'~rou aren t happy. You aren~t MPfJfI with fI(Jf6 , , ' J<~:

i,· "
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~dd~ by a snowdrift, bloc~ed. ~·s~. It vJ~ P~"'.
ore than"a foot high, but It was like awaD, ao'a~!'..

, ped with snow that had been around for centuii6S;~t .: .t, ,

as on a mountain road, alone. A tree bad fallen aqoss~' . .".
blocking her path. It would be night soon; snow W@$.,~
madly, blowing into the headlights of her car, rushing at."
the illusion of terrific speed as if she were being' pr~
forward herself and not sitting' quite still, too inteDigciot'lO"',
imgry or to weep, like the girls who came to her daily '-ot help:' -.
Th.er.wanted someone to punish them, but she, Claire, ~~.' .
punish them; they must fmd someone else to trap th~ aDd . .
a..t them and. destroy them, sh.e would not; she co.uld only... '~'" .ii.. ......
gently how they were free, how everyone was free;' .
free .... The interior of the car was cold, and smelled of . i

She turned off the ignition. . ' ..; ".",o , .'

'. Where Was the sky? The sky bad broken into thouSanda~
thousands of bits. ..... .. ,

In which direction was her home? Anywaere.Ev'~ .
. She made her way back to the building in which shed'VG' ,

Fortunately the front doors were still unlocked; o~'_' , '- .
would have to fumble with her keys. One side of her ,..~ '.
Dumb. .' .:'. ~m

Her office wason the second floor. She alwaYIiUsed ~~
never the elevator. There was something gritty andm~:-
about this building when no one was in it-one of·tht.or.r.'

. buildings, constructed just after the war, without •.••.
. windowless precision of the more modem buildings, bt#~.
, run-down, dirty. The floors were stained and the waD$.~ " .
" as if furniture carried through the corridors bad .been •••.

against them. '. ' , ....;
She <tid notsitather desk, <tid notunbn_'g'

dialed a taxicab company. Busy signal. She dialed' ' '. ' ..
" busy. She put the receiver back, waited, and then tried ~
" busy .... Now she remembered: the night before, in a -
I had seemed to see herself, Claire, standing like th..is, aloiM)a..-.....".

a telephone .... Had she really dreamed" it? ~'~: . ,
remember. She couldn't be sure. There had been,~("
wrong with the dream, some alteration of tbellt~'
atmosphere darker and more highly.' charged. than. '1jsl."=tt,.-.:!1'
must have been caused by the stormoutsidb. She~~ '. ..;
number after another, until finally ~nwooe ,answef,cJ"'~ ,
rudely: YuP YeaP It would be 8D hoUr before a cab ~ .••. ~ ,"

! ~l
. ' '~

~i
~,~,

c:, . SheW tried to explaiato the girl: Behavior i§ neutral, the lif~ ~
~ uqa exp~ ,'" neUtral; i(s your attitude toward yofJ'il
~ dtat is. gimhg you trouble. The girl began nodding;
tioUgh it was obvious she' didn't understand. Claire had learned'
•• Speak rather quickly, since everyone agreed with her anyway;
be(oreshe said more than a few words people here were already

. ~' ChUre tried to explain that the girl was unhappy
~shewas evidently judging herself according to standards
flfmoralify or behavior that belonged to another culture, to
~ generation .... but she herself did not belong to that way
fJf'tife-did sbe?-and so she was judging herself according to
il:ttPP:op,.te standards .... Did she understand? Yes?
. .''''l1ie girl ~ped her eyes carefully with a tissue, the lower parts

ofk eyes. Even so, the mascara streaked. She looked at Claire
.,oIed aod baffled, the face of a twelve-year-old. Could y~
~wlttJtyou 8/JidP she asked shyly.

~.:{heyenter your life, weeping and guilty, wanting only to be
~ Whtfn you tell them that nothing is wrong, there is no sin
_~uently can be no punishment, their wars are with
~es only-mental confusions, deceptions-they feel the
•• as clJjJdren do, not even understanding what you say. Claire
~ to scream at some of them. Standards ... mo-

. ....., •~. patterns of interpersonal relationships ... socio-psycho-
~' stress ... adaptations to new environments ... restrict!
.-rest;rictive structures .... She knew the words well. She .
bc!ieved in them. .
S'111iim I cfi4n'f do wrong? the girl asked. Then ... P

~"~;:~ were about a dozen cars left in the parking lot,
•~ abandoned for the day. Claire watched someone drive
~utiously, WUnfuIly-windshield wipers slashing back·"t~like propellers-the driver hunched forward in order
:t&.:Jee better-bare hands grasping the steering wheel- For a
'~ ft looked as if .Itemight not make it, the ice and slush were
_~ but finally he got to the gate. He unrolled his window as
.PJtitewatched; he inserted the small plastic card; the gate-pole
~ ,iJnJnobile, as if frozen in place; then it struggled free

.
_ '.' ·1Ilted; and the. driver made his way out .... Claire watched

~~reer lights through the haze of falling snow.
',' lpp bO!'dered'tbeparking lot. You could step over them, but
.J'Qtl ooUJdnot driveoye, them. Never. An enormous log, partly



'..there; did me want tit WlIitP' She told the man yes, of course. ShQ
JIId.M o~.way of __ home. Maybe it would be an hour,
.~ JDI)~. All their cabs were busy, he said, and half the cars:t'have. snow tires on yet. She told him she would be waiting,

.. , . .him the address aga!n and asked him to repeat it.
·Ohv.latJy. we'Usee ukt we can do.

'-:OPeday someone bad telephoned her, here in this office. She
bad picked up the phone and immediately someone said Do you
~meP Don't you remember me? and she could hear the
~ distance between them and the pauses in his breath, the
.""..Jae .cleared his throat, a noise familiar to her and yet
bewJ)derlng-wbat had she to do with this man, or with
.)'OQe?~why bad he telephoned her after so many months? He
Wnot mattered to her. She had not mattered to him. She had
forg(rtten him. really. She would -have supposed that he had
~e,n ber. Why not? Why? He sounded drunk over the
• ne. telephoning long distance, Don't you remember me,
~ as if they were lovers or friends or acquaintances, as if
tbr.ty. had anything to. say to each other. Afterward she tried to

. ••••••••••on back his face. Unremarkable. Unhandsome. A hazel-
~&anbess ... a small scar, healed so that it seemed no more
~ .•• deep indentation in his flesh, just above one of his
~,A faunishface, but a body that was thickset and rather
uopinly. No, she didn't remember him. .
,..,$be stood at the single window in her office, looking out. A

,..." 'boYSwalked by below, sliding on the ice, clowning around.
0Qe wore'8 wool cap pulled down low, onto his forehead;
~ed, her of a boy. a retarded boy, who had lived a mile
~ ti'omher grandparents' home, out West. The storm was still
~ fierce. Wind from the north, northeast, blowing across the
~." .~~••• hoW.' ling across the choppy gray-green waves .... For a
~that day. when the snow began to fall, everything had
,-,1Qve!y,enchanted. Patches of blue in the sky. Patches of
~. Claire was new. to this climate. had not lived this far
~ befQre, though she had lived in semi-mountainous land; she
~bow dangerous a sudden storm could be. Yet it had not
.'(.i1if~serious-to her, because she was just outside a city. In fact
•• ..,. had grown out to. include the University. There were

.• ~.~bs, many·people around; there was no danger.
.' no danger ....
?1il11e f1rst balf.lwur ~t by slowly. For some reason she did

ne~~ •. ;__ ..... - --r -;:" ,'-
.;., ,~,~-...

t .ciare to unbutton bee coat, it was·cold mber~~~l'r
erq.ostat.had been ttimed down by,OItlO of the~"'~~f*ti·

. nserve fuel. She was shivering. Seemed wonre in bI!M;~
tsiae; must be her imagiQation; she was awfuIIY;;'~;
ddJmly; had not eaten since noon .... What if the c:ab~~
me? Not much traffic on the street. This was aslde'~, .

rather narrow; there were parked cars on both sides,';~"
eovertng them in awkward humps; possibly the taxi COidd •
;nake its way through .... How beautiful it looked out theret~·
evergreen tree bent to one side, snow pil~d. 'OI\·IIJ '
.limbs ... snowflakes swirling in the streetIights, whfcbW~;
tome on ... the wide, paved walk bumpy, irregular, icy. ~
~rie tessellated appearance .... But what if the ~ QOIflda't ••. ",
~ough that street? What would she do? What if tbeyf~<
about her? Okay; lady, we'U see what we can do. . ""r ~';'

It struck her that the man had probably not botbaed'lIDiWif~:
down her address. What did he care? He didn't care.·1Ie W:.
been rude, harassed, in a hurry. What did he carAtP ~
were busy tonight, everyone was making money .... . "ii!-
would be a matter of complete indifference to them .' ..' '.
Claire got home or not. . . '..'. ;1-'Y~;' .

A telephone was ringing somewhere, in one ()t M~:c' ,
offices. That was absurd. No one was there, DO ~,~~, ~li
answer. The telephone rang and rang and rang «nd....:.~
stopped. . . .' :"':',:",j

Claire remembered a small emergency she had~ .•. :./:};
her husband. TheyhaddriventQVermonttovisitbisf .' ..... :-
not been inbis parents' house an hour when his father~":·. :
heart attack-it bad seemed to be a heart attack-or6ilft1 'r.' '.'
painful indigestion-an attack of some 1dQd.The fuss. tW~'-
The strange sense of guilt! Her husband's father had ber;~'r •I:
her husband, a tough, defiant man, with a permaneo" , ,.:
face, a look of being windburned. She had disJjJcedthe'''''", .
first; it had taken several years for her to learn to ~.'
In all, they were married five years. A gaping hole in'" .:,

. years from twenty-one to twenty-six, best forgotten. H.~"
!. one of the 'men who bothered her afterward. She ba<t.,.. ttl: .

:.:~~.:t:h::1r::r::~::=:i='=.~..;. ..•':';="_",":/'~!C
'andchange everything-but she had',Deeded DO'~ •. '. :"1""

.There had been a lover, there bad. been two ·~;L...'.~.-'~
!already stopped' loving her i~but ~., ~.' "t ., " "! " •• ~,- "~~;'~\
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~ enough t~ion remained between them, for her tr
~t to' hurt bim as badly as possible. Adultery. Adulteroui.
Grounds for divorce, if nothing else. Pragmatic. Wise. Thought-
ful: She- had always been an intelligent woman and marriag-
made her keener, more shrewd. Afterward she cut her hair so
that it feD about her face like a cap, a small shining dark blond
~ s~~the tips of her ears. She rarely wore jewelry, but'
~ sbedld, It was made of gold-plain earrings, a chunky
b8dcrafted necklace, the thick, carved wedding band now I

~ed to her right hand, shades of gold or imitation-gold tha
~ her face seem to glow with health, her greenish-gray eye ..
atei1.--Sbehad a look of perpetual keenness' it would be difficult
t6'fmagfne- her' alatmed or even startled. '
: - She was not alarmed now, only rather tired. At six o'clock she '
wClbt odtfront, afraid of missing the cab. It was much colder but
tire· wiiid' had died down. A kind of enchantment :>Ver
~g, in spite of the patternless heaps and mounds and-
~oms of white, the surprising rawness of certain things-part
Of ~_ 'Oak tree left entirely bare, the bark showing dim,'
~ three blocks away, on Mercer Avenue, a flashing'
~ !ilht.from a snowplow, disturbing the silence with its
•••• tioD.She was watching the snowplow as it clumsily turned
~ this street; .it look~ like a creature out of mythology, a
m&ture ?f species, which you might interpret as playful or
Dfsbtmarish, depending upon what it did to you. She watched it
'o/~eral seconds before it occurred to her that the taxi could
DOtget past that truck if the taxi were to arrive now. She felt a J'ab
ofpaiJic.
'1VV:~ if ~ds break free of their order, what if the syntactical

~ ~not contain them? She stared at the snowplow, at
tDe.:~~tion. ~t seemed so far away. Probably she should
Widt;iDside,just mside the doors where it was warmer; but she felt
~ a kind of enchantment, a paralysis of the will. One thing
~ a.mowstonn that had always impressed her was that it had
Il!'~and no future. It was a continuous present. Motion that
~ed up or .~ sluggish, depending upon the wind ... a
~ of bits, parts, fni~ents, clumps ... an essential silence.
11ie'sbapes of natural th1ngs were always exaggerated, given
DifW' contours. Gravity seemed to shift. All was freakish and
niJltrulto the eye. Absentmindedly she tried to open the door
b6bld ber. It wouldn't ~it had locked automatically. This
did notbltterl since _ bacia key. But she had lost interest in

F" '."" "r: '~~""'T"~:,;15 "E, : .,.••·',A '7': <:;'Wj
. _ ? -'; -;.·rM,~~·'~.···~~l

zoing hack mside. She":" ~~",~.~'Jj
'o?ld tum m from Mercer-it ~time £01' the~,~ '. .'1'j;~~~:=~=~=~~~t~?:,,~:~
But the snowplow passed. . _.
Time passed. - _ ,-".,., i.

Thesnowplowmadeitswaybeyondher,doWDthe~ ; :.~
out of sight, and no tan came. Shew as not __ ~ )
what time it was; she had wasted a great deal of time. a .,. , ~
we'U see what. '," Her anger changed into a kind of . -' •.
sa~faction. She bad kno~ all along ~ the cab ~;,,;~
amv~, that the .man hadn t bothered. takmg d.QWD.. tbe~., . :;':.i~
that It was a mistake to depend upon anyone. Her JIIOt1aff ••. '- .'
d~pended UP?D too many people. Claire herseJfbad~"'~~
mistakes, which she now regretted bitterly; but"~' "tc~g
make them again. .1 '," •• ~ .: '

~ . ,- ';;'.0:;,>"--' ,;".~; •.1 '--7~

By the time me walked out to Mercer me feIt./;j
exhilarated. The air was thin, clear, razor-fresh.~· '.' .... ' .. ,t .••.:;~
w~y-her single heavy coat, with a fur Jining;bOC)tI 'c. ,"."·i~
also lmed-except for her gloves, which were made, ..; '.>.~
fashionab!e but too thin. It must have .been yerY ~ . . .:;~~
smallest fmgers began to go numb. She-had to keepJ- •••••• ':·/1
her pockets.. .' '.:..' -s_

So many options lay before her, she felt almost.~.~. '. '1.jJJt, '.';r.,,,
choices she had. Ahead was a drugstore. She coUld gO"" -, •••. "';.'~
. get warm; she could telephone another cab c~. ' ._":~~
wan~ed!. she could .te!ephone someone ~om .~J~ ~y.;
m~, .... Sh~ went inside, A fluorescent-lit C~Zfl!.~"L ~.;:~
obviously Just renovated, stark and new, the.~. ..' ;.;.. ~
floor ... she had stopped in here a few tiinesin the p~~-':" .;:C.••
reason ha.d not ~ed it. Onlr o~e other customer, .•.• ':., , : .·;'fJj
checked Jacket, like a hunting jacket, and .. . . .. :i-,.~,
talking with ~e pharmacist. Claire went to the row . .'~ . ':~j
booths. The f~t 'Y'as out of order. She hesitatf!td " ~;~J
booth, wondermgif there was much point in teleph . :;;;.;i
cab company. Even if they told her the truth,.i~ \VU. -, "~: :)~
their cars were tied up for the evening; she wOuld"' .... ' . ~
h f h I

~ ~

. - .,.,,':·'''4l
ere .or ours. t was ," . • _ '.':S~.:

returning to her car. She . daIs:. staff' ~~3
gate-pole krwered ••••• ~ .....::1

<.~
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,'own DoW cOvered withSOow. Nogood, Hopeless. Her mist
::Jui4 .bet!Dto reot aDapartment so far from the University. 0
, ,peoPle lived nearer. Otheir people were now at home, safe. ~
~ be woridering about whether the school might cancel
.'dasses the next day; otherwise, they no longer worried about the
1ItQrOi. \ ' .
. She eouldtelephone someone in the department. But she
~ away from asking people for help ... she had moved here,
to,thfs city, in order to escape an involvement that had begun..uaDy enough, freely enough, but had grown increasingly
:~ an4 uncontrollable, and ... and she did not want-to
"beCOme involved with anyone again; not for a long while. And
tIlepeopie she knew might not welcome a call from her. After all,
~was a stranger, new to the department. Why should they do
"bytbmg fur her? Claire w.asnot like a friend of hers, a wom:m !"
-. earI)zthirties who, bavmg chosen not to marry at one pomtm
•. life, having chosen to lead a life uncontaminated by
old-fashioned emotions, at the same time suffered bouts of

,.J,QneUnessand tried to blame others for not befriending her, for
.Pot having enough time for her-seeking friends, always new
'&ieIids 'close friends, sisterly friends. Claire could understand
'th8.oinan ~ll enough. She could even sympathize with her. .

-'JSut. ; .• It did no good, to break through to one kind of freedom
.t.dy to .lose it again in other dependencies, making other
demands upon people .... Claire was restlessly flipping through
the telephone directory, not aware of what she was doing. Who

, «mid she telephone? Who did she want to telephone? There was
,tile' departmental chairman, a man named Nicholas Ben-
, ton •.. bald, a mustache, a habit of smiling and nodding, no

-,.matter what was said to him, gaze distracted, vague, a brisk
~e, an odor of tobacco and .... He had hired Claire
:.hhnself; kept making references to his wife, who wanted to meet '
Claire, who was trying to determine a good time when they were
;'IJl·free so that Claire could meet someone ... meet friends of
,'t1lt*$ who ... an evening together, dinner and ... conversation
••••. .It was the usual thing: promises vaguely made, no date

.•• set, Claire herseH uninterested, though forced to pretend
. .' was. Alone. But lonely? Lonely? Alone-lone-lonely? No?

. ~ business was it? It was no one's business.
'.. e let the directory.fall shut. She felt slightly angered, as if

had personally insulted her.
I helP you? Is something wrong?"

(I····.
,.
, ,

~

,~ told the pharmacist there.was nOth~~ •• ;- .'"
, " 01fD in the red-:md-blll9~~;jacket:a5k~:~if~

~. stutk?-like hIS? He was waJting.for a tow~~
.~. ved by their interest in her, but forsomereu:)a~~

\ to talk; she told them that notl!ing was wrong, ber ~~~
, no she lived nearby and there was nothing ~.~
, th~ collar of her coat up, preparing to leave. The ~~ ,

e jacket muttered something about the weather:-wou\dD!t~
urprised if the entire city was paralyzed:--everythmg~

big trucks out on the highway were being abandoned.:«Jld~
~rpbrt was shut down, and he'd been waiting o~!" aDs=~
'ow truck, his car w~s broken do~n on a. Side .• ..•~'.
practically covered With a. m<:>untam of snow-a ~
snowplow came by and buried It- . .' .'.' ..~~
; She hurried out, as if there were something ¥~ Jj) •
concentrate on, something she must disco,;,er., ~Y~
:exchange of words, of complaints I-no, she didn twant")Iie;,
didn't want any help. ',1, :".,:':' •. ,

1 ,.·:-~3,·,
1 She lived several miles to the north of the downtown ~ ., .',
! walked along Mercer in that direction, her hands stuci:~'/" . '
; pockets. It was fairly busy here, consideringthe ,!eat:bt!:~... "
. were closed, of course, but a few restaurants were. ~ '"
; tavern-even a billiard hall. A pizza take-out reStaur_la:'~ ."~
•place, grimy steamy window, empty exce~t for ~~'1Ja
'.attendance, who stood behind the counter ~ a wb.it8.-~
staring out at the snow as if she were hypnotized. ~~
along slowly in both directio~s. A .taxi':"'a.Yellow Ca~pai@Ml .
Claire, heading toward the University. Claire wond~
the one she had telephoned so long ago? She wond . , ~.••
she try to signal it? But too late. I~was Past. A~yway;she~
much care. She had the vague Idea that she d walk"~ ",'
street for a while, maybe catch a bus at one of the stOpa..:.i!'i:
the buses must be running. There were people aroUnct '. ,.,. <_ . - .~

-from place to place. A bus stopped acrossthestFeet,,_ -" .\~." .:",;
people got off, tramped away. This stretch was ~
deserted .... Someone was calling to her. Hey? Hey~"'/

A car had pulled up alongside the curb. The ~.
rolled halfway down. Ayoungmanwasaskingher~~'" ',;a ,~.
earful of young men-asking her if she was$blck, if~~. . .:~

: ride?-but Claire smiled quickly andtQld tbem~;-no.~"
no, she lived just around the ~,and-~:~.:.--~,c

; ./ -' .' v, •••••• :_·. "''-, I, -,'~:~



something f.urther,. laughed, rolled up the window, and the car
~ .•way. Claire hadn't heard his words. Her face burned,
tJlguB\ she had not beard his words.

'.'. ;The.re was somewhere she must get to. She felt the need,
" the pressure. People said to one another I think Tll go home no,w.

Ate JIQU going home? Where does he make his home ... ? 1he.«d was-home. The other words revolved around it. Yet it hadno meaning in itself. It had no meaning at all. Claire had been
tIiU.tkiQg vaguely for hours now that she must get home; one of
.~ departmen~ secretaries had suggested that she leave a little
"y; others were leaving early, in order to get home safely.
~d()you make your home? Your home is ... ? Her apartment
.•.' ,.on the eighth floor of a high-rise ~uilding out neaf the river.
~~g in it was new. The too-thin walls, the white plaster,
thed,fapes and the carpets and the built-in kitchen nook. ... It
".So pew that it had the power to disorient her when she
OIlteredit. She always seemed to be stepping into a stranger's
8PFtin6llt, fitting a key that did not belong to.her.into a lock not
hers.~pening a door not hers to open, steppmg mto an e~pty,
·tAbaolutely silent apartment in which someone else lived,
invisibly. I must get home. It's time for me to be. home. The
apartment building was bitterly resented in the neI~hborhood,
whiCD. was a residential neighborhood of older bnck houses;
Clairegathere<i that its construction had been angrily opposed .:
But qie zoning laws had been altered. The building had been
built. Was that her fault? She'd been hundreds of miles away,
tOtaIly.iBDocent. Was it her fault that there were no other
a~. in .the city that seemed quite righ~, ~at. s~e had
~w ended up renting that one, not even liking It, m fact
~ it for reasons she could not determine? How was that
Ia~,~t?, •.. Out back, in the untended ya~d, in what had been a

,~were quite a few trees, even a :wIllow tree. And an old
~'~ee. A birdhouse had been hung m the apple tree, a small
~painted bouse; it turned in the wind, half-turn~d, tu~ed
~.gain' in the wind .... But no: Claire was c~nfusmg thmgs.
'.1rreedy garden had belonged to a house she d rented a few

'<,' . .-go, in another city. The apple tree .. : the birdhous~ ... the
. 'of sparrows and juncos and moummg doves Claire had
'tIP feed, pitying them because of the cold. That belonged to
, .. time in her life.

. windier: she bad to go. over a bridge. Below were
tracks. On the other side of the bridge Mercer Avenue

.uddenly becamerather dark-DO~ ImUIY')j~~'.,.~.
older homes, .the edge of a slum. CJaire;hesitat~. She- ~ ,: ' , ' ...'
catch a bus along here. There wu a bus stop jeIIf,~ '
Deserted ..Very windy. She could wait for the bus ben!!; ~ 'j
the wind made her ears ache. Also, she would have to ~
another bus downtown, since the Mercer Avenue bus·.~
out in.to her neighborhood. It might be hetter, after. ~. =.
.cab .... On the other hand, she was hungry. She should . '.
have had something to eat in one of those restaurants ... .)Iff.
They were small and unattractive; but she should pro~,_
something to eat. ... 'At the same time she knew she would •••••
.go back across the bridge. She had wasted enough tiiJie '8IteIiltY •.
H she walked hack toward the University, shemigbt' •• ,..·
return to her office and stay there ... she could stayt1aer1rall'
'night. It was a matter of indifference to her, really.~ ..

! care? She felt uncomfortable in her apartmentanyway:W!lylil
,. she rented it? Why had that girl with the red brown haIr..-: •.
.1" upset? Smoking so nervously, sniffing, crying .... Cllii.'el~ '
I. wanted to shake her by the shoulders. Stopl. S!o.p ,ittlt....''W.••. : ...:
I.:... degrading, such beha~or. It was anins~ to one. Sin=-. . ,r
, And that boy shouting at her-the wmdow rolled '. .•..

~

.carful of them jeering at her, half-drunk, cruising llI'OUJiCl.' .. . .~
:.nothing better to do-"'in.sulting, degrading. She was~~ i.~
, them. She was not afraid to walk along here, even m thlt~. .
iHeated by anger, by a kind of stubborn excitement,' ~.~ ;;1nearly forgotten the cold. She felt it as if from a ~" .,•. 'f.
.~she were far inside her own skin, hiding there, quite in CQIiIbottif .
; her limbs, in control of everything she did, 'yet farb'hdi_

.: surface, safe. Cunning. They would not get her. They woWd":-
J even understand her. One of them said, baffled, hurt:=., ....
i understand .... But why had he thought he might uDdef ~.. '
1 How did-he dare think he might understand herl> .'..,
'1 allowed one or two people to know her, too well. She_~
~ them. Probably. Yes, probably she had loved them:It~
l no difference; she had always been alone, she..would ~~.
j alone, except: now she was more careful, far DlOIe '~,
~Promiscuity. Promiscuous. Someone had written her'~

using those words. Her husband? Yes, hut not the same~; •••
she had been married only that One time Still, there·l*Cl.·•

.another man, a kind of "husband," and and afterw~'~"" -,
'he had not loved her well enough, be had disap~""l.""-:'
'had always disappointed her, then: tUI'~,'_tfii·
1·-, I , ,_ _,'':; "_',';' "

:t'



J¥it; ••accuing, . angry, pretending to be baffled by he
bllbavior .... He had written her an incoherent letter. She ha

- dpped. it up, thrown it away. Such melodrama ISuch emotions
She had vowed she would never feel them again. Never. Her
JDotber's listless humiliating tears mixed with Claire's memory a

·hetown .tears; the sound of women crying was always the same. )
"did they cry, since it did no good? -since it was expect,ed oft
theP1PPromise. Promiscuous. She had looked the word up in the'
~onary, on an impulse. It was a harmless word, a neutral
word. Without discrimination. Without restriction, She had been;
.~ of making choices, of choosing men, as if they were;
important enough to be chosen with any care. A stream .. , a,
series of faces, bodies, names ... what did they matter to her as !
.Q:ldividuaJs?The}' did not matter. A heterogeneous mixture. In.,
•.•. :,way she revenged herself upon them all, back to and,
~ding her husband, who had disappointed her by being so,w"She revenged herself upon him and the others by leveling~ au: one mass, one squirming swirling undifferentiated mass .
....of. human beings, without names, without value. She even ~ :
rev-ged berse1f upon men she had yet to meet-deflating them i !
~;~. making certain they would get no real power over
bef.

'No one would ever get any power over her.
. At 1eastsbe did not lie to herself the way others did. She knew

tbe)rW.They lied to themselves an~ to one another, us~g a i
~n language of lies, the most ordmary words used as lies, a
kiD<i.ofoode of lies. Lies. It was maddening, how people lied. She
"~~six years old, slapped awake. He had betrayed her'"
~_ being what she had imagined, what she had ~arried; he. '
••.• ,Criedin her arms like a child; she came to detest him, that he
~ be so weak. In the beginning they mad~ a show of
.:niiJiitng so strong, so superior. She was twenty-eight, twenty-
~s old. Beginning to know in advance the lies that would
.Qed to' manipulate her. Beginning to anticipate every
••••.. From t.i smaU town in western Iowa, near the Missouri
~. Ye.. No. Mother, grandparents. Sister. Brothers. A big

E
eB'Father? Of course Ihad a father; didn't you, didn't

~ Shewas thirty years old and it wearied her to tell and
, . the circumstances of her childhood. She would rather have

. . She had forgotten. But intimacy demanded answers to
" , .. . answers to questions assured further intimacy, lies
. ' lies, a wheel spinning out of control; she lied to them and

~ .~,.• ' ••. t-

... ,-

.:

y lied to her and she lied prettily to them and they ~._
d she lie,d cleverly cynically *ewdly to them aRcltlnly
umsily to her, and .... From a small town in eamma C~~.

· at' the--River. Sisters brothers ..grandPanmtS ~
ornados farm poverty father killed in the war?-killedin •••.•

: cident, a tractor overturning?-killed out on the ~1
: metimes she would make up a fake name for the rtver.·:AeY'
, e. Theylistened, nodded, believed her. She couldteB~
· ything because they were not truly listening. They !ied..",..
. ey smiled and kissed her, stroked her, seemed,to ,he

~

.emorizing whatever she was telling them. The Platte.~
.-.he Hays River. World War II-in the Philippines ..NP.i,ali..,. •.
· utside Rome, buried outside Rome~ How old was-"'"
thirty-two, thirty-three. Thirty-five. Married how marty~ .

.i Any number, Anything. A storm of numbers, ~ stqnaof;
lVords, of people. What did it matter? It did not matter. T:bey~
to her; they had always lied to her, to women. She ~1iqt
tnake the mistake her mother made, crYing over •. ....:
tuili-crazy over a man. But she had made the~.l.
times. But .... But she had been too intelligent to reaDy~.r
twen while she wept, wanting to die, her intelligence ~
apart from her, pitying her, scornful ofber, waitingfoidie
.~otional madness to pass. It always did. " "

-c, . '" ~
; Not many cars now. She had given up waiting for the ~ TCIlD'
excited, too overwrought to stand there by the bus stop,~;
A bus would be along soon and, if she turned to see it in~ •.
eould probably hail it out on the street ... could force tbe~

(to stop. If it mattered that much. She was tired, but'atdle~'
1 time she did not feel like waiting for a bus, exposedthereoo tll8

curb, the wind tearing at her hair. The buses smelled of wetWcd;: .
f people, of rubber boots, of exhaust. She hated them. ~.

!lervous, jammed into a bus, standing with th.~'"
ers ... staggering, lurching as the bus startetl·~
Stopped .. .everyone jammed in together, Claire 1lII1OIlIl~,J

enduring it. She was not far from the downtown area, was",~j;;
pille or two? How far was it? She kept mixing this city uplrititle
thers .... Not a very large city, but sprawled out, the~
ea consisting only of a few blocks, ... She could get.a~. ".• : . /.
tel: yes. There were hotels not far away. She was~.

: emembered them ... remembered one,at least. Slle~.· ".~.~.'~..' .
oom for the night. She bad moW»'. enousb money.· . 'it~ _. . -. " . -. , ... - ..

i .,'
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ad her own voice arguing baokand'fotth, so tiring. iDfurieti!qJ.
m bingtftbout the scene was familiar. Had'shedriven ::::5
fOlie,had she walked/this way before? ... Had she, ", I '
out this comer, the boarded-up gas station, the drifts of _ '

,gh around the gas pumps, the crea,kingSunoco sign, ~," ,',
dden by falling snow? She might have dreamed it. Must ~
, eamed it. An abandoned car on the street here-yes-that t80
as somehow familiar. Across the way, a viaduct. What waS tb8t.

, school?-it looked like a school. Someone's blinding ~
hts, ferocity of snowflakes illuminated for long momeats as
e stared, then the car was past, the snowflakes not so-briDiaDt;
e was alone. ' ',.
She seemed to see herself from a distance. Seemed to

~member herself. A woman hunched over, against the wiDd;..,
oat, the boots, the bowed head; crossing the street exactly at dill
oint, at this moment. How strange it was that she shOukl feel
erself merge into that dream-woman, giving life 'u. .•
umping life through her exhausted limbsl She foresaw"
mething would happen. Something must happen. As~"
owntown was far away, as the woman would discover at-Gie

, p of the next hill-that hill just ahead. She would see mOre_'
ouses. More snow. Miles of snow. Turning to look back,liJIe
ould not see a bus-only the shiny, hard-packed snow-andice .
f the street. She would think, suddenly- .
, -a mistake?-

-And not long afterward someone would cruise by,sJowiDI
keep pace with her, someone would ask if her ear: baJ,

aIled-if she wanted a ride somewhere- She wooidheat
ords; she would hear some words. Muffled because of .1.
lIed-up window. He would be alone, the driver. She ~,
uite hear what he said. Probably he would ask if she ~.
Ode-Hey, you want a ride? Probably. She foresawtiJllUIlis
ould happen, she seemed to see the car, herself on the ~

ust beyond the darkened gas station; she seemed to knOw~
ithout even checking to see who the driver was, she woUJil., "

o the car and open the door, eagerly, gratefully.... .

I don't like to be compared to anyone else.
And he would say:
And I don't either.

'J
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~ Translation

~were the words f~r woman, man, love, freedom, fate?-in
this ~trange land where the architecture and the countryside and
the'sea with its dark choppy waters and the very air itself seemed
to OiiVer totally foreign, unearthly? He must have fallen in love
with the woman at once, after fifteen minutes' conversation.
Such perversity was unlike him. He had loved a woman twenty.
years before; had perhaps loved two or even three women in his
lifettme; but had never fallen in love, had never been in love; such
m~tic passion was not his style. He had only spoken with
het for fifteen minutes at the most, and not directly: through the
trliQslatorassigned to him. He did not know her at all. Yet, that
ni~ he dreamed of rescuing her.

., am struck and impressed," he said politely, addressing the
yo. woman introduced to him as a music teacher at the high
schOol and a musician-a violist-herself, "with the marvelous
old buildings here .. ~the church that is on the same street as my
ho~~:' .. yes? ... you know it? .. and with the beauty of the
patks,the trees and flowers, everything so well-tended, and the
IJlaQDeI' of the people I have encountered ... they are friendly but
not effusive; they 'appear so very ... so very healthy," he said,
hearing his voice falter, realizing that he was being condescend-
ing; .•1}; if it surprised ~, the fact that pe?ple in this legendary.
l~ering nation were n~ very. different from people
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anywhere, But his translator translated the speech IPld tbe~-
woman appeared to agree, nodding, smiling as if to~.
him. Thank God, he had not offended her. "Iam very gratMPl~
have been allowed a visa," he said. "lbavenevervisiteda~
that has struck me in such a way ... an immedilUe ••. ~
of ... how shall I put it ... of something like nostalgia ... ~,.
know the expression, the meaning? ... nostalgia ... emotfOQ ,for
something once possessed but now lost, perhaps. not now eveJJD
accessible through memory .... " '.

If he was making a fool of himself with this speech, aodby 10
urgently staring at the woman, Alisa, the others did not ~tO',(
notice; they listened intently, even greedily, as Oliver's ~
translator repeated his words, hardly pausing for breath. He_
a remarkable young man, probably in his early twenties,'.
Oliver had the idea that the translator's presence,aml~
good will toward him were freeing his tongue,lPving,1iiII\_
measure of happiness for the first time since he bad ~~.
United States. For the first time, really, in many YeIU?·a::•••• -
marvelous, magical, to utter his thoughts aloud and to hear~ ':
their instantaneous translation into a foreign ',~ tltlt·
with his translator at his left hand, watching the'effect'" ~}
words upon his listeners' faces as they were translated: ••••
uncanny experience ... unsettling and yet exciting 10 ~~~'
Oliver could not have explained. He had not liked the ~«!f'
relying upon a translator; one of his failings,one ci'5~
disappointments of his life, had always been a certain sh~.,
coolness in his character, which it was evidently his fa~~ •.
alter, and he had supposed that travel into a country as (~
this one, and as formally antagonistic to the UnitedState;s, ".,. " .-
be especially difficult since he knew nothing of thelall~,."
in fact the translator was like a younger brother to hhn, ~~,:
-There was an intimacy between them, and a, P~,',',',: ", ,.'
freedom, even an unembarrassed lyricism in 0liVer'~ ,~'
that he could not possibly have anticipated. , .' . :J,:j. ~~.

Of course his mood was partly attributable to the " , '
. to the close, crowded, overheated room in which~
was being held and to his immediate attractio,.
dusky-haired, solemn young woman with the name,he
pronounce-Alisa was as close as he co~ come .~4?
have to ask the translator to write it out.for~,
returnedtothehote,I.Itwo-'ldnot~~, ·df.~,','.,
the present moment he was very, : ", ,Y1OJ~,~

,~ , ~. . - - .,. . ,.' .• ' ..... J.. ', •••••
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The Ttaaslat;On..,.

j~le. ~ their language, a melodic play of explosi~.
"-"~nants and tluoaty vowels; it hardly mattered that his'
·tqmslator could manage to translate only a fraction of what was
~t>emg said. Oliver was happy, almost euphoric. He was
<intoxicated. He had to restrain himself from taking one of Alisa's
.• cate bands in his own and squeezing it, to show how taken he
~~by her.tknow you are suffering in this prison-state of yours,
'he wanted to whisper to her, and I want, I want to do something
(91"1100 ... want to rescue you, save you, change your life ....
':-, The Director of the Lexicographic Institute was asking him a
courteous, convoluted question about the current state of culture
irrhis own nation, and everyone listened, frowning as if with
.Xiety, while, with one part of his mind, Oliver made several

,~terJlents. Ilis translator took them up at once, transformed
"ltiaih.ii1to. those eerie, exquisite sounds; the Director nodded
pre}y, emphatically; the others nodded; it seemed to be about
.batthey had anticipated. One of the men, white-haired,
~'$minutive, -asked something in a quavering voice, and Oliver's .
translator hesitated before repeating it. "Dr. Crlejevec is curious
~. know-is it true that your visual artists have become artists
.oietalyof the void-that is, of death-they are exclusively
.morbid, they have turned their backs on life?" The translator
~lushed; not quite meeting Oliver's gaze, as if he were

.etnbarrassed by the question. But the question did not annoy
Oliver. Not in the least. He disliked much of contemporary art
anyway and welcomed the opportunity to express his feelings
w.-mly, knowing what he said would endear him to these
~re. It pleased him most of all that Alisa listened so closely.
.flet long,:nervous fingers toyed with a cameo brooch she wore at
_thioat; her gray eyes were fixed upon his face. "Art moves in a

~ tendril-like manner ... in many directions, though at a"~:.glepoint-in history one direction is usually stressed and'
<~ed ... like the evolutionary gropings of nature, to my way
..~tliinking. Do you see? The contemporary pathway is but a.
,.~ a feeler, an experimental gesture ... because it is'
,;~ with death and the void and the annihilation of self it,
i~~ necesSarily die ... it pronounces its own death sentence."
<> The words were translated; the effect was instantaneous'
.¢~~'s.·pronouncement seemed to meet with approval. Th~;
':~~or>; bow~er, pose<ianothei question. He was a huge man"'
~fifties, with a ruddy, beefy face and rather coarse features,
·diOugh his vokeseemed to Oliver quite cultured. " ... But in tbf!,, . t:

· ~. ,
eantime, does it not do damagel', •.. to the unfonned .tbat~to.

· e young, the susceptible ... does it not do ilTeparabl~~': .
ch deathly art?" ... ' ,

1 Oliver's high spirits could not be diminished. H~'.~J·
etended to be thinking seriously before he answered, :NOt at ~./ '
IIn my part of the world, 'serious' art is ignored by the~

,~ unfor~ed, the young, the susceptible are hardly aware.OJ~. .
Istencel .

. '. He had expected his.listeners to laugh. But they did not~:'
e young woman murmured something, shakiqg heJ\JteacL .;»

.liver's translator said to him, "She says she is shocked ..• ~;
course, you are joking." .' ".',

· . The conversation shifted. Oliver was taken to other groups of-'
I • ple, was introduced by his translator, was made ..to. fe8l

portant, honored. From time to time he glanced 00($ ••ttb!t
· ~mg woman-when he saw her preparing to leave. !le.:.4s'

cken; he wanted to tell his translator to stop her, but of ~
, ltat would have been indecorous. I want to do somtJdriniJo'

. Anything. I want .... But it would have been ind~,'
,I' . '-,", ." .-

· "She is a fin~ person, v~;y hard-working, very trustwo'~Y~~
· ebert was saying slowly. Not my friend or even acqu~, .
I t my sister's ... my older sister, who was her classmate..sboiS'-
'ffiery accomplished violist, participated in a festival last sp~i8"
:.'. .osc~;-o~~.~' also a very fine teacher here, very hard,~WoddD.·. .... ii.

· "Is she married?" Oliver asked. : .•,.' -. I

\. . They were b.eing driven in a ~h~y black taxicab alQDS;.~. . ..
!~yenue of trees m blossom-acacia, lime-c-past buildings(ji,at
tJjZes, some very old, some disconcertingly new, of e.=.·. ~.•.•.. ' .
· . ured concrete and steel, and from time to time the ''',

~nback and a monument appeared, sudden"grandiose.'J~,,,,
· mpous-not very old either, Oliver noted. postwar. '/'. ";"/i

"There is some. difficulty, yes," the translator said, ••~'-tbi:",
usband ... and w,tth the father as well. Butldono~knoW,." r:·· };
~ not an acquamtan7e of hers, as I said. She lives her.~'l. ~..••:. ,.1l.':·..
me. We meet a few times a year, at gatherings liketheoue' :. ", .
· . t ... she too does trans~ations, though not into EngIWa.:~> .': ..,

n and German exclusively.". . .,'" .
'''~hen she is married? You mentioned a h~band •.. i~:, '(.
Liebert looked out the window, as if embruTassedby~' .

est. He was not unwilling to talk ~t.~ Y9unafw~t
, . ,,: .v- ,. - .-,' ,..

.-:"':' "

.f
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:bat'llOt willing either. 'For the first time in their three day(
"-~tanCe, Oliver felt the young man's stubborn nature;
.~ have not been together in one place for many years, asl

.'tlildentand it," he said: "The husband, not an acquaintance of my
.,OWn, is some years older than she ... a doctor, I believe ... a
~ specialist in an area I know nothing of. He is in another
dty: He has been in another city, and Alisa in this city, for many
yea(s."

"I'msorry to hear that," Oliver said sincerely. "She struck me
• sweet, Vulnerable ... possibly a little lonely? I don't like to
think that she may be unhappy."
,., Uebert shrugged his shoulders.
"'''Unhappy, so?" he murmured.

,ney drove through a square and Oliver's attention was
cfnrwn to an immense portrait of a man's face: a poster three
stories high, '

",' ··••Amazing, ••he said without irony.
; - "It is not amazing, it is ordinary life," Liebert said. "We live"'e,-

l:~••••••Sheisn't unhappy then? No more than most?"
"~"'There is not the-what is the word?-the compulsion to

~e'lIUch things, such states of mind," Liebert said with a
. ~e • of reproach. "It is enough to complete the day-
~g bard,carrying out one's obligations. You understand?

~.:··=ould only result in morbid self-scrutiny and the void,
'. ,~_. ation with the void, which is your fate." .
··''''.fate?'' Oliver said. "Not mine. Don't confuse me with

<f~~~~umbled an apology.
:,~~y.' drove on in silence for a few minutes, They were
'..fII.ioaching a hilly area north of the city; in the near distance
~ ~untains of a peculiar magenta color, partly obscured by
,'.' ',Oliver still felt that uncharacteristic euphoria, as if he were
. ;' '.~, a kind of paradise, and on all sides miracles ringed

, <fn. He had not been prepared for the physical beauty of this
or: for the liveliness ef its people. And his translator, •

'.' • was quite a surprise, He spoke English with very little
.: t; clear-voiced, boyish, attentive to Oliver's every hesita-
Orexpression of curiosity, exactly as if he could read 0 liver's

. ts, He evidently took it as his solemn duty to make Oliver
rtable inevEll'y way. His manner was both shy and

, childJike and remarkably mature. He had a sweet,
ly, shadowed face wttha thick head of dark curly hair .

j

-I net•••• ~>\lQf,
-, .", .;.'.

imd a wid.0w'~ peak a~e a naaow lore~; ••• ~ ••.• ~.
)¥ere.SlaYJe;hIScomplexion was pale butwi,th a faintr~.~,
t, as if the blood hummed wannly close beneath the3·

: brown eyes, a long nose, ears too hirge for his' /'.' . '..
" face, , . something about him put Oliver in mind of a ••. ..• ,'.' .'
'~animal, quick, furtive, naturally given to silence. In g~;'" .
j had an ascetic appearance. No doubt he was very pooI', inb -
;ill-fitting tweed suit and scuffed brown shoes, his hair ~

\ cut, so short that it emphasized the thinness of his neck •• ., - ".
lProminence of his Adam's apple. Not handsome, ~liIat
~att~~ctive in his own way. Oliver liked him verymucb, •.. ' ';.,
; If yo~ would like, perhaps another meetipg .~._.
·arranged, he said softly. That is, it would Dot be ~':'
· "Another meeting? With her?" ,. .

"If you would like," Liebert saiQ.. ,,"1~.

Love: loss of equilibrium. Imbalance~ Something f~:
: tal to one's being, an almost physical certainty of self, is ~ ..
~liver ~ad lov~ women in the ~ast aI;'d he had felt, ~M' ,

,~dIstressmg physical urgency, this anxiety, before; but ..it raid
n~ver blossomed so. quickly, based on so little evid~~ ,
.night o.f th.e r~ceptlOn at ~e Institute he had slepf~_.
rehearsmg m hIS sleep certam phrases he would say"to,~ ,
pleading with her, begging her. For what? And why? ••• : .

~striking woman, perhaps not beautiful; it wasnatuial~. d
'J might be attracted to her, though his experiences with. WC.U •••.' '" -'. ". c. "-.".'
recent years had been disappointing. But the inteAf,jty.))fM '-,

! , - feeling worried him. It was exactly as if s.omething f*. ' !to..'"j\~i!
. . nature had infiltrated his system, had found him vulo _ .Jii\' ,,'/'

.shot ~is te~perature up by several degrees. Andhere~ .. '

, ; :o"~ :it:"~o';;'e~;~~.r~::~:m~~;::e.sw.tiil.H~~.~··.I"C.•....-; ' ..brandy he had left on his night table, lay back up09 .~>.
"goose-feather pillows, and thought of her. Was it ' . <:~';
· could see her again? Under what pretext? He was Iea~..i.:-;"·
days. Possibly he could extend his visit. Possibly no!. ...;:, ,~~' .
i He recalled her bony, broad cheekbones, the severity .... - ".
1gaze, her rather startled smile. A stranger. One ot , .
strangers. In this phase of his life, Oliver thought •..be"",
~angers; he had no wish to See people be.knew. '
'. 1 love you. 1 UXlnt .•. what do 1 wantP .•• 1W4Ptw
twout you. '. '.. .'. ·'':,j.,L

A mistake, buthe could not l'fSfstpouring more~,'



diitgiass. It tasted like sweet, heavy syrup at first and then, after a
,.. seconds, like pure alcohol, blistering, acidic. One wished to
obJiteute the strongt8$tewith the sweet-the impulse was to sip
altttle more.

Accordfug to his clock in its small leather traveling case it was
tllree-fifteen.

.lwant ... what do I want? he murmured aloud.

·'uebert translated for Oliver: "She says that the 'extravagance'
yOu ~ of in Androv's chronicles ... and in our literature
generaUy ••• is understood here as exaggeration ... metaphors? ...
~aphors, yes, for interior states. But we ourselves, we are not
estravl1gant. in' our living."
.-,~Of course I·'Onlyknow Androv's work in translation," Oliver

sitd.quicldy. "It reads awkwardly, rather like Dreiser? ... do you
~: the name, the novelist? .. one of our distinguished
American novelists, no longer so popular as he once was .... 1was
eDOJ11iouslyimpressed with the stubbornness, the resiliency, the
audacityQf Androv's characters, and despite his technique of
eXaggeration they seemed to me very lifelike." He paused, in
oRIer .to give Liebert the opportunity to translate. He was
~g quickly, watching Alisa's face. They were having a
ciI:iDk ~ the hotel lounge, a dim, quiet place where morose potted
pIants'of a type Oliver did not recognize grew more than six feet
hi&h... .. droop..ing over the half dozen marble tables. Oliver was
•1Iteto see his. own reflection in a mirror across the room; the
"~ed smoky, webbed as if with a spider's web; his own
~kwered there indistinct and pale. His constant, rather
_OIlS .mSe was not visible.
·::~thesubdued light of the hotel lounge Alisa seemed to him
. ·beautiful.than before. Her dark hair was drawn back and

ill an' attractive French twist; it was not done carelesslyabuP or k knot, the way many local women wore their hair; it
. .with good health. She wore a white blouse and, again, the

'oned cameo brooch, and a hip-length sweater of some
dark wool, and a nondescript skirt that "well below her
Her eyes were slightly slanted, almond-shaped, dark,

. .; bercheekbones, like Liebert's were prominent. Oliver
ber to be about thirty-five, a little older than he had

. But striking-very striking. Every movement of hers
him.lIer.m~ of shyness and composure, her quick
voice, her habit of glancing from Oliver to Liebert to

"-,....r:
Oliver again, almost flirtAtiouslY"::'.beknewbewas~
at her, buehe could not look away,', . ,·.'<:·r·.f: .

"She says-Of course we .have a reputation for~.=~.
else could we have survfvedf The blend -of hUlDClf...· ;.

· morbidity ... the bizarre tall tales 'deaths and w~',,,.
.11 you are familiar with the allUSion.? no? ... she is refeU1DC...4It.-...
· the third volume of The Peasants," Liebert murmured.QIfNIir .
nodded as if he were following all this. Iri fact he had 100t~

.~the conversation; the woman fascinated him; he was 'I(~.:' ..
,;the thought that he had seen her somewhere before, badiDscgae.· .
:i way known her before .... And he had read only the: fiIISJ·.~.·

'~volumes of Androv's massive work. "From ~ early ~;
tl century, as you know, most of the country has been unda' ~
!i dominion ... the most harsh, the Turks ... centuries. QS.~,

11 sion ... between 1941 and 1945alone there were twpmlllQj ••.••.
:murdered .... Without the 'extravagance' and even tJle."b~
:;high spirits, how could we have survived?" ; .;;._ it

t "I know, I understand, I am deeply sympathetiC," ~SIIIIl
'! at once . .,. .;:.;....'
" He ~ould not relax, though he had had two ~"':_.
~afternoon. Something was urgent, crucial-s-he mustnot ~r

'.he could not quite comprehend what he must do. An ~ ..
I;traveler, not really a tourist, prominent enough iIlble: di!Iil6 .
It. country to merit the designation of "cultural eJIlissat)r • .,.
j State Department's term, not his own-he heard his o~ .
i"and his own predictable words with a kind of r~'~"Ihere, in this strange, charming country, the personality_ ~'.'. ,
; created for himself over a forty-tbree-year period w~......
; inadequate: shallow, superficial, hypocritical. He JdItI;.ilJt:-
i suffered. He could pretend knowledge and sympathy;~: ..;,'
< . course he was an impostor; he had not suffered except in t1lleJ..... ~,
; i ordinary of ways-an early, failed marriage; a sa~'Wc .~T

· not very exciting profession; the stray, undefined ~W .
i ments of early middle age. He listened to the wonuilars""
u beautifully modulated voice, arid to his translator's~
I observed their perfect manners, their rather shabby ~. ,>,"

and judged himself inferior. He hoped they would not ~~ .-
I II Liebert, who had spent so many patient hours with·b •••••••.• · . ,-

sense by now tu;; own na~ supen.·Ority; must ~- •..•
awareness of the Irony of their relative posi~. 0JMj0' .
the young man would not resenfhim,·woukl·~t -.=.r···'
against him before the visit came to a'C08Clusion. It '11 .~ .i'

./ - --, .'~,?;:



r
I bbiIluiusIY fact of life: that be, Oliver, had money, had a certain:

...-sute of prestige, however lightly he valued it, and had, most
.~ • complete freedom to travel anywhere he wished. The vast
eIIth ,was Jrls,-as much of it as he cared to explore. Other
cuItutes, other ways of life were open to his investigation. Even
";past was his, for he could visit places of antiquity, could
;~ble Countless books and valuable objects, could pursue l>uy
iRtiwest of his to its culmination. As the editor and publis.s,., of a
distinguished magazine, which featured essays on international
~. with as little emphasis as possible upon politics, Oliver

.••. welcome nearly anywhere; he knew several languages-vr.cb; German, Italian, Spanish-and if he did not know a
~try's ~guage a skillful interpreter was assigned to him and
.tJNrewa.s rarely any difficulty. Though he was accustomed to
tIaiIik ofh1mself as colorless, as a failure-as a young man he had
..-ted to be a poet and a playwright-it was nevertheless true
that:be was a public success, and that he had a certain amount of
1JO\vef. Alisa and Liebert, however, were powerless; in a sense
~ were prisoners.

. 'Of course they proclaimed their great satisfaction with
~twar events. 'The Nazis had been driven back, another world
'.~ had come to their aid, the government under which they
D()\V Jived was as close to perfection as one might wish.
~red to their tumultuous, miserable past, how sunny their
'~ teemedl-of course they were happy. But they were

_ just the same. They could not leave their country. It
. 1Mm-be the case that they could not leave this particular

;~t good cause. Oliver happened to know that nearly
. .of the population was involved, on one level or

..~ " ••~.in espionage-neighbors reporting on neighbors,
< .. ,es On relativ.es, students on teachers, teachers on supervi-
Jri~ds on friends. It was a way of life. As Liebert had said

,~~ <lay, it was nothing other than ordinary life for them.
'er knew. He knew. The two of them were fortunate just
" e jobs that weren't manual; they were fortunate to be as

. :as they were, talking with an American. He believed he
gauge their fate in the abstract, in the collective, no matter

. t1le two were really strangers to him. He knew and he did
. . and, in spite of his better judgment, he wished he

.' " he1pthem. . .
;At dusk they walked three abreast along the sparsely lit

..' , the main street of the city; Oliver was to be taken toa

~t
¢:-= •
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, .0rkingman''S cafe; he was tired oftheh<>teUood, the~\ .
i ners. They spoke now, of the'ntrw,buildings tbat~&ijIii.>
.rected, south of the city, along thesea-cliff; tbeytpld.~'-
le must take time to visit one of the excavations.f~.fidit·

:1south-s-he would see Roman ornaments; coins, grave ~
;! .tatuary. "Alisa says-the evidence of other centuries and other·1eivilizations is so close to us," Liebert murmured, "we are~~'
; to place too.much emphasis upon the individual, the ep~ .•
,: Do"You see? I have often thought along those lines myself,"- ',~,
, y~s, I ~uppose s~-I suppose tha.t'sright,"Oliversa~.sIow";
i • Alisa said somethmg to him, lookmg up athim. Liebert,OnbJit' '.
nght side,transl~tedat o~c~: "Future generations are as cel1i'iil·••. :,

'.; th~ past-there ISa continuity-c-there is a progress, an evQ~
, It ISclear, it is scientifically demonstrable." .. ' . .,;' .

" "Is it?" Oliver said, for a moment wondering if it might beSo.~
:.i ",Yes-that's possible-I'm sure that's possible."· . .> ';,';',

, Liebert translated his words and Alisa laughed. .t ' :'"

, :'~hy is she laughing? What did you say?" Oliver .•••••.•:i!
smiling. ~

. . "I sai~;-~nly wh~t you sai? I translated 'your. ~ .

. faithfully, LIebert said rather primly, " ...•• "
'.: "She has such a ready, sweet laugh," Oliver said. -she's~
,~ cha,rming, so unconscious of herself .... Ask her.' Liebert.. ~.;:;,:.'.:

she s from ... where she went to school .. , where she lives'. ';. '.'~'
. what her life is like." , "' ~.. ' "

"All that?" Liebert asked. "So muchl" '- "~,4::-'
•• "But ~e ha:,e all evening, don't we?" Oliver said Pla:intiv~ .

..... All mght? ··· ..•.7c;'·

, That day he had been a guest at the District Com~" .
"home, for a two-h?~ luncheon. He had been dri~nto. the.~.a'..' "~ ..' .".0-....
where the poet Hisjak had been born. Along WIth another· .'... .',.
of honor, an Italian novelist, he had been shown ','., .. :'--.<
do~uments-the totally illegible manuscripts of an ~:,

,;' writer, unknown at least to Oliver --kept in a safe in amuse ••iii.-: '
::: ~e first two even~gs of his visit had been 5pe!1t~;
I'd,.inners. He had Wltn~SSed a troupe of youthful . '=..;;.~.~.;.."
i~ rehearsal; he had admired the many statues of heroes' - '. '. '
~ ;Jlbout the city; he bad marveled over.the Byzantine d~.·<_J,

'owe~ and vaulting roofs and fountaiBs. But his boors.~_·:;:-"
, d LIebert were by far the most enjoyable;. he Jalew.~~".~

er forget them. .' . ,·,.~1n;""'<-
, . '", '- ;-';l:;



~ :

tto Night"SIde 1~
'l
".,
". They ate.a thick, greasy stew of coarse beef and vegetabl~,

~many sl~ of whole-grain bread and butter, and drank' 1.>
bettles,of wme, of a dry, tart nature, quite unfamiliar to Olh-:'

·'fb.ethiee o~ them sat at a comer table in an utterly unimpressive
reStaurant; It was crude and brightly lit and noisy as an American
~er. At first the other patrons took notice of them, but as time
passed ~nd ~he restaurant grew noisier they were able to speak
WIthout bemg overheard. Oliver was very happy. He felt
~ly fr~e, like a child. The food was delicious; he kept
oompbmentmg them, and asking Liebert to tell the waitress, and
even to tell the cook; the bread, especially, seemed extraordi-
i'lIU'y-he il}sisted that he had never tasted bread so good. "How
can IJeaveP Where can I go from here?" he said jokingly. They

.were served small, flaky tarts for dessert, and Oliver ate his in
tw? or 'three bites, though he was no longer hungry and the
ov~eet taste, apricots and brandy and raw dark sugar was

.n~ .teaUy to his liking: . '
_J-"Y,ou are aU so wonderful..;' he said.

. ' A1isa sat across from him, Liebert sat to his left. The table was
too small for their many dishes and glasses and silverware. They

.~':lghedtogether like old friends, easily, intimately. Alisa showed
her·g\Jtns as she laughed-no self-consciousness about her-
'?-tterly natural; direct. Her eyes narrowed to slits and opened
Wide again, sparkling. The wine had brought a flush to her

~~. Liebert too was expansive, robust. He no longer played
tile tole of the impoverished, obsequious student. Sometimes he
~. ' .. Ito-Oliv~r withbu~ feeling the necessity to translate his
~ for Alisa; sometimes he and Alisa exchanged remarks
aDd-though Oliver did not know what they were saying, or why
dleylaughed so merrily, he joined them in their laughter. Most of
.~ ~e, however, Liebert translated back and forth from Oliver
1~AJi.sa,from Alisa to Oliver, rapidly, easily, always with genuine
~t. Oliver liked. the rhythm that was established: like a

_~e. like a piece of music, like the bantering of love. Oliver's
-~rds in English translated into Alisa's language, Alisa's words

,_{~ted into ~liver's language, magically. Surely it was magic.
:·uuver asked Ahsa about her background, about the village she
-.~grownup in; he asked her about her parents; about her work.
~~.~ed out that her father had been a teacher also, a music

.-.=at. one of the co~e~es- "very distinguished and well
~;'.... .-~ut he had become Ill, there was no treatment available,
.~~ wanted to retura to his home district to die. Oliver listened
""" ,

~ \~ ~-·.:."'·'·r·l /_~~:::- ,:"":~-~;.~--'--:'-~-~4
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. . pathetically. There was moreto it, bEisupwsed, ~: -:
metlling "!rtherabojlt it ... but he-cduld ootinqUire-; ~~.' ",.;:

ut the husband? But he could l'1otinquire; he didnot~. '
, "You are all so remarkably free of bitterness,' he sai'cl.', .'~' .., .

! . Liebert translated. Alisa replied. Liebert hesi~ted:~~.:_·
ying: "Why should we he bitter? We live with complexitY:.XO¥.,.
. h simplicity in your life ... good divided sharply froni- Mol
ve divided from hate ... beauty from ugliness. We havealWlly$~
en different. We live with complexity; we would not r~
e world otherwise," - ~ ~-..

ij Oliver was staring at Alisa. "Did you really say that?""

rk,~gf course she said that. Those words e~ctly," ~-/
lllurtnured. " . . '.- -
~ "She' h ' I f' d h -"'~...;..~.:••~ e s so ... s e s so very... m er so very •••.••••loUIQ&

Oliver said weakly. "Please don't translate IPlease. Do y~.seet-
tt's just that I find her so.... I adtpire her without (eserva,~J.Pi
$aid, squee.zing ~iebert:s arm. "I find it difficult to reply ~lltit~',
Central Europe ISbafflmg to me; I expected to be llleetinj.. ••
cHfferent kinds of people; your closed border, yow: w~
e:onsciousness that.seems never to lift, your reputation fOr .~:.J~:
tertain inexplicable ... ," Both Liebert and Alisa were w.~'
him, expressionless. He fell silent. Absurdly, he had beeD',~

. to speak of the innumerable arrests and imprisonments. ~.!I!'
the tortures reported in the West, but it seemed to him nowttiil '

g pe~~aps these reports wer~ lies. Hedid not know what to ~"
rl Freedom and constramt cannot be sharply divided, tbf..oae;~·
I fr~m the ?ther," Liebert said coldly. "Fr~domisarelative~.;
It ISrelative to the context, to the humanity to serves ... _s~ '
For instance, your great American cities, they are so fam~:t~«

_1 ~e 'free'; you would boast citizens can come and· go asjbijt'.
~~~sh, .. each in his automobile-isn't that so? But, infaCt,'.,. '
~ .•. leD. ow that your people are terrified of being hurt by one~; ...::.
tl They are terrified of being killed by their fellow citizeus. til tbls ."
r way," Liebert said, smiling, "in this way it must be judgedthll

the nature of freedom is not so simple. But it is alway~ poh~~'
, "There's a difference between self-imposed r~_, "
and . , . and the restrictions of a state like yours," OJiyer,,$8IL ..:
pbscurely hurt, blinking. He had no interest in def .: -;;' <:
.-pation. He did not care about it at all, not at the monieoi... . .

rhaps you are correct, the issue ~ always political, eve,,, ,
baffling and obscure. ... ,In. AInerica\ye haye.~' :'
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- _~om and ,the indMdua1 is free to hurt others, this is an exctlflS
'Qf\ .. ana I speaking too quickly? .. this is an excess rather
.'~ ... But I don't wi/ih to talk of such things," he said softlY.
tNot tonight. It is more important, our being together. Do you

-'aaree? Yes? Ask Alisa-does she agree?"
. 'They agreed. They laughed together like old friends.

. , "Alisa says-We must live our lives in the interstices 'Ofthe
, political.state," Liebert said slyly, "like sparrows who make their
nests on window ledges or street lamps. They are happy there
until the happiness stops. We are happy, until it stops. But
perhapS it will not stop for many years-who can predict?
Political-oppression is no more a disaster than an accident on the

.' blgbway or a fatal disease or being born crippled-"
~er is disaster," Oliver said thickly. "What do we care? t

1'hereisn't time. I must leave in a few days .... I admire you both -E,':

'so very, very much. You're noble, you're brave, you're ,
_attractive ... she is beautiful, isn't she? ... beautiful! I've .never ,~
met anyone so intelligent and beautiful at the same time, so 'H

-vivacious, good-natured .... Will you tell her that? Please?" lJ
Liebert turned to her and spoke. She lowered her head, fussed Ii

With her hair, reddened slightly, frowned. A long momenti1
passed. She glanced shyly at Oliver. Seeing the desperation in his Ii

'b d :i!.
\ey'~anke mana~~oto smile.:!

-, .l U you, liver whispered. "Thank you both so very ~
, I ttfuch." ;I

• 1"

!-SOmething was stinging him.
,'Bedbugs? ,-'
_ His arms were curiously leaden; he could not move; he could I;

1:k>t rake his nails against his sides, his abdomen, his buttocks, his 'n
-' :ba,ck. He groaned but did not wake. The stinging became a single -

Sw~iJig flame that covered his body, burned fiercely into his
", ,eyes.

- "Alisa?" he said. "Are you here? Are you hiding?"
He was in the Old City, the City of Stone. Much of it had been

leveled during the war, but there were ancient buildings-
fQrtresses, inns, cathedrals. The weight of time. The weight of
the spirit. On all sides voices were chattering in that exquisite,

_ .'teasing language he cau[d not decipher. They were mocking
"'--'"'him, jeering at him. They knew him very well. He was to be led to

tbeirkhrine, where a miracle would be performed. The holy s~t
-Of ,Toskinjevec, patron saint of lepers, epileptics, the crippled

::,.-- -;;::".:
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•

and the insane and the fanatic .••. HewaSJ.1eiDg~" ~~
cobblestone streets. There were heavy oak ~' ••• ~_ <
hinges; there were rusted latches and loclcs; waJIs~,
with mold, beginning to crumble. Footsteps rang ••. ~ :>"
Liebert held-his hand, murmured words of comfort; ,~:
head. He wanted only to obey. "Where is she? Is .••. 'akMdYY
there?" he whispered. Liebert told him to be still--be..-_.,
speakl Someone was following them. Someone wish.M to_
them. Oliver saw, in a panic, the greenish-copper ~:otd
old church; he could take refuge in its ruins; noone~JtDd
them there. The main part of the building had'beeB~'
to rubble. A wall remained and on this wall were pc:lStD's.C){. :;
great President-charmingly candid shots that showffid_"" ~
with one of his children, and in a peasant's costume.-lmd With. '
rifle raised to his shoulder, one eye squ1nted shut, ---OIl!'''' .
ledge above a waterfall, his arm raised in a salutecto-:tbe~)~
gathered below. Oliver hurried. Someone woul4. staIld,~ .•~i
them-one of the men he had seen in the restaurant,-W. ~c;
without really considering; a young black-haired m8lu,tl.-W:
been playing chess with a friend, and who had not _~a 3
single time at Oliver and his friends. But now he woUld-.l· ~
guard. Now he was to be trusted. ,'. (-'. '

. They descended into a cellar. Everywhere therew •• _of ~>:
stone, broken plasterboard, broken glass, Weeds gi'e\v,a1Jma;..,
dantly in the cracks. "Hurry," Liebert urged; ~~ ~.
forward. Then Oliver was with her, clutching at her. BY • ....,. .•..~
they were together. He kissed her desperately, ~:.~
pretended to resist. "No, there isn't time, there isn't 4110. tJnae;'" ... :
he begged, "no, don't stop me .i .:" She went limp; slWpiIit_ -
arms around his neck; they struggled together, pan~~_~,
young translator urged them on, anxious, a little ~ ..•
Oliver's entire body stung. Waves of heat swept ov;CWaI!d:
broke into tiny bits so that he groaned aloud. He ~ ••• ,
violently, he was so hungry for her, for her 01' for •••. .-~
thing .... "How can I bring you with meP" he said. "1Ioft~ .,..
won't surrender you." She spoke in short melodic~;;lfe-
could not understand. Now she too was anxious.~. _-.'at,
him, pressing herself against him. Oliver could not _Jtt;Be'.· ,.
was going mad. Then, out of the comer of his eye, ~lI:>ed';:
to see someone watching them. The police! .•• But 80 •••••.• --:f-
poorly dressed old man, a<:ripple,peeriftgattbem~·
broken wall. He was deformed; his-Iep were ~ ••••• --
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OI!!«~.~J~~He could not believe what he saw.
Bew.c:t the ~ '~ were two or three others, half crawling,
~ 1betnseJves along t!u'ough the debris by the exertions of
theft~JAD5,their legs cut off at the thigh. They were bearded,
~, gaping,. moronic. He understood that they .were
~ Oliver tried to lead Alisa away, but she resisted.
E~ the men were from a nearby hospital and were
liar,mless. They had been arrested in an abortive uprising of
so~ sOrt, years before, and punished in ways fitting their
audacity; but now they were harmless, harmless ....

,Iti$sexual desire died at once. The dream died at once.

'BecouId Dot sleep. The dream had left him terrified and
naaeous· .

. '9Pdng the past few years life had thinned out for Oliver. It
bad.become insubstantial, unreal, too spontaneous to have much
v-.Mete . details, pieces, ugly tiny bits. Nothing was
oouectedand nothing made sense. Was this "life"?-an idle
~ flow? He had watched it, knowing that one must be
atteIav~,one must be responsible. But he had not really believed
injL' Thece was DO internal necessity, no order, only that jarring
~ty, a world of slivers and teasing fragments. Ugly and
iUaJIqry e-

.Here.:.however, things seemed different. He could breathe
heri.Therewere travelers who could not accept the reality of the
~ they visited, and who yearned, homesick, for their own
CQ1II$'y,Jor their own language; but Oliver was not one of them.
He ~d Dot have cared-not for a moment!-if the past were
~, his home country destroyed and erased from history.
/Ih poured brandy into a glass, his fingers steady.
"'Would I mourn ... ? Never."
• dream had frightened him, but it was fading now. It was

•. ~t.He had had too much to eat, too much to drink.
Hif~onal state was unnatural. Love was an imbalance: hei....y~·.:temporaril........... .hW.i=~.: ..:f :natr::'e~:~oh~ ::::::::. ~::e:: :::
'. '. . him. She shared it with another teacher at the high

.' ';awoman. Should Oliver wish to visit her there-how
.... . be arranged? She could not come to the hotel. That was

•. ty (JU(lstion. lJe....bert had. muttered something about the
.c of the otb« \Voman going to visit her family ... though

)if' T

,".~'

thi~ would involve some expensesl ...she ,*oold~~.' :;
would be awkward, but it coldd be arranged. If ~tWD\_·· .
would be alone and Oliver would be welcome to visit bit..••••
might be danger, still. Or was there no danger? Oliv«~
riot know. ' '. ~.!,,'.;

"And what of her husband?" Oliver had asked hesifanitr. '.
"Ah-there is no risk. The man is in a hospital at KailIef&; .•

the mountains he is receiving treatment for" 8III01iiiut1
maladjustment a very sad case. Very sad. It is tragic,.batbeil·
no risk; do not worry about him," Liebert said softl1. ,

They looked at each other for a moment. Oliver ~ '
reddened. He did not know if he was terribly ashamed GI' ~ '.:
excited. '~,~' / .

~

I "I love her," he whispered. "I can't help it.'o !'.t:
,.. . Liebert might not have heard, he bad spoken so sQfdy.•.B&tt. ~

I!" did not ask Oliver to repeat his words. ..', .- . ~:'.
"How much money would the woman need?" Oliver ••••• :

helplessly. . . '~'J'"

ii . They had been here, in this room. The money had ~a8tIed.
:'! hands and Liebert had gone and Oliver had undr~~ .
i. exhausted from the evening, from all theeatingand~ .. '
it! talking. He had wanted only to sleep. His fate was . "
'I· would meet Alisa the following day, he would extend hft~
,I' another week perhaps, in order to see her every day; btlt ~

must sleep, he was sick with exhaustion. And so he bad~ ••
dreams disturbed him: in them he was trying to speak, ~ <,

make himself understood, while strangers mocked and Je*ecL./ '.'
The last dream, of Alisa and the deformed old men, wutbe •.••.
violent of all, a nightmare of the sort he had not hadfar~ .. '
When he woke, he felt debased, poisoned. It was as ifjl~:
some sort had spread throughout his body. . . '., "r ~ -, •

He sat up, leafing through a guidebook in English, u.ntil~
"But I don't understand. Where is Mr. LiebertP'l·,;" '~?:.t'-.
His new translator wan stout, perspiring manin hk~.

more than five feet four inches tall. He wore a shiny ~.':'
withavestandoversizedbuttons,ofblaCkplasti. c.'e5 ......•.........••.......enlarged his round face. His eyebrows were'snarled~' . ',.
his lips pale, rubbery. With a shrug of his shoulders h~, " ,
Liebert. "Who knows? There was important bustBieilir••••..• ,
home, called away. Not your concern."' .,:~t--4~j'.· "~

He smiled. Oliver stared, tbinking: He's It 8i~.' '.,'.i".... ...:
from a nightmare. But the mIul was .u, the ~''''''~

", ',::~'..,

I·



~~ real, OliVer's dismay and alarm were real. He tried
~test. $lying that bebad liked Liebert very much, the two of'
~~ understood each other very well; but the new translator
~.$mi1e<t stupidlY, as before. "I am your escort now and
youttranSlator," he repeated.

J)Jiver made several telephone calls, but there was nothing to
bedone ..
;;~ do not have the acquaintance of Mr. Liebert," the new

~tor said as they walked out together. One eyelid
~edin a wink. "But there is no lack of sympathy. It is all
~same·-.I\. nice day, isn't it? That is acacia tree in blossom' is

. lcJr~. elI? Every spring." '
.1;'he man's accent was.guttural. Oliver could not believe his

b~ luck. He walked in a trance, thinking of Alisa, of
~.,....Liebert, Who had been so charming, so quick. It did not
~p()ssible that this had happened.
:<lb,at day he.saw the posters of his dream. He saw a tarnished

CDJlPel'Y-greensteeple rising above a ruined church. He saw in
~PUtance,lo!!S; low, curiously narrow strips of cloud or mist
l'iiIUIs from the. sea, reaching into the lower part of the city.
Besi!e him, the sq~at, perspiring man chattered in babyish
EItIl-b, translated signs and menus, kept asking Oliver in his
mecbanical chirping voice, "It is nice, eh? Spring day. Good
I." From time to time he winked at Oliver as if there were a
fob between them. '.

. ~ shuddered.
_:)~city looked different. There was too much traffic-buses,

~es, vans of one kind or another-and from the newer
~~fthe city, where a number of one-story factories had
~ 'bWlt, there came invisible clouds of poison. The sky was
J8dttJecl; though it was May fifteenth, it was really quite cold,
;~e is Liebert?" Oliver asked, more than once. "He and I

~frfends ... we understood each other .... "
.,~ went to a folk museum where they joined another small -

~.Oliver tried to concentrate. He smiled, he was courteous
~ys, he made every effort to be civil. But the banalities 1-=liesl His translator repeated what was said in a thick
. ,.'.' ,passing no judgment-as Liebert would have done'
"'......-nd Oliver was forced to reply, to say something. H~
~~ed, he heard his voice proclaiming the most asinine
~ald,blunt compliments, flattery. Seven or eight men in
I!~~ for an endless luncheon, exchanging banalities,
1:-

~l'~~' ..• 'c; ..
ypocriti.cal praise, chatter about'the weather and! tJre~:' ~.~.

ing trees IlDd the National Ballet. 1'I:lefOOd was too:·rS... ",
!when Oliver's came to him it W8$ already lukewann. TI••tbdtilt . -.(.:
was unsalted and tasteless. One of the men, a fat, ~~
.official, exactly like an official in a political cartoon, ~ ..

! cigar and the smoke drifted into Oliver's face. H6 tried to-bdia..'·
up the subject of his first translator but was Diet_

:. uncomprehending stares. Afterward he was taken, fOi'some
·j reason, to the offices of the Ministry of Agriculture;-t.e.. -
~ introdpc.ed to th.e ,editor of a series of agricultural pamPb...':le&,~.: .
. was difficult for him to make sense of what was being •••• ~ .
; of these people spoke English as well as his translator, aud heW
: the idea that others merely pretended not to know EngIfSb:..~ ' .

·~was a great deal of chatter. He thought of Alisa and felt~
1 exhausted. He would never get to her now-it ~aS~
1 Be~ide h~ the fat sweating man kept close watch. ~t"'-
.being sald?-words. He leaned against a gritty ~-
.: sta,nng absently out at the innumerable rooftops, '••. 91·· .• ,'"

: chimneys and water tanks, the banal towers. Heremembelecl... ".'... ..'./'
· poison of his dream and could taste it in the air now' the_ . .

city was remarkably polluted. ~ ' r .,,;. '

"You are tired now? Too much visit? You rest, ehP" ., -:'$'\,'
"Yes" , , , ,:, ';".

:1 "Yo~ leave soon, it was said? Day after tomorrowP .••·:,-
:i. "Yes. I think so:' . . .
Jl There were streetcars and factory whistles. A:u~
;~ horns. In the street someone stared rudely at him.' ~
:.i wondered what these people saw-a tall, sandy-haired "iY
:;] _ his early forties, distracted, haggard, rather vain in his ~.-
::j cl.othes? They looked at his clothes, Dot at him. At his shoe~.J"fIeIi
J did not see him at all; they had no rise for him. _,,,'
"1 "You are maybe sick ... P"
,:1 , "A little. I think. Yes:' ... 0'_

;': "Ah!" he said, in a parody of sympathy. "You goto~.
'~ Afterward perk up. Afterward there is plan for eveDiol~?
tI All set?" _. >, r -,••

,:.1 "Evening? I thought this evening was free-" , .. '.. . .•.
; The man winked. "She is friend-old friend. S~·

you:' .,,' .'.-:'
"I don't understand," Oliver stammered, ,/,;;<'

"All understand, All sympathize one another,"t:he.-"-.
cheerfully. " .~'..,!,:-:

.-'--' .'



..:~.,.w~y? Own several automobiles? What about house-
~Parents are living? How many brothers and sisters? Is
~ has children? How many? Names?"
_'1<1'be' three of them sat together, not in Alisa's room but in

~. cafe. Oliver was paying for their drinks. He was paying
1fJieverything, The woman's curt, rude questions were being put
l'D"hfm fnclusters and he managed to answer, as succinctly as
peilIible, trying not to show his despair. When his translator
rt!peated Oliver's answers, Alisa nodded emphatically, always.
tt1eilame way, her eyes bright, deliberately widened. Wisps of
•• hltd come loose about her forehead; it annoyed Oliver that
_1It01lotbrushthem away, She was a little drunk, her laughter'
•• Jarring, she showed her gums when she laughed-he could
.~ bear to watch her.

--Say-like our country very much? Good. New place going.
~thereisnewcompany, Volkswagen-many new jobs. When
yoU come back, another year; lots new things. You are friendly,
alWays welcome, Very nice. Good to know .... "

The. conversation seemed to' rattle on without Oliver's
iftlervebtien, He heard his voice, heard certain simple-minded
repBes..Alisa and the fat man laughed merrily. They were having
alme time. Oliver drank because he had nothing else to do;
Whenever be glanced at his watch, the others looked at it also,
~ childish, open avarice. Time did not pass. He dreaded any
IDfIltion of the room, of the alleged roommate who had left
tvwn,. but he had the idea that if he refused to mention it, the
otfaen would not mention it either. They were having too good a
dIiie' drinking. They murmured to each other in their own
~lage and broke .into peals of laughter, and other patrons,
taIDng notice, grinned as if sharing their good spirits. I

.... "Is nice .place? All along here, this street. Yes? Close to hotel.
~.'c1ose. She says-Is wife of yours pretty? Young? Is not
~us, you on long trip, take airplane? Any picture of wife?
~?" -
.'''No wife," Oliver said wearily. "No babies."

-"'~o--? Is not married?"
-.is not," Oliver said.

,;.~()t love? Not once?" .
~ot," be said. .' J

;.'lJ:he two of them exchanged incredulous looks. Then they'
~ apin and Oliver sat, silent, while their laughter washed~htrn. . ,

~-
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, Being driven to the airport he saw, on the street, a dark-haired
clist pedallngenergetically-ca young long-nosed handsome

. e . Yin a pullover sweater-Liebert-his heart sang: Liebert. But.
,'of course it was not Liebert. It was a stranger, a boy of about

1 seventeen, no one Oliver knew. Then, again, at the airport he saw
: i ' him. Again it was Liebert. A mechanic in coveralls, glimpsed in a
I doorway, solemn, dark-eyed with a pronounced widow's peak.
~ and prominent cheekbones: Liebert. He wanted to push his way.
,'. through- the crowd to him. To his translator. He wanted to tou.~

him «gain, wanted to squeeze his hands, his arm. But of course
I the young man was a stranger-his gaze was dull, his ~uth.
: slack. Oliver stared at him just the same. His plane was loading; it.,
! was time for him to leave, yet he stood there, paralyzed,

"What will I do for the rest of my life ... ?" he caIIedto the
bo .

y.

•



The Dungeon

'~Unable to wake up this morning. Dream-haunted. The
muscular intensity of dreams, straining of heart, organs. Eyes.
Yet' without the release of visions. And never any color-do

.'others lie, bragging that they dream in color? The images are
bIaek·wbite-gray. Recently there have been no images. M--
'~ me for my ability to distinguish between subtleties of
co1Qr~teased me about being tone-deaf in regard to music (which
'I _ nOt),"yet the dreams are vaporous and disappointing.

uaiable to wake for hours. Most of the day. Headache. E-- is
s,).Jweet-reminds me of my sister as she should have been & of
~wasnot.

'&went fot a long walk to clear my head. Demons, small leaping§ demons, can't be taken seriously. Golcaudo Blvd.-
"~,~.~"' ,',' ueI,y named-buseS, trucks, cars, renovation, mess, dust,
.'!".. ,people. Things blowing this way, that way. Look of
',' ilationbeneath all the activity. Smells in the air, promiscuous,
.:~g.pity together, as the sun.came o~t taking.everyone by .
-~ Nevertheless, breathed m pollution & grime & even a

:~.of foul perfume from some creature striding past me,
~aged but face painted like a mannequin's, a bad joke. A

,.school boy in tight rust-colored trousers, pedaling his bike .
~. ~e slOwly, very slowly. Stranger. Cigarette stuck in his ,~~,-, . . . ,

120

I

'TheD~
i, ,.',' -" "" '
'j mouth, hair bursting out all over his head. somehow ~~.

II Jblaclc Looked at me so strangelyl-seemed to ~ow~,~'d ! impossible. . .

" E-- the sister of my soul. Unmistakable. Put her hands~1'lly -
forehead today, to ease the headache, small cool delicate~.
incredible. So sweet, so playful. Intelligent. Not like s--:--_
the disgusting G--. But dare not sketch her for f~~
Forbidden would creep into it ... & she would guess at oeee.

. , t
-Sly hideous twist the pen takes, sketch~g any subject I ~ ee -'.~
to be innocent. Can manage horrors hke S--- and his pal .'.'
G-- but not the others. Nature no risk: total abandonmentto
beauty. Trees, birds, landscapes. Creatures both nattll~, at
mythological. But a girl like E--, is defaced, brubdlZM,
broken, by the cancerous urge in me. • . \ .

""

-Cannot deny the intensity of the pleasure. The ~ The~I costumes, scenarios, dialogue. Irony glimpsed' only OD, OlIO· .
side-mine. Always in control. I respect her-never,~'

','I'.' thatl-but can't deny the fits of giggling that sometimes~·
me afterward. Cruel, even crude. Hideous thought that ~•• '

l. end up in a few years like that ugly oldP--, - cra~=r
~,I' jokes about an ex-wife some of us have our doubts evel~
, No I must be more careful. She is truly a match for.p:
;t co~versations, our laughter, the eager darting movem~~.~i imaginations when we are together. Of course she isnot taIiM~· .

las I suppose I am. Yet in her way she isgifted. Just the tODlt..•. ','
• voice her green-gray eyes, her manner .of lightly tou~,_

~i'.,. arm ~ if to call me back to "reality" ... notwantingpeopJefn'lle,:.
park or other customers in Rinaldi's. to overhear. V0icc:sbr.JI\ '

!, . laughter shrill. M?st ~~rd against excltem~nt:; .. A trut:1:41
.~ women possess; artistic arrangement of life a p~ l.i!i 9~ ,

read somewhere. Can't remember. She wants to und~·. "-
but will not invade me like the others. Sunshine:' ~.'. "';.":~:'
(Though it is brown, not very unusual. But alwars~ ~.) .'

. Sunshine: dispelling of demons. Intima.cy always a' .~. .'
Intimacylhelllintimacy/hell. Could possibly make ~(6 __ , '

i" ,thinking.ofM-. - or.(say).theb()y~iththek~~ •.. y;,
i on the bicycle ... but slckenmg to think of. What if. ~~,
. attack oflaugbter. Hysterical~,.· . And. Aft~,'."~. , ..,",
:.. shame, disgust. She would not laUgh ofoourse I)uf;~G .
~ ,", iJ5,/"



U2· .Night-Side

wounded for life: cannot exaggerate the dangers of intimacy, on .
my side or hers. The Secret between us. My secret, not hers. Our,
friendship-nearly a year now-on my footing, neverhers. Can't
derty .what others have known before me, the pleasure of
secreCy, taking of risks.

~With D-- etc. last night, unable to wake this morning till
af~ten; already at work; sick headache, dryness of mouth,
throat. But no fever. Temperature normal. D-- so bitter,
speaks of having been blackmailed by some idiot, but (in my
opinion) it 'aD happened years ago, not connected with his
position here in town. Teaches juniors, seniors. Advises Drama
Club. Tenure. I'm envious of him & impatient with his continual
bitterness. Rehashing of past. What's the point of it? Of course,
he is over 40 (how much over 40 is his secret) and I am a decade
~er, maybe fifteen years younger. Will never turn into that.
Hags face, lines around mouth, eyes. Grotesque mustache:
b'fing to .be 25 years old & misses by a mile .... Yet my
ptlD-and~ink'portrait of him is endearing. Delighted that it should
please even him. & did not mind the CASH. Of course I am
talented & of course misused at the agency but refuse to be bitter
like the others. S--- lavish, flattery and money. I deserve
both but don't expect everyone to recognize me ... in no
burry ... can't demand fame overnight. Would I want fame
auwway???? Maybe not. With S--'s $100 bought her that $35
bOok of Toulouse-Lautree's work, dear Henri, perhaps should
nqt h/loverisked it with her but genuinely thought she would like
it. Di.d not think as usual. She seemed grateful enough, thanking
JDe,'surprised, said she'd received only a few cards from home &
llpredictable present from her mother, certainly did not expect
.Ything from 'me-"But aren't you saving for a trip to
EUtope"-remembets so much about me, amazing-so sweet-
uWlke D-- who calls me by the names of strangers and is vile.a-. image with me till early afternoon, tried to vomit in the first-
~ lavatory where no one from the office might drop in, dry
~ gasps, not so easy to do on an empty stomach. Mind over
_erP????? Not with "Farrell van Buren"!

." . '

~."..·.·~bicom.plete day. wa.sted. Idiotic trendy "collage" for
1C(\DZie'sDiary, if you please. Cherubs, grinning teenagers,

~ ·es. A.n"avant-garde" look to it. Haha. Lookingforward to
~~r tbeJIilton &: Trader Vic's, at least some precedent to

- i"'- " ':_:.~ " "'," • :'")

~
i t .o'l1te~ ' ..••
In"; . - . -.::....\~_.~._.:......,."
,,{i ." ',' .', .
~tromand ••••••..•. Couldsendout •••Y~· .
aft, up 11 few of these bastards, ~-assed, ." ','::-.,

. ~ me around. Someday tbingswmbe different. (_. .' .' f :
')mtist bow to Reality Principle. "FarreUvanBuren"~~.·".I.' ..:.•. - -:
I tee<ignized in this armpit of a town. "Maiden of die<, .'.
· Lakes"-cannot be parodied, such jokes.) , ;':,:' c

I , -: -:'1.' ,
-Took her to Rinaldi's. Fascinating, her ability to ~.,.

· gossip at work-her anecdotes about that employ~.~ Jiels:1iie
first-rate satire, could she only draw or sketchl-an eye ~~
like Hogarth's-not exaggerating-to remarks of a highif~
("There are times when you ask yourself who has beiII ••••
before you-as if someone else preceded you,ev~ad

·you were the shadow this person threw"). I had trout stulQd1iri8a .
shrimp, pasta on the side, she had ordinary baked lasagna;~'
an immense tossed salad in one of those wooden ~ ·Bed

; napkins, red tablecloth. Flickering light from the candJefi>n6,ii
! wall. Could talk with her for hours, hypotized. so~:ita
t not even her but someone else. She laughs so easily, wouW,D1Mlr
it hurt me. .. never pinch me, the way my sister did ..•• Abel •••• <i mother's raw-red arms, roughened elbows. Not ~r fault ~.~~
$ had to w~rk so har.d. Whose. fault? My ~ather s? ... DW~.
'~"weeken? m ~ hospital, bleeding ulcers, )Us~~led to ..deednk.:: .
I', nobody s fault, but my mother blamed him, of COUJIO>~'
• insurance was so meager; could have been ,~, •.
. suppose .... Told her about such things & she about thiDIJI'iII~ .~t Past. (She's 26 years old & "still Catholic" & must be~,

'l by 'me, to feel she should apologize-not that I wou1d.~
; tho' my own faith is long vanquished.) One unplea.il~

1i.i three men in a booth on the other side, drunk, gigglmg;J:." .=..'.;'.'r: i them in a bright yellow jersey & his ~ somehow , .. .• <;:j ~anything to attract attention, & when we left She star~~, ,i
.~; could see her expression. go cold, ~rd: Coarsen. In the~ .. ~~
I, • lot I made some small Joke, nothing important, ref~ JD;-;,
.• : movie that'd been playing at the Capitol-across the street !;fOr, 'J}

: 6 months now & she misunderstood & thought I refen'edtotJiiGl. -
~",;men. Made a face. Small pale prim. "Well I pity them~or:~~. ,<

, to that effect. '. <~f" c',
~ '/"'~A"';"~:~tt~oc:~~~r~~:~nih:'=~~:.~.~;~.:.

,precious but cheap. 1£you give bloo¢ tlieyttDl'8 it.~:,~, ~",:
. .. .~~:~\~'~·:S'>~-'~_:·:~:-".":'.'

.. ".;.' ~t1"·~_':·<·j

If;



_. of you. I was too young to help my father. Wouldn't have
mattered. But theol-he was an ignorant bastard, so weak .
•••• & stupid, the insurance premiums all screwed up like
that, .•• Wasted an evening doodling, drawing. "Farrell van
JJUl'ef1" bleeding to death from various pores. Why do I maintain
the fiction of that name? (My real name is --). Rhymes with
FIrfel1 anyway. If I were to show her these notebooks .... If
SOIDetbing happened to me they'd be found here in my
apertment & confiscated & possibly sent to my mother with the
rest of my belongings. Not that she'd read them anyway.
~y can't read, except newspapers. My sister, married to
that smart-ass doctor. "Your brother-in-law has bought into a

. practiCe in Bar Harbor isn't that wonderful" blah blah. Stared at
me ,first time we met, Thanksgiving, my sister pretending to be
~d of me ("Had a show of his own at one of the galleries only
-tWenty years old"), his handshake quick and almost cringing. He
1aIew. But said nothing or'so I assume. The filthy son of a bitch, to
aVoid me ,like that .... Some doctor, imagine what he tells his
patients. makes me want to puke. Argument with my sister,
aqiutnent,with my mother. Nothing goes right. In Rinaldi's I
went to help her with her coat, imagined she shrank from me, her
~ersloping away. Well I pity pity pity.

..i...Drove to Point Garry. Lighthouse, blacksmith's shop, phony
little boutiques. - "Open air artists' mart" a laugh .... Met
A- and his friend N---; hadn't seen since last winter.
{???) Looking good. Little red Fiat, A-- must have gotten
promoted, looked tan, healthy. His friend claimed to be a
,sculptor but shut up fast when he learned I was an artist. Ou t late.
Talked me into staying overnight. Forget name of motel. A
dmnp: smelled of sewage, ( .. Reddened nostrils a giveaway, will
recognize in future, not my world at all. What if raided, arrested.
What if arrested for possession of. & she would learn of it & the
agency & my life blotted out.

-:-Never again. ..
-Pretty good chance for a one-man exhibit at the Cooperative;
sbow~ that big gal, Lucy, my "Dungeon of the 'Flesh" series &
.••• absurdly pleased, her reaction. I intend to show Eleanora
• journal & will not blot out her name from now on. If the
drawings are exhibited she will certainly see them & the shapes

.•.

n.~_ .- ... ")-.

ere on the waD mayargue eloq~ently. for me; ih~;.t¥:"
': otebooksshould explain. I have faith in her. I have~.
, leanora .... Told her about "dungeon", experiencebuf;.'

, "fraid to come out with the truth. We talked & talked. S~ia .y~
• ,!.but at the same time surprises me-a roll of her eyes. a•• '
,: dimpled cheek, like those high-school girls in thecoffeesllop_

. noon, can't always predict her. But won't blot out the name fioia .,
'now on. Eleanora? ... Here is the quotation behind the ,~'<Jl

'pen & ink drawings, so hard to explain to one who stands ftrQaIJ'
: ,in the day: ',' ','

o dear children, 10,ok in what a dungeon we are lYing,,' ill
what lodging we are, for we have been captured bY;-dIe
spirit of the outward world; it is our life, for it noUifsheS,
and brings us up, it rules in our marrow and bones. in oUr
flesh and blood, it has made our flesh earthlY, and Dl)W'"
death has us. ' ,

-Jacob'~

. -Long-distance call from B--, three in the morDili8.~ .
hysterical as usual. Eighteen months since we talked last:.s.-

'1 tone, same high-pitched querulous voice. Demanding. ~
Or is it a pose-the "controlled hysteria" meant to reveaI.th&
depths of his soul? Everyone has turned against him. FrieDeI'-
now. Enemies- "perverts." Someone left a note for himatWWk;·
in his mailbox, simply the word Queer in red ink. The~
that his psychotherapist at the clinic is keeping secret r~ 1t
will blackmail him. (When he taught for the U.S. Army.1nJliie
Orient, the same terrors plagued him: the G.I. students m· his
composition class taking notes on him, on his oohavior;~-

,; base psychiatrist turning his records over to the AnnY uidtn:tlle
director of the overseas program.)Sick-sick-sick.,Sa ",
Expecting me to sympathize with him-console him":"~ *';-
in obscene curses against the "enemy." <.,"',(

:' •..-.i ..::.

,~; -After that call, could not sleep the rest-of the night. My &1fr]p
Our fate? I am swimming through a tunnel of filth, hoIdiej.' ,
head high, my mouth shut, grim. Terrified. To be"~. '.::
B--; is that all I can hope for? "Liberation"? MaDiJof:" -

, repressed breaking free into consCiousness?-yam~ •. >.,
elmg, boasting, whimpering now in public? One oh.ay: _ ~,,':,

, nights. Then at work that thick.oCalv,,ed pimply beist'2!':~
my workbench, friend of a friend'of Eleanot',. WJiati·~ "":~':,
; , '--',·r'!~::) .

....,;:
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pme???? Chewing gum, a woman in her thirties. Ugh. The ring
Of zny.£riend's hysteria in my ears all day-only dispelled when I
~ed Eleanor-thank God for her sweet light manner-the
saving grace of unserious conversation. Relief just to hear the
gQfsvoice~ No edge to it. None of that "knowing," I despise'
tlaON who know me. My secrets are life itself, the breath of' !

life; ... Do you wish to know the artist? - take yourself to the '
artist's dungeonl Eleanora does not know me & I map the future
f~ both of us. But if the drawings are exhibited. But. 0 dear I
eIrildren etc. . . . 1
-My bright green sleeveiess sweater. Green & white silk shirt. & .1
the white blazer, for the hell of it. The good trousers with that j
reliable crease. Eleanora playing "little wife," greeting me in the :j
vestibule, hair pinned up somehow behind, ringlets around her i
ears ... smelling of perfume but very very sweet perfume, not
offensive like the others. The old lady on the first floor with the !

.~ peeking {JUtat us; thinks I am E's lover, eh? Old bitch I i

Yellow-faced old bitchl It stinks of cats, passing her door. But !
Eleanora likes her, calls her "Miss Lawrence," feels sorry for her .,
because she's a widow. (I could tell her a thing or two about;
WidOws.) She wore a paisley dress, aqua and green; shoes with. i.
buckles, The dinner was lukewarm but delicious-poached fillet '
of. sole-:--some kind of French sauce-grapes (???) in it. &
wlUpped potatoes. Must have remembered my mentioning them
&:angel food cake with apricot sauce poured over it, hours of ..
work, Eleanora so flushed & pleased .... I squeezed her hand.
VerY happy, excited. The wine went to my head. (Should not
~.) Fascinated with her hair-light brown, bangs over her
fbrehead, those curly ringlets, other curls arranged in back. How
do, they do it? My sister's coarse red hair, like twine. Dyed. To
mock the bitch I bought a $7.98 synthetic wig at the drugstore,
bright red, almost a match for hers; jammed it on my head & put
OD _Easter coat & waddled into the dining room shaking my
hips &: the nasty thing could not see herself but only screamed at
_ at me. & my mother also. Without imagination, without
~ty. Eleanora got a little drunk, unused even to sweet red .
•• giggling about some nuns at her school, how the girls were
,".ed against sitting on boys'laps for fear of getting pregnant. ~

.

•••...... J:i. '.Qu.. ble." Could I believe it. Could a.nyone believe it. SUCh.:
j
'

•.. such craziness. I told her the nuns ought to have been"
. .~., ",

. f,;
'. . .• :r.' •...

pped-their heads shaved-~ ~ m,trChnak":"~~ ..
ts, the n"",ty things. So nasty, nasty. A nUnin our~".

'e odors of her body trailing her; shameleSs.
!

,tHMy sister thought she was Beau-ti-full

Married The Doctor (only a GP) & bought the mostJalllMbJe.
mock-Tudor house on the country-club drive (of course). ~.~
had me over to admire their carefully "weathered" oaken ~
eh? I was only in the dungeon overnight, in fact only six OO-S. A··

.single telephone call & bond arranged & the infonning 9ffics'
frightened with a suit for false arrest tho' nothing came:of any of.
it. They push us a little, we push back. There is a wildne8f in me
never explored, not even in my dreams. .

-Tomorrow I will show Eleanora my notebeoks .. . •Ha.veyou.,
read this far yet???? "Judge not lest ye be judged." -

-I love you.

-Decided to show her the notebooks next week. Tbe~
show fallen through: Cooperative can't make April's ~.
payments. Lucy a genuinely nice woman .... So few of diem:.
Without the pressure of the show felt invigorated, did .W .
dozen sketches on Saturday, one of them (modest self-~
the best likeness I've ever done. Hair floppy, forehead j\IIt~
my pug nose-which I hate-and the slight cleft of my'dIiil at
even the slope of my shoulders, which I guess I must liv•. WiIiL-
One of Eleanora's front teeth slightly crooked. Brownish ••• ,
on the bottom teeth- is that tartar? (Says she drinks a lotGfteL) :
Nobody's perfect. Arranged in my room are the two,~
drawings ... some of them rather graphic ... sleepy yOUDI.••••
athletic young men lazy & muscular & cruel-eyed ... &: oae~
boy who passed me on the street, hardly mor~ thana gli?_
him & I captured his essence. Such mysteries tIi. $t.
street .... Long languorous limbs, hairy bodies, smooth ~ _
eyes risky because so deep, so detailed. The eyes in my Jioef.
threaten to sink back into the skull, someone 01~:1."i7

.'<Scholarsh.ip. Prizes. Promising. Next w~k will. sho.~ ....;......•,:
:,tbe notebooks, maybe ask to waitwhile she reads . .'. , .'~'. ~
this-I have tickets for the University Players on dieo~. -'-", ~ - ' - - - _. '··:?--i·;:~t;·,·,_ .:~

v.'
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~ for Thursday evening. perhaps a good time. Good as any

-Ese.mora's face bobbing close to mine. The bangs, the baby
skin. the mascara on the eyes; the arched eyebrows; the sly wink.
SlNlnows.lcrouch before-her as if before a mirror, adjusting the
Wig On my head. Damn thing, why is it so slippery? But with ..
'*u.8s it's easier to fix, you can hide half your face practically. Is
that why women wear their hair in their faces, to hide them? .
Haba'.' I made up my face to mirror hers, not much of a trick to it,
ElIiCeptthe eye-liner is hard to manage. Dangerous, so close to the .
eye. My hand jerked with hatred for-the face I was creating, I was
tl.'embling with disgust for it & myself but how else to show her
what it's worth, her cute little personality? Wiggling her bottom. I

BMIu-ti-ful. In the dream I began shouting & crying & when I.
wOke it was the middle of the night & raining out, sleeting out, &
I was aD alone. Very upset. Heart going like crazy. They say you
candie in such a state of sleep-they say that old men die of heart
attacks .in such a state-possibly infants die too, crib deaths,
~ "mysterious deaths" where the heart stops. Jesus was I.
~ tenedl Turned ..O. n the light, went to my workbench, hand'lsIaook so that ink spilled, but I doodled & drew till I was calmed .
doWD again. Drawing her face & my own & the faces of the. .
Others. That slight coarseness around her mouth. . . . I

..~ luncheon today, junior staff & even some of the girls. I wasn't!
invited. '.At the Red Fox: I'm positive there was a luncheon. :
Certain people'are'out to get me-envious of me-whispering;
aboUt me. The gum-chewing witch in the pants suits; she'd better!
watchout. Who wishes to understand me had better watch out. I
.So--- dropping by & 1wouldn't let him in. Told him I couldn't!
~ myself, had dreams of bashing in his skull (yesllittle.gentle;
DaJyl can be melodramatic too Ilike everyone else I)& calling the '.
~ & putting an end to it. The E?d .... Thursday, 11l1~t her,
ftiId the notebooks. Well see. 1won t judge her ahead of time. 1 :,,,'t judge her/you. Norwill I plan ahead. My cruelty cannot be'
p1nned...-:has not been given enough freedom. How do I know
~ I will do? The Forbidden guards me too closely. . f

. ~y, I am writirig this in the reference room of th~ s~te.' .
~ty library-drove 150 miles this mom,mg-call.ed ill SI .
tf~ <:oold bare!y disguise the contempt ill my VOIce(I

.,. _uf'8a life of conjured-up "truth" for the sake of fools

~;. . .• ne•••••• ,.,
.·hbalf-witted tramps}-got in' the ear &presseddOwn,~/
i;rpedal &.waited to see where it would take me, w~·~"
,.':would happen, & got the old bitch up to 100 mph~.
::-:which isn't bad for an eight-year-oJd carwitb half the ~
t· rusted off. Law-abiding little Daryl with'the pugnose.&)"

that brim too readily with tears & the pt'BCocior# taIeDt... "-
brought him at the age of thirty to such acclaim & ,. It .

. MONEY II II Because I was law-abiding &: weptform.ercy&la.a'
no record whatsoever not even a traffic .ticket (I do b~_
judge sneered at me, because 1was so "innocent") they deemed .
me worthy of returning to Reality that morning &: ~me
With $500 bail; not so fortunate the other creatures hauled in the
night before. One of them with nose broken ~•. bleediDIf. \
laughing ... hideous.

-What has this to do with Eleanora/Eleanor?

-Refrain of "I don't understand" &: strained little SIqile k~"jUIt
don't understand" &: "You're frightening me; it's late" &: abiMis ttl
her cute 'little head &: pleading smile & charming crookedtelJt1l-lr
nervous playing with the pearls she wore (imitation). ~
along a few of the drawings, in the portfolio; left them ill.'.
during the play; couldn't concentrate on the play except tollyio
laugh when the audience did ("What's wonderful aboot·Wtt"~
your sense of humor-you laugh so easily at thin~ ••) tho'.
is amusing about Brecht, about the disasters accum~"ttiig
offstage & in history & even the audience is beyond me; Still~~
must laugh. ("You seem a little sad tonight or subdued," "'re"
not so funny anymore," "What's wrong?"-strayidiotOOft....,'. ""
from an ex-friend, after the Saturday night lockup of five.~ i
ago & constant memory.) Dragged the portfolio up to her •••• '
She wanted to see the drawings first, I wanted her to Mld:diIe ;
Notebooks first, almost a childish tug-of-war, for IttfU8C1W1l.-
sake don't do this to mel-actually shouted at her. Iamnot~ ..
but am being forced that way. I am not a pervert &: not~ ,

, radical & not out to change the world & tho' they Jayghec:t~,
for my Constant Guilt & Senseof the Unclean,'yhy ~I

'. ,care?-having my talent &: my own soul &: iDtellectuaJl ••..••••• ·
': reoccupations to sustain me. Am a classiciSt. almost.~Y4(.,. .

reed each day of my life to enter into moronic ~
lts vulgar &: pornographic in aspiritualsense-tug-of~ "-

folio-mix-up with tickets (bought weeki ago.~ ~

,
H; ,
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you',lcnow-our seals not together; the usual story of my
lif.~the Cooperative evidently bankrupt &: worse (rumors of
theft by committee members) &: on &: on. Shouted. Tears of
anger (?)or despair .... Gave in to her whims, showed her the
drawings. Silence. Silence .... Eleanora frowning like a school-
girl &: frightened to death &: slack-mouthed (actuallyl), you
wouldn't know she was a woman of twenty-six, even with a
sheltered life or whatever she claims (probably hypocritically),
pretense of virginity &: "not getting" certain jokes or
puns Then the Notebooks, but I doubt she read
them skimmed them ... silent, her pretty face gone stupid,
frowning. blinking, the hypocrisy of looking for art in what I was
offering her. Yes, yes, I am an artist or might have been-maybe
will be yet-I'm not defeated yet-but offer myself too-offer
myself fot interpretation &: possibly even affection &: love or at
leastfrieodship-must have someone to talk to, to talk with; the
oth« is not enough. It is friendship I crave FRIENDSHIP HUMANITY
avu.IZA~ &: my life clogged with enemies &: the tunnel
gwIDog sewage higher &: higher &: I must swim through it
without drowning. There are beasts with tufts of fur on shoulders
&: chests &: stomachs, broad grinning tanned faces, leering at us
from the covers of newsstand magazines-nothing intimidates
them or disgusts them-certain of my own drawings perhaps
perpetuate this myth-lie-illusion-dream. Embarrassed little
Eleanor one of the safe soulless tidy ones, little bitch, aren't you
El-.or, are you reading this far Eleanor, so prudently
wi~wing your "friendship" from me as if I DID NOT EXIST any
lo~. One minute we are friends (&: you hoped perhaps for an
enNement ring, I suppose-to show your envious pop-eyed
friends), the next minute we are ex-friends. How simple, how
neat. But you won't get away with it. The perusal of a half -dozen
pen-;pd-ink drawings. No more than two or three minutes. And
afterward everything changed, changed irreparably. .

-Tried to see it as art, did you? Aesthetic reaction. Yesof course
it is art-is meant to be, at least-but it is also LIFE &: SORROW &:
IN~TE YEARNING out of the dungeon-where you daylight
~ never go- "They're very interesting. They're very well
done. ... I don't quite understand them."

-(-why are yOu so upset, aren't they friends of yours? I mean,
doa't-you aU sbare'the same Ioterests?-hobbies? Why should

'~. ! .' ("1(!'1' "! . >. '.'.' ,~",,!W",-~~~.,..~_~_-,..,,--~!-~----,.---,
> .~

I '

you .mind g~tting insulted by the police. p~arounda~.., .
terrify you-into catatonia, why ~ younUnd aetua1l)t'lieiDR
arrested ... ? Dragged to the lockhp with your friend~ ~
to a quivering mass of fear-flesh, weepingbef'ore the jUdle.~
should you mind, isn't it part of your subculture, why shoUkl..-,
be offended, of all people? Aren't you an artist!' Can't you
probably use these adventures for your art?") Freaks pel'tVeds
queers broken-nosed dying alcoholics pitted faces rhewny~ ..
th.e insult of being ~own in ~ong them &: faintiIig .Jhei~
stink .... Yet an acquaintance said why should you mind. \'Vby-so
upset, aren't they ... friends of yours ... &: anyway can',·_
exploit such pain for your art.... . "

-Shall I murder you all?

- What an enormous room, this reference room. Row~.
of long tables ... row after row after row .... Lamp-desb.at the
tables, at about the height of one's head, the effectlJeilul
(visually) to cut off the heads of others in the room. F~
Trick of the eye. Students are jammed in this place as always: tIIie .
revolutions of the 60's must have failed: media-hype, pedapI.
Anyway here they are. Here we all are. Students taldrigJlalei,
vacantly contentedly. I am the only creature in the room WIftirC
so quickly-perspiring-hand aching with the violenoe CJf'tbe
words in.me. Others are sleepy, lazy, idiotically cont_ .••••..·· .
notes on note-cards ... professors' assignments ..•. ~
harmless ... decade after decade ... &: here they are, stillt __
same ceremony. A boy in a universitysweatshirtacross~
seat, sprawling, sniffing (no Kleenex), docile, eating a ~.
The tart sharp smell of it is distracting. The boy is takingDOieSJD
green ink, red ink, &: blue ink, Must be different subjec&;---.
Unshaven, a little coarse but fairly attractive (except~_
perpetual sniffing &: wiping of his nose on his Eingea). If Iie-·
glances at me I will glance away. I am nervous, ~.
exhilarated ',' . glasses sliding down my' nose. N M""
th
mustshowI on my face. Why did lcome here? Amistak •. flaft 111.-
e acce era tor down as far as it would go ... half ..ltGjd:Ii

for ... c?ncrete pilJars, the median divider, side--swip.~ til
those diesel trucks .... But no. No. lam not going to kiI~~
That would be your victory, Eleanor. . - " ,,~

. . '-;",1 i <,

-In this room of dizzyins space I wiIlcalculate •••••.•_'O'
, , .' . ~.'

. '

!. ,.'
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future. Eleanor, it will not be that easy to forget me. There are
znany.~ges & not simply the one you aspire to. Wise people
bow this ,.fact but simple-minded secretaries (''I'm an executive
~etaryl -oh my) do not. I foresee the friend of a friend of a!ri~ ttansmitting secrets ... across town .... I foresee your
inability to keep a secret & a corresponding intensity in their
plots against me ... deliberate "misunderstandings" in the
office ... "~~dn't you get the memo about the luncheon!
confeI'ence etc., etc. ~sult to my intelligence, such trashy tricks .

.They have happened before. I have resigned jobs before. BUT I
. wu..z.NOT CONTINUE TO DO so. That would be your victory.

-,
-~ did not judge you ahead of time. I was fair, absolutely fair.
N~w t,he Forbidden slips easily into my consciousness, teasing &

.,Pncklingmy skull. S~ I send my Invisible Army over to maul &
nq>e.you as in y~ur girlhood fantasies you decided (Real Menl
Soldiersl '~asculine l~) ... or should I keep my distance in
amused p~~, knowmg myself superior to you in every
'way •,. refusing to be hurt by you & your kind ... or should I mail

. yOU certain ~wings of Ele~ora which I attempted in all good
faith·but which reveal you m your twisted hideous deformity
~ from the o~~ide world. Or. If. And. (Could buy a cheap'
wig WIth curls & Idiot bangs & a paisley sack-dress & witches'

.shoes with brass knuckles. Could clump over to your place &
bang on the door & give you a good look at yourself. Could
SU;l'Prise you at ~ork ~ the same costume ... face made up to
resem~le yours mcluding the grotesque eye paint & the rosebud
mouth ... & shame you before the entire office. Do you see
yourself? Bitchl)

··.-:Y~.failed me. Like all women. Might have 'saved'<-
~tized'-me. But no: too selfish.

:~"'eboy. in the sweat shirt has left, I was writing so furiously I
~ noticed. The odor of citrus fruit remains. I am alone and
~&ee! Exhilarated DOW •••• My mouth is watering. '
.,'-~~'

••..to ".

I'

,.

[Famine Country
I \;i' . .

::1 When Mrs. Cody, who had never done anyone harmm ~
jlifetime, and had never wished anyone ill, saw ber son~"

.: twenty years old, so emaciated that he made her thiDt·o(J'
"gigantic spider, his eyes yellowed and his complexion-Jiv~
1 and mottled, she said, "He's going to die on us," and Mr:~
.~sirid at once, angrily, "Don't be ridiculous, Edith. Dbnt'f.:le'·
~stupid." But fortunately Ronnie had not heard anything;' .., . :.".:",:.-

, When Ronnie was discharged from the hospital, ~.~
·hands all around. He carried himself cautiously, l1keJ" -
· eighty-year-old man, taking his leave of the other patiebti;'
blowing pert, formal kisses at the nurses. He promised in bfs~
.thin, curiously remote voice that he would be back soOJl10:_
, with them all; he hoped they would not forget him too~.· .. ' •... "
· He was polite to Mr. and Mrs; Cody. He did nol Ci.', .;,
acknowledge them, but he did not ignore them either. Fer.. ~i;;

., brief, warm moment he looked Mrs. Cody full in the face~' -:7,
lips twitched, as if he were going to smile, so she ~~ 1":,

, recovering and everything would be fine again. He . ..,
.. carrying his own suitcase though. He held it in both ~ .:

,his scrawny chest, as if be feared someone might ~eh it..r
from him. At first Mrs. Cody did not recognize the'suitccIe:'SIIir
bad Dever seen it before. Then she ~ it: a plaid'~~ . \; ~:-.
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Zlp-around bag·she and Mr. Cody had given Ronnie two years
~ore. He had been going to enter college in the fall, so the bag
'"as. a good practical present, and attractive too. It had cost
•. 98 and was supposed to be washable, but Mrs. Cody
doubted that.

"I can carry that for you, Ronnie," Mr. Cody said.
-"·.••Ob no you can't," Ronnie said mildly.

. Mr. Cody drove the .twohundred eighty-five miles back
. hQme, along the expressways, without saying much. Mrs. Cody
believed he might be hurt by his son's rudeness. Or perhaps he
was &ightened. Ronnie had insisted upon sitting between them
iIl:tbefrOftt seat of the car, like a little boy. He was docile, sweet,
nOtrouble at all. He sat almost motionless for the entire trip. He
• no danger. His hair was strawlike and scentless. It looked like
srntbetic hair; the ends were brittle. His skin was parchment-
colored and did not resemble any skin Mrs. Cody recognized; it
lOoked as if it had been left out in the rain and then baked by the
$UIl:·W.erehis eyes going to remain yellow or would they return to
~ a boy's normal eyes, bright and gleaming and
,bnlthY?:-Mrs. Cody wondered. They were such lovely eyes,
diIckIy laShed, hazel-brawn-bronze with tiny flecks of green.
Her ~ eyes filled with tears, but she did not dare turn to him or
fUssmierhim. Thatwould have upset both Ronnie and his father.

.EDiormous rattling trucks passed Mr. Cody from time to time.
He'drove exactly at the speed limit-55 mph-and once the
·triJdcS passed him and eased over into the right-hand lane, they
siQ!wed to about 50 mph. So Mr. Cody was forced to pass them.
JUput on his turn signal and moved out into the left-hand lane,
phssingbard on the accelerator. His car was hardly a year old
• quite handsome and it held the road well, but Mr. Cody was
• longer an aggressive driver and he dreaded the expressways
_ tM big trucks and the high speeds. When he passed a truck he
••.•• _ toa. speed of about 55 mph and a few minutes later the
'~would move out into the left-hand lane and bear close upon
.••••. Qla1dng his car shudder; and after a short, tense space of
~ the truck would pass him and move over into the right-hand
We. "ilJld then it would begin to slow again, gradually, until it
.••• going about 50 mph and Mr. Cody would be forced to pass
iti'Once he made a noise like a sob, but neither Mrs. Cody nor
~'admowledged it.

. "Remtmlb$' 'bOW-anxious you were to learn to drive,

onnie?-how anxious you were to get your dtiver's ~l
rs. Cody !laid. ' - .,
Ronnie sat silently, as if he had not heard, . ,'';' •
"Don't you remember-s-" Mrs. Cody said, shocked. r,.~I.
"I don't drive now," Ronnie said. .
"You don't? But you have a driver's license, <!on't you?",
He sat in silence, as if he had not heard her question or did not ..:, .

know how to answer it.' , . .

l Ronnie lay in his brother's bed and listened to rain ~. ;
j on the roof. He lay peacefully, unable to sleep. He did notliareto.l'·
.: sleep. His dreams were of two types: one was the Gocl~ .
Ij which was terrifying and exhausting, and the other, w~ die..
!!student-dream, which was banal and exhaustmg. The ~~.
;. dream was quite common. Many of his friends had it.Th.,~ .
i into examination halls and took their seats in long rows _,~
i to write examinations though they could not comprell.,d._~
1 questions, or had lost their pens, or had failed to attend clatties.a
:; semester. Sometimes they were in their underwear.-~:I they were naked. If they required glasses, it often hap~~e ..,
; their glasses were misplaced and they could not see to rei(l"tti;·. ~'.
i questions. Ronnie's dream was ofanexaminationincbelnJd.ry:~··-·<
I' Russian, given in one of the old buildings on campus. He,~
) the test pages hoping for a question he could answer •.\8t~:
t, symbols and equations and Cyrillic letters were ind~, .
~;and he woke, sweating, whimpering aloud. When he re_~'
:l senses, he was all right. He realized the dream could~

I
i.'be his. It must have belonged to someone else, to ano~~ .. " .'.'
, Ronnie had not been registered for courses in che~,~
: Russian. ..' .: ~'>l .•

d
"Are you all right, Ronnie?" his mother oried ~ ~2 .

. oar. . . .
He lay stiffly, trying not to hear. .., -, _
"Ronnie?-did you cry out? I thought I heard-" '.' , s->

When she,began rattling the doorknob, he said: "Stop. ~•• ~:-,
Don't. There's nobody here. There's nothiag. It isn't ~;;5 .'

"Ronnie-?" .' . ":/"':
"There's nothing I Nothing I" he whispered .

The Codys lived on the river in a residendalarea ~'~.
eat.Am.en.·can?ity ..They?Vedina£ineoJd.sto~~~ •.·~ ..":...~.•;·
e .teen eighties, .:with ••. ,and gables aQcJf. . r ,-

\..,"1 -, .,,-
'I,'

- .. '
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stQaework. There were a number of similar houses in ttJ ~j

~d. but theirs was one of the two or three mo '
·JlrOpressiveof all. They were very proud of their house and made;
MiVOus, coy jokes about it, complaining of the heating bills and '
-the wiring that would have to be replaced soon. They never
COB1plained, however, of the view of the river, which was
u:aagnificeat.

.. Mr. Cody took several days off from work. He wanted to be
1IDhbis son as much as possible. One day he and Mrs. Cody and
,1U>rmie went down to the river, through their hilly, rather wild
.~; it was a fine April day, still cold but sunny and fresh.
"Ito'tit lovely here?" Mr. Cody said. He was embarrassed. It was
_ that beauty itself embarrassed him; but he was uneasy in the

. presence of others, observing beauty. There was so little to say.
", ~t's so.lovely," Mrs. Cody said, looking around. She wore a

,,~ wool cardigan sweater and had to hug herself, the air was
",q'cbiDy. •

''RoDDie had found a dead turtle on the beach. It was quite
,'~a compact; muddy monster-lying dead on its stomach,
'aIIIolule1y motionless. The waves must have washed it ashore.
.~ bent Over it, frowning. His manner was gentle, even
reverent.

. ,., ~wthat Albert's gone, you can have his room. You always
.edbis~m better than yours. "You can use his desk and his
~and his hi-fi," Mr. Cody said. He had to raise his voice, to
be beard over the waves. 'You can do your schoolwork. You can
'COmplete your courses and pass your year."

,l\Oimie was bent over the turtle, now prodding it with a
_finger.

. "I talked to the Dean of Men," Mr. Cody said. "We came to an
1IDd~diQg."

. "That was last semester, last fall," Mrs. Cody whispered.
. "What?" Mr. Cody said, cupping his ear.

.~'Ronnie's pale hair blew languidly in the wind. He was staring
,:anhedead turtle; his profile was peaked, harsh. From the side he
o~ed like a sickly old man, not a boy of twenty.
'''Don't contradict me in front of my son," Mr. Cody said,
·~dening.

;
I .

tecopized it at once. The Turtle-Ood.J wasWaDdn8~ , •
ltibstance £ikemud in my dream and I couldn't keep-= .
and I was going to fall, I knew I would fall and itwOOld~' ' _','
mouth, you know, and smother me, and it was filthy too, ~
filth ... and then I did start to fall and I grabbecl..JlOJd'of

! something and it was this turtle. It was God in the shape. qf.~;
ill " turtle-the Turtle-God. That woke me to reality. Wbeol~,
:11 forget that God is everywhere, when I start to be-~,";$"l-,
fj again, God appears to me in adream and teaches me~~
II pathway again and I'm all right. I know I'm saved.~
fL right. That's why the turtle was washed ashore here. fot~
~; to see." . !~~: <-:,:,_.
Ii "Feel that breeze," Mr. Cody said loudly. "Isn'tit ~ •• '~
::~ wonderful?" '.':' ;' \

"When you'reon the right pathway," Ronnie said. "~ifpo
, pain. It's incredible. It's incredible, that realization.·~, .', _, c, .'.

" pivots upon it and everything is illuminattd by it.--~l
:;i forget, God is washed ashore at my feet. ,,' ,,' ;,':,.~
'ii Mr. Cody was calling their attention to a smaUflockof."
;1, high above the river. They were flying nortb once agaQ1.,:~ •.
Ii wonderful to see such things?" he said. "I wonder •. ~
I. ' Canada geese." : ..'
.' Mrs. Cody pretended to be watching the geese but' ••
;; really staring at her son, His narrow, bony·should~"'"
fl . snarled hair thjt blew about hili wasted facel She 1oVe,d •••• :

did not dare touch him. He would draw away froDl''''.JlI'.
would blink rapidly at her, as if not knOWing,who she"~y ••
have to wash your hands if you've been touching tlultldattJjr1itt6 '

. she thought, and was dismayed at her thought. ';"~"'< .' •. '

"Isn't this world wonderful? Isn't nature won~Mr;"
Cody cried, as if he had been challenged. "It's worth ev«yJ)EIIII!W

",it costs, in my opinion." <~ ~:~y

"... In those years Mozart continued to create' ~: ~
joyous works of music, despite the misery of his life.-E\'8l ~
he knew he was dying, he did not indulge in self-pity;he:~ o'

1 beautiful, immortal works of music, It is inspiring, b)~:;
that ... ~. ." .. ;~ \~;'~~"~~"i,~:f.;.::

Ronnie turned off the radio. . .t-:.:.: ";c,
"God has nothing to do with man," he/said. .<~;..:....:~
1tmafraid of. him:'. Barbara said.,.:: ';,;l~:)~{

136 -Night-Side

»: "This turtle had appeared to me in a dream, just before I left
,.die hospital,"!tonnie said. When he spoke, his lips moved slowly

. IIQd thickly. Words appeared to-cause him pain. "This turtle-I

.... "' ..
/

v!
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"'Of your own brother? Don't talk like that."
~e's crazy and I'm afraid of him," Barbara said.

,'!'It breaks my heart," Mrs. Cody said, "to hear you talk that
~,"

"He walks around at night. I locked my door and put a chair in
fiOot 'of it last .night. I heard him prowling around. He went
oUtSide, I think, down to the river. He was alone, but I could hear
~ .•" ,'"

'. ••He·s resting," Mrs. Cody said weakly. "He's mending. He's
goiDg to get his health back and return to college in the fall; we
tIdok it would be best for him to transfer to the state
UDiversity.-What do you mean, voices? How could you hear
vQfce8P"

,:"8e'5 nobody I know now," Barbara said thoughtfully. She
wattfifteen years old and wore glasses with shell-pink frames and
~ted a throaty, dramatic manner. "The acid must have
r~ed 'his chromosomes, like they warn. Or damaged his
~ .tissue. Or maybe it was the-what-was-it-the poison
stUff,·the stryc~ine ... P He isn't Ronnie now."

~arbara, he needs out help," Mrs. Cody said. "Our love."
, '"What am I supposed to tell my friends?" Barbara said.

.;Mrs. Cody remalned in her bathroom as long as possible. She
dreaded Mr. Cody's dark, brooding expression, that bruised look
abOut tbeeyes. She knew he was accusing her silently. She knew
be'was preparing a case against her, rehearsing an argument. But
what had she done wrong?

•.~ she bad brought up the children differently, Mrs. Cody
thoUght, things would have gone wrong in different ways.

There· were three 'children in this family: Albert, Ronnie
Barbara. Three complex human beings had been channeled int~ ,
the aniverse by way of Mr. and Mrs. Cody. They could not be
retracted. They could not even be reinterpreted. All I ever
wanted for my children was happiness, Mrs. Cody said bitterly
to the mirror. Was that so wrong? Was that a sin?

.mirror surprised her. It held an attractive face that was far
yOullcet than Mrs, Cody knew herself to be. The woman in the
~ was in her early forties but rather girlish, pretty. The
~ who stood before the mirror, however, was far, far
olclti-centuries old. The pinkened face in the mirror had
nolJlipg to do with the grayi$h, sour face she wore.

"Mrs, Cody touched her face. She ran a forefinger along her
cheek. beneath her eye. '

,__ c~ .

I'm deceiving evervoae, she thought. But it ';'t""~.. \ ...",',

. Several months before Ronnie's hospi~n.··~'
· alled for her parents to hurry into the family room. ~~

i'J something on television they should see, she cried..;: .
;) .. Mr. Cody was ahead of Mrs. Cody and by the ~:~''-
, there, he was already switching the channel. He seemed' . ~;,,:.

angry. . . '.i':, :"~'h.::'
"What was itP What=-P" Mrs. Cody asked, smiling, She:Dttea

· smiled when she was confused. ,., :';;"
"A man selling vacuum cleaners who looked just 1ik8~1-:,

, Barbara said, snorting with laughter. "Just like DaddY.···<:., .' ,:~
, Mr., Cody stood watching the television screen. his".~

his thighs. He was fifty years old, no more than teD<~;
overweight, and very attractive. Mrs. Cody had always ~ __
him very attractive. Now he stood before the!teleYisfOJi.:~,
flushed with anger, pretending to watch the tailend of,~ .
story or a documentary. Barbara was still giggling. A.~~"
approached the crest of a sand dune Mr. Cody turnedqfE"~?',
with a violent gesture. , ;: . '•..

He faced Mrs. Cody and Barbara and said: "I may~" .
you to be a man in a commercial. I don't mind. 1 re&Ily{~ .

· mind. However Iappeartoyou,you'llhavetolivewitbit;J~>
myself from the inside and I'm always somewhere eise.:I.",
when I say things that belong on televisi~n, I'~ just sa"..1J+-
because you expect them of me-I don t believe them· __ *-.
not one bit." ", . ,)~;p.~'.

He left and Mrs. Cody and her daughter stared at eedlotb]lr,,'.
frightened. . ,.' ;j;"'I("1'.t:~.:,:"

"What do you suppose ... PDid you understandwhat1ae.~.1~;
, Mrs. Cody whispered.-

-x. l~-:'
I would hate everyone, Barbara wrote in her dilu'Y. '-#11/"

don't know who they are. They don't teU me. /"';~.'Ifjt:t
.'::<f'

~. Mr. and Mrs. Cody lay in their darkened bedroom, '~
·: twin beds. They heardsomeone prowling. through th8.~ >~ .
,! ifootsteps light and cautious and graceful. Once tbere .~~: ,~~
.!.. und of broken glass, probably from the kitcheo,~~· '{
.!: . e sound of their wrought-iron tBnace {urnitur.l)eIiC~j".,

bout. They listened, lying stiffly awak~., Most Of ~".' ':
owever, there-was nodling to hear except. _winCh~.'·7;'·
'aves and the night birds. '. ...,X.::}'(i.:

• .> -: ~~~·,t:.~~~.~,
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...•~••He's J,DOurning.that girl," Mrs. Cody said.
-He dOe.m't even know she's dead:'

.,""I'bey aid he wasn't Suicidal any longer and I believe them.
He's eating again a little."

, .Mi. Cody made a grunting sound. He lay on his back arms at
Wsstdes.,Sometimes he and Mrs. Cody slept in the same bed
SOIDetim~ she, held him in her arms for a brief period. But he
pel'Spired so much and, after he fell asleep, he was so twitchy and
restless, Mrs. Cody could not relax and would lie awake for
~ She loved hun but, lying awake, she came to resent him
a1¥l was afraid she would hate him. So they slept in twin beds.
l1le arrangement was working quite well. But when Mrs. Cody
~ to.her husband she addressed the dark, the air, and could
•• alWays be certain he had heard her or even that he was in the
~room with her.
,"! .. in Riverdale, it was, last year ... that man who heard a

prOwler downstairs and shot at him, from the top of the
.cain ... a shotgun, I think ... wasn't itl ... and it turned out to be
hisoWu son," Mr. Cody said quietly. "Not a prowler but his own
lOlL His own SOft."

,.~HY God, yes, I remember that," Mrs. Cody said. "Such a
trisedy .. ;- ,

<. "'8" (:lWR SOR. Imagine having to live with that for the rest of
)l6lU'.life. •• .

"-One Sunday they drove fifty miles up the coast to Hank's
~r Inn, which was near a famous lighthouse. The lighthouse
WM' no longer in operation, but it had been preserved as a
bist9rical monument. "Do you remember climbing up all those
stairJ. to the very top?" Mr. Cody asked Ronnie. "You were only
~ Years old and you had to climb to the very top. Maybe eleven
fe!II'S old. "
~!"llORDiewore a dark-blue shirt with a white collar; his hair was

brUsbed flat against his head and caught up at the nape of his
neck in a rubber band. His cheekbones protruded. Hunched over
lII,PJate, ~ looked insubstantial, almost waiflike, Mrs. Cody
~~ him covertly and had to fight down her impulse to
tDIIeh him, t.o make him eat. She knew he was going to die.
. rEverything ~ells of fish here,' Barbara said. "That glinting:.L~t~the pier, like sequms-do you suppose those are fish

'"'This is a &e place," Mr. Cody said. "You have to book

\ .

•I .-

reservations two weeks in advance." I " I '
"It's a wonderful place and this is a wmderful table,"~' .

Cody said. "The view Couldn't be finer:' ..;,
Ronnie pushed his food around on his. plate with ,,~k.:

genuine regret. ~ '. . .
"You're not even trying to eat," ..Mrs. Cody whispered.' '
"Yes, I'm trying," Ronnie said. . .
"You're not even trying." .'
They talked of other things. They talked a~t·.·,

~surprisingly cool weather and about the people who liwd .:'.
, door-the Sewalls, who were evidently going to get adiv •• '<
i but were still living in the same house-and they talked .~.
members of the family, Ronnie's and Barbara's aunts ana1lllClEis
and cousins. They talked about Albert, who was ~YiIS.' .
Business Administration at Cornell. He was ina twq..y.t:

"

. Master's degree program and had another year to go. ':'"
. . Ronnie crossed his knife and fork over his plate. He ,.t ~
! .his .~yes c.losed.:as if praying.. . I. ' ..•..;~.:,

. Ronme-? Mrs. Cody said, .:'
" "It's useless," he said. '. .:>

"What? What's useless?"
"Useless. Worthless. There's no need for us-were"

flies-like lice," Ronnie' said. .,--.,~.: >~
"Who's like lice?" Mr. Cody said. "Who are you';~

i about?" . . • ,',' . C

1! "People my age. People like Albie. There's no placefoius_
:: . there-you don't want us-we don't want you-the onlypJaqe .••

I" ; inS~:, o~::e~h~~;es and began to speak quite c~~~'h he were entirely detached from his words. Mrs. CO<Jy~
I; follow him, but he seemed to be speaking of something tJi!Iit.h made sense-the unemployment problem, the large ~·fJt
fi college graduates without jobs. Mr. Cody said there """","_
f. : positions available to those who were qualified. He ••• ;tbi!- ...J••

. good man always found a job-throughout history. at8D.lti~~, •.•r
: good man always found a job. . '; :,. A'{,' r,

; "Six miles beneath the surface of the ocean," Ronnie~.1fI
perp~ual night and everything is s~ent and.the~~~, .'..'

, are blind, all mouths and teeth and Jaws, aU eating ~,"'~:.,,'.
: at,lother. It never stops. Their.. appetites never stop. They..•. , .•.' :?.' .
I~. gest and are eaten and are digested aQd tbeY'rebJiJ:l;d;.."m., .."''')'.
.J)evtt .see what they eat and they never ~what ~_ . ..::~
,~ ' • ~•.•_-,~' ." #;" .,,;.

, '
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tbecn' to ea! them. That's ,God too. I try to realize that, but
sometJmes I m afraid. That s God too, all mouth and intestines
with bumps where eyes didn't grow out. Where can a good man
lind, 'a Job, six miles beneath the surface of the ocean?" Ronniegiggled. . .

'7bat isn't funny," Mr. Cody said. "I don't find that in the least
amusing."

'''He's crazy," Barbara said. Her fork clattered onto her plate.
. . "Do.you think we wanted children?" Mr. Cody said quietly.
~Do youP Even if we did, your mother and me, we didn't
.ecessarily want you. That's something your generation can't
comprehend." .'
'. "I don't think we should talk like this," Mrs. Cody said. "This is
sacha wonderful place and the hostess gave us such a wonderful
labIe, ~!h a view of the river and the lighthouse and the
boats. . • • .
, . "It's true, Edith. But their generation can't comprehend it. We
~'t necessarily want them. And if we had it to do over
again~.. -:'
:' :"God directed you," Ronnie said. "You had no choice. Today
~re sitting here together and you think we're related, but we're
dilly .re~ through God. God directed everything and when
Cod takes away the spirit ... then we're gone, and there's no

"~tion$hip eitfter. It's gone. It's all over."
-t: "I wish we wouldn't talk about these things," Mrs. Cody said.
-Wellonly regret it afterward."
" '''Y0t;t tried to direct me personally," Ronnie said, "and that

"~U'a sm. Maybe you're beginning to realize that now. You tried
w take God's .place, but God is a jealous God-now we're
~gt6leaml All of usl- You tried to create me in your own
bage-and you failed and now you want me dead, but God has
Other plans," he said excitedly.
.', ,."Want you dead ... P" Mrs. Cody said. "How can you talk like
.-thatr' '
'.. c"There's a-lawn mower outside, a power mower" Ronnie
said. "I can't make myself understood. My head is starting toftAlu.. ••~ .
.tIt's a boat on theriver," Barbara said. "It isn't a lawn mower."

"It's too loud," Bonnie said.
~It's gomg away, dear," Mrs. Cody said. "It's already past."

"''"We'd better leave," Mr. Cody said.

. ,

fa.dRe.Uta~at,,· .' .".,. . . ',. (

"~obody wants you dead, Ronuie.bow can yOU .••••••
'ngs?" Mrs~ Cody said. . , '>i!/',' <-

"Cod's plans involve us but haveriothing to do with-r
onnie said in a high, strainoo:wice. People at a n~ •..••••..

:Werewatching. "Trying to communicate that simple b'UtIlto.,...
• making my head ache .... It's hopeless." . :'.;'

"Not so loud, please," Mr. Cody said .••Please....".·
"I fell into God by accident, like falling into aswlUDPm'a.bQa.

· 'or quicksand," Ronnie said, "and God enveloped meimd...,. .
me new life, and I don't know who you people are. 1reaDy_~

:! I try to be polite but it's a strain and then when you spy 08""
..

•1;.... try to make me eat-it's hopeless. I don:t think it'S.going to.~". ..•..•.•"
· "I'll get the check," Mr. Cody said. He stood. "Tbat'I!J1Il'
::waiter over there.- Why don't you and Barbara take. Wm .••
., EdithP-take him out of here-" _' , ,'"'"
1 "God wants nothing from man," Ronnie said.shriJIy. ~
, doesn't even know who man is. It's all a delusion-yoJ·~ ~, .

delusion, don't you know?-nothing is real but God. UlbeBiliie
in God, I can't believe in you. Not for one minutel Not fQr.
second!" Boyish suddenly, as if given spirit by hisown~"
words, he made feinting gestures at them, his bdl..- ....-
clenched. He held his right fist close to his body and led ..,.

! left, his right shoulder lowered, his ~ead ducked (mna' *~
1.grinned. He made a PzzZ8~/"nOlse. out of the ~;Qf"',
l mouth, like a cartoon character. NothinghappenswitboutQOll.- .
· I can't read a single line in a single book. I can't recognizeay~,,:

face in the mirror. I can't pick up a fork, can'tswaDoW .•
j mouthful: if God's spirit isn't in it. You see? Eh? Staring at~'" ,
: i I'm crazy when you are the crazy ones, youl All of yo~ -"t .:
, even know who you are, "he said, tiring suddenly. His v~ •• \
i flat and cold. ';';,.>

Next door the Sewall children were squabbling. Mn.~: '
closed the kitchen window on that side of the house. for ••
Mr. and Mrs. Sewall had argued with each other andt:he~':::'~?7
had often overheard them, embarrassed at their neighbori" ....; .
and rather intrigued by it. It was a pity, ~ey ~id, tha!'l'i¥er~~t, ..~\,
property was so narrow, and that thetr neighbors, •••.. f~lt:,·.'
either side were so close. One day, years before. Mrs. C«tY-JliI,' ..

: . stood trembling at an upstairs window, ~ind c1osed',V•••••••• :<
r bliQc1s,hearing Mrs. Sewall scream obscenities at Mr. ~"[.,, '.
.~:' . .' . ' ··~'-:··"'~~/~i~-"~~-<:""'.

-....:, . '!
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.had known such *ords existed, of course, but she had never
Jaemd ~yone use them like that-shouted in a kind of jubilant,
er8zy rage, innocent and inhuman.
, Now Mrs. Sewall bad moved out and Mr. Sewall, who was

,with an.insurance company in the city, was gone all day, and 1
when the clU1drencame home from school they were often noisy "~
This afternoon they were down at the beach, shouting. Mrs.

, :.Cody tried not to listen, but the harsh cries reached her anyway .
• . :'What were they doing?-whatwas wrong? She stepped out onto

· the terrace and saw a sight that froze her: her son Ronnie was .
•• flGwn there with them, grappling with one of the boys, shouting.
"!twas his high, frenzied voice she had been hearing.
· \ -She ran toward the river, calling his name. She nearly fell,

.. r,wmningstiffly, clumsily; one of her straw shoes came off.
'"Ronnie I Ronniel Nol Stop! Don't hurt himl Nol Please!"

· When she got to the river, to the small sandy beach, the
.:.,CbOdren had fled and only Ronnie remained, panting. Mrs. Cody

. "ad Ronnie were both panting. "They were-they were trying
~~ Trying to smash its shell," Ronnie said, pointing at the dead j
"'.' Mrs. Cody stared at the ugly thing, astonished. Was it still 1 I
beI-e? Why hadn't the waves washed it out again? Why hadn't
JOQleone buried it?

0, l\ouoie began to sob. Mrs. Cody led him back to the house, i
rwalldngwith her ann around his waist. She made no reference to
·the turtle at all.-nor did she speak of the Sewall children and the\f.that RODniehad seized the ten-year-old by the shoulder and i:
bad been shaking him violently, murderously. l

'i'heother, day you ate some apricot yogurt, do you'
iemember/' she said, "and you said you liked it ... it had a gentle: 'j
"taste.' .. do you remember? Will you have some now? I went out: 1
especially this morning to buy some." , ~
, 'lhe.y wanted to smash its shell," Ronnie said faintly. "Its ;~

, ,lovely shell. They had rocks, they were hitting it and kicking
.,tt. ..." .

. '"Apricot yogurt?" Mrs. Cody said, "Please?"

· . "I didn't hear God's voice. I really didn't," Ronnie said slowly.
t:,"Sut something came over me and I heard my own voice and I
,,..tboughtit best to stop him ... to kill him, maybe. I don't know. It

Walo't clear."
, ~t you aren't gomgto do it again," Mrs. Cody said.

Ronnie shook his head. His eyelids fluttered.

F•••••. C••••••• , ,;US' ~. ,

"No events repeat themselves: be said~ "E';'__ '.
singulal', unique. I'm myself and you're ¥QU. God_llli".
But we're different and the things we do are diffeniDt;:_ ,
nothing can be repeated in the universe. That's aJaw~;
universe." ~" . '-; -,

"then you aren't going to do it again, to that boy?--ortll.1IlY
other boy?" 'r '

He spooned the yogurt into'his mouth, holding the~.1dI
fist, like a small child. ': ;;.:

Sometimes Mr. Cody cut the lawn himself, and smnee" 'j.. ....~
hired a neighborhood boy. In the past Albie and RoaDte-.W·,;
often done the lawn, but now circumstances were ••••••.•••••• ~'
Mr. Cody seemed to like the exercise. HespentmOltof~ ,
on the lawn, raking and mowing and trimming, aDd Mrs. CodY."
watching him covertly from one of the upstairs WincIoWI;oft8I, ,,'"
saw his mouth move as he worked. She wondered' he •••••
arguing with someone or if, like herself, he SlIDtI· ~'Jie :,'
believed himself alone. And if he sang, what did besfal?.
would have liked to know IIt would havemeantsomach~
knowl

He was out there pushing the power mower, a golftntJeep-
his stiff gray hair, his shoulders rather hunched.,Y •• '_~
talking to himself. -Grimacing. Talking or singing . .,...~ ":
songs from Oklahomal or South Pacific or AnAmericda"""'''
Mrs. Cody said to him from the second floor oftbe~:~' ".~
pressed her wann forehead against the glass."! sing ~,:~
the vacuuming and the dishes if there's no one to hear ."'.:-
ridicule me, and of course I always sing ill the C&I('-- :••.•>;;
alone." .,. 'I - '

"

She woke from a light sleep to hear footsteps on the~... ~.
heart was pounding. It was terrible, that poUJldinl. ~ , ' ...
she whispered. .. , ,.,

Mr. Cody was asleep in the other bed. His ~:.' "
deep, strained, laborious. Mrs. Cody lay awake,llorribly ~ .
and listened to the almost-imperceptible creaking of •••• ~.:r.

He was going downstairs, slowly. Very slowly .• ':Jat:..••.. ~.f
awake listening to the footsteps and imagining at thetboth-of'~¥;
tbestairs a vast dark substance, muddy, liquid, in~""_ '.,,~
\'\IOUldsiDk.His feet, his calves, his thighs, hisabdom.ilsJ~'. _ .',
l$.kinny shoulders, his neck a1ld the lower part oihil f" """',~iI ' ' , . •.~.\""',I . ,.



.Jutof' .nJBs.eyes, his eyes, ad his white-blond dead hair floating
up:Waindfor a long moment....
,She rose and slipped on her dressing gown and went

-:dOWDSIafrS.
'1\omUe? Ronnie?"

, ""was kneeling by one of the living-room windows. ;rhe
wiidow was immense, overlooking the backyard and the over
_the-moonlit sky, but Ronnie did not appear to be looking
oUtside. He was simply kneeling there, in the darkened living
IOOID. He was naked.
.•..""Bonnie ••• ?" she whispered.
~,He said llOtbing. His eyes were shut tight and his hands were

II"f*ed apinst his mouth. He was no one she knew-no one at
. IIIL'Shecould not have said his age, could not really have guessed
",dee. A.sensation of anger swept over her, a flash of physi~al
Jaeat;. she wanted to grab hold of his ugly hair and shake hun

I~Y' " .
~ -,'"R0DDie? Why are you here? What are you doing?" she
whispered. "This is sick, Ronnie. You know it's sick. You
promised you would try to ... would try to be well ... would try
to.~J. Didn't you promise? Wasn't that you? Someone promised
IO.B'etbing,"· she said, her voice a low soft wail, "someone
~mellomething .... " .

."'Pray With me, Mother," he said.
He bad not opened his eyes. He spoke through his fingers.

.~-rbis. is sick, this is ridiculous," Mrs. Cody said. "You're
breaking my heart .... " "

"Pray with me. Kneel with me,"
."You let that girl die and now you've come here, to destroy

OJ," $he whispered. "You' don't even know she's dead. You don't
«*e. It could have been me-it could have been me, swallowing
some poison of yours, swallowing som~ poison of your father:s,
•• then forgottenl You were unCOnsCIOUSand you let her die;
the ~ of. you were in that filthy place for days, and now you
doD't eveIl remember-"

....•.••1 remember," Ronnie said. He tookhis hands away from his
l.tce;he looked up at her, wincing. "Of course Iremember. How
couW I forget?"
""'Did YO\llove her? Do you miss her? Is that why-P"

~.oVreSO tall, standing there," he said. "Kneel with me,"
" '"ldae't want to kneel." Mrs. Cody said. "You're breaking my

:~YOll won't get well and strong; you're dragging us all down

with you-Why should I kneelU have DOl'easOntolcDeeU ••• ·t·
know what this is-what you'redoing-lhate it-I hateitJ~l. "
won't kneel. I'm not going to kneel," '. ,: '.'

"Pray with me. Then you'll understand,"
"I'm not going to pray with youl"Mrs. Cody laughe<l:;"Yoo're

crazy I 1 don't want to be crazy like youl" . .
"The two of us were there, Mother, with God," RQDOie,Mf'

calmly. "Suddenly we were there. Wewenttogether, W•.wM.6i .
a corridor or a tunnel and I remember thinking it was eold:dl88.. .
Susan would get cold-I wanted to give her what I was~.· ~ ~'-'.
but I couldn't, you know, 1couldn't do anything withmyhmlds; ~
they were transparent. No skin and bones. Nothing. WewtillttJo
the place where God was, all dark, and Susan puDedawayJrelll'
me, she pulled away like a child; suddenly she was impatiedtl •••
I lost her-I couldn't get her back. I knew she was gOD& tfiI8IL·f
knew she wouldn't return with me. -It got so I couletsee .
everywhere, could see throughout the entire universe, and'God .
was all around me, breathing in and out of me, and ~ '
came to a halt, everything was perfect. Susan steppe«fawa,.'" .
was impatient. She did that sometimes out on the street If ••.••...
someone she wanted to talk to or if there was a store wiIldoWthe .
wanted to look into-she'd just pull away from me. w~t

.. even say anything. I knew God was going to swallow hetup·WI -

. t wanted to be with her. I wanted God myself; it was wonethaD
wanting sex, you knowP-every part of my body,!3V~ dol
my body, was yearning for it-yearning to explode intoGod;But

, n it wasn't my time," he said. . ' .' , .' .
! "I wish you wouldn't talk like that," Mrs. Cddy said. ''It's.....' .
, "She went into God. I couldn't bring her back. No oneeouJf.l::i don'tfeel guilty. We're all going into God, hourbyhour,At~ •.'
ii most of all. At night-can't you feel it? Now? You'd bettei'~

~ Mother. You'd better prepare yourself for God," : .
;1 He seized her wrist and began tugging at it. , -..;,:',

"I'm not going to kneel; I'm not going to do any ~.~
h thing," Mrs. Cody said, laughing. She was frighteD8(I':,~·

confused. Her mouth stretched wide, grinning.' '"IV"
think-If- You're sick, you're crazy-let me go-you WUltto'be
sick, deliberately sick-":.~

He pulled at her and suddenly she was off-balanee, ~w"
fall, She sank to her knees. She gasped. He had hurt herwrilt,pd

'she.whimpered with the pain and. as if alarmed at·~.
:doue,. Ronnie released her; and she scr~led to her,fi,t l'Ilft.?

. -:-'"
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chunsily. panting. She felt her. face stretched out of shape,
grlDning. "What are you domg! Murderer! Horrible-ugly-
Newer, never-never-Never-
'1pity you, Mother," he said coldly.

Next morning she took a' shovel from the garage and went
down to the beach and buried the turtle herself. She should have
asked Mr. Gody to do it, but for some reason she had hesitated,
not wanting to bring up the subject. So she buried it herself,
holding ber breath against the stench, muttering. All I ever
tOfiAied for them was happiness; that doesn't seem too much to
aa~ doe8 it-? It was an ugly task, one she would remember with
revulsion, but at least she did it. That was something, at least.

.:

___ ,._p_-..-..IL.-.. ,--

"·;1

Bloodstains

• He sat. He turned to see that he was shanng the bencbwitha
young mother who did not glance around at him. Tbe]).-1c !ltif.
were in was a small noisy island around which traffiemowda.
continual stream. Aged, listless men sat on other ben<:he$-4lt:eW
women shoppers, pausing to rest, their eyes eagle-brig'ht at\d
their gloved fingers tugging cat the straps of sh~ Or'1it
hernlines-a few children, urchins from the tenement ~}
few blocks off this wide main street. Great untidyfloc::ks.:qt
pigeons rose and settled again and rose, startled, ~
Lawrence Pryor looked at everything keenly. Helmew,W"
out of place here; he had come down from his office~~
eleven-a' clock appointment had canceled out; be was ..,.. ,bJr.
half an hour. The only place to sit had been beside' thW;~
young mother, who held her baby up to her face and wbo~.
interest at all in the pigeons or the chattering ~.:~
Lawrence himself. He was sitting in a patch of sunUght~"
upon him through the narrow channel between tw4:r a
buildings, as if singling him out for a blessing. . -.. c:' '~':'

All thes.e worn.en.shoppers IHe wa~h.edtbemcro ..UE.....'.'~.•~.'....'.the island. and quickly over to the other curb, for they , . . .: ..
the time to sit and rest. They ~ere in.a hurry. BeealiSebf.,. ','
hurrying across the street, traffic was b$clced up W8i~~
right-hand turns. Out oftbe crowd of sbo~sbe ••• :¥~

. • _._':. e .__ ll.'~. H}-)P.' ,~,,..}
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woman appear, walking briskly and confidently. She hurried
QaiDst a red light, and a horn sounded. How American she was,
how well-dressed and sure' of herselfl Lawrence found himself
staring at her,iniagining the face that might reveal itself to him if
he were to approach her-startled and elegant and composed,
seeing by his face that he was no danger to her, no danger.

She did not cross the little park but took the sidewalk that led
around it. Avoiding the bench-sitters and the pigeons. Lawrence
was disappointed. And then, watching her, he saw that the
Woman was familiar-her brisk, impatient walk, her trim blue
coat--and, indeed, he knew her well; the woman was his own
wifel He tapped his jaw with the tips of his fingers in a gesture of
amused surprise. Of coursel Beverlyl As if acting out embarrass-
ment for an audience, he smiled up toward the sky ... and when
he looked back, his wife was already hurrying across the street,
moving bravely against the light while buses and taxicabs
pressed forward. -

He got to his feet to follow her. But an extraordinarily tall man
got in front of him, walking quickly, and then a small crowd of
'women shoppers, everyone hurrying now that the light had
twned green. Something held Lawrence back. The tall man was
h.un:ying. as if to catch up with Beverly. He was strangely tall,
£reOisIily tall, with silver-gray hair that was bunched around his
head in tight little curls, like grapes. He wore a dark coat and, on
the We}( of his neck, there was a vivid red birthmark, a stain in
the shaPe Qf a finger. The shoppers moved forward, in front of
Lawrence, and the tall man and Lawrence's wife moved into the
distance. All thfs motion made Lawrence feel slightly dizzy.

The legend about him was his fanaticism about work: Beverly
. complained of this, she worried about it, she was proud of it. He
was a doctor and his patients were sacred to him. And so he had
better not run after his wife, because she would be alarmed to see
him out on the street at this time of day and because it might be
ten or fifteen minutes before he could get away again. She might
wanl him to have lunch with her. She might want him to go into
stores With her. Better to stay behind, to stay hidden. So he
watched her disapPear-his wife hurrying into the midst of the
(lity•••.and hesafdownagain, feeling oddly pleased an~ excited.
He felt· as if something secret had been revealed to him.

Seside bUn the yQUJJg woman was leaning her face to her~.#~g ..She bad-a pale, angular face, illuminated by
love, or bY the ebild"~reSecting face, or by the narrow patch of

~. .,v ..,; .•~~it~>r/' .~...~··_·~.iJJ ~.~~-~
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sunlight that was moving slowly from lllwrence abd.~to.bel. : .: .:~
Women; seen like this, were gifts to men. . '. ,. .' .. : .~ :~

He considered smiling at her. But 00, thatmiPt·wa.... .'
mistake-this was not a city in which people smiled freely .tone ..
another. '0;

• Herb Altman came into the office, striding forward WitIt his· ,
head slightly lowered. Bald, but only forty-five. Hebad •.pOItly..
arrogant body and his clothes were always jaunty-~ he
wore a bright yellow necktie that jumped in Lawrence's:~.

Shaking hands. ,. . ,~
"How are you?" .~ .'.
"Not well. I can't sleep. I never sleep, you know that," ~ ~ .....

said. '- ". '.
He sat and began to talk. His voice was urgent· tDKl· ..•.•....

demanding. As he spoke he shook his head so that his cbeeb
shivered. Altman's wife, Connie,. was a friend .of ~'.
wife. It seemed to Lawrence that the women in theircildew~'
all close friends; in a way they blended into one anotbet\:.1'Jliit;.
husbands too seemed to blend into one another. Manyof. •••. '
had several lives, but lives were somehow shared. TheyllwrJJJ-
one dimension but turned up in other dimensjons-d~ \
late in the afternoon or in downriver suburbs; Their ~
homes and automobiles and boats could not quite oontaiJ:l.tJIIem;,: .
Too much energy. Urgent, clicking demanding words.,'WldIe.
Altman talked angrily about his insomnia and switebed~tIae
complaints of his wife and then onto the complaiDtscli~~
Lawrence again saw his wife in the distance of his imagjQatioo ••
dream he had dreamed while awake, moving freely andbappily. . ,:
along the sidewalk of this massive city. .''/ •....:•. .

What mystery was in her, this woman he had livedwitbft.-se '5
long? They had one child, a daughter. They had bGwn. ...aa "~
other for two decades. And yet, seeing her like that. '•.••• " ";
had been struck by the mystery of her separateness, _~ . .-., .'~

Altman said in a furious whisper, "I'm going to'havi-fMf.. '}j
followed!" c :~. ...;.:

"Your wife?" "F .: r1
"Evie. Evelyn. Twenty-five years o}d.a baby,andalao.telt_·:~

the plans she dreams upl She wants me to martY:~ !' r ~

The numerals of Lawrence', watch were· ." jJ:'
glowing up out of aM face. ~weare~IH*d~ __ ' '~

. ".
-- -_._--- ---------------
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••••• but they glowed in the light as well. ,
: "All right," Altman said. seeing Lawrence look at his watch, ,

T~ I'm wasting your-time. So. Check my heart, my blackened:
. \pigs, ,tap me on the back to see if I have echoes inside, to see
.:_t's hollowed out-I'm a sick man, we both know that. Here I

am.'"
.:.in the end Lawrence did as he always did: refilling Altman's
lR'escDption for barbiturates. It was for six refills and Altman
-.rould be back again in a few weeks.
;. .At the door Altman paused dramatically. His white shirtfront

,~ed. "Why do they keep after me?" he said. "Larry, what is it?
Why are they always after me? I can't sleep at night. I'm planning
a trip in my mind, but when I get up I can'trememberit-I don't
JliBep i>ut I don't remember what I think about- Why are they
$llways after me, those women? What are they doing to me?"
~.. ~,:-.

.. . .

".Lawrence and his wife and daughter lived a few blocks from
,,&he Jake in a brick home that had been painted white. The house
·~ed·in the air of twilight. It had the ghostly weightless look of
seaiething at the bottom of a lake, made perfect. It was a place in
Whicb Lawrence might sleep soundly, as he had never slept in his
parents' oversized, combative home in Philadelphia. No more of
_t tilel He had blocked out even the memory of that life.
.. Behind him in the city were his patients and the unhappy

""~es of his patients. Ten, sometimes twelve hours of
, .eots--the shame of being sick, of being weak, of uttering
~better ~ft unsaid, Office hours were worse than hospital
)puts.' During the day Lawrence's hand turned shaky and
~t,Writing out so many prescriptions, smiling with his
:'prescribed smile, a forty-year-old face that was in danger of
. Wearing out. His patients had too many faces. They were
blotched or sullen or impatient or, like Altman's, familiar but

'::tieri!y distant, demanding something Lawrence could not give
and could not understand.

'. 'Many of the ailments were imaginary. They existed, yes, but'
".they were imaginary; how to cure them?
. , The telephone was ringing as he entered his home. He had the
~ that it had been ringing for some time. When he went to]
taswerJt, inth~ kitchen, it stopped ringing and he stood with hi$\ ,
1IiPd,'cout,a few inche$ above the receiver, listening to the silen
~boose.' ,

• His mo.ther is coming to visit; due the ext' nlc>mioi_ tie
nine-thirty flight from Philadelphia; -, ,;. • .. !~ '."

Beverly and Edie are going out again; they get in e8drothilt'j',
way by the closet. Edie, fourteen years old arid taller ••.••••
mother, sticks her arms angrily into her coat. 1'b8'tf!oatJS7.,
khaki-colored and lined with fake wool, years old; Eelie'.••.•
give it up in spite of her mother's pleas. Lawrence stands WftJi••... "
evening newspaper, watching them. It is six-thirty . '1><1)'OU~.
to go out now?" he says. . ... ";

"I forgot to get new towels. I wanted to get new.t~
your mother, I can't let her use those Ql({ones," Bev. >, .',

"New towels? You're going out now for new towM"" ' .i

"Everything is old. It isn't good enough for. her." ";, "
Beverly's jaws are hardening. Her eyes are 'b", ~'

restless. Edie is shiny-faced and almost pretty, 15ut·~.:m*
hurry, always bumping into things, It is obvious to La~_
his wife and daughter have been arguing about sometbfnl..EdlJ.
knocks against a chair in the foyer and screws up ber faee. ~
she winces. I ~'of. '

"Did you go shopping downtown today?" Lawrene&~
wife. -.».» .•••. "

She is frowning into her purse, looking for something. mcY.~
"I thought I saw you.": ' ...•.,"<'
"Saw me? When?" '.'"
"A little before.Doon."" ~~~
She stares at him, closing her purse. There is a co~~·

look around her eyes, a look Lawrence cannot understariCL~
she smiles. "Oh yes, I was downtown ... I just drove·doWD •••• ~
'back, looking for some things I couldn't get out here ..... r~
running around all day. I had to pick Edie up at school •• 'tai8'
her to the dentist and now ... now I have to go out a~'~.

"You're making too much out-of it. My inotherdoesn't~
you to fuss over her."", '~('. '

She shakes her head and avoids his eye. He thinks of_~'
silver-haired man with the birthmark, hurrying alongaft«JJi:s!.W(
if to catch up with her. " , ,"",""',;

"'; ..; ,.>t(>·
.. : ,'. .'.,'- :."~':.{.
:'/it His mother. The airport, They have met his m~W_':,::

:; any times and each time they say the $Uhe things; it •••••.•. ,Y
, . e same crowds are at the airport., HtsmOtbOr ~.~j:";'

, hitn about the news at homeaBd sbewillcontillueb)~.~"
; .' . ""~ .. , '. . '·>;t:~t~':~'t~{~~."'·>

":#"'f;c:."
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of fuBenlsand weddings,births, illnesses, surgery, unpleasant
surprises, all the way home; though she has written him about
~ things in her weekly letters. .

"Oh,look at thisl" she says in disgust.
.$beholds up her hands for them to see her white gloves, which

aredeci-l\nd even stained with something that looks like rust or
hlood, avery faint red-brown color.

"111 wash them out for you, Mother," Beverly says at once.
1'raveling is so dirty. Filthy," Lawrence's mother says.

:"He recaDs her having said that before.
,While his mother and his wife talk, Lawrence drives in silence.

He is happy that his mother is visiting them. She comes often,
several'times. a year. Lawrence has the idea that she blames him
fer laaving left Philadelphia and come to this city of strangers'
where-be has no relatives. The letters they write to each other do
not.em to express them. Beneath his neat, typed lines, and
beneath her slanted lines in their lavender ink, there seems to be
anOther dimension, a submerged feeling or memory, that the two
of them can only hint at but cannot express.

"TheY "are approaching Lawrence's home. "I like that house,"
his mother says flatly,.as she always does. This seems to settle
sOtnethiDg. Lawrence and Beverly both feel relieved.
" Tbe'old £amily home had been white also. Now Lawrence's
mother lives in an apartment favored by other widows, but for
deeades of her life she lived in a house the size of a municipal
buikling. In his dreams Lawrence sometimes climbs the stairway
tothetbird floor, which had been closed off, to look through the
st&l;:bof his father's old medical journals, as he did when he was a
cbiIcl There were bundles of journals. Small towers. He had
lpeDt·many hours looking through them, fascinated.

• His mother's presence in his house, his own house, makes
Lawrence feel a little displaced. It seems to him that time is
corifused. His own age is uncertain. But he is a good host to his
DlQtber; he makes an effort to be gallant. After dinner that night
they look through snapshots-another ritual. The snapshots are
~ around, Then, leaning toward him, in a sudden stiff,
motion that makes him realize how his mother is corseted-his
wife. aIso,her body slim and deft but smoothly hard to the
~_ hands. him a photograph that had been taken years
•• Tltat pbotographagaiolltisLawrence, Larry jr., sitting on a
sPotted pony at some forgotten fair, a rented pony, Lawrence's

! "~~""~ •• "
r:«;

k hair combed down onto his foreheld flnW&y ••• ~tif
'im look lilCea moron, hu stare startled and vaCUOUS, hIt~

timid to smile. Lawrence stares atthepbotograph. W1l1.dfMI;:~
mother treasure it so much? Why does she alWays~;.

ong with the more recent snapshots, as if she doesn'tTellliilltiil!'·
she has shown it to him on her last visit? .··,f~:""',.t,

H' "Look at that, isn't that darling? A darling boyP- .• ..,...~:.
,;' stubbornly. "."; .
'1, Lawrence stares down at his own face, which. is bJank~'
1: stark in the photograph. It was a face that might have ~ ..r anything. Any personality might have inhabited it:.1tWM-'~
i'blank, that face-anything could inhabit it. .,r't He stands suddenly. His mother and his wife stare ~Wm:!B:
~alarm. ."."".:.;> "

,le "Larry? What's wrong?" Beverly says./; \"
He passes his hand over his eyes. He sits down again;,., '~'"
"Nothing."
"Did you hear something-?"
"No. Nothing."

'. Two evenings later he is driving home when a car veera~. _
around him, passing him with its hom blaring. The car .~.
with kids-boys and girls-and he thinks he sees Edle iIi:...•••. :."
them. His heart jumps. But he cannot be sure. . .' "~.., .""..J'/

When he gets home, it is nearly dark. His mother kissetJdmeIll ..
the side of the face. She is powdery and yef hard. a .~
stubborn little woman. What do they talk about all day, "'M.l! n;r, '",
His mother and his wife? They are telling him now aboJif ......,:/~'
they have done today. Their chatter is like music, riSi!t8.tiJ: ,

. -snatches about them, airy and incomplete. It newr·~·
completes itself; it has to continue. ' 'r'i'

"Is Edie home yet?" he says.
"No, not yet," says Beverly.
"Where is she?"
"She had something after school-choir practiee-"
"All this time?" '. );.~~~
"No, not all this time. She's probably at solJleODE{ •.••.• _;·~:;

Shell be home in a few minutes." '.}" r- .. I(f'~,,,>.l
"But you. don't know where she uP" .~. .' ".' :··{',':"I:': •..fl
"Not exactly. What's wrong? Why are you so ~".,~~,",;:>
''l~iilnot angry." ._ '. / .-{:,).t~ .•..c -:;- •
~n sbecomesin hewiHfind()UtDOthiDgfrOmher~f:~

. :::t~~~\:~:,
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She will move her body jerkily through the kitchen and to the
fl'()Dt closet, she will take off. her coat, she will sit slouching at
~ aDd stare down into her plate, or stare dutifully up at him,
and'he will find out nothing about her, nothing. His heart pounds
angrily. Once Beverly had said of Edie, "She has all that stuff on
her face, but you should see her neck-she never washes. Oh
s~'$Jhopeless-what can 1do?': '
;·What can they do?

• H~ mother asks him about his day. Did he work hard? Is he
tired? .

He answers her vaguely, listening for Edie to come in. But
when she does come in, he will find out nothing from her. His
mother sWitches to another topic-complaints about one of his
aunll-aQd he can't follow her. He is thinking of Edie, then he is
thiulcing of his wife. Then he finds himself thinking of one of his
patients, Connie Altman. She had wept in his office that morning.
"I need something to help me sleep at night. I lie awake thinking.
~hfsl in the morning I can't remember what I was thinking about.
1m'.so nervous, my heart pounds, can you give me something
stroDger to help me sleep? Everything is running out. ... "
, This had puzzled him. "What do you mean, everything is

running out?"
"".there isn't any point. I don't see it. We are all running out,

people our age, things are running out of us ... draining out of
us; , .•.1will have to live out my life in this body .i .."

She was a woman of beauty, very small, with childish wrists
and: aDkIes. But her face had begun to harden in the last few
years.

"I need something to help me sleep. Please. I know that in the
othet room he is awake, he can't sleep either, it drives me crazy! I
prefer the nights he stays out. At least he isn't in the house, lying
awake like me, 1don't care who he's with .... I need something
to l1efp me sleep, please. 1can't stand my thoughts all night long."

• His daughter's room. Saturday afternoon. The house is empty
~or!l few hours and he may walk through it, anywhere, because it
IS his house and all the rooms are his, his property. ,

Edie's room is piled with clothes, schoolbooks, shoes, junk.
Two of the tln:ee dressers are pulled out. The top of the dresser is

CJl"\.1"..' ..-;;
cluttered. Lawrence's reOection moves into the mirrc:M'~.
looks at himself in surprise-is that reaDy 'him, Dr. Pryorl11eAl
disappointed. He is even rather alarmed. The man' Je88cted
there in the smudged mirror bears little resemblance to the~ .
of himself he carries with him in his imagination; it'doeanoteveD
resemble the man of recent snapshots. He stares,~·
bewildered. Why does his shirt appear to be rumpled wh80 ba.
put it on fresh only that morning-why is his face sallow, ~
why do his hands appear to be strangely empty, 100$&,. his
sides? For a moment he doubts that the man in the mirrOl'isreeJly .
Dr. Pryor. He doubts the necessity of his continuing toeldst ill
that body, waking each morning to that particular face andbody, ..
out of all the multitudes of human beings. Is existence'" _
illusion, he thinks. He smiles. In the mirror the saUow-skiPned
man smiles with him as if mocking him. No: ~beis
sympathetic, perhaps he is in agreement. I..

Is existence an illusion? A commonplace illusion. . ..
He wakes from his trance and goes quickly to hiSdaugllt"",

dresser. Must not hesitate. Must move swiftly, confidently~He
tugs at the first drawer: a jumble of stockings, black ~ ~ .
red tights, knee-length woollen socks of various colors .•
designs; filmy, gauzy things tangled together; some stiffly"~
if just taken from packages, some rather soiled, thrown_the
drawer in a heap. A spool of black thread rolls noisily abOut..
Lawrence is about to close the drawer when he rememberithittif
wasn't closed, it was open a few inches. Good. GoOtt· ••
remembered. He pulls out the second drawer, which sticb;he·
tugs at it and it nearly falls out; he exclaims in vexatioQ ..U_
there are underclothes of various colors that release an air of
freshness-clean from the laundry; but they too are rutlely:
jumbled together. ' •...

Lawrence has never come into his daughter's room aIooe,
Never. He would not violate her privacy; he wouldJiof_-
anger her. But being here this afternoon, so close to •• ,.
strangely intimate with her, he feels oddly pleased. S.be_"~
real to him at this moment. She might be standing close beIdad '
him, about to break into one of her breathless greetinll-'1It..
Friend!" has been a maddeningly frequent greeting of herltldi·
past month; perhaps it is in common usage among chiIdnJd\ber·
age-she might be about to hum into his ear one of her~,
banal, mysterious little tunes. ..~ :,: ,....

He finds himself looking through the. silky und~,
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'dtDgS stick together; there is the crackle of minor electricity. He
bOlds Up a lialf-slip ofinint green with tiny white bows on it.
Pretty. It is very pretty. Probably a birthday or Christmas gift
&Om her mother, probably not something she would have
bOught for herself. He wants to rub it against his face. Very
~fully he folds it and puts it back, and discovers a book hidden
9iDst the side of the drawer-a journal, a diary-is it a
cBary?.;.;..bilthe's disappointed to see that it isn't a diary: instead it
•• a small hardcover book, Edgar Cayce and the Miracle of
ReIncarnation.
-.He does 110 more than leaf through the book, irritated. What

trash. How dare such books be published and sold. One sentence
.-pedaUy angers him: Modem medical science has lagged
~ behind .... He snaps the book shut and eases it back
into its hiding place. And now a kind of despair weakens him, he
doesn't know quite why. He touches the green slip again, and a
verY silky-satiny?-pair of panties, pale blue with an elastic
_d. He tries to see his daughter's face but she eludes him. Oh
Father, she might say, drawling, oh Daddy. For God's sakel This
-afternoon she is at the shopping mall with her girl friends. What
do you do there all day? he asks, and she shrugs her shoulders and
says, Go through the stores and buy a few things and sit around,
aIId meet people, you know; have a few Cokes; sit around and
~t people and have a good time. Is there anything wrong with
that?

It is a mystery, his having a daughter. He cannot quite
c6mptehend it. He looks through the drawer farther, this sense of
despair rising strongly in him .... Rolled up in a ball, stuck back in
a Cotner of the drawer, are a pair of white underpants. He picks
them'up. They have several bloodstains on them, thick and stiff,
almost caked. He stares. Why bloodstains? Why here? For a
iilOmeat he feels nothing, he thinks nothing. He is not even
surprised. Then it occurs to him that his daughter was ashamed to
_put these soiled underpants in the wash, that she had meant to
wash them herself but had forgotten, and weeks, maybe months
have gone by.,. the blood grown old and hard, the stains
Impossible to get out ... she has forgotten about them ... balled
up, rolled up and stuck in the comer of the drawer, forgotten ....

•. HIs mother is talking with some friends of theirs who have
dropped in. An ordiDary Sunday afternoon. Beverly is handing

~'«'·r~$t\· "'k:-"r; t_4.J't~~.-f: .,!¥; %q~

B~~/1t» ".~j
-. . ".~.-L£:

~s ar~und. ,In the IJJh:or a~the.~.~
blwsh-w.hlte .haJrbobs we~tlessly. On the mqtel, ~
candlesticks m holders of silver, the wicks perfectly ~~
burnt. What are they talking about SO earnestly? La~~
to listen. Beverly is chiding him gently forworking so·haJd:;.;:a ••
familiar pattern, almost a tune, the words of his motbe(1n JIlt
father years ago-and he nods, smiles, he isDr. Pryor,whQ;w.oam .
hard. The fact is that he has done nothing all day except ••••
study, at his desk, leafing through medical journals. ~8 __
been able to concentrate on anything... . .

Ted Albrecht, a friend of many years,is talking in ••••••
fanciful manner. He is a stockbroker but thinks of ~ •••.
social critic. A short man, with glasses and lively eyeb~_fs
considered a friend of Lawrence's, and his wife is a frleJDd~of
Beverly's. They have known each other for some time, wldCtlit
why they are friends. They always meet at partie$, in ~i
living room, with groups of other people close' about t1IeIQ. .:

ti
!edt"says, "I guarantee you, disaster is on its waY~'~

na on ."
Lawrence has not been able to concentrate on the ~

tion. H~ thinks that he may not be able to endure this mmuc., ••••
very minute. • . - ,

Voices ring around him. It is a ring of concentric rms...a rfDa
of voices and breaths and bright glances, circling him. .•.••
music; the voices. do not come to rest. They pause SbiiIty; they
pause m expectation. Lawrence accepts a drink from W.wif •• a
woman whose face looks oddly brittle. The ice cubes ill" ~
make him think of the Arctic-pure crystal, pure cololW'. -e

and air, where no germs survive. It is impossible, thiS. ~
Impossible, Impossible to stand with these people. l1e ~~
know what is wrong and yet he understands that it ••• ~
impossible, that his body is being pushed to the breaJdM~
that to contain himself-his physicalness, his being.-woNl·~
the strength of a wrestler, a man not himself.'

The minute expands slowly. Nothing happens. "
-1

~ •... j J •. ~,:. /~

• Again, the airport. The reversal of the meeting last~ , ,,:
now she is going home. The airliner will draw up into it .• ..- :,if
number of people., Lawre.. nee's mother among tbem.,, -".' .••••.
will be gone. Now: there is a rush of words. Things to be........ .~

. mother complains bittedy of (1)8 of his ',aun~~:~i"Z~ , ';'~

:•,4
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:ri,'" ~,', . ~ . .......-, 1I",,.,he should say these thing, fn frO";,.
, , Beverly-he nods yes, yes, he will agree to anything. "What,"
~ abe know? She was Dever married!" Lawrence's mother!

, 'laYS, twisting her mouth. Of Lawrence's father, who died in a r
~ accident when Lawrence was eighteen, she does not ever l
.-~' ,exactly; she speaks of other misfortunes and disasters, :

' •••' "Iy;, routinely, with petulant jerks of her stiff little body. '
's father died on the lake, alone. He drowned, alone.

'boat must have capsized and he had drowned, alone, with '
DiG one to witness the death or to explain it.

• 'Lawrence's mother begins to cry. She will back off from
them. cryiD.g, and then at a certain point she will stop crying,
'QD1lectingherself, and she will promise to telephone them as soon
,luhe lands in Philadelphia. The visit is concluded.

• Though it 'was a weekday evening, they went to Dorothy
C!8ir'sart gallery, where a young sculptor was having an'
ope8ing. Dorothy Clair was a widow some years older than the
PIyors, a wealthy woman on the periphery of their social group.
It' was a champagne opening. Lawrence and his wife were
separated, drawn into different groups; Lawrence was not really
~:part in the conversation, but he appeared enthusiastic.
11lie champagne went to his head. His mother had stayed with

"diem for seven days, seven nights; the visit had gone well,
d~gwas over. Good. It was a weekday evening, but they
W gone out as if to reward themselves. ' , .

Next to Lawrence there was a piece of sculpture-a single'
column of metal, with sharp edges. It looked dangerous. A"
woman seemed about to back into it and Lawrence wondered if :'
IMtUould warn her. He could see his own reflection in its surface'j'.
,~ and comic. All the pieces of sculpture were metallic.
~ebungfrom the ceiling, heavily; others hung from the walls. f

Great massive hulks-not defined enough to be shapes-
\tqaatted on the floor; People drifted around the sculpture, :
sometimes bumping into it. A woman stooped to disentangle her
Ildrt from some wire, ~ thick ball of wire that had been sprayed i

',nth white paint. ' ,
:what were these strange forms? They were oppressive to

,l.4nvrence. But no one else seemed to be uneasy. He went t
IllaaDine the wire-it looked like chicken wire-and he coul''',DO sense of it. EJsewhere in the crowded room there wers

,.-.: .
, '

,I, ' 8'-.__ "~Ul<'"
i· ' ." "",

u!'balls of metal that ~ere distOrt~.like pIanets.~~.
! shape. TheiMhiny surfaces relected a galaxy~fhumanl~"",·

't the faces w~e not really human. They werecheerfuld4~,-'
and flat, as if there were no private depths to them .••• H.~,'

, were all ch~ttering away, those facesl No PJivacy ataU.~r. ,
,but the facial mask of flesh; no private depths of •••••••• ,:.:'~ ,
darkness or sweetness, nothing. The faces are all tallcingeah 'iii':' ' 'c

to one another. ' .' '
~awrence looked for his wife. He saw her across the-~

talking to a tall man with silvery hair. It was the man he.bacl~
downtown I Astonished, Lawrence could not move. He tIoof!'
with his drink in his hand, as metallic and fixed as the,pteee, ••
sculpture. These columns punctuated the gallery, each~, , ",
to the ceiling, with flat, shiny surfaces and edges that ~ .
razor-sharp. They made him think suddenly of the ~ •.•.
his parents' house that he had stood up on end iii a
child-allow~ by his mother to play with the furnitureof .•.••• :
rooms, up-ending tables and chairs so that he could craWl:ullillr
them and pretend ~ey were small houses, huts. He bad ~ ,
under them, peenng out past the legs of tables and'~
S~metimes his mother had given him a blanket to drepe-ov«tIIt:
piece of furniture. "'"

The man with silver hair turned and Lawrence s8w tbit..,.
not the stranger from downtown after all-it was som.eoDe.~',
known for years. Yet he felt no relief. He was still~:',
Beverly, not seeing him, was looking around C\oticRisly.'':' .;
nervously. The man was about to drift into anothercoD\l"-, "
~d leave h~r. He had a big, heavy, handsome ~,:~, .
silver-~ay hair curly and bunched, his face florid and ••••
and a little too aggressive-too sure of itself. LawreD<lefelt.',,"
sudden dislike for him. And yet he was grateful that be~, ,.', " '",c,
~me.that man-grateful that, in the moment of para1__ ~
pamc, his soul had not flown out of him and into that JDlIG,'"
that other body. ' i"e. ' ,

j j'~:1 '

'. H~ went out. H~ walked quickly out of his b~":='
, the nudday crowd, m a hurry, and once on the sidewalk' ,

0, ~ar the curb so that he could walk fast., The day was, '~,:',',','
ercast, He walked several blocks to the end of the,street~
oss the street to the riverfront. There ~ few ~~'
e, onJy the most hardy of togrlsts. No ~ers ~~/

• ' ' ~j

,\oJ; . f(j
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' est, hid,ingth~e.,$ly and safe. He~oukIseethe, big, •••••.•.'_.'.'
ould see tile piles of magazines andbe would snJelI_~,-,

ely odor of loneliness' on the third floor of that ~'''-j '. would pass into that room and live out his life there~-
,Jsilently. , . . .' ~"' .

'! But perhaps he would fall into the water screaming. He •••• '.
. ,. thresh his arms and legs-he would sink at once, screa~'

! .no one could.save him. People might come to gawk, buub."I ~~d not save h~. Andper~pshewoulaseenotbinga~aIl."> .
l. VISIOns,no memones; perhaps It was only a lie about a ~
I. man living his, life again and he would see nothing, notlafq;he:
! would drown in agony and be washed downstream, lost. ' .
i He glanced at his watch. After one. .,' ' .,.
': He hurried back to his office. The receptionist, a pretty ~

woman, chided him for walking in the rain. ShdQok hit ~\
eoat from him,shook it, hung it up. In the waiting ~he '
could see through two partly opened doors-sa few peopJe~"

, sitting and had been sitting for a while. He wentmtohis'pdvall
· office. In a few minutes his nurse showed in his first patieatOf the

afternoon: Herb Altman. ,".:.' ,',
· "I'm back a little faster this time, but everything is tJie,~
.:Diagnosis the usual," Altman said flatly. He wore a stylisD,:.•••

green tie, mint green. There were tiny white streaks .• ill1W.
bothered Lawrence's vision. '!.', ;.'

. . Shaking of hands.- . i .~;E
• I "Maybe somebody should just shoot me. I should CI'OlIIktWi!!t .
: Altman laughed. "Anyway I still can't sleep, Larry. The ......,
'..damn thing. Give me something strong to help me sleep',~
!'did you hear about that bastard, that investigator I got to~

. ;·Ivie? He was a friend of hersl It turned out be was a ~ ci.'
i; hersl He told her everything, he tipped her off. I fired ••.•••••. :
;.Im dumping her, believe you me, I think even she aad lIlY.
I'are comparing n~tes on me and laughing and it's ilo~

. ;,wonder I can't sleep. Maybe I should just drop over, .J~
~ :tCbings easier for everybody? What is your opinion?':'," >: c

! 'I,: "Let me do just a routine examination," LaWTeRCl8-::"'"
)_efully. "You do look a little agitated." ,\' i,":'~.;,.
.j..~~T.;--~

0QIne this tar. There were no $tares here, only concrete and walls'
_derry Jandingand the water, the grim cold water. He leaned;
OWil"a railing .:He stared down at the lapping water. It was not '.'
wry clean; there were long streaks of foam in it, as long as six or :
• feet, bobbing and curling and twisting like snakes. . .
"The discontent of the past, two weeks rose in his mind. What
~'wrODgP What had happened? It had begun on that sunlit day
whea-he'd seen his wife from a distance. His wife. His mother
atdVedthe following morning; they picked her up at the airport
•• hays. And his daughter-there had been something about
biidauahter as_well-but he could not remember. In the dirty;
btMmcY'water he saw Edie's face, grinning up at him. But she did
not really see him. There was nothing there. He was alone.
~"'He ~t in a panic of himself and the river: the fact of

beidg alone like this, with the river a few yards beneath him.
z There was a sensation of deadness around his eyes. His eyes

Jqd,b6come hardened, crusted over; like crusts of blood; the
WdUIdt where eyes had once been. And now they might fall
off •.• ?Another face was pushing its way through. He must '
saatch at the scabs of his eyes and scratch them off, to make way
fot1be new face, digging the crusts of blood away with his nails.
~ tear at himself. He must do it now, this minute ... for at
tIailJQliDute his body could no longer contain itself; it was like a
~el' with superbly developed muscles bursting through his
~ tearing his clothing with anger and impatience and
joy .••.•.
>He saw, suddenly, that the river beneath him was a river of

SlMIIi: the souls of all the children he had been meant to father,
~'out of him and helplessly, ferociously downstream. He
iI1If«l at the water. All of these his children ISons and daughters
oflait bodyl He had been meant to father these thousands, these
daousands of millions of souls, and yet he was on the concrete
••• Ieaning against the guard rail, and the children of his body
weN flowing by him, lapping noisily against the abutment,
becoming lost.
- ,For some time he stood in silence. His eyes ached. He tried to

••• of what he must do ..•..had he planned something? Why had
lIf1feome down here? If he were to drown, perhaps scenes of his
J*t life would flash to him. He would see the up-ended furniture
apio-tbe clumsy gold-covered chair with its curved legs and its,
~bottom, the springs visible through the dark gauze-he;
w.Id crawl between the legs again, drawing his knees up to ~:



S~er 21. . .. Watched him again this morning. Hidden i·
iMlIdDd·" sumac bush.Lwas hidden, he was exposed. He: that'·
.~ syDable. He: that fool. An elderly man, fishing on the
rJ:NI'.hOur after hour, day after day, tireless, brainless. Is there
~g else for him to do, nothing else they will allow him to do? 1
To ~ch? ... Two or three times this summer another old man .j
aOCDnpanied him, but most of the time he is alone. Out on the :
rW. as early as seven . o'clock ... drifting downriver. until 1
1ll:JOe.: •• then rowing back up to wherever he lives' ,
•.~~""ppearing again between four and five in the after- ,
JlooD' •In the drowsy heat-haze of early autumn he wears a .,
neW-loOking greenish straw hat, stiff and noble and only slightly
aIlfIutd. Sometimes he fishes, sometimes he trolls, leaning over ::
"'side of the rowboat, humpbacked, patient. Old man, old
fool. Is there nothing else ... ?

S~er 24. , ... In the midst of struggle I awoke too early, too.
eId}t;fiVeo'clock; the birds are feverish in this wild place. Too.
~I r' ; and now the day will be enormous, a craterlike expanse.
TC)&a"erse th~ gigantic sky: an epic! ... In the midst of strain,
~ pulse. wheezing, groaning, grinding of teeth I awoke,
~e,ahl ... a sharp pain, a series of pains, jabs, running up the
left tide of my body, across my chest, I awoke snatching at them
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'
I'~i~king., Rtit8Ir~t81 ~Forthereareratshere,iD:thisreBt~~J
! leheve they are rrver rats, astonisbingly large, supple,/:.aDd
l..-rogant.) ... I had no intentions of dying. I am far too:~

. ,.ardly past the midpoint of my life.;

September 25. . .. Dark-soured molluscs, flesh droopiDgItolD
~esh, my cheeks, my lips? .. jowls? Eyes naked, ~ ...
mnocently. I cannot see. I cannot see. Born partly 'WiDd; .
operations at the ages of five, eight, twelve, then _ at
twenty-tw?; they said I was brave who did not knowmy(ury,
my despair. And then, what a miraclel That one so affIided"
should be so brilliant; that, out of the crevices of pain, ~. C!ID .
manage to bleat a few Life-Afflrming Percussive Notes .••.• '

Then again, the miracle of technology, lenses S() .fiQeIy
ground, instruments so delicately forged, even the near-bliDd caD
be restored to the near-normal. Now, aging, my eyes detelttlrate
according ~oa scheme I cannot comprehend: on some ~
my VISIonISas close to perfect as one might wish and I_see
clearly across the river" to the peninsula, to the stand. of ,taB
straight lovely pine, can see (almostl) each tree dJstinc.t ~'
others; on other mornings there are shimmeringsoiloo haICis~ .
about everything, noisy fluttering blurs in the elderberiy~
outside my bedroom window, a malevolentspillageof~'
light in the immense sky, toes so far away they writhe .n'~
helplessness. . . . , , '" .:

Had I a pair of binoculars, I could spy upon the old ~.tW
rowboat WIth more comfort, more sympathy. I suspect heisv"
old-~ his lat~ seventies, ~arly eighties. He bas a small~·
but hIS .ches~ IS sunken, his arms a~e thin, especially the,~
arms; hIS hair, what I have seen of It, seems to be white~~'
course I would never buy binoculars, of course I am only ~l
have no interest in my neighbors. I know none of them. not •••
,!heir names; and they don't know me. Thank God they.~.
idea of who I am. .. >"..

• ••.\10'. ~':

Thank Godl

: September 25 (evening). r. •• About to go to bed, suf&rc!cl.
.' attack of breathlessness. Suffocation. Why is the air so.~

t; t it, suck at itl Harderl ... Afterward, Sat up balf . .
: fraid to lie down, afraid to sink back into that . . .

I" sition. Angry, I was, and impatient with m~dtl'
barrassed. Still, I sat in that broken, sa.qing, soileclt..~ '

\ . .r
_., -'·,1""'\--·-0,,

.\
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~ble old cbair,l~fing through a gardening handbook in
Which I had no interest; one of the half-dozen books left behind
by my predecessor. When to start plants from seedlings, under
glas$;when to till the soil; when to set the plants gently in the
e&rth; wben to fertilize; when to dust against insects. Buds,
bt6ssoms, vegetables. Food. Soil. Food. No other .v.P None.

"Went to bed, finally, at four-thirty. Breathing quite normal. I
have no intentions of dying for quite a while.

~er 26. . .. No one wishes me towrite my memoirs; no
ODe close to me. Fearful of my truth-telling. My reputation for
~SH -honesty, Ha, hal-why so apprehensive? At the
~te I reigned modestly, with little interest in demonstrating
.iIIY. power. Thirty-seven years. Thirty-seven years. A small
provincial hospital with less than one hundred beds when I came;
.• world-famous clinic when I departed. Certain grateful patients
_it's true, beg me to set down a history of my work, to "leave
for posterity" an account of my life. The mystery of genius ... the

'eepvoluted ways by which a great achievement is brought into
."iDg ... the small ironies, reversals, bitter consequences,
.Delniyals .•. the inestimable satisfactions. You can't let your life
1i!e··With you! You owe it to us! ... But my colleagues, my
-..oclates, my friends, my family: they would like everything to
·dfeWith·me. They are terrified of what I might reveal about
-.n: Petty creaturesl Cowards I...Shall I be merciful, or
mtrciless?

.... - .. ,

S,pt6inber 28. .. . No appetite today. In fact, no appetite for
the past four-or five days. Even the thought of food upsets me.
·Neusea that comes and goes, light-headedness, quirky vision,
finally a-peculiar sort of euphoria that left me feeling quite
~ convinced I have done the right thing. Farewell, Dr.
.Zweifel, the voices chant. Farewell, farewell! ... Even God must'* released, finally. Surrendered. Would you gobble Him up
#ole, you greedy beasts?

.;..

S4fJtember 29. . .. A small single-bedroom house built by
·tk&Dgerson a grassy knoll above the river. Hemmed in by trees,

, .~ bushes, weeds. Little room for breath. The summer's
....,. Isover, thank God. Mornings, noons, afternoons, the river,
:tJteriver'sstrenuous discordant music, evenings; nights, loons;
blotDihgs. birds that flutter noisily in the bushes, black squirrels

.;

'.';'-.. ···EsJIiJ,;· fI/1!I .

thatl;Camper across theroof; ~ PClaftemoons,....... ','
·sunshine, Pte rowboat drifting do~, eveoIrIrl ~ --'
night. There are ungainly birds on the river, largertl)ao.~
wide wings flapping: a certain cbarmiDg cll.dDSiness. •••. .

l.Possibly geese. Canada geese? If I were lonely I would~
of binoculars in order to watch these creatures DlOJ:'Ct~.,'

,. Fritz, where are you? Fritz? Do youhearmeP .•• Wohe.ltQara

I· nap, woke without knowing I had been asleep, astounc:.ledbY..
nearness of her voice. How had she found me? Who hadtold,Jllr <,

j" where I was? ... Then, in the next instant, I realized it .•••. bnlfa' .'
- . - dream, a waking dream. I was alone. Safe. Safe still.,In ••••••• ..

.• safe. Ah, what. terror IBut in an instant it passed. it ~un.J 1(.
m~ter of my mood. I was master of myself eaee .••••• ~ .

j .•..' Fntzl-her b~ffJed angry voice, But no: no. And ~ao.lMl
alone. .'" . ' ..

;,September 30... P October 1... P A chilly breeze;~ •."
the gusty patches of sunlight blown in all ~ .,.,..,
coarse-knit sweater buttoned up, and an old tweed~C$

;;; found myself shivering anyway. That wind on tbe'riWwtila
: continual assault. So long as I rowed downstream. ~.:l .

Ir.; had ~o difficulties. The rowboat was large, large enou •••••.
) or SIX· people, and rather awkward, and. the ~ ••••l~. ri . gl h th h •...a.a..L. •••••••. surp sm y eavy; e splinters urt my hands, ~!( shamefully unaccustomed to work of thissort; huH mMle'jDed
ji'. time, I began to enjoy myself despite the chill. The~",
iii' different from the landl How can you guess at the rtver••••
l~; you stand on shore, shaking your eyes, staring, blinking~
J J and blindly into this turbulence ... ? Bouncing slappiac ~_
i cious ceaseless waves. Shapes darting beneath the surf •• ~ ,,;
~. greeny-dark water: could make out a school of minnows.~,'::'~
~.; small as my little finger, silvery-green, astonishio&"'''''~''
.; suspension for brief moments and then waking to life, ~ .
i quick brainless impeccable movement; and oilier, Iar_=', ,

·1 what might they be?-the river is said to contain pike, bu _
• perch, rock bass, and carp. The river bore me dowDItI~iinn. t 1/-

, waves rolled against the side of the boat, the sun beat~.!'. :
head through the tweed cap; the- winds came frQQt.:.1lM'- -

. directions, fresh, piercing, moaning, .w~, •• ""',"
; soothin..... ~, deaf~m'ng m.e, bearing. me on.w.vd; •.. ; ..' .•.. '.' ......•,c.tm my right oar, a mass of ~weedordebris..J . ".)
~it, sudden1¥awareof myshodeoedbnlath.I~·~ .,'//

I '. . . .'~' .". ,.;_ ":";
, 1 •• :
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•• oar· fr-ee; I nUsed it, dripping, held it in the air with some
litlfort;.but when I lookfld over the side I saw nothing in the water •
." rAt tbatmoment there was a bump against the bottom of the
I:io*t. Wbat-? Must have beena sizable piece of debris, maybe a
•• 'limb floating just beneath the surface, I lowered the oar
eautie&sly and began to row, panting, and felt the oar gripped
qatn.. .seized, there was a hand in the water, two hands that
S1lb:ed'the oar as I stared, astonished, unable to act, not knowing
what to do,- What is it? Who is it? What do you want? A face in
tbe.water, contorted, white, drained bloodless and puckered: the
fOJ:elJeaddeeply furrowed, the eyebrows shaggy and bushy,
••.••• diDg over the eyes so that the eyes were partly hidden; a
DlIiroW chin, narrow strained jaws covered with a week's
stullbIe; grotesquely wattled throat, dead-white flesh hanging in
SIDaI1 clumps. Nol Impossible I Horrible! ... I leaned over the

· Iide· of the boat, whimpering, trying to take hold of him; my
ftBgen brushed against his, brushed against his thinly streaming
_ee hair, I Cried out for him to take hold of my hands, to release

· the oar; now I could see his eyes and they were almost without
~; a grayish-pearlish-phosphorescent white, a blank soiled
ferttureless white, blind?-staring and blind and hideous. No!
NettJUs! lmpossible! His fingers were gripped so hard upon the
•••. they could not be pried loose. What could I do? How could I

.~ 1nui into the boat without capsizing myself? I was
~eling with distress, I was groaning aloud with the urgency
ofJt,;would he not look at me, would he not see ... ? How could I
.-ebim otherwise? I tried to maneuver the boat around, tried to
_/eloser to him; tried to take hold of him by the shoulders; but
~ was nO life in him, only weight, a colossal watery hea viness;
Wllatcould I do?-what could I have done?

i'\
II
'l

.,

C'i;Iober. . .. Several days of rain. Leaves blown from trees,
-: llappedagainst windows all night long. Sleep? Never again,

~g scuttling across the roof, then again along the side of
•. bouse, a series of high-pitched but muted shrieks-then

· JIIIeqce apiJl, then wind and rain again, again. Sat in the old chair
bet was unable to read, unable even to distract myself by turning'
paaes; spent most of. the night in the ugly drafty alcove that
.lII!r'VeS as a,kitehen; the oven on and the door open, trying to get
••.•. . ;"'.But never, never again.
.:' ,October. Moming. Rain.. .. Once shining, an exquisite
.••••••.•• her hair W88 now drab and lifeless, so thin on top I could .

~
see the poor woman's scalp. Th&~te iI faiJiqrW'd' •. ~ .

! ,he te.lism~ in her ~oft, q~ick ~ofoe; you mtJst come ~.~.'
[\Her fingers are.stained With mcotine. She IIIlOkes~ooe~ ..
;after .another, a habit she got from. me, one of my, ~ ..

.ilegaCles. Her costume is dark gray, almost black. PedaaIs •.•..
:bl~ck? ~ld-style clothes, a suit of coarse wool, rather~.
: With plain black buttons and no ornamentation, the~".·

" mid-calf. Her voice is muffled rather than soft. She cle.s bier-
..:,tbroat s~veral times, as if ve!y nervous, Fuss, fussl--the ••••••• .:
. pret~nhons of so~ow. Shaking ashes on~oher own skirt. ~~

dar~ng about this wreck of a place, fmding nowhere to~.
shying away from my own gaze-ravaged, am I, and_ q_

i; handsome enough these days? -not handsome enough toleirdlL
~.woman's colossal vanity?-the eyelids appear to be-rerJi'asll1.
~ and grainy. Dr. Zweifel; she whispers. Fritz .... Please." '.':$'

- I ~ . '.: •.1'.7"

,; .October. Godslumbersandwelive;whenGodawakol,~'
< 1The awakening of one is the death of the other. . • .,~" ":~·4
., How do I know? I know. .:1-_'-:.i. I know.. <_
i ~ They said I had overtaxed myself and I countered ••. ~
'have lovertoxed you? A sly joke not everyoneeau~~:

.that sandy-haired sandy-bearded lout, that oaf with t1ieJ~ •
.rumored to have cost so many thousands of dollars, ~.'

.~there in the parking lot beside my own modest rust-ec:I8W .'
!that Dr, Cahill or Clayton, I had never bothered tob&~.
!introduced to him, he stiffened with the precision of nlJ .••• ",
!toxemia was of course their natural condition. In their pen.
Isystems Truth itself is pathogenic. '. .
i ...Perhaps, then;l •••• ,
[write my memoirs. Perhaps I should transcribe theT.-{aj. ' .
~separate truths, building to an overwhelming vision: fot aDlI.-t'· ;':
Ithe sole curator of Dr. Fritz Zweifel? Their eulogies hav~ .
let us say, somewhat premature. • :"1:',

":': _;.#: •. ;1

October. Midday. . .. Sunshine, twittering and chafblrin8;J;f~.
I birds, the world restored, the old man in the straw hate.-.';:. ..

:~e ..n·v.er, d.rifting la.zilY downstream, totally abSOCbed..rtS.·•• :.··.· ~ '~,.~.bing and unaware of me. If I walked boldly tothe~. '.:. "
e sc:rubby beach and shouted to.him aod waved, he' . ...~,- .
anqa.!U'ound. The river is too noisy and anyway' hfriI,~._.~"'"

c' QJdfool, to be contentwithsachsmallmindlessPi'''qi@:-f:
: ,:~.. ,."J '7",·~-;''-~~.~~/'

'"'I '.';'. _-or;. ~~

V i :.~



~.
twruthds,oth~~ise.d theI bjoke wo~ .be .a '~f e ~.:!! ;~
or .... ~••y ear, . egan as a SClentist Q matter • .a~:4n '1

matter, I wanted only to measure and w~ and ~.... ....:
categorize and explain the universe; surely I, of all ~~ "
have gazed upon and slipped into the Void, and r..... :.;
shaking I~Y untidy hair out of my face, surely '.know ~ J
speak ... ? i. ' .. ' ',' ;~

You say I have overtaxed my system. This is often..tid Of
women whose pregnancies have gone wrong, who wiU~
to stone-dead infants.' It does not apply to me. No~ lias
beeI? said about anyone else applies to me .... My dear, yoU~
not Interrupt] You must not interruptI . ,..j

The significance of matter has been greatly exaggeillted~ ,~
our centur.y closes, matter itself will begin to IigbteDi to~ 4.
more obviously porous, hollow; enormous redwoods, ~
floor buildings, concrete structures of all kinds, tbe"~ _ '
skeleton, enamel and gold and the earth's crust itself;~...."
become light-riddled, frail, subject to sudden breakage~
~ert~nly to a gradual erosion. All, all will succumb to ~ Q .
meVlt?ble. As God slum?ers w~ d~ell in our ov~:~ .
consciousness; as God stirs, beginning to wake, we will'" elite
by one into the oblivion of that sacred sleep .... Howdol~

'Woke~
for b.re~th. What day? What month? Bedclothes sweat)'~~.
of this tmy room cold, cold. Must be very early mol'DiDl..~
dawn. A curse, waking so early; I wish I could ~ "
eight-thirty or even nine o'clock. The pain is ~ ..6e
pinched sensation behind the eyes is now only a duJIblur,:&ldDd .
of da~zleme~t. Who had been with me, struggling in t.8~
sheets? At first I was alone, then she came to my ~.ai/ICI {.
began to question me, as they all did, as they still do, ~ .' r
regard for my sorrow, my exasperation; then sheleanedover_ <-~

so that her hair brushed my face; she offered to hokkne,to"
· E..,erdng. . .. The significance of matter has been greatly me in her arms. The warmth of her body, her breath ••..J I.,8\li
· ecaggerated, I told the young woman; everything points to the anticipate the pleasure of being held, my eyes clOled.":~ ._
probability that existence is a mental phenomenon and that pressed gently against her breasts, but I resisted, I had~
matter is a "trick" of consciousness. She pretended to under- say,. much more. They cannot bribe me so easilYI-~., ..... .'
lIItand As they all.do. In Dr. Zweifel's memoirs there will be many me mto a premature silence. So I maintained my soul' >. 'i
·!iars.1some evil but most of them quite innocent .... How do I gasping for breath, weak and frightened and ~:1Itt ••
bow?'! know. After an, I was born in the nineteenth century, the triumphant: triumphant. And now the pain is less~-t ;~
.-eentury tIult·knew .... Yes~ I am joldng. But my jok.es contain : as minutes.pass and I lie very still, cautiously still,thew"~_"f'.::'·;.;~
_ at theeore 01 overy Jokethere •• a harsh, bitter, DTefutablei~_::, my chest lightens; I am able to _the _. . 'C%! 'li "._.••.'._•.!.."

~l.';;..:~:.'.jI,. ',', /:i
1111 • . '- '.. ~~; ,/iJ
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._ I suppOse it is an'theyaDow him. His grown-up children, his
(pI8rdjans. Really, 1 feel sympathetic toward him; I do not ho~d
him in contempt. Simple pity is not contempt, though I myself, in
_ pat, have perhaps mistaken the two .... Old man, I want to
1Iilout, old fool, wake upl Heyl Don't you kn0','Vwhat they are
.doing to you, what they are cheating you of, don t you know they
areyoormtiiderers and must be destroyed? Wake upl Wake upl
'Of, course be would hear nothing. The rowboat drifts

·~eam, riding the more rigorous waves, sliding effortlessly
'Witllt1le others, God slumbers, God slumbers, God slumbers.

Next day. . .. Plunged ahead into winter, it seems. Stinging icy
•. -The oars are surprisingly heavy, the water has thickened,
toughened. So quickly lias the sky changed, the weather
ebanged, I am most pitifully caught a half-mile from my own
_ch. can barely see the big poplar on the riverbank that is my
·landmark .... Should have dressed more warmly. You know
"better Fritzi Yau know. better I How women fuss, how they
Scold,' their fingers gleeful as they poke and pry and jab, their
8lItonished concern only a mask to hide their true desire: to
·Iaumiliate, to destroy. But it's true, it is true, I should have dressed
.-.ore warmly this morning, MyoId coat-sweater, my black
1I'OUsers.wom so thin at the seat, and these cotton socks: not very
:Wpful in a freezing rain. The rowboat is bouncing wickedly, as
if eager to spin out of control. It could happen, it could-I Unless
· Igrip-the oars tight. Unless I refuse to heed him, snatching so
ItttileIy at the side of the boat, his clawIike fingers scooping the
9llter~ hopeless. No you don't-no. No no no. That face dipping
Ilbd bobbing beneath the surface of the water, flung away by a
sve,slapped back again, that bloodless eyeless face, there is no
.lIdomfor you, no room, the boat would capsize if I tried to pull
you in, I can't help you, no one can help you, no-

, , s: .__\4 ._ t£
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Afternoon. October. ~.P Po88lbly November. . .. A memoir is
"IiOt'll"qonfession. In my life there is little to confess. A memoir
~d begin perhaps with the present situation, the writer sitting
.rlds kitchen table, writing with an old-fashioned fountain pen,
in,· dark-blue ink, on lined paper, sheets and sheets of

·gbUmnar-school paper, the writer alone in a small wood-frame
hObse be has rented, three rooms in addition to a small bathroom,
a nondescript lot on the river, the nearest city nineteen miles to
••. south.' .. though there are neighbors on one side, a

"q~mne away: a family with several small children. On the
ottwerside of the house is a kind of jungle, trees grown too close to
one another and therefore stunted, many bushes, shrubs, weeds.
Itiains here often. Then the sun appears. It is quiet here, except
fat the riVer. One wave after another after another slapping
• ~ the beach all night long I Still, it is quiet.· The quiet is
1Ddecipherable. In such quiet one must always be on guard: she
tim'le upon me stealthily, after all, taking advantage of my
~icious nature.

,'.:":Fritz, she said, Dr. Zweifel, they said, Father: please come
·.-klOflB.
z-

.~. . .. In my life there was little to confess. The woman in
·.tt. dark, old-fashioned clothes, fingernails bitten to the quick,
,. Cigarette after another until she coughed so violently I
'shouted for her to leave: must I witness her death again? We were
not tn1Iy lovers. It was not in us to give ourselves that thoroughly.
~e was always" there is always, a certain margin of irony
~~m love: otherwise they crowd you too close, there isn't

~~m to 'breathe .... Come back to the Institute, she begged, they
.'Can't lJ1anagewithout you, none of us can manage without you;. we.study your records, your notes, your reports, but it isn't the
· sRtne thing as having you near. There is only one Dr. Zweifel in all
· ofJlistory .... Please forgive usl
, "But I will not listen, I will not be tempted. The woman is a
Stt.mger to-me now. Before her death she remarried, moved to

I theWest Coast, went into private practice as a child psychiatrist,
uBtil'illness made it impossible for her to continue. I know her
lWrie but will not record it. No melodrama in my life, no scandal.

· NO record. Fritz, she whispers. Fritz, please. Haven't we loved
'1WJch'othefT
: "No ..

\' I don't know.
'c I -don't wish to think about it.

'" '·~'~·~-'·'="·--'-i""~ ~

:iJ
. iU. : .. rl{-

';11'1
niMorning. ~verCD8t day.. .. Geese bonkmg, fIyiQg 0'\"' •• ,1

went out mto !he backyard to see, but Was too slow. tbisy. •.•
n.early out of SIght: A surprisingly mild daY,littie wiocIfJ(Iirlo.e·
nver. Autumn agam: fragrance of damp leaves, pineau ••.• -,
the sun appears, it will almost be too warm. ' ",:'

Father, she begs, please be reasonable. Don't do t1ds.~.
Father, I. echo, mimicking her distress .. Father l'atiIa'

Fatherl-As if I had not earned my freedom by nowl . , .
Father, you aren't well enough to live alone, you 1c:Do,..•

happened last winter, if I hadn't telephoned when I~, ,~:,
Honk h.onk honk, another magnificent sq~drOD •..••••

overhead, Just look at them! Look! My heart siDles,.I~.' '.''.• ',"
most of my life in buildings, in laboratories, in civilizatioli;"~~
spen~ most of my life toiling in the service of others,and""
the nver has been ~ere, this ol? house has been here, the..,." ~'.

Father, please listen-Can t you hear- "-1' :,';

. '" . Dr. Zweifel, yQQi.,. .
IScert~nly mterestmg, all the editors have. read itand.~i:
at c?nslderai>le length, our problem is, as you ~ ~ '
the Journal bas ,always limited itself to scientific p~ •. ".
must. kno~ we v~ steered c!ear of controversies, your .,y'fs- "
certainly interesting and we re all very grateful to ~l~f .iI.'
though naturally we are somewhat baffled and one or~.
are, it must be said, rather offended-butwe're~~
to have seen it. Thank you so much! , ;.."_,,:'

~es, that's my father, I heard her say. Then the w•••••••••.
obligatory demonstration of kinship. I had packed no ••••••••
had me~ely taken the fifty-dollar bills her husband ~_.'

.•. of. the mnum~able unread books on his shelves, took~cwa. ,.':.
;!, : wlthou~ cou!l~g th.eI?' dressed, scribbled a note {~ ••• ' .. i.:
!:: . ~as unmtel~~ble-IS It my fault, that they are so ~~ ...•

II!:It on the dining-room table beneath the empty cut •.••• f(Iil;. >'f
1 ' b?wl, walked out to the. comer ~d got a city bus. aneL :,~.,'.,",'.',:.",>:>.',i"
1 i him, yes, my God yes, IShe all nght? Is he aU rightP ~.,:i;.. ::"

: Why don't you leave me alonel .. iJ,;::.,~
j . . :'. ~ '~~L)·'::,~~i
, Later. . ...My first extensive research was completedil:~~l '.~
I' mean the fIrst,research that was truly valuable, thefilst~.\';"

,work I wasn t ashamed of immediately afterwanl. SlMiJA.;., •.
efects related to brain damage: speech "defects. to N-'~'"
""'" my young combative mlad that 1 •••• ~ '
~on upon men and women who were~ hecaUllt.',jf .~.
i~ disorders, free of the burdtms that CQJIlp~'" ,~."~

h"' ,~:~:r
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•••• tates.A hal£~tory later I wrote a parable entitled
"Zweifel's'Orthogenetics" in which I developed the proposition
tbiUhe activation of ever-new and ever-more ingenious talents
~ ._gel' and larger and ultimately tragic areas of
mIsteomprehension ... the more subtle the means of eommunica-
_the more possibility that communication will not take place
ll4Il-B.:ut no ORe believes this. Each person believes that he is '
~y understood by everyone he addresses. Always and
~. For that is part of the tragedy, that very delusion. Those
who-read my essay denied its application to them and in any case
~,deniedits value as a .eontrtbudon to neuropsychiatric
~. For it is not possible, is it, that language itself in the
pdIur)I' obstacle to communication? Nol Neverl They denied itaiL I

Dr. Zweifel, they said, you have over-
. ~ your system. You must rest.

, ~'¥ud'rest, rest. rest.

, < ~again I addressed them, in my capacity as Director of the
Idst:tq;rte I addressed them, a murmurous incredulous alarmed
gaQIp,wondering why. they had been summoned to the
lQPPhitlaeater in the middle of the, workday, fearful of what
8,ClilDUsaCions I might make: for they knew how they were
di!l&Ppointing me, they knew how inadequate their contributions
~,And they were overpaid, of course .... As one approaches
., eompletion of a cycle of experience, he loops back upon his
tIJOIIiir.1 (Of' 8fJlves);what we caU"time" is demolished and the
'-:"1'eVfHJ1ed as transcendent, though it is also physiologicaUy
••••. Do I make myself understood? Research must be done to
~ exactly what chemical changes take place in the brain
cIarIng" these brief but intense durations. The visual apparatus
•••• temporarily inoperative, and though there is eye
mooement'the individual is "blind" -or, rather, his vision turns
~d.into the brain itself, where connections of an undeter-
tnItied nature are made between earlier and more mature
""'s of the soul .... Did Isay segments? No, no, "aspects" is
Iimore prec;ise term. ,Of course a great deal of research must be
•• (lfI these matters, especiaUy if it develops, asIbelieve it wiU,
tMt "D8PeetB"of the soul that exist ostensibly in what we know as
~ ~ arecontempcmmeoUB with U8 at the present time.;
Md,mach' work will be involved ... our ordinary projects will .

~'"

=jl:::us~.t.:~:d=~:r:~:;,:,.u:1~::=az__·
of .... 1 foresee our Institute1:1fJc~ing the worltf~ ~~
electroencephalographic and neurophysiological ~pf.,. .'"
relationship between the brain mechanisms and' ~. ".• C·
ness. . . . '-, '"

That was many months ago. Perhaps I foresaw, at'__ ~,··.,;
the clownish faces that would soon surround me, peIIUapS.l, .

:.; already heard the twittering and chattering and ba~.~ .
. Zweifel this, Dr. Zweifel that, please, if you don't. mW••••'1: :'.'

, awkward for us, you leave us no alternative, c~·· " •. '-
,i chatter, words looping back upon words, shaqleless ~
:; word-formulae, "we regret that," we profoundly regret .• ~

Dr. Zweifel, please don't interrupt-please list~Plelui;~

, ' The fey sounds of birds, the hoarse and almost eomic~.·
of the geese, the wind, the winds, the ceaseless waves,.~ ..:

" scuttling noisily through the bushes alongside.· ~,-". .~
'"i squirrels, mice, raccoons, rats?-I am listening, I am .~ ....;;,.

with awe and respect and something close to affectiOa.\flIat.W
.. I done with my life until now I. ,,',,'.;

Still, they lied. And I knew. Even the attorney I birecttled:1M8'
believed he was jn their pay. Of course nothing -ean ~'.~

" Nothing. An old man's dawning sense of betrayal,' .••.•••• -r '.'il awakening to the lie-riddled nature of the material wor,.: •.•••' .";.
'1 yet-can I take these creatures seriously? Now that lai1r·•
) . possession of my own savings once again, now tbat"l~'_
,': economically independent-what connection have I"~'

enemies? ..

came for me one autumn day, but I manag~ to bide'= .
underbrush, lying flat behind a fallen log. Father, came".";;
Father, Father .... My heart stormed, I wanted to seize."'.""
}lands to quiet it. But no one heard. After a while theileft;._.~'
was wise-enough to stay hidden. I lay on my side, the tWS' - . ';";'
for a pillow; I slept. Naps are good for you at any age, '.'~.' ....". .' .•..~
woke it was sunset. Orange-red clouds of-an astonisbiDI '. • •~. .'
multilayered and yet translucent. My vision· ~ .•. <

fronted with such beauty. Ab, what a sigbtl~~" 3~,':F: ..
: '~>:'---0'i?

: Ish.aded my eyes and I looked UPriverWbereah~."'.·· ..•..=.!..':'~':~,~
isu~ abov-e the water. Blue lightsflas~ it .,.... ...

1 ~, '.' . J'·~.·T:(f
l' •.
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been • police helic~pter, An accident! A boating accident! ... Iw.aked 'alOng the beach, to the very edge of my property.
Someone was sbputing through a bullhorn. There were people .on
tJao..Jiverbank, I could see a number of children; now a pohce
beat~ed, slowed, rocking on the waves .... Must ha,,:ebeen
a.bbatiIlg accident. Bathed in warm lovely orange-red hght!

Such beauty, how have we earned it? How can we even
'~it?

.~my neighbors for the first time. ~ boy of about eleven,
twoyouqger boys,running to the rrver. Hey, somebody
drOwnedl Somebody drowned! The father appeared, carrymg a
_ Of:~. He wore work trousers and a checked shirt and
bEldroom slippers. Behind him, his wife in a ~ress, a swea.ter
~ over her shoulders, bare-legged despite the growing
_ 'Their voices rose and fell; urgent, excited. What is it, what
JIaPpened, who did it happen to ... ? Somebody drowned ... ?

" ~'POlice boat, the throbbing motor; ~he helico~ter's noisy
~S; the rescue team s shouts. Flashmg blue hghts as the
~bhle noise, blue beating, pulsing, ro~k~g. Dusk. Then
JIiPt.. Blue flashing blue in the darkness, whipping round and
.tQU4d. .•Not Stop! So ugly! So awfull

.~"
:'1' hid. They could not find me.

.! . Grab hold, grab hold of my
~'1 cried, nearly sobbing, leaning far over the edge of the
bo8t,. teaching for him; but his poor skeletal fingers scooped and
~'upon the water and opened aga~, helpless. Here!. Here I
UIIlltGrab bold! He surfaced once or twice, the dead-white face
• eyeless-had something pecked the sock.ets clean, or w~re
~simply in shadow? -the lips stretched in ~n arduous grin,
My hefwere wet there was a puddle of water m the bottom of
,theboat, waves hit the prow and spla~hed over, the wind sucked
at my b~th but still I shouted to him, my arm extended, my
ftNpnoutstretched a mere inch from his, Here I am! Grab hold

'of lDY~banclJHerel I won't let you die-

Her&--

•

'("', .:f/>
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'The Giant Woman

L: , ,,-

'j"Get away! Get away! Get out of here!" _. .' '.. " .
j She came at us, swinging something. It struck tbe~~"·
.;shed-there was a metallic sound-and then her ••••. -.
[again. ' · .. ·.Ie;,.
i'" f h I'll kill " , v .••. I, -out 0 ere- - ~. d,";'c
! The others were ahead of me. I ran, whimpering \llltth •••• - .I Behind us she stood at the end of the dirt path, sc~ IlIi,

"I wo~ds had lost their separate, distinct shapes; they were 'all' ~ I

1furious uncontrollable sound. . . . '.c::t -.,'.
I ran panting and whimpering with fear. The others~\,·

, the cornfield-nearly at the creek bank-I could heat......~.",.'.
laughing and squealing. I nearly fell, the cornsta1ks.ca.'1IfW . "
tore at my face, I could hear her still screaming behind'me-a.-acnt~
was mixed with my own sobbing. I knew she had sto~ ;!-4Mt','
edge of the path, on the hill. I knew she was not chasing~.B'riQ; I

could not control my terror. . :' 'i/~;
'".' ~-'. -.>

At the steep creek bank they had stopped for br~~>
, ere not waiting for me.vthey had forgotten me, ~)';W~'-
. ping, laughing, Donna was doubled over witbfi~; .:

~ert was poking and jabbing her; it was all a joke. the'~'~
ng :was a JOke, ...,[,. -,

I Dqqna"' stared at me. "Look at her. look, the: ~:.
'I '0,
"(, I:. 1".,.
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Many years ago"in thef®thilk~f theChauta~ua ~,
here the north fork of the Eden River flow. intothe~.,

',_ allo",: Yew Creek, there lived a giant woman.',' ,...;"
,I, A WIde face, brown and leathery, wrinkled as an oIclgloVe~"',

" . head th~t se~med en~rmous, too heavy for her thin neck •• "':; ,
i ' gray hair wild and f~lZZedabout it: Shoulders broad asa~,
, The chest sunken with age but the stomach and hips ~

flabby, and the thin, dead-white legs still ~
... Sometimes she was seen walking along the road ai r';
away as. Rockl~nd, fifteen miles to the south; a few at .. '
sa'Y her m the little town of Derby, eighteen miles away,
qUlc.klyalong, her head down, muttering to herself. She . r ,
earned bundles of some kind, and a satchel that seeQled~ bO-, .
made of canva~. ~t such times she might glance up as~; .:
people do-c-quizzical, attenttve-s-and the eyes in thatb~;big
f~ce were shi~y:black, round, slightly protruding. Her .' "
sion would shift mto a look of wonder and expectation.~

. f~r some 'reaso~, the eyes narrowed to slits, the lace. ~
stiff~ned, the line of the mouth became contemptuOQJ:~:
je~g, and she wou~d mutter something inaudible._~'. i

"She hates us. She s always yelling at us. Why does Sbe;JlaIe'
us? I asked. ' ",

. "She's no harm, is she?" my father said. He helped my ~.,
,WIth the wash, h~gin~ the heavy things on the line, ~tliiat
the sheets and quilts did not touch the ground. My mo •• ' "

~~regnant. That was the summer she was pregnant fQr.~' '
· ~e; The baby was t~ be J~rdan, the last child in the :'~
~,S~e s no harm to you, ISshe, Just stay away from her, let," '~"~' ,~'
· she s older than your grandmother-she won't hurt 80)':'01 ,,' '!"'"
· "Why does she hate us?"" -, ;.' -

"She ?ates every~ne," he sai~ indifferently. '~Shecan't helP ~~:,
i She lived alone m a decaymg farmhouse. She had SQId.'

,1 m?st of her land, had only a few acres now, kept-to herselt"ua·
, '.;1rejected any of her neighbors' offers of help. Sheoev&~Iln,
, '1 anyone; she simply signaled angry dismissal. No ~.f

, ul.ts. Only h~r big a,rms folded across her breasts, ~~:
km~ from s.Ide to SIde, an iJ;iaudible mutter that might •• '

;1 .~m a foreign language or m no language at all. , '\'
; ••Why does she ~e alone? Isn't she afraid to live ~-::.i··
i ••Why does she live back there, So far from the roadr' :,~',:,.
, Why does she hate us ... ?" , ',' tj·<.'
:Note of the roads in our part p~ CC)untl'yw~p,a~"':,· \
e 'J

Night-Side

'~--.:-' --

~.--Hey, don't cry, sbeisn't going to get you. She isn't going'
tcj. aQything,she's too old:"

-'1Ubert was s,tilllaughing. :,,
- "'Shut up', stop crying," Donna said. ' ,
. --I'm not crying-"
~Just be quiet:'
-She was so goddam mad-" Albert said.

. They- descended the steep hill, sliding down, grabbing at
~ and exposed tree roots. I couldn't go down that way
bouse it was too steep. I went the long way around, on a path
tW':~hermenused, but even so I stepped on loose dry pebbles
~feu; I cried out in surprise more than pain, and at the bottom
of1ile hill I was on my hands and knees in the rough stones when
00aDa ran to get me.

;"'Oh for Christ's sakel-Did you cut yourself? Are you
bleeding?"

'-She examined me, making a face. She touched my knee where
if'" bleeding.

·It isn~tanything," she said.
. 1wasn't crying.

·'''t's just a 'little scratch," she said angrily. "You're always
'falllngdown, stupid little goddam baby, why can't you keep
froI'n falliug dowri- She fell down, she cut her knee," Donna told
Albert,· disgusted.

~"'m aU right," I said.
'}'was still· trembling, the giant woman had frightened me so

tliat, nothing else mattered.
-, 1fAte you 'going to tell?" Albert asked.

"'She won't tell," Donna said.
~Are you.:-?"
""No:."

;-~e won't tell, she wouldn't dare," Donna said.
,""Old Mrs. Mueller will call the police on you," Albert said to

me.: "You heard her, huh? She's going to call the police on you,
you're the one she saw, she knows your name and-"

:·Oh shut up," Donna said. "She doesn't know anybody's
"'e. She's crazy. Don't get the baby started."

. ,~-really mad; wasn't she? Said something about killing us!
'l'b.e pld bagl The old witchl Must have been hiding in there, in. f
the coal shed. She must have been waiting for us. She's crazy, isn't;
.p" '

"S' be' ., 't the nly' .• Do ' I, IS1l 0 one, nna sang out. i



'But'the road she lived on dwindled into a mere lane, a cow path,
-tb8t wasmuddy in spring and, inwinter, impassable for wee~s at
, tim The snow could drift as high as twelve feet, blown into
:ew.danted mountains and valleys, fanning out from the oaks
•• syeainores that lined the lane, and no snowplows b~thered
·With•• The road hadn't even a name, people referred to It as the
,-,uener Road," but it had no name, no slgn~ost .
.. ,,"!Whywon't she let us cross her property? ,

"'She's old, she's sick, she's not like other people, don t ask so
_ questions,"they said.

- 'ldidnot tell them about Donna and Albe~t and me. ,
'rwhat ifshe dies, way back there? Wouldn t she be afraid, all

-flo'lieP How could there be a funeral for her, how would people
l'aiGw about it ..• P" "
., '-rhat'snobody's business, what she wants to do.

'"'Wouldn't she be afraid ... P"
.'"$be' iSn't afraid of anything."
,J?eople told stories about her; there were people who knew

'diare than my parents, even my grandmother kn~w more, They
. .Ialtl she bad let someone die. They said she was like a murderer.

it •.••.the same as murder, wasn't it, what she had done ... P
-~ said it was her little boy, just my age; the old woma~ had
1I;t.biin die somehow and hadn't even told people about, It, the
·~'you 'are supposed to notify the doctor and the sheriff and
.'. peopl,4ein town when something bad happens ... she had. let
~Jittle boy die, a five-year-old boy, and then s?e had buned
)canherSelf. Dug the grave at the edge of the cornfield, d.o,,:,nthe
lu"ftfrOm the back of her house, and put the !ittle boy 10 l~and
"~«ed him up with dirt. ... "That's what she IIdo to you, If she t

·.'cid:cbes y'ou," Donna said suddenly. "She'll dig a grave an~ pus~
~ in and fill it up again with that nasty dned-~p old, drrt-
~:But laidn'tcry, I wasn't going to cry. I wasn t afraid,

They said other things, different things. The little boy had n~t
been Mrs. Mueller's own son. Donna was wrong-she ha,dn t
iN_been born yet, she had heard the story wrong, had mixed
.ttiDigs up. Twelve years old and big for her age, no~y and tou~h
ai~ of the boys but not too bright-so people m the family
-. behind my p~ents' backs-she forgot important things and
remembet.:d small things, mixed up names, became red-faced

· and angry when m~es were pointed out to her. I pretended to

-
agree with her so that she woulda't slap me or pinch 1Q)'..anrt. '1-_
tried not to cry if she ignored mit.' But I didn't trust hef to tel.,
truth, to know how the truth really went. ': , ' ..":. ".

No, the little boy had been Mrs. Mueller's daughter' •.$O&:A,nd
Mr. Mueller had been alive then. It was true that they ~ ak.,.
boy die-and Mrs. Mueller had tried to bury him';JW1 ~~'):
him down to the cornfield and was digging a grave·fat hi~ .,'

. the ground was too hard, it was. still frozen, and shecouldl\'t_~,l ..
the scoop of the shovel into it very deep, . " ',,: .

But no: evidently that was just a rumor. A lie. There W.
digging of a kind in the field, but it had nothing to do:witI.
child, it hadn't been intended for a grave. There w. no ,~ ,
M~s. M~eller had not tried to bury him. He·,had difd*
wmter, 10 March, and they hadn t known what to d ~
him-with the body-so they carried it out to a cornCrib •••••.••.
it there, under some tarpaulin. Where had the story~~
about the grave? And Mrs. Mueller carrying the boy out;toobury. ,
him? . - '., <t

After the boy died, the old couple were afraid to call~., - ,~
They believed they would be arrested andputin,"~, ;:••..; l '

Rockland, where there was a state prison. Mr. Mueller ' .t't .
speak English-knew only a few words-had, been ale.' •.. :5.,f," .-
going to town, of dealing with suppliers and shopk~ ,
Mueller had done all the shopping. People laughed at . " .
But they were intimidated by Mrs. Mueller because sbe ~S):

big, at least six feet five inches tall, must haveweighed~~"
· hundred fifty pounds at her heaviest, so people sal'd,tae

.-",• . .;

started to waste away .... The old man, when had be cW! - ..
· . years ago? Seven? No, at least ten. He had died worlcio&: -'J. ,..:

· of horses, only a few months' after the little boy's deadJ:,~ ',_
exhaustion, people said. Or a stroke. Or a heart attack.' ,~Ji.'

People whispered: "She let her little boy die becaose~
were too cheap toeall a doctor.".'

They said: "She worked her husband to death." ., ,:; ~ .
And: "They didn't put her in jail-juSt why was tbatr"..,:c
Sometimes they tapped their foreheads. Il)eaniDg tbe;~-bJd

woman was crazy. Sometimes they said she wasat ~~
, very shrewd, very cunning, only pretending to be~. ...,!!" -:.
, peQple would leave her alone.' She bad money JHdMD'., , ... ..
·t••. · nodoubtaboutit.Peoplelikeher,~iniagi;~:'
f •too cheap to keep up their houses and out~:i
, I;. ..' -':.~:'-,~'~-*""-.:,..

f~ i .. .::.
'f ~•
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~ev4mtobuY medicine when it was needed-why, people
like that ,alWays had money hidden away, They were shrewd,
~,·evil., .'
"",'Wbatabout the daughter?
..•.:'People were less Certain about her. She was "no good," of
i:08rse. She had ron away from home many years ago-many,

' ••J'II8Dy years ago. No one really remembered her. It was said that
she ••• away with a farm worker, a seasonal worker at one of the
his f!lflDS, but it was sometimes said that Mrs. Mueller had
.welted her out-had beaten her with a broom-had blackened
oDe of her eyes. She had been a bad girl, she'd been "no good,"

, ;~,"1azy." But no one remembered her, only the old people,
'1IWthey disagreed with one another. My grandmother and her
~ sat on the porch and plucked memories out of the past
With a strange myopic intensity, really indifferent to one another.
'l'1i8Y needed one another's company, there was a hunger for
«JmpaDY and yet when they began to talk each seemed to speak
to herself: unaware of the others. I sat on the steps playing with
tbelcitteB5.listening. Or flicking pebbles toward the chickens, to
make them think it was feeding time, to get their attention.
Sometimes I sat with my arms tight around my knees, listening,
'BOt 'quite understanding what the old women were saying, just
sitting t:hereand listening, as if there were a truth that might
suddenly become illuminated, though the old women them-
selveS' would not have realized it.
.~.'~, .~was working up at the train depot, they said. In the
restaunmt, so she could meet all kinds of men. They said she was

:m.mecl;'. .. "
,.'''She was never married I Who said-I"
, ••.•. but that was a lie, she just came back here on Sunday with
~by' and left him with her parents, and that was that. M~s.

"Mue8el"bad tQkeep him-what could she do? I never talked With
,_'~yself, I never visited with her myself but .... " "

; '4.'hey hid away back there. They were both crazy.
"How much money do you think she's got?"
••... th$l the little boy got sick. And they wouldn't call a

'doctor, of course. They didn't.want to spend the money."
,:.'1t was hi !ll~lungs, what do you call it-"

" ""PDeumowa.
,.. ~ said it was just a bad cold. It was the end of winter, the
tRow wumelting, ~ could have gotten a doctor without any
ttOub~' ••. could have come to us and we'd gotten him ... but

I' •

,i

,('.'"=.~eretoocheap,~eap -.1.• _mlU.~~",,__ ..

:Blond curls all over his head,; a beautiful little bo;F;.,~~.
He was not. A little dark-facedwizeoed thing; ••• ,$1""

They n~er f~ him right-they were too cheap.S~
he was JUStskm and bones, and his teeth were all rotted. So)lllJlllPC.
Baby teeth all rotted in his head." . ':,,,-

; ••... had some Negro blood in him, maybe. 1'ha~wat.
reason for., .." . .; ~";

j "They said it was just a bad cold, just a touch of tbe~ '
in his lungs, then went to his stomach and bowels. -.d .•...i W=:~~os~e in h~'thhe just eO?-tP~edhimseghlf~~ PI' ia

",'.l,' ,y sal ere wasn time enou lor .l-I~.w I

j :':Xd::ere too cheap anyway: they saved every ~~~

"It V:,as pneumonia. He just choked to dea~".• ,
breathe., ' ..;,A-ti"

••... just to save money!" . - '.;.;'::
"Or maybe to get rid of him, to have one less moutflJo.j~"'I

wouldn't put it past them." ... ' .. ,,,,~,"7:YJ-;
"Her, you mean." . ',lrif-';
"Do you think ... ? Do ... ?" .. ~.....•.
"Why, you said that yourself I More than oncel" '.-. ~''i.;..: ''" .. -;~never. . . . . " '~~';

6ur property bordered her property in a~"Jill" ~.
There was a marsh that dried out in summer, so thatJCli'J'"
w~ acr?Ss it. I remember that rich sour stench. h..,.-

, getting dizzy from the stench, and being afraid of tbe-ine....-a
liking it at the same time. I remember a special place =' . . .'
patch of cattails where I could crawl to hide; I,-*L '
crouching there and Mother running along the path oalr·~
y~~s away, calling my name. "Oh, where areyoo? Hmi ••.
hiding ~ound here? Are you all right?- No'thmg •. ~1o'
happen. ' . " '-.>J' -

Dragonflies. Frogs. Small yellow birds. The ciaactil ••. :.-
trees. Th~ heat of August mixed in with the ~H ijf~- ;;.
~e might have been garter snakes but I trit!idDOt~ .•'
~t.them. Sometimes I was afraid of the snakes,.,"; If•••.:~·?
~'''wasafraid of the old woPWl. ~ ~.:.;':';>::~.fi'
~: ;was afraid of her catchiq me br-the bair.; •••••• <j! " . . .( /' .
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bard-the way they said slut had grabbed a boy once.
eDen there was Bobbie Orkin, who claimed she had crept up

beiQnd.hi:m, bad'grabbed,him and screamed at him, said she
wtltdd slit his throat like a chicken's, but he had kicked at her legs
.·BotteD free ... had picked up hunks of dried mud and thrown
theol at her and yelled back at her, saying he wasn't afraid. He
h~been exploring the Muellers' old hay bam, the big bam that
had'been bit by lightning a long time ago and wasn't used for
an)'thing now, not even storage, like other old, big bams on other
farDas iD the area; he'd just been walking around in there, hadn't
beeIt' doiilganything wrong, and she had tried to kill him. So he
SIfcL But he' dtbrown mud and stones at her, and shouted that he
WIlIl'tldraid'of an ugly old warthog like her, and she'd better
~ out or he'd come back at night and set fires .. , . He was
~ years old but small for his age, wiry and fidgeting all the
tt-. and you couldn't believe him; sometimes he lied and
sodietimes he told the truth and sometimes he got things mixed
up iD bis own mind, and didn't know what he was saying.
"No one would talk about her for months at a time. She was

forgotten-just forgotten. Then they would happen to see her
JOIIIewhere. They would say: She looks meaner than ever! She
doesn't even "look like a woman nowl Then they would forget
about her. But then, later, someone might say: How much money
do you think she has, hidden away under her bed ... ?
-:Past the marsh was an old apple orchard. The Muellers had

soW.apples to a cider mill not far away, on the river, but that had
blaeaaJeng time ago-now the orchard was overgrown, the trees
W not been pruned for years, the apples were tiny and hard and
•• and worm-riddled. But we tried to eat them anyway-bit
inte them; then spat the pieces out in disgust. We picked up
wiDdfaBen pears. turning them round and round to see how
badly rotted they were or if there were worm- or insect-holes.
ADd there were red currants, and huckleberries, and grapes that
IooItedplump and sweet but were really bitter, so that we picked
haaclfuls and threw them at one another. Everything had gone
wid, like a jungle, like the banks of the creek where willow trees
aDd ~es of all kinds grew so thick no one could keep a path
_ for very long. There were flies and bees everywhere. And
yellow ,jackets and wasps .and hornets. And occasionally big
birds, jays .and grackles and starlings, even a few enormous
.etoWs, that hovered near us, tried to frighten us into leaving,
sIarickioI and razzing us with their cries that were almost human.

But we played in theorchard anyWaY.W~tried toM.~ ..
trees, even, the old. rottiag pear trees. wlth ao low b~:to ~
grab hold of, and sometimes part ofan entire treetrtullt~ '~
:~~ off, the wood black and soft as flesh, running wftfj~ .•.. ~i

Once, we crept through the orchard ..• we appr~'~' 1
old woman's house we hid behind an old woodpila~
~eeds had grown we whispered together, frighteDeit ~.
CIted, not knowing what would happen. . ,

It was August. An afternoon in August. ""'~'
I had not been near the house for a long time no nearertJ.-

th~ orchard. Albert and Donna had gone explorfug ODce,~
said, and had ~eek~d into the old woman's kitchen wirido ••••
even ,stepped mto the shed, but I had not been with ~;.
hadn t been anywhere around, they said; nothinghad~
no one kne~. That scrawny, ugly tiger-striped tom eat ••• W .,
be~n bothenng o~r cats and chickens was sleeping in~""" .
a pile ~f rags-evIdently her catl Albert had clappedm" •••••• ·
wake It, Donna had kicked at it, but the creature ~.. .
?een af~aid-it hissed at them, ears laid back, eyes sUts,it.'"
Immedl~tely and in t?e same instant was ready t() f~='
?asty thing, ponna said, that should be killed. But it had •..... '.
It had run right past them and out the door. .' .... , :'. .

They had run home, frightened by the cat. . ..'.. '.;' ,.
No, Albert hadn't been frightened; he denied it.~""' .

been the one. But she den~ed i~too. She had heard so~
the h~use-she thought-It might have been the old ~.,
sneakmg up on them-maybe with a butcher knife or aMi. •'.ir
or a hand-scythe-you couldn't tell, she was crazy. So tbe.~
the~ had run h.o~e, all the way home along the C1'eek~. .
panting and terrified, and afterward Donna had toldmea~
because, of the secret of whose cat that nasty cat was, but~
I mustn t tell anyone else, or I would get into trouble.c ·<-:".~i.
.u they teased !.Dewhen I followed them, if they poW••.

hair an~ told me to go back home, I didn't cry. I hid in~.
~la?es l~e ~he c.attails and stayed by myself for. a wo.:~;
sittmg still, listening to the birds and insects, until I fo.-gpt~. "j

the~ and coul~n't even remember what they had said 01:.,.... :,
debcate and painful the moment was when Donna could ~ .
grin and reach for my hand, and say I could come wKbJII.~ ...~
make a face at me and tell me to get bec:k home- ~; :"".i.~.'

if belonged-I bid mthe marsh or inoue of the ~ ~... ,.~~
.u l' '", -.~ :~~'-;?.'~ -:t

:1~

~J



Wre5ztns' orchard.and stayed by myself, sometimes crying a '
, '1fttIe,' but most of the tiIhe just quiet, listening to the sounds

OUtsideme that were not Donna and Albert or anything human at
ad. until 1 felt very happy, and everything seemed all right again,
aud easY to live, and there was no problem or worry or fear,
·notbiDg at all, nothing bad that would last for very long-these
things ~st went away, just vanished. They couldn't last.

But when 1 was with them again, I forgot and something
'cbanged in me, 1 wanted to follow them, 1 wanted to play with
~, I forgot about being alone and being safe and quiet. 1did

" things to make them tease me. Albert would pull my hair and
~e me so that it hurt; Donna would say 1was fresh and wanted
sp8nJdo&; and was going to grow up worse than Ronnie-one of
~9',11'grOwn·upcousins-who had been in trouble with the sheriff
'lD4 bad had to join the navy to keep from going to jail .... But,
l)li;y liked me better then. "Can 1 come with you? Can 1 come'
with you,?" I was always begging. I

. ' The shed stank.
, 'They said it was spoiled food, maybe. Or maybe the cat had
been bad in all those rags and papers.

"it smells like something dead," Albert whispered.
,'~' "'It does riot! There's nothing dead in herel"

; "A rscooon could have crawled inhere and died ... a rabbit or
'. woodchuck or something ... ."

Now the door to the kitchen, two steps up from the earthen'
'floOr of the shed.

-: There was a rusted screen door, the screen ripped and useless,
anc:i- then a regular door. The spring of the screen door had
'brOken; Donna opened the inner door slowly. She stood on her
toes. all the step,and peered through the window of the door.
,..:,...•.-You won't go in there," Albert said. "I bet you won't go in
, tbeftl."

"If I go 'n, are you coming ... ?"
"You won't go in. You won't dare."
-what about you?"
"s the door locked? If it's locked ... "

"Butofcourse it wasn't locked. No one locked doors around
here.
" _Thekitchen~ a surprise because it was bigger than ours at
hoine. But it was an ugly place, the walls and ceiling dingy, the
Wood~burning stove b1dcking out light from one of the two

'.

'~nlUlowwindows, big and black_ugly, JUadef,lf'
;;oldslove.my grandmother had had one like it, but my
iboughr her a new one. 'We stood in the kitchen and were'
;go fo~~~d or back.ward. "What if she comes in hon),-
shed ... ? Albert whispered. ' . . '>

~ "She's out for all ~ay," Donna whispered. "She was.S9P~
I: to go to town, wasn t she. ~. :' , -: ".:';-
;'1 "What if she comes back early?" , 'n "Ma. sa!d she. was due at the courthouse, something ~ .

I"],,'taxe~. She d be m town for all day, she'd have to waDe.-"•••

I
',' won t be back early. You're just afraid." .; .

"I'm not afraid." " "",'

1

:,,1 . The~ opened the cupboard doors but there~as~~'
mt~restmg th~re-stacks of dishware, kettles, a platter~, " :r~
white gl~s With scalloped edges, canisters like the ones ~ebaill' , ."
home, With Flour and Sugar and Tea on their fronts.l¥~ -
table had heavy legs with carved flowers on them, tbe~1if
table you would expect to see in a living room, and its SUI'fiiCe' wits
~l. scratch~s and burn marks. There were two chairs,~ •
filthy cushIOn,.the other used to set things on-cups, disbeIo_
rags, a few knives and for~s and spoons that seemed tob(e,~
of some dark, heavy, tarnished material, not like o\1tSaUio"
that were li~tweight and stainless. These things were~_
and very gnmy. The floor had no tile or linoleum, itwaSJtJst-w.: .
floorboards, a~d could smell the earth through them,t!ae.bQ.: "..
had no cellar, Just a crawl space. . ".:' '
. They work~ the ha~d pump at the sink. The firSt water'~
.came out was tmged With rust. ',1:

I opened one of the doors on the stove-but it waS JUst:'~
pl~ce where wood and old newspapers were kept. ~J~~
spider. I slammed the door shut. '. "':'>

"HQw big a spider was it?" Donna asked. Her face ~'~ .
-she hugged herself '. Spiders frightened everyone in .~~
.exeept the men-spiders even more than snakes. " ." :' .' .
i "I closed the door on it," 1 said. "It can't get out,": ; ~q,.:'
l' AJbertandDonnawentintothenextroom.ltwas.~.~.
iVery~~. The·shades were drawn, it was very hot QCI~ji;'

as PUnkin~ of.spiders ~nd could feel things touching mi""~~;:-
gs'lJitt.lepmpn.ck.s and ..Itches. They wen.t only a,"few •••••..· iIJD...' ....";.
e. ., then stopped. Albert glanced back over ~~3J
4 Jae:e was pale an~ tight, astranger:s face. He' '. •.' "~i'

/; 1Vithout recogmzmg m~ DoDOS' ~~. '. .F'

il;
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Ni&ht-Sid~

~Jesus.jt'shotinhere .... What is that smell!' Just dirt!' Dust?" She
-punehed one of the cushioned chairs and a cloud of dust
exploded out of it. We all laughed.
, . 'They went into the last room, at the back. of the house. I
followed them I was afraid to stay by myself, There were
cobwebs everywhere, most of them broken and hanging in
threads, blowing this way and that. Even on the globe of a
lerQSeoeIamp, where it would have been easy to wipe it away,
there was part of a cobweb. Everything was silent except for us.

"So there are only three rooms in the house.. .. "
••It's bigger on the outside. It looks bigger on the outside."

, "There's no stairway. It must just be an attic up there and no
-way, to get to it .... It's a sad, nasty place,,, isn't it?"
, ." suppose. you want to leave already I
, l'he back room was Mrs. Mueller's bedroom. Blinds were
drawn here, too, but it wasn't so dusty, you could see that
someone lived in it. There was even a mirror with an
'old-fashioned ornate frame that could be tilted back and forth,
howev~ you wanted. Albert moved it a little and Donna poked
bim; "Stop that! Don't you touch anything!"
" "Co to hen," Albert whispered. "I'll do anything I want."

"Don't you touch anything, I said!" ,
. ~t he was already opening the drawers of a bureau-yanking

.dlem open one by one. The top drawer was filled with women's
dUngs, underclothes.
. Donna was examining the bedspread. She didn't even notice
what Albert had done. "Hey, this is a fancy thing. She must have
Gone this herself. It's all crochetwork, all these squares sewn
together. It's pretty, it's nicer than Grandma's. But it's so old .... "

"Is this real gold?" ~
Albert held up a hairbrush.
"It wouldn't be gold, it wouldn't be real," Donna said.

" There were things draped over chairs, pushed back in a
comer. Clothes and sheets and towels. I couldn't tell if they were
. dirty or not. I lifted a blanket and found a black leather purse
under it. "Look what she foundl" Albert said. But the purse was
empty. It was very old, the catch was broken, it was empty
except for a few hairpins and a rolled-up handkerchief.

"Look here," Donna said.
She was .squatting by the bed, had found a cardboard box

undfll' it. When she dragged it out, Albert said: "Be carefull"
because she almost ripped the sides. There were all sorts of

r

. .§A., J > • ."',_

papers in the box-letters Still iri eovelopes-a b90k ••••. __
have bees a'Bible. with red-edged pages-buttheyw_~'
to touch it, because of all the d~D top. She woulttll:qDw .
someone had been in her house.c- ~' .':

"It's just some written stuff," Albert said. '
"There might be money ... }'
"Yeah, but...... ,
"You think she's got it hidden here, in here? Underneatbthis -

stuff?"
"Let me look."
His hands were trembling. We all started to giggle.,
It was too nervous for me, I couldn't watch him, 1went to-the

window and peeked out-and it was a surprise, to •• me
Muellers' lane from here, from the inside of the" ~ . 1'
wondered if the old woman stood here sometimes, peekbJg
around the shade, when people drove up the lane or wbeB1IiiC1s
played out there. The lane looked so empty-someone:CduId
come at any time. . ,': .

They were still looking through the box. They, had 'fOUIid
some old pictures, in frames, but didn't bother with t:he:iIl;.. ,....
one's sort of cute," Donna said indifferegtly. Bl'OWIHioted,
stiffly posed, a young couple with a baby-s-tbe man ~
behind the woman, who sat on a straight-back cBair, in ••..••
holding an infant thickly wrapped in a long flowing WId•••••••
The man and the woman were young, very young, bUrlbe
picture itself looked so old-their clothes wer&""'ltoold-
fashioned-and it was strange, the stiffness of.the ~ •. ,
dining-room chair out in a.garden, the baby nearly *:iI1'.
blanket. I didn't want to look at it. 1was very nervous; l~fO
giggle, though nothing was funny; 1knew somethingbad~
happen. Albert told me to shut up. His face was pale, ~ dwitld.
red-blond hair looked too bright. The way his mouth~.
lips twitching while the teeth stayed clenched, was s~l
had never seen before. " '.i.

"Go look through that bureau, get busy. We haven't_ill .
day." . " >, it:

I giggled. Then I stopped giggling. "I want to gollo.i~t
whispered. "~ : ',,;,

"You heard me, get busy." -""'i'
"I want to go home.: .. fm going home .. ,.... ..";
"You wait for usl" Donna said sb!ul>1y. ; " ';;\'
Her voice was louder than Albert's, so loud it f'rtghtene4"'~

a
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U&1 Night-Skte

.',' I weot.to the bureau. It';as a big piece of furniture, made of
,dark wood, not bright and polished like some of our furniture at
~ On top was a soiled white cloth and the hairbrush and
mirror and a few loose hairpins. They were the same kind my
fP'andmother wore, made of thin wire, U-shaped, not the kind of
pUIs my- mother and sisters used. The bureau had carved

. ckawers, but the designs were grimy-you couldn't tell what
they were meant to be-and one of the cut-glass knobs was
JDissipg I could see that the top drawer was filled with women's
tbiDgs. like my grandmother's underwear. I didn't want to look

_.~ it. I was afraid to look through it. So I eased the drawer-4 and Donna and Albert didn't notice. In the next drawer
~ere linens. Pillowcases, They had yellowed, but the em-
broidered flowers and leaves on them were still white, smooth
lib satin or silk. I ran my thumb over them-it was strange to feel
t.owsmooth and clean they were.

.A drop of water fell on the top pillowcase-it must have been
_eat from my forehead. I wasn't crying.
. I elosed that drawer because there was nothing in it. 1 didn't

IIeed to look. The bottom drawer was jammed with woollens, I
OOllldn't tell if they were large things like afghans or quilts, or
sbawlsor sweaters. They were mostly dull colors-brown, olive
peeQ, black. It was a shame, how the moths had gotten them. I
J)Oked around in, the bottom of the drawer and felt something
tiard; It was a book-a religious book-in a foreign language. It
-.mst have been in German. There were tiny gold crosses on the
OlIVer;the pages were very thin, almost transparent; in front there
Qa picture ofChrUt with a halo around his head and his heart

. flaming on the outside of his body. In back- In back there was
~ney, slipped in sideways.

: The bills were new, not like the dollar bills 1 was used to
-seeing, all wrinkled and dirty. These were stiff, they smelled
'o;w, though the other things in the drawer smelled so musty. I
ow the numbers on the bills and my eyesight seemed to come
cd go, I blinked to get the sweat out of my eyes, 1 started to
giggle and then stopped. I looked up, but there was nothing to

, 18eo ..The shade was drawn. Around the edges of the shade the
Slmlight was very bright, but I couldn't see out the window.

"Whafs this?" Albert was saying to Donna. "Can you read
this?" -

"... goddam junk."
"Wbatkind of stamps are these? A picture of a boat .... "

I couldn't make my ey~ stay right ..WbetHlooketfJi,.j[ •••..
, bert and Donna, they were wavy, wobbly; they~

e anyone I knew. They were squatting over the bmt.()&WiliI8
, , ough the things, panting, acting as if they were angry:~
,~.omething. They seemed to shift in and out of fQCUS.... I felt~ .
1ltrange, the way I sometimes felt when Iwas alone, hiding,.awir.y
< from everyone else. I could see them, but they couldn't _~
'_Ev~n when Donna. glanced up to look at me, I felt that ~'_
. You done lookmg through that drawer ... ? Didn't yOllfibd

,. anything either?" ,>-
: 1 told her no. I closed the drawer, I told her DO.

1 "Damn stupid waste of time, look, my hands are all CIitty •.I_
1" told you Mrs. Mueller wouldn't have anything...... '., ,
j', "You did not: it was your idea." . .' . .
'~. "It wasn't! I said right away-what if we got caught? WMt .•
:q she came home?":
, "You wan.ted to look around, you're always nOS)\ Probabl)-
,i stole something when nobody was looking .... " --'
~ "I did notl ... Didn't want any of her old junk." . . .:, ..':.
H, They were still excited. Their voices were low and sharparthe.

same time; they didn't pay any attention to me. . .
. "It's just as well .... " Donna said.' ~ .r; .'

"She might have walked in the door and had a,p 01'-
IOmething, she might have killed us. She's crazy. She co8Jd.
anything .... It was your idea first of all." / ~ s , ,.
; "I hope she doesn't figure out that somebody was in tbere;She- .'

~ght call the police and there'd be hell to pay and: ... ltteeJly •.
funk in there, didn't it?" .-

They giggled nervously.
They looked at me.
"... not going to tell, are you?"
I shook my head no. .'_
"She won't tell," Donna said. "She isn't a tattle-tale," '-..:
"She hadn't better tell," Albert said. ' ,{ .
"Oh leave her alone!. .. You aren't going to -tell, are' ..~;'
yway, nothing happened. We didn't find anything anct.... '/
thing to tell." ", \"._~

, They. started running throug~ the marsh. I let them run lJW!;Y,j:' "'_
bd:tind? my face was burnmg and my eyes Wf!l'e ~: •••. " .-

g,., as if I had been awake for a long time.1wasv. ~? '
n!lcnowwhy:lwastired,Iwutedtocrawlonmy .. '.j-:-

. '..~ ,:~~~::..:~
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Night-Side

lap, I wanted to sleep or cry or .... I didn't know what I wanted or
Why I felt so happy.

They were by the creek bank now and their voices were too
~t'for me to hear. Suddenly I didn't care about them, I wasn't
afraid of them, nothing would happen to me, nothing bad: their
~~ were so faint now that r hardly knew whose voices they
were.

.i: I

Daisy

Daisy,
Daisy,

Give us your answer, sweet!
We're half-crazy
Wondering what you'll eat....

Purse-lipped, she would not speak to the young ~.~
pointed at the items on th.e men'!, one two tbr~. And tO~~
Tea, coffee-? No. Nothing. Milk? No. Notbmg.. ",: .',

"The June bugs have arrived, not quite on schedule,"'~l.f
announced. "It's July. Shall we send them back, Dais)'r" ';':'f

She laughed. She snickered. . .::;..
"Those bugs aren't going to listen to you," she said. " ;;j'~'
Defiant. But shivering. She was frightened of certain""'!- ..

and so it was best to speak openly of them, to jest. to~.
Where laughter prevailed, he thought, there shall terrQtqfla.:
and die. .• ." ;~ '.:

"Ah but maybe they will," he said lightly. "I know tbelr .)i.~~,r.
name:;Phyllophaga. PhYlloflyofleeophago~gaga!-~~~;'
curse. . . . ... ,

She laughed in delight. She was his.'girl, his swee·tlHiart,.• ..~.... '. "." .
his nuisance, his little one, his angel,·hiswantoD. his ":~
dabble, his kitten, his flibbertigibbet of old. And' a ISdiii.: '.-

. - .-- - _:>. A.r",.-,,~,:' ,{'l;t/.~-.
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~H Night-Side

sDIall partlof.the riddle that she was a genius.
'-'Whendtey walked out along the sprinkled graveled path,

~eeathe banks of flowers, it was noted by all how attentive
hie_ to her, how courtly; and wouldn't she try your patience,
thitone? When. they walked above the sea cliff, fast-paced,
"'minding the strident northeast wind, it was noted how
friquently he glanced at her in amazement, as if she uttered
rtiplarkable things and then turned defiantly and mischievously
away. Her dark eyes gleamed. Glowed. Glittered. She was a
JkJbgoblin, a fairy. At the age of four she had been the loveliest of
~fairies in a production of Midsummer Night's Dream, staged
~ friends of her father's in Majorca, summer friends, a summer
f.ta.sy, the raising of funds for a cause now forgotten. She
~ed with her weight thrust forward, on the balls of her feet, as
Jf'.tady to run or even to fly-to spring in the air. Once out of the
• of the hotel, she often ran. And circled back to him. And ran
ab6ad '8gllin, teasing for him to join her. "Old scarecrow! Old bag
oE ,bones I You're just pretending you can't run because you're-."'." own that I am lazy, bone-aching lazy," he sighed.
. :Often he fumbled in his pocket for the small black notebook

he- carried everywhere. And paused to record, in his tiny
Dea(-microscopic hand, certain treasures that skittered into his
Qlind.ltmight be a word of Daisy's or a phrase evoked by her or
a sUdden explosive memory that came from nowhere, though
pmbably he could trace it~as he often did when he was in that
IIlQod-back to Daisy. He wrote in abbreviations, almost in
code. Perhaps he did write in code. He was fairly certain that no
one could break that code, for it changed from day to day and'.
loJIletUnes even from hour to hour. Music, it was, the act of
memory and of recording memory a kind of music, enigmatic
• fluid. .'

,~Father, what did I say?" Daisy sometimes asked. She would
.,.. at him with her head held back, eyes half closed, so that she .
'ClOaldlookat him across her cheekbones. She was haughty. But a
•• anxious. Lovely girl with dark, dark eyes and windblown
•• hair, a thick brush of hair, she feared the spiders might.
liQDMdayseize for a home if she wasn't vigilant. "What did I say?'
It~assomethingthatsurprised you, wasn't it, something you will :
put .••: apoem, wasn't it, something you'll boast about whe
pqtecome to ~t you, wasn't it? And you'll tell them abou
~. wOn't you?" .

I;
t! i
1j It made him uncomfortablewhenauyonewatchedldmirlk
i:! Even she. fIe would close the little notebook and slip it ••.•
: his pocket as negligently as if it were a crumpled~",

"I always tell them about you," he said. " , ',' ~
. He carried an umbrella. Never bothered to opell...,it-bad:iIl

ever been unsnapped? Used it as a cane sometimes. i'U*~
path, the wind, the frequent euphoria of these walks, _ die'
nearly as frequent jumps of his heart when he sensedcllDger.:

:

... ,i,'. exhausting. But a cane would have embarrassedthem.bOtb.: .. ,:

. His little girl did not mind if they were caught in the iatIt."

.. would sometimes raise her anus, sometimes hold her face.up'"
! her tongue faront, to receive the raindrops. Like a co~
'i!' he realized. And his eyes misted over with love. . ..' . ,

. "I always tell them about you," he murmured.. . "
. ~ Tall and scarecrow-thin, he was; but did not mind.· Df4~'

t . pay much attention to his appearance. Which wasiroDic, •••••
:; had noted, since he paid such scrupulous attention'.' •••
; appearance of others and of things ... to a universe oI,~

,,' beautiful clamorous inexhaustible detail. He was in JoVe •••..
~; surfaces, he claimed. Meaning by surfaces everything~ •..
:', layer upon layer upon layer. But his own physical ex.iIteId elM- .
, not interest him. It was a means, a medium. A vehicle. At~.,
[, burden: because he could not trqst it. Suddenly '**" •.
.,:bone-weary he believed himself on the brink of utter ~ •.

.i ::: he would laugh nervously and berate himself for beillgJiily... .~
':; "out of condition." No, the physical beingwasuntruStwQrfJlr,.;,'
f;i inferior Siamese twin stuck to the soul, a cloWnish Dop~ .
'.!. one could not-unfortunately-do without. He clodlllil(••• ·
, creature in matching trousers and vests and coats, heJliod ,aa<
I! bunion-prone feet in custom-made shoes that soon ,heMme-

:U muddy and scuffed, he jammed a shapeless hat upon .~ ..
ti and sometimes added fey decorative touches: an asCot • e(

flamboyant purple, a marigold in'his buttonhole, one ~t\JCJ,.
, .even three of his famous big rings. For the past several,... •• " :

had worn a copper bracelet to ward off the evil spirits tbd ••••• ', :":
heumatism, and it gave to his bony wrist a certaid dash ••••••• ' , .:
. 00. - -··2~,-<~·,t >',

Daisy dressed carefully. Not quite with Ityle but ·witJl ~, "
.aborate care. It had begun as a game between them, Ytlua--. .

t she would have to ask her father permissiou fot ~':;' ,~
gs,and have to stand inspection by Jum before ~::

, dulJly it had become a ritual andthouRh Bonham di4"~f; .
j; '.
t:
i
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WIat1hegfrl wore, so lOng as it was decent and appropriate to the
•••• ;l1e'was unable to eXtricate himself from the ritual without
a:t*tiug her. He bad tried, he had tried. God knows. He knew.'
But' 'once imprinted in Daisy's imagination, the clothing-
iiIIIpection'ritual, like a number of other rituals, had become a
~ent feature of their life together.
'~,"1)0,I look all right, Father?" she would ask anxiously. "Are

_ ~ right? They aren't too daring, are they? You won't be
~ of me, will you? Is theblouse too big? Are the trousers
1NiaY? Will people laugh? Will you laugh?"

,"If you don't laugh at me, I vow not to laugh at you," he said
aravely. '

,And they smiled happily at each other, in perfect understand-
ing.

For their hikes out along the sea cliff Daisy wore sports
~ attractive outfits that were nevertheless sturdy, so that
sIie Would' not be hurt by briars or thoms, or if she happened to
~lhe path. Bonham liked her dusky-rose slacks, though they
wcsre rather loose on her, and the caftanlike beige top she usually
wore with them; he did 'not at all like a certain pair of trousers that
~lac1( and shiny with age and comically baggy, which Daisy
wOUld have worn most of the time if he hadn't expressed
dIlIapproval. On her feet were tennis shoes, once white but now
dark With age. They were the most practical shoes for these
walks because, from time to time, Daisy felt the compulsion to
..amble down the bank to the water and wade out in it. Like
Bcm.bam she wore' a hat, but her hat, unlike his, was
Wide-brimmed and tied beneath the chin, a pretty maidenish sun
hat to protect her delicate complexion: she had two, one of a
gazehke white with a bright yellow ribbon band, and the other
of:new, greenish straw with a white band. When she ran, the hat
w~slip off and bounce behind her head, secured by the tie
U'OlUldher neck. One morning Bonham, watching her, had the
iDvohmtary and really quite silly vision of a girl running with part
ofher head..fallen back, into two pieces. He had not liked the idea
bf&t,dutifully, religiously, had noted it in his little book. It had
ENeotually found its way into one of his poems.
'~' Father and daughter both favored rings. All her rings were
lifts from him, and she wore them in rotation, except for the
antique riDg on her left hand that had belonged to his mother. It
•• not so precious as it looked-in fact; Bonham had pawned it '
iafJ.D8of the squalid epochs of his earlier life, quite astonished at, ,

,"

-.'. :.,"'

", . /--- .'j how little money he had been able to get for it-but i~W.~"";-
I beautiful. Small diamonds arranged around an oval aDietti¥st;.-
~ a setting of gold. It washer special ring, her sacred ~~:~~'

never, never be taken off. Not even to be,cleaned. Not~~, "'~,'
moment! No! If he had commanded her to take ~f~:M
supposed she would have done so, but he could not beaflo ,.
his power so arbitrarily and so cruelly; and the gesture woUld
have been futile anyway. !. :. _

"What if a thief comes into my room and takes theri.ngwWle
I'm asleep?" Daisy asked. "What if he slips it off my fiiiaer~

_ "That won't happen, dear. You know it won't happep." .
"But what if it does? There was a burglary in town tbe:otiRtr

day, I read about it, I read about it in the ne)\'Spape(.1'bieYtls Ifke
hotels. Don't they? You know they dol"

" Bonham whistled and shrugged his shoulders languidly. e

Ii "That time in Istanbul thieves got into Unele Eli's room.cd~.·t
I' they? They took something of his, didn't they? So they~_
;; into our ugly old hotel-they could get in anyw~ *
t; whatever they want." .: '.~:.,.,

"Sweet my girl," Bonham said, showing not a quiv •. ,Cii~Jhe
surprise he felt that Daisy should remember an event'~ ,•••..
happened so long ago, and which was nearly fQ~'br, •
everyone concerned, "it just isn't going to happen. I have~
Voila." . '. " >,I! "Do you know it isn't going to happen?" , ';';

il It was a serious question. She squinted at him, her ~
1 childlike with interest. , ,,-.~' ':

"Do I know ... ? Well, dear, am I omnipotent? Am1~'''''
I the author of creation? Not quite. Not quite. Youllgmni.. '"
little marginal humanity, a little leeway to err now and ~.. ,;;

; Daisy, please! Don't look so anxious. You know veryweD~,. ,.f,
can get into your room once you've locked it from ~ ••.r: .

"People do, though," she said. ,', ','
"But they're dreams." ,
She shrugged her shoulders in imitation of him. ~ ;: "
"They're only dreams," he said, still smiling. ; }:'~"
But the anxiety in her eyes was fading, as if she wliiniPJr

forgotten it. That often happened when he distraete4'W.
.when he spoke in his light, bantering; rather musical ~ •.
ireached out to tap her beneath the chin., " ,~\)
::. She whirled and ran. and the straw hat was blown .••••.

ead ,~d fluttered at the nape of her neck. Windt St•• _~~': ,
,"'. '~:.;:-> .;'.'

\. ,"
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wa4-'grayAtlanticl Rocks thistles clouds gulls waist-high we~ds
wltlttinyblge flowers and behind her Father musmg,:stanng,
~,P()()f- Fatherl She-knew his fear. She knew his dread.
l'¥ $.beJnight fall and hurt herself or suddenly feel the need to
Wade':~ ~ surf, and what if the bank was too steep for her to
~ber down? Daisy might be hurt-might be very, very badly
~, .

· ..one terrible night he had wept, had wept. Had wiped at his
.- with bis fingers. Francis Bonham! Bonham himself! He who
qUiv~.edat bad manners, who. could n~t be~r Daisy to sn,iffle in
bis~ot-he had wiped at his nose WIthhis fm~ers: DalSYhad
seElli .and bad wanted to giggle. So funny! Shivering fearful
lJrQken whisky-smelling Father, wordless for once as ~e wept,
~evenooticing-he with his keen cruel eye-the umfonned
·~ exchanging glances, Ah hah, they were thinking, Ah hah.
1Ie .•• ehed above her and wept that she was his life, his soul, his
"'~on.e,.his most precious girl, his only baby, a~d she must
·~ never do this again-never-never-otherwlSe he would
be.:.destroyed and they would take her away and she would be

~ did not giggle. There was nothing funny. She saw the
Otbersapproaching. She saw her father's blue eyes washed pale
with tears, What had happened? Did she remember? No. Yes.
1:'hete.was a movie and people had been screaming. ~ gly, ugly.
Soaleone caught in quicksand, Sucked down. Screaming. In the
mOvie there was screaming and in the theater there was
.~ and Daisy had tried to get away but was fixed to her

, SIIIJat, So there was nothing to do but scream and scream and
scream. . b

'.B\\t maybe she had mixed that with something else. Or ~ay e
she ~ dreamed it. Or painted it. Or one of those nasty children
lWI tOldber aboutit, to confuse her. Only her father knew what
was fJlQl and what was error .
. ' "You won't ever do this again, Daisy? Won't ever run away, r. '. .
~ shook ~r head, mute. Why did he ask her when he
~y knew? He knew what she would do, and what wou~d be
done,to,her. so why did he pretend not to know-why did he
pretend.to be. so frightened?

~.'~e'd love to see you. of course," ~e said. "butat the moment .

"

lve're still not quite settled into aroutine,·The troobJeilt~
you know." ... No. no, slre's nearlY recovered JR)W~SWi''''' -.
.quite a comeback. Back to her draWing again. ~ .•.""'" '.
'lpaintings; though nothing too ambitious. Has to gQaid: •••• '

.i excitement. . , , Yes, like her father; yes. That's right. r~alW8yfi
[1 : said that, since the start, ~ave~'t I?-she's n~ differ~t~.~:
:! -Our temperaments are Identical. H anything. Daisy .iI·.•••
.' •sensitive, possibly more original .... Yes. we'd love to •• yGta,

but maybe Christmas would be the best time. ChristIDaL11at
r'isn't too distant. really. You see. for one thing, Fvehtd SOIiIe,

difficultygettlng back to work. I work. yes, I labor awar~iIa1"
:usual eight hours, but I'm not at all satisfied with theresaht.
Another problem is your girls. Daisy loves·them, of Couiie._.
feels very close to her cousins. but at the same time .·s a
little ... she's a little uneasy in their presence. I think;'''JMIe
jealous. It's quite natural. Her life has been so eccentrle ~
have, been so beautifully, formidably normal; and:=-
conversation, too much stimulation. you know how it' .=.w.::'
and she's back on the pill routine again, which 15 1•••••••• ~·

me .... Yes, we're fine, really. Our move to thishoteIWlli~·. "
idea, in spite of the cost .... The strangest thing. toet,""'~'~~
walk Daisy began speaking of you, of that theft in yofif-"
room in Istanbul. so many years ago-isn't that'odd?~~ .

. have been in connection with your call tonight, , . she triuIlt 1iiI\t ....,
sensed you were going to call. Really. Really! It's more ~""'~.

I coincidence, obviously. With Daisy these odd littIe'~"",
. !tappen constantly. We make light of them, she and I. it'li1telrtb

'skim the surface of such things. otherwise on.,~
lfrightened. ... For instance, she has an astonishing ~; •
seems to be growing sharper. The other evening at diooet.'l!fe
[Couldhear a string quartet in another part of the ho~ ~
!there was a wedding party, and Daisy suddenly began.·t~ ...
thow vividly she could remember the little pieces I bad p~
!the violin for her, when she was in her erib . , ,only ut;~
Ithink of itl . , . in her crib. So long ago. I used to entertatn~ lad
.~er mother, just nonsense tunes, nursery tunes .•. and DOW'~tIfee i:
decades later, my daughter claims she can. remember. "~~4wJ.cl';'
. ere have been even more remarkable things. ~ ~. '.
n lievable things ... ," But he was speaking ~.'Qb .;

. He stood in his shabby dressing gown' bt:!l" .. J

away from his reflection so that he need ~ ':'
I .A1thesametime.hewucOnsclousofhimseJf . C "v;



tb,e.Juirior, the telephone receiver clutched tightly in ,his .~eft
h_HeJorced himself to speak in..a more normal voice. Of
coUi'se I'D make all the arrangements, Eli, and you and Florence
and.the girls will be my guests for Christmas .... No, ple.ase.

, I:>c:>Jt argue. Please. I'm not that seriously in debt, don't beheve
t~, and in any case I'm your elder brother and your h~st
an61 insist, I insist. We'll have a fine Christmas, By then Daisy
shO\Ild be settled down and I should, I fully expect, have my
intenninllbie poem finished and ready for publication.yet ... Yes. Of course I'm telling the truth: Daisy and I are both
in~cellent health."

:"1Ji(iyou dream, Daisy?" .
-~d I dream? He wants to know did I dream .... Yes, I did

but:1 won't tell you," she says smugly.
Armin arm along the corridor. Soft muffling rugs. H~nds that

eDU1Il"ge.from the pale wallpaper, lace at cuffs, holding aloft
t~ that are really electric lights with small salmon-colored
shades. So silly. Silly. The elevator is too dangerous so they take
the'stairs. Seven flights. Daisy's dark bright-gleaming bush of
bail-bas been tied back from her face with a velvet ribbon. She is
Wetty. Her complexion is almost clear again. She is sprightly. Sly,
S_is the Day's Eye. The Night's Eye as.well. She s~eeps,.but her
eyeIare-open all night, stony and merciless. The night air bums
her.eyes. The ceiling is crowded with lights. People appear-
sometimes her mother appears-and instruct her; hour after hour
she~- at them, unable to look away. They show her what to
draw. They-take her hand and guide it through the secret pattems
sO-'$at, in themoming, she can repeat these pat~ems. F~ther
~. appears; that is because he controls everythmg. He IS the
audlor •.He controls the night and he controls the day. Only lesser
beBigs appear at his bidding.. " .
.~ telephone rang last night m your study, DaISY says.

:'Wa it Uncle Eli?" "
-"-'No 'Not at all," Bonham says. "It was no one important .
. "'It ~asn't Uncle Eli?" she asks, squinting at him.
-A young manwho had gotten my number from an editor, an

~ little soul, wantlDg to come up here for an interview-
_'ODe important as I said. No, it wasn't your uncle."
.I;>aisr SlDiles.~ is relieved. Daisy thinks it didn't happen

tba}.time.

•. ~ ~'----:- ·?'l?"El!!',.%'!llIk'NIl!I_l"ll!'"••• ·~-.*'~li'Oll!r;z!l!"'. '"""l'!' .• ""1.u!P."'••..,)"":~._!II#l!I¥ll!ItI1lll4:""@IlI .• _~••:.' "';1-,_
~.- .."

'..,.:

'1

At the age of three Daisy Bonham bad, drawn ant~
detailed picture of hundreds of butterflies •. H•. ilt'$~~
accompanied it, as a caption: The Butterflies lick ~~ .
Buttercups. The words were childlike, but the drawin&~DOt
seemed childlike. The butterflies were not laboriously __ ,.••
a child might draw them, but were mere sketches,tbil(.ud.
insubstantial, as if in motion; they were a cloud narrowat~
and swollen at the other, and there had been so•••••• ·
disturbing about them. When she was finished with the~·
Daisy had no interest in it, not even any pride; she told her..1iiother·
it was Daddy's-s-it belonged to him. . ;...'.- -

She recited his poetry. She made up little. melodiesaod
accompanied herself on the piano; singing his words, F"
and visitors were amazed, charmed. They were eager tQ.~
her, They noted how Francis Bonham stared at _~ -hisr
e~pression rapt, his customary restlessn~ ~e.H~ ..
did he? -loved her. Doted on her. An artiSt-friend
portrait together. A fellow poet, once close toBo~ . -
banished, inexplicably, sought to regain B.Pnh~
writing a dense little lyric about the two of them.
retained her position in his household for years simply·IIMa_.
she was the mother of his daughter and he wasa6siudljr';'lPMi.
sentimentally grateful; had she not chosen to leave, be 'WQQId-:
never have expelled her-it would -have beea impossibk ••.
after their quarrels. Even after their celebrated fights.-,,,,. "

But that lovely little girl! How was it possible, BoD1lalD'_ea
everyone, that he had fathered so exquisite a child?"~c'_:";'

She had a private tutor. He refused to send her to scbool;'~-.
to a private school. What did it matter, the expense? Tbe'~
People came along and helped him out, people were •••• s-

appearing to help him out, magically, as if by an act ofhis.- •••• ·
He might be destitute-the three of them literally b~,-
someone came along, or a grant or an award came throu ••
all was well. Money spent on Daisy did not reaDyUMiJlt,••
Bonham, just as money spent on drinking or. resta~;.
house-guests or books did not really count; he never coetiil •.••
~~lf ex~avagant a~d was always ~ther burt wheD-.'.'~. ". ':

:~:.~~~z~~~~/~ho~~~=fn~":d=~o=.::=.E....•..!?... .'~
,she had written; her mother took her lotheatrical'·' -..j~.r•..d old clothes shops InNew York, ~:- hs:.0DIl ~"l~fj< ..,
J1u ':'iic,~
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Bonham himself accompanied them. What did the expense
~tter? It did not mattet at all.

.At the age of six Daisy put on a puppet show for the children
of Bonham's friends and for children in the apartment building
they .were living fn, having made the puppets herself, a~d the
pUppets' 'costumes, and the small portabl~ stage. She dl? .the
voices'. beautifully, with an almost eerie, adult precision.
Afterward one of Bonham's friends told him that his daughter
wes the most precocious, gifted child he had ever encountered-
and that she would go beyond Bonham himself. He had been
delighted. He had been wonderfully moved. It annoyed him that
the other children could not appreciate her and that she hadn't
aliy Irlends her own age-but that was to be expected, after all.
Other children were so clearly her inferiors. Bonham, as a boy,
,W been very much alone, usually in frail health, and he had had
·fewlriends. It was the burden of a certain sort of genius, the
paiwi that develops early, flooding the child personality with
_ther, more complex, less easily accommodated personality.
But wbere Bonham had been lonely, his daughter did not seem to
belO~ly at all. Throughout her childhood she expressed quite
~hatically her preference for the company ~f adults rather
than childreo; she mocked other children, imitated their voices
and behavior and silly little repetitive routines. She provoked
quarrels even provoked fights. And she never cried, not even if
her IWr'was pulled or her face slapped. She glared at her small
~ flushed and victorious. "I despise you," she sometimes
i'houted: If their parents were friends of the Bonhams, it was
necessary for them to apologize, explaining always that Daisy
was high·strung and sensitive; if the ~h~ldren were insig~ificant,
or' the children of people Bonham disliked, he often winked at
'Daisy and gave her the old Roman sign of approval.
.'Ah the secrets between theml The pantomimes, the parodies,

the b~lesques of fools they knew; the ingenious mimicry of
affectations mannerisms, voices, patterns of speech. Years later,
'When the fkst of Daisy's troubles began, a psychiatrist suggested
lbat he had spent too much time with her. But that struck Bonham
lIS ·preposterous. The children of many of his friends and
acquaintenees had been miserable because their fathers had
~ed them or had moved out of their households
altogether; he, &nham, bad made every effort to be an ~ttentive"
loving. father. He bad been enchanted by her drawings and

,-
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paintings more.than by anything else, for it seemed to IUmtllat.·
these she was not merely talented, but genuinely gifted; hl4itif
been wise of him, as her father, to recognize hergenius •. b.l,
encourage it? His wife had been enthusiastic as weD.,hiIt·.
praise had often seemed forced and unconvincing, and,' ••••
drinking increased, the quarrels between mother and ~
increased, and Daisy was all the more dependent upoa..beir
father. And he had not really spent that much tinie with laer not,
in actual hours. Most of his life was his poetry. Heworked~
in absolute sacred solitude, and no one-not even Daisy-over ..
dared to disturb him. '

"She's like me. She has a temper," he said. ._.
After her mother's death Daisy's tantrums becamelllOle

protracted,' and more physical. She smashed things. She tQre •.
one of her most beautiful paintings-an intricately, ~
forest of leaves and animals' eyes and feathers and wbal ••••. ,
have been human organs-with a scissors in one haad.jad· •..
kitchen knife in the other. She could no·looger w••
clay-the feel of the clay seemed-to enrage her. BonhalaiW
taken his wife's death hard, though they had beensepara&ectfw
years. ~e had had a kind of bre&!<down, in spite ofhisl~
to reI?al~ cO?1pl~tely ca~, and It was thought that his ~
for hISWIfe infuriated DaISY."Him? That idiot?" shewOllW_-
over the telephone if someone called to ask after her fa~. -II••. '
playing games." . ." .

In her fourteenth year she often refused to eat, to bathe, to
undress for bed, to leave the house even on special ~.
Bonham arranged for her to theaters and museums, It w•.••. '
to him that she wasn't sick but merely stiibborn, "I wq(t.,.,
won't," she said, her voiceinflectionless. Even when ~~ .
to speak and lay there unmoving in her rumpled, dirty bed...,.'
and legs rigid, eyes stony-cold, it seemed to Bonham thathet ••.
cried out I won't. . ....>

Stubborn, she was. And capricious. And sly. Pret~tOhJ
in a heavy, unstirring sleep, she would nevertheless be fitW.,tc4
his every movement, and if he left the apartment-,-iE- 1Ie:,.-
friends at a tavern nearby, or simply went out for a"
walk-s-she was waiting for him when he returned, aJI8l'Y;'_
babbling. At such times she often destroyed work of.h:;;:.........•..(jI'•...•.

: ripped her clothing. Hersensesweresokeeo,shecould·,. "
i blUm dial the telephone in his study, though she was roO~" •• H;
,!JlSheaccused him of meeting with her mother. of maJcirc ••••• fOJ.
,Lj '. . .,

Ij,ll'I.. :".1,.,
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go away andleav~ her. She accused him of listening to her
~ghts. She accused him of not loving her.
. Bonham drank, forgot 'to eat, couldn't afford a housek~pe~,
so·tbeapartment grew shabby and filthy. He quar:eled with his
fainily- who oHeredunwanted advice. He emptied a glass of
wine· btto hi$ brother's face and ordered him out-out of the
~t and out of his life. His friends knew enough to stay
away. He had no friends. They were all oppor.tu.msts, all out to
betray him. They were delighted that he ,,:as finished a~ a p.~et;
be could imagine their jubilant eonversations about him. I he
sons of bitches I But he knew they were right, he knew he ~as
finished. For nearly two years he didn't write a single good line.

Instead, his energies went into coaxing Daisy out of b~d,. or
encouraging her to eat, or to take a bath. He com~osed rollicking
little songs and limericks in her honor, some of WhIChr~mam,ed m
his repertoire permanently, sung to Daisy at appropriate times.
She wasn't ill, only stubborn. And .hot-tempered. If he could
make her laugh, she usually gave in, seemed to melt, suddenly
tractable and sweet as a little girl. . .
, 1)e psychiatrists and psychotherapists enra.ged him With
their jargon, their fixed imag~ations, th~ir relatively unexcep-
tioDal· JPindS. It astounded him to reabze that these people
, "'.-Huite ordinary. Some of them were personally charming
8Qtt"cOuidno doubt help troubled people simply by seeming to
bow what they were doing, but Daisy was too sharp for them;
afterward She mimicked them savagely. And t?ere were the
magical therapies seized hopefully and then rejected, one by
one: bio-energetks, the Alexander technique, music .t~er~py,
ligbt~and-color therapy, eurythmy, mass~ge,. desenSltizatl~n,
bypnQSis, a high-protein diet, a low-protem. diet, a v~ge~anan
diet, a diet of fruits and grain, a diet that required the dr~mg of
teD glasses of water daily, Exerc~e~. Regula~ed breathing. A
forin of meditation taught by a disciple of Krtshnamurti. .
...•"she tsn't ill,» Bonham said sullenly. "~o ~o~e ,~an I am Ill.No more than any exceptional human being ISIll.
, She was the only person he trusted. He spoke t? her of the

000ks he wanted to write-read aloud to her ~rom J~urnals an?
notebooks or from old crumbling books he delighted m, for their
sheer irrel~ance to his own life. His first book of poe~s had
celebrated the austere madness of Cotton Mather; It had
contaiDed an ingeniousfive-hundred-line journey t~ Hades,
praised by some critics ~ one of the most remarkable things ever

~~"""'f ."'.,ij""."'!4"'-':""~'~.""-,..G"'_&~.,~.!'II!PJi!"IQIl"'... "'<f'''. """"'N''''''5t~.IIIIIA·, '!I.4J&-,-
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:~written by an Americian. His second book had be.·aftee

improvisation on the theme ofBflCcubt. with a long, gorgeous.
highly allusive passage aboutSaint Anthony·in the d~ His
third book would not write itself-would not emerge. One
evening, reading animatedly to Daisy from an old, ec:ieeDtric
book on Egyptian mythology by Sir Gaston Camille'CharIes
Maspero, he had happened to glance up-saw a euriOas
half-smile on his daughter's face, and a glassy, utterly eob'8M\IlIId
look to her eyes-s-and it struck him, with the ease of a kniE.bJ8de
slipping into his heart, that his subject was there: was Daaay
herself. . ,

.•...;

Many years later she fixes the napkin aboutheriefthMad •.tsif
it were a skirt, and walks two fingers comically acrosS the table
toward him. .. ,

"Silly," he murmurs. .,
"How small it's alII How cruel, you fooll How silly, you.~"
"Daisy, hush." .,. . ....
"You hush. You're the one.";' ".~
Sunday brunch. Leisurely lazy luxurious Sunday. The~

a little crowded but pleasant, sunny, warm. Daisy'seyes~. 'jl

Daisy's tempo is faster than his. He hopes she won't •••• _
walk along the sea-cliff until he feels better. Slight ind~'; .
mild hangover-a headache concentrated in the area al*wJ.~
left eye. He never tells her when he's unwell because it aJai1iiI"
and excites her to a peculiar scoffing amusement .. ~.
mugger!" she will say, shaking her forefinger, as if be'_.·.
naughty deceiving child. . ... -: .", ". "

Day's Eye, his Daisy. His girl. His Princess. H~ Eye of.Nf8ht.
as well. " •.

"Mother was bothering me last night,"she says suC1deIdy.'
"Oh? Yes?" ,
His interest is so quick and unguarded that she natutaDYtUri.s «

aside, smiling smugly. He knows better-should haverepJied ..~.,8 .';
light bantering tone if he really wanted to ~:ltie .«'
subject-but she caught him napping. . of:~,· '~

"You don't want to walk, do you?" she says flatly, acetI'InfIIy. I.~

"You just want to sit here." . '.); ,t~
"It's lovely here, isn't it? You said you liked itoqt'.. ~

terrace. Why don't you sketch something, DaisYP Sitid:1lIi8t;n . '4!
and relax .... Daisy? Why areyou~?That's~~'Y
~ good sweetling. For looks killlot¥tmd lOOe~lool:.ft~ l§

\": ;(

~; :\~.~
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She iswearinfJ-bis mother's dainty ring on her left hand and a
large, ungainly, "good luck" ring of inexpensive garnet on her
right hand. He sees it is too large for her finger-she has put a turn
ot two of adhesive tape through it. Because it is Sunday he is
w:earing the ring of hammered gold that is his own good-luck
cbarm-for certain occasions at least-which he bought one day
JUDY years ago in another seaside town. That day there had
~ to him, almost perfectly arranged, line after line of one of
hils poems; the one about Hermes, Mercurius, he of the prankish
double nature. One of his forms is a lion and, by chance, Bonham
happened upon a ring with a lion's head on it, rather nicely done.
He bought it without hesitation, though he had only enough
DlODeYinhis pockets for a down payment and had to borrow the

. rest. r

"'What did your mother have to say?" he asks lightly.
But she snubs him. She is sketching in the sketchbook,

ft'owniI!g, eempletely absorbed. A droplet of saliva in the comer
of her mouth. She is his girl, his baby, and so it sometimes startles
hint· to see that she is no longer young-no longer girlish. A
woman of thirty-six. Slight coarsening of her features, around the
~ especially. But charming. Charming. Thank God the skin
SUftionS are nearly gone. He wishes she would not frown so, as
il she were in agony, but he knows better than to scold.

Sometimes she draws her dream-visions and they are
elaborate, knotty things, curlicues like thought itself, hopelessly .
marleci Sometimes she draws faces, strangers' faces. Sometimes
shednws stark, mysterious designs. Bonham feels he can almost
tntapret them. But in 'the end he cannot-he merely stares at
them, fee1fug the prick of excitement, of wonder. He knows he is
in the presence of something remarkable, but he does not know
what xis. Must be careful. Very careful. As if in a god's presence,
muSt give no sign of being moved by an emotion.

It occ8sionally happens that Daisy cannot get the drawing
right. This morning she is having trouble. Again and again she
draws a small, fairly simple design, stares at it, then crosses it out
viOlently or turns the page of the Sketchbook. She is becoming
overheated. He wishes she would sketch their surroundings-the .
c1Quds,which she does so beautifully, or the other diners, whom ;
she can render in realistic or in parodistic tones. Sometimes the :l
two· of them playa game. Bonham, who can draw with a fine:
amateur flair, wiD begma caricature, and Daisy will finish it,
Jaaahing. ~tedlY. Over the years they have drawn wicked

\ j

'.
j' . ..<'
1 caricatureg of everyone theY know and Of many ~./~.
I~happen to be in the vicinity. The other day, at this very taw.. "'" ~

1\ . immortalized the pathetic obese women with the ~D ','
:. accent, who often sits as long as they do at breakfast, ~.' .'.~
'; , coffee thick with sugar; they have immortalized DI08t1)f. '.'

. waiters, the hotel manager, the black Wide-hipped wom.... .,
cleans their suite; a few of the more obnoxious children stayida- _'~

1 . the hotel; Bonham's editor and long-suffering chaDlpioq,........ .
Stanton, a man with a horse's face and morose droopy eyes;_ .
Bonham's brother Eli and his smiley gat-toothed wife ~

;, . Eli as a befuddled pelican, his wife as a pig with plump'~
" , and lots of lipstick. Gay as children they have done ~()f

Ii these drawings and saved each one. It chills Bonham, ~
i~..,to see how quickly-almost instantaneously-Daisy ..•••••
r ..whom he is caricaturing; Sometimes he draws no moi'e~
12 : or two lines before she snatches the sketchbook away.-AJidI&e..
l~ never wrong: never, .... .. "~
I "Don't push yourself, Daisy," he says uneasily. So far~~

\ see, she is drawing utterly simple designs, hardly more._
.i and circles. Yet none is quite right. She crosses it out -Iaeitas ..

,.1 again, her lips pressed tight together. At the next table a~,
'1 eying her, a bitch with a crusty made-up face, and "~

A begins to tremble with irritation. "We could go for a walk~

"! yOl~~ ~~~h~~~~~·she mutters half-audibly: Then i>~~~'
shut. Then mutters again, as if the words come unbid •.•••

.! -her, without her consent. "Always. Allggoes. Butterf!l, Jkati.(k '.
:; Fly. Draggingfly. Firefly. Jewelfly. Diamond Eye, Oily's Ey«.
, Ose Eoseye. Eee eee eee. Earth's Eee, June bug. June flood"' ••

mud Bud. Bed. Slug. Sweet." . :'..J .c,j
. Bonham's head trembles on his thin stalk of a 1lflllIk.:'H8
" remembers-remembers- Suddenly he remembers- 8fIW.'
, youn~ man, joyous with love, teasing his bride on a~,~
,mommg because she slept late and he had been UpfM~"

prowling about some long-forgotten street, impatient'.¥"
teasing her with these lines of Herrick's, which he knewby~,.,

,,~~.}f\'r;('-;:~',,~
:_y'.:.:..

Get up, get up for shafMI The blooming ~:·.l/ '
Upon her wings presents the god unahom ...•..".; i' "f;" ..;:

See how Aurora tIwow.lter pm, ,.,;:'~,.~t'
Fresh-quilted flowers th". the •• , ··:f.;t2~I~

.~-.'t/},: / - ,.
- .'_/:_~-~;_i
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Get up, sweet alug-a-bed, and see
The dew bespangling herb and tree!

But of course, Bonham thinks carefully, the memory is only an
acddeoL It has nothing to do with Daisy or with her frantic
drawintJs·

Something terrible had happened once. And he was to blame.
.WitbpUt telling Daisy he had slipped from the apartment-

they had lived in New York at the time-and gone to a
ceIemoDiardinner in his honor. Bonham scorned such awards,
and:certainly scorned the people who presumed to hand them
ouUo their betters; but this particular award carried with it an
extraordinary prize-fifteen thousand dollars. He had not
~to take Daisy with him. So he had gone, had told her he
would be in his study all evening, and since his study was the one
room she never entered, out of a superstitious awe he had done
his, best to evoke, he had presumed he would be safe. But of
coQlltuhe sensed his absence, sensed fraud.

Sbe ran out into the winter street. Coatless, with thin bedroom
slippers on bel- feet, unwashed hair wild about her face. Ran on
the icy pavement. Darted through traffic. Eluded people who
tried to·stop her. Babbling, weeping angrily. His daughter! His
dear Onel She had run and run like a maddened animal and a
patrolman chased her and another joined him and people on the
sid~ stared and smirked and giggled and she tried to hide in
an'aIley, a filthy alley, whimpering, crouched behind garbage
caDIohugging herself and rocking from side to side. It took both
po)Iieemen and another man to subdue her. "I'm going to punish

. ypui" she screamed. "I'm going to slay you alI! You'll seel Give
JDeQnehundredyearsl I'Uslay you-I can't be stopped-I am the
greatest genius of the century-"

.8ooham was forced to commit her to a hospital. They had not
allowed him to take her back home.

"She isn't crazy," he protested. Nevertheless they forced him
to.commit her. In his weakened state he signed a certain paper.
ADd, in the hospitaI. where he could not watch over her, they did
terrible things. .'

..•Pills and injections. Electro-convulsive treatment. Solitary
cooftqement. Torture. By. the time of Bonham's first visit the
powerfUl drugs had dulled her eyes, thickened her speech,
caIIIed her delica~ $kiD to break out in ugly boil-like eruptions.

"

-.

_ ...~.

f course h~ had not known at once what was wrong.cl'lldu4f

I
I. e grew worse: double vision, constant headaches;'''''''

.!,.. hen she reported her symptoms, the staff retaliated 'bY'
;.i 1.1$ubjecting her to a series of brutal tests, including a spinaltaj)

, ! ~which was evidently poorly administered by a young l'elident.
. ': ' For several days she was partly paralyzed. He was going to sue .

I them, was in the process of suing them, the bastards, the ~
i. (ignorant sadistic incompetent bastardsl He would avenge
.'. himself and his daughter, he would punish them if it took every
. : .•penny of his and all his energy. How she had suffered, ~ for
Uwhat crime? Seeing her, he had burst into tears and derna.decl

; ,'~that she be released in his custody at once. No more of tbisf~:.
;:~more, "From this day forward," he had shouted at tfIeu.1,"1f.lL .
i } everyone be free of pain ILetthere be no more agony inflicted.on,:
li:1 human beings by human beings-do you hear? Do you bearPl1l
ij .•nake you hear!"

IIJ:: SO~e had taken her from the hospital in New Yorkca;~to-a
:!lIDall rented frame house in Springfield, Massachusetts.~·
i '0 an absolute anonymity, an obliteration of Bonham.~_1UIf"

Public sense; from there they had moved to the enormo •••• ·: '
bf an acquaintance, who provided them with a handsome~ ..'
.1 ttage and fine, private meals, near Lake Placid, New Y~.-i~ ,'.

om there to Cambridge, Massachusetts, to an apartmeDtsublel'
y an old friend. Under threat of imprisonment and ~
aisy maintained a remarkably alert and responsible'~'
goo with cynicism, and Bonham believed she had never ••• ·'· ,

, .ore lucid in her life-:capable of lengthy, SUStained~. . :.:~' J
. ns, devoted to his work and to her "play," as she called~ ', ;;.

d rarely compulsive or manic. He took her to the seashore.Je' ; ,.>
oak her to a small resort town in northern Massachuselb..·...· .'~;

ceo-fashionable watering place, and there they rentedb)r:tIle '
nth a suite with a balcony in an old, attractive hotel ••
thie pretensions. There they were happy. Are hapPJ.~;' ,
," Bonham says, "is a place for the birth of visions. Thuiv..-",.

. es from the se.a: the Eternal Feminine rising in a man's~..•... '....,;:
. do'Thus the eagle in Esdras rises from the sea, and tbe.~'., .._
Man himself comes up 'from the midst of the sea.' And set"· ':.:

. h.eo atthe edge of the great American contiDent,~'

:~~as failed to reproduce the design.Sh~'Jays ~'_.:.
aq~y on the table; she does ~tbrowit ~1;.,.

. ....
..... '., ~~

.•...
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aDows her father to take the sketchbook from her. In the old days
_would have ripped its pages but now she surrenders it
.~,

.,: !-s he examines the torturous, inconclusive, and seemingly
~equential marks on the paper, his girl mutters, "Nought.
lUeo: Zed~ Zed. Zed." She begins to mimic his voice, fluttering all
tewlfingers in what must be a parody of his paternal concern. "She
·.,.,ill'but mthe'process of discovering the fount of creativity!,s.. "'t sick, she's a'genius! The world isn't yet ready for her!
NotcrtJZf/, our Daisy! Not-"

"Hush," Bonham says. "People are listening. You and I are not
pUblic entertainers."

""Pessencore," says Daisy. " ... My life, Mother says, was
invisible. That's why she clutches at me in the night. She. She
wants to be born again, she says. This time she would escape you,
she says, she would live and live and live and live."

·'Bo¢1am forces himself to continue examining the little
drawings. He does not dare show his daughter the sick
.-pprehension he feels, nor does he dare ask her what she means.
Ii« mother? In the night? The dead come back to suck at the
VitalitYof the living?'Wishing to be born again? But of course it is
llObSeDSe:an ugly dream merely. Very ugly. In life he had easily
wen the struggle between himself and his wife for the rare Daisy,
he had scarcely thought of it as a struggle, his opponent was so
readily flummoxed and dismissed.

-Daisy is singing under her breath in a gross guttural mockery
'of,Bonham: "Not crazy over Daisy, not iUour Jill, not dross our
./IIJto8t, not Daisy our lazy .... Gentlemen I forbid you to touch
fieri Nay, not a hair on her head! Nay, not even a tick on her scalp!
'Shef&n't ill, gentlemen, no more than I am iU.... Oh, I hate herll

. -hate her. She crawls under the covers with me and whispers in
Illy' •. WllDtsto turn me against you. Tear up his little notebook,
"e says. Snatch bisglasses from his face and break them in two,
Bun, out into the street at noon and tell everyone what he has
.doi'Je,l bilte her, I don't want her back, I don't know what to do, I
lIIIi4 twould show you what she wanted," Daisy says, striking the.

, .

:-

DUsy.
j .( •

" ..!t' etchbook,) "andmaYbeSheWOuldletmealone ... but.i!£·' 1.,'t. on't know how to draw it. What shewants.Ltnedbetj; .......••.
J c she says, rolling her eyes comically. "Bad Daisy IHazy Daisyl B .
.' :fat lazy! She said for me to ask you, she said, give me yourhfg big

hand for my tiny one, Daddy, don't shut the door agaiDsfme.
don't leave me ever again. She wants to be born-she hekl Pie in

'. both anus last night-strapped me in so that I couldn't~ay(r..
Crossed my arms in front of me and held them tight,.Sbeis sttoeg.
now, very strong. Stronger than before. 0 very strong! BUt )IOu
are stronger. You are always stronger, Will you1dJ1 •••
again ... ?". ' ,~'

"Hush, Daisy, for God's sake," Bonham mutters. . '~""\
"We are not public entertainers. But are you? Are you?" .
"Leave the table. I forbid you to speak to me in this fasbioQ••.•__
She throws her napkin down with a snort ofangry~r 'and rises from her chair, unsprung, all arms and legs,lpfdeq.

I, energized and frantic and gleeful. Boldly she strides acro'Uk' .
. .terraee, blind, glowing, her countenance so terrible tMttM .

;staring multitudes are forced to look aside. Bonham sits,~.
;; :his ringed hand to his face, watching to.see which dir~'Jii\,
1,- daughter will take: . ,', .

.211'

,.~;

LEFT to the hotel and the cloistered 'safety of the nxmi:'
mGHT to the path high above the tumultuous sea. 'i

'I'· ,'ti .j . " ,'_,-> ~~;r: Left. Right. Left? To the path, to the sea, to deathi' ~_
11 !commands, his eyes shut tightly and every atom of ~~
iiireaching out to her, Daisy, I order you to tum left, I ord«'~'.
"1 tum left, go up to your room and go to bed and sleep and ~:
1\ of this no more of this no more of this ever. ' • .
:1 j He opens his eyes to see his gangling galloping cIa:ughter __ .

abruptly to the left, nearly colliding with one of the waR:ers.;'
She will be safe. Is safe. ...\ c
She will sleep, and forget. And awake. And all will ~,.,j-

was. .: ,;~.}..
Bonham gives the impression of relaxing. He f$ bEifa.

watched, he is acutely conscious of being watched, aJJd ,.sed.,
turns the pages of the sketchbook slowly and languidly.I;Ii"-
not satisfy the gawking fools of the world by showing the.~ .' -,:t
~e fte1s, or by wetting a napkin and pressing it •.•••• '*' ,~'..
'. re..bead to ~ase the alarming pain. Not at alL N.ot he.~=;.",':
. c+ffeewlthouthurryjng, he sfans the check with hit '. ".. .: t . ,..

i~.
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ftounsh, rises from the table with an ironic little smile. "What do
:Yea know of ~?" he seems to say. "You know nothing. 'Like as
ttaou canst neither seek out nor know the things that are in the
'deep of th~" sea, even so can no man on earth see my
dllughter. '...

. Later that afternoon they are strolling along the sea cliff and
'8GDham scribbles in his tiny notebook, held up close to his eyes,

•• Daisy pauses to gather buttercups in great clumsy charming
bunches and allis well is well.

-+. .••- .'
, ,
..••• v·

'-

The Murder

A gunshot.
The crowd scrambles to its feet, turmoil at the fr()ntof;~

room, a man lies dying. . '
The smell of gunpowder is everywhere.

It has not happened. He stands there, alive, IMug.Hfs
· shoulders loom up thick and square: the cut of his dark Sditjs
jaunty. He is perfect. He shuffles a stack of papers and.'
forward confidently against the podium. Those hands~ biC;iiI'

· lobster claws. He adjusts the microphone, bending it up to~ ,
.He is six and a half feet tall, my father, much taller tlumt6e~·
· who has just introduced him, and this gesture-abrupt aptl _lktJi;i.:
. comic-calls our attention to the fact. .."

Mr. Chairman, I want to point out no le88' thiIri'Jj.fiS.
· irregularities in this morning's session. " ., i,.'
· That voice. It is in my head. I am leaningforward,anxi~tlOf .~

to miss anything. What color is his suit exactly? I don't kndw~.~,~:':;
I not in Washington with him; I am watching this on televfifon~Jt" •
:imijortant that I know the color of his suit, of hiso~"
'the distance, That voice I It is enough to paralyze me,~" .. ~
safbereathome.' .,.::.'~' ....••~
',iB er;identthat the Sawyer report WaBflot taken~;.·~:
th :. mmittee ... we wish to qu~ .the .~teg...,:~:~(

I -'13 . ":..,! .•.•. ;~.'"
6 " fr'::~·
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pt'e)Ceemngs. '••• A ripple of. applause. His voice continues,
gafqing strength. Nothing has really begun yet-the men are
jookeying for position, preparing themselves with stacks of
papers. words, definitions. It has the air of a play in rehearsal, not
y.et ready to be viewed by the public, the dialogue only partly
memorized, the actors fumbling to get hold of the story, the plot.
. -Look at him standing there. He speaks without hesitation, as if
bistole is written and he possesses it utterly. So sizable a man, my
fatlJerf __the very soles of his shoes are enough to stamp out
ordinary people. His voice is aristocratic. His voice is savage.
Listen to tl}at voice.l request a definition of your curious phrase
"creepmg internationalism of American institutions"-

Laughter. The camera shifts to show the audience in the
gijlery, a crowd of faces. I am one of those faces.

••.•.f1WSt respectfully request a definition of "bleeding-heart
~"-

Scattered laughter, the laughter of individuals. It is mocking,
dangerous. The distinguished men of the committee sit gravely,
uumilling, and their counterparts in the audience are silent. Who
ue,thepeople, like my father, who dare to laugh? They are
d8Dgert)Us men.

He was almost shot, some months ago. The man was
apprehepded at once. He had wanted to kill my father, to warn
my fatlwlr..But the shot had gone wild; the future was untouched,

His voice continues. The session continues, When the camera
SCl8DS the audience I lean forward, here in Milwaukee. I need to
588.- to,see. Is his 'murderer there in the audience?
My father is a man who will be murdered.

I There are reasons for his murder. Look. Look at my mother:
she is striding towards this room, her face flushed and grim. She
is Jeekjngme out. Her hair isin crazy tufts, uncombed, gray hair
with streaks of red.

She jerks the door open. "What the hell?" she cries. "Are you
StiD watching that?"
"'Shestands in the doorway of my room and will not enter. It is

ODe of her eccentricities-not to enter my room.
·· ••Have you been watching that all day?" she says.
"If~it'sa very important hearing-"
-rum it off! You need to go out and get some air."
I get to toy feet. ,
My fingers on the knob-:-my head bowed- I stand above my

fadler. Hefs a handsome man, but he cannot help me. He is a very

r"I
I·

1.• .1 seq;
.'

handsome man, People stare after him. Iu tbe-street;~."'"
lobby, anywhere people stare. ' .':;

He was born to be stared at by women. ' .

I am prepared to take my place in this story.;
I am twenty-three and I have a life somewhere abeadQfme,l.

believe. As I brush my long black halt I think about this lffeahMd
of me, waiting. You see my fresh, unlined face, ,these two
enormous strands of black hair, the white part in theceatero'rqy r
skull, the eyes. Dark eyes, like his. You see the pa,le••.••.•• plaip
face, the ears pierced with tiny golden dots, almost in~-YClII1
are dismayed as I walk across the room because my shouJdersare .
slumped as if in weariness. I am round-shouldered, lmd.lbaw
grown to an unwomanly height. Deep inside me is a SWrit-~is
also round-shouldered. Smaller women dart ahead ot -. _
through doors or into waiting arms. I lumber alon~ •
smile on my face, perspiring inside my dark, plain~,l_ .t
weighed down by something sinister that gathers in ow-taee.,a .
kind of glower, a knowledge perhaps.,.,,,.,~>

I wake suddenly, as always. I sit up in bed. I rememberfte
hearings and wonder if anything has happened to him o~
There are no sessions scheduled for today. I dress slowlY,ad
brush my hair. I am preparingmyselfforanything,andit..,.rbe.'"
to review the clippings on my bureau-articles on bim or.'" hb:Q"
some with photographs. . ,,'

He has moved away permanently. '.!

Always, he has traveled. I remember him carrying. smite ~ ..
suitcase, backing away, saying good-by. His hearty, bajipy
good-bys I I would follow him on the globe in hisokhtudy,.-o
many times, pressing my forefinger against the -Shapeqf the
country. There, there he was. Precisely there. , '-'", ..' "

He is going to visit. I know this. He is nearby. This moiaiDlbe
is nearby. ." , _

My mother: nearly as tall as I, in slacks and an old ~
old bedroom slippers, a cigarette in her mouth. She ....-
perpetually, squinting against the smoke irritably; rigIat~
is arguing on the telephone, one of her sisters. They''':,bGda
going on a trip around the world, leaving in Aug'Ost.She>~t '"
really want me to join her, but she keeps after me, os ••••

i' trying to make me give in. Her sturc;lylegs are toomu.,.•. · ,i
ber thick thighs, her robust face, her podcetboeJcs and..... ~.
fhoes. She is on the telephone in the ki~n. h~~,. \

!:.1, .-[:;



baftlng1with sudden laughter, one side of her face squinting'
violently against the smoke.
·The.house: three floors, too large for my mother and me. You

~ drift through the downstairs and never find anything to sit
oo."'A. statue from Ceylon-a ram with sharp, cruel horns-
caJl.vases on, the walls, like exclamations. A crystal chandelier
bMIs from the ceiling, large and dangerous. Over the parquet
fie« there is an immense Oriental rug, rich as a universe. On the
maatel there are more statues, smaller ones, figures of human
~ and sacred animals, and a large ornamental dagger in its
fufdleada, everything filmed over lightly with dust. Everything
is ,pUshed,together: there is hardly room to walk through it. We
live to the back rooms. My mother strides out occasionally to add
another table or lamp to the debris, her cigarette smartly in her
mouth, the shrewd cold eye of a collector taking in everything,
adding it up, dismissing it. We enter the house through the back
door. .

The street: a city street, town houses and apartment buildings
and enormous old homes. 01.1 a weekday morning like today you
~ to see a face high at one of the windows of these homes, an
at* window' maybe. You expect to hear a faint scream. We
w¥eb television along this street and read the newspapers,
stlilriDgat the pictures of men in public life.
. The 1Vater:Lake Michigan frosted and pointed at the shore, a

loOk of polar calm, absolute cold, absolute zero, It is zero here. I
Cimhear the waves beneath the ice. I can hear the waves at the
back of my head, always. We who live on the edge of the lake
never leave the lake: we carry it around with us in our heads. My
father lived in this house for fifteen years, and so he must carry
the sound of the waves in his head too.
f was conceived, of course, to the rhythm of Lake Michigan.

Ite is approaching this house, driving a large car. He eyes the
house from a block away, respectful of the enemy. He brakes the
carsuddeoly, because he sees a tall figure appear, coming around
the-8ide of the house, her shoulders hunched against the wind.
She walks with the hard stride of a soldier getting from one point
to .other, wanting only to get from one point to another.
.A car slows at the curb, and I stare at it, amazed. At such times

I,Qray be pretty. But the glower returns, the doubt.
t:'Audteyl Don't bea1amled, just get in . ,. can you talk with me

for a few minutes?" , '
We stwe at each other-. His face is melancholy for a moment,

r',', -"'--~--',"""~.....-:~"'!~••.•a:;II'Jl!p;;e•. I:!',!'!!}"', ,,,,,,.:-,,,:-,-~'!'II}',,",,,,,""- ·!I!I"III!IIWI!II,'~!lJIX•• 4"'411111,lIIIJ1·i" .-, -
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as if my flat stare bas disappointed bim:But then~ ~i -~
smiles and Says, "Please get inl You must be freedQgl'!:~' ;,-l

: "I didn't-vl didn't know you were in tOWD-" , l~;,.-" _~. -..,
! ::~e;' ~:~ ru::;.~!am here. Have you had br~. '.~

"Get in. Or are you afraid your mother is watching?!lt:, _' :~
I cannot believe that he is here, that I am so close to Ittni",:"But ".

what-what do you want?" I hear myself stammering. U"... :~_._
out of the car, impatient with me, and seizes my hands. ~Jdsses_ ~
me, and I recoil from his fierce good humor. -". - ~

"Forget about your unfortunate mother and come take ~.
with me," he says. "Surely you can spare your fa~ tea- ..'~~
minutes?" And he gives me a shake, he grips my elbow • the'
palm of his big hand. There is nothing to do but give in.Wf}~
off, two giant people in a giant automobile. ',.'" .

He says, "And now, my dear, tell me everythingf-w~yOta-,
are doing with your life, what your expectations are, whethei;,.ou
can spare your father a month or so of your company.:-:-",',-'

I begin to talk. My life: what is there to say about*
written him. I imagine him ripping open the envelopes " ". -•.
fatherly smile, scanning the first few lines, and thea~
distracted by a telephone, some person. Inonehandbe~my,
letters. In the other hand he holds theletters·frombisw~
loses these letters. He crumples them and sticks them JIi·blJ
pockets or thrusts them into drawers, but he loses thelO ••..• ·
end,-' - .~

"And Mother is planning-" ~. ~_-
"No, never mind your mother. I am not interested in.m9lbi<l

personalities!" he cries. _ :' ~
, His sideways grin, his face, his thick dark hair. I laugh at his .
words. They are not funny, and yet they win me to JallgbtW.:

"Audrey, I've moved into another dimension. You know .•
You understand me, don't you?" , - ~' '

He squeezes my hand: '...... _,
"I woke up missing you the other day," he says. "'- _" ,'.',,-
I stare at the dashboard of the car, My eyes are dazzled ~- .:'

gauges, the dials. I can think of nothing to say. My body is.,,,' .
and heavy and cunning. .... : ' ',~".L~· .~

"Why are you looking away from me? You won·te~. -" ~
mel" he says. "And, that peculiar little smile-what is~,",;' ~
turns the rearview mirror abovetbe windshield so~r_i*- 'J
myself. . ,,- -. ' ..•.t 'i;

"00 you hate me verymuch?" "" - a-d... ,..': ,; :J
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When I packed to leave that afternoon, my mother stood in
the doorway and said in a level, unalarmed voice: "So you're
going to live the high life with that bastard? So you're going to
Jb.Oveout of here, eh? Please don't plan on coming back, then."

She was amused-and cynical, smoking her cigarettes. I was
~ and closing drawers.
·"1 don't mean ... 1 don't want to hurt you ... " 1 stammered

''"Wbatt~ , .
~y suitcases are packed. 1 am making an end of one part of

my life. In the background, beneath my mother's voice, there is
the,soun~ of water, waves .
.' " "Women are such fools. 1 hate women," my mother says.

. Some time ago a woman came to visit my mother, I was about
fifteen then, and 1had just come home from school; I remember
~ my feet were wet and my hair frizzy and bedraggled, an

'~assment as 1 opened the door. The woman stared at me.
• ~ a long, powdered face, the lips drawn up sharply into a
~ of~~ festivity. Something had g()ne on too long. She had
1)eeD smiling too long. The eyes were bright and beautiful, the
baslresblack, the hair black but pulled sharply back from her
face, ahnost hidden by a dark mink hat. Though it was winter,
she looked warm. Her cheeks were reddened. The lips were
coated with lipstick that had formed a kind of crust. She was
glittering and lovely, and she reached out to take hold of my
wrist;
", "Audrey. You're Audrey ... "

Jier eyelids were pinkened, a dark dim pink. I smelled a
strange fruity odor about her-not perfume, not powder-
~etbing sweet and overdone. Her bare fingers squeezed mine
is"lIikind of spasm.
, .'''rhen my mother hurried downstairs. The two women looked '
at each other gravely, as if recognizing each other, but for several'
st'OOnds they said nothing. They moved forward, both with a
sIQw. almost drugged air: they might have been hurrying to meet,
aDd Onlynow, at the last moment, were they held back. "Am I too
~?" the woman said.

, No. No. Of course not," my mother said.
, 'The woman took off her coat and let it fall across a sofa-the

brQO%e of her dress clashed with the things in the room. This
~an was a surprise a holiday, a treat.

, can't-seem to stop shivering," the woman laughed. .;1

/

1
'j

;1'\
i. j • '. ',',

';~i' That .~vening' my mother drank too much. '~~ tgJIf.iP8,:,
f I,ll,ttterly, Wdmen are such foolsll hate women." .•.~;,.
~I " '
:, We take a private care from the airport to the hoteL,cn,.'·

Washington, and yet my father doesn't telephone to say tbat1le(f
back. "Tomorrow ~tall be~ns again:: he says. "I want us .to~:v+·:.
a few hours alone. But he IS energetic and eager for it to~ ,
and I am eager to be present, to watch him. 1 am scanniDI.a.8. :
crowds.on the sidewalk, for he is in danger, someone coul4lwh .
up to him at any moment. , .

He. is in an excellent mood. He is,bringing me into bis)f«,:
checkmg me into the hotel, into a room next to his· be:--mY
father, taking care of me, solicitous and exaggerated.' Tbe bc;JteI
reminds me of my mother's home-so much ornamentatioa.rup
thick and muffling, furniture with delicate curved lep.~'·· " . ':,

"Well, this is my home. I live here most of ,theye8i ~'liti
declares. ' ~:..

. We have drinks in the lounge. We chat. I ask bini •."Has~
ever tried to shoot you again?" He laughs-of course ~c:
would want, to shoot him? He smiles indulgently,as.ifrv&.-~,'~ :'.
the wrong thing, and he turns to call the waitress over t8.;
Anot~er martini, please. There is joy in the way he ea~,tl¢"_Yl'
he drinks, ", "

It occurs to me that he is a man with many enemies:'
"Why do you look so somber?" he asks me.' ,. ".
"I was worried-I was thinking-".:
"Don't worry over me, please, 1assure you 1don't need itr~

laughs. He pats my hand with a hand that is just like it, '~,
larger. "You sound like a-" and he pauses, his smile tight~.
he tries to think of the right word. He is a man who knowsw~
he knows how to choose the right words, always, but he C8ni0t:
~nklikof the right,~ord now. And so finally he says'~~1 .
- e a woman. ' r, ~".'

',"" ' ',--
Who is watching us? ":~:'<:, '
Some dist~nce away 1 ~ee a woman ... s~e is ~:.

unnaturally still, alone, watchmg us. She stands solidly, her ~iIf, ~,
low-heeled shoes, and she wears a dark coat buttoned'up~, tIl':\
Beck, very trim and spare. I find myself thinking in 'disap~'::;~,
ment, She isn't very pretty. But really, I ClPl'tsee her fa~_OIi<
th~ crowded lobby. I feel dizzy witbher presence. 1woul4:J~.Q:-:.
~mt her out to my father; ,"""""\~;:'-

vt i"
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But be doesn't seem to notice her. He looks everywhere; it is a
~ of his to scan everyone's face, to keep an eye on the
~trance; but his gaze doesn't settle upon that woman:
'-. We get into a taxi and ride off. It is a suspension of myself, this
drifting along in the cab, between the hotel and the chamber

,where the hearings are taking place. From time to time my father
lISksrne something, as if to keep me attached to him. Or he
Sfj'ueezes my hand.

, '.' Photographers move forward to take his picture. They
lDIIDeuver to get my father and to exclude other people. My
father, accustomed to attention, waves genially but does not slow
down. He has somewhere to get to: he is a man who has
'somewhere to be, people waiting for him. I look around the'
sidewalk to see who is watching us here. I expect to see the
woman again, but of course she could not have gotten here SO
quickly. Is his murderer in this crowd, the man who will leap
forward someday and kill my-father? Even my father's face,
b,ehind its bright mask, is a face of fear.
,: He too is looking for his murderer.
" In'thegalleryoneofhisassociatessitswith me. Yourfatherisa

'fDOnderful man, he tells me, The proceedings begin, People talk
,•• great length. There is continual movement, spectators in and
out; attorneys rising to consult with one another, committee
members leaving and returning. I understand nothing will be
decided. I understand that no one is here for a decision.

"Mr. Chairman," my father says, barely bothering to stand, "I
wi$h to disagree .. :'
ilook around the room, and there she is. She is standing at the

very back. She is alone, listening to my father's words, standing
'V8Jy still. She is my secret, this woman II watch her: her attention
never moves from him.

·~She is staring at him. She doesn't notice anyone in the room
'~pt.him. Her eyes are large, fawnish, very bright.

,. "Do you hate me very much?" he must ask them all.

- Over the weekend we go to one party after another. My father
U handsome.and noisy with success. I sit and listen to him talking
about the terrible, unfathomable future of the United States. I
listen-to his friends, their agreement. Everything is accelerated, a

. totallg neW style evolves every four or five years now, it's seized
.;on, mOstered, and discilrded-a continual revolution, he says.
~e eonversations are important, they determine the conditi~
01 the world. - ,i

"But do rou think things arereany so badP" I ask O1Yr~
hen we are alone. ! _ ;,' -i,

j "Have you been listening to aU that?" be teases. ." --",": ,
! i I am dragged into taxis, out of taxis. The ceilings of ~~ •

\1 eorridors are very high. The menu for room service lists aliiq'of
.! potato chips for one dollar. Always there is the soundOf.a
" machine whirring, a mechanism to clear·the air. Wemeet~t:1le,
:.. coffee shop, and eventually we go out to the street, to geUDacab-.

Once I looked over the roof of the car and saw that wom.aa
~ again-I saw her clearly. She was staring at us. Her p~.w.

large, and she carried it under her arm.
"There is someone-" j,

"What?" says my father.
"Someone is-" .
But the taxi driver needs directions, and 1really have~.

fu~ ~ ,
,1 am silent.
Evening: we are shown into a crowded room, a pentbouee

. apartment. The height is apparent; everyone seems eIotlPtea.:
; , dizzy, walking on the tips of their toes. I watch my f~<'
~:.he stands in a circle of people. In this room, awaiting ~ •••• 6tt;
L' • woman, and she will look at him in a certain way.1".IiiEiyd
( approach each other, their eyes locking. His elbows mowtasttie.-'
, ,estures; he bumps into someone and apologizes with •••••••
.: 1 find a place to sit. The evening passes slowly. I ~.iIII:iIII'

. lIone, and people move around me. 1 sit quietly, wai~:
; 'time to time my father checks on me, my hair plaited;'_·
L smooth, my face chaste, innocent.;-'··
'. "Not bored, are you, sweetheart?" he says. ' .. ::>" .

1, Women are placed strategically in this room: one ~_'.
i,' there, one in a comer; one advancing from the left, one aJre!t,dya.:. '
; . his side, leaning against him, her hand on his wrist. the ~ ••.
, : the dainty nostrils. , ,~>
1 I will go to my father and take his arm and teD ~:quJta..- .._
': gently, You are going to die. ." '.-( - ",~.

My face is silent, fixed, my lips frozen into a ldndOf~.,.·'
learned from watching other women. ' , .:'. e:
J No, I will say nothing. I will not tell him. I am silent. ~. J':,
"'ill ?e pr~ise and as near to silence as a gunshot ~ ~:.~{~ .
ear Into hISheart from the comer of a crow..sled J:'OOm(,:/.·1~il'<'

, It is a way of making an end. -, ·~"<;tf.rt~~:
~_.,"~':~'.:;~~;{\~

- '~'Ii{~~
:r~



The (ir~, the very first time, I became aware of my power over
mea; I. was only twelve years old.

1remember distinctly. Because that was the year of the
teDible fire downtown, the old Tate Hotel, where eleven people
Were burned to death and there was such a scandal. The hotel
owner was charged with negligence and there was a trial and a lot
of excitement. Anyway, I was walking downtown with one of
ml: girl friends, Holly Turnbull, and there was a boardwalk or
soinething by the hotel, which was just a ruin, what was left of it,
and. you could smell the smoke, such an ugly smell, and I was
1O()}ting at the burnt building and I said to Holly: "My God do you :
smell that?" Thinking it was burnt flesh. I swear it was. But Holly .
pU1ledmyarm and said, "Peggy, there's somebody watching usl" i

Well, this man was maybe my father's age. He was just,
sbpKling there a few yards away, watching me. He wore a dark
suit, a white shirt, but no tie. His face was wrinkled on one side,
he was squinting at me so hard his left eye was almost closed.
You'd think he was going to smile or say something funny, .
grimacing like that. But no. He just S?ued. Stared and ~tar~ and1

j
'

stared. His lips moved but I couldn t hear what he saId-It was
just.amumble. It wasn't meant for me to hear.

My hair came to my waist. It was light brown, always shiny
aD4 well-brushed. I ha~ nice skin: no blemishes. Big brown eyes.

F""o...-
A pretty mouth. Figure just starting to be whatit is today.~'-
know it, but that man was the first, the very firSt, to look at""
that special ~ay. ' . . 'e:L . ~'tl'

~He scared me, though. He smelled like something bladdib4
scorched and ugly. Holly and I both ran away gigglin&-.,:
didn't look back. "

As I grew older my attractiveness to men increasea...
sometimes I almost wished I was an elderly womanl...,.free~~'
from the eyes and the winks and the whistles and the remarks_'
sometimes even the nudges. But that won't be for a w~ 10 .1·
suppose I must live with it. Sometimes I want to laugh, it seems so
silly. It seems so crazy. I study myself in the mirror from aU
angles and I'm not being modest when I say that, in my opinlola, I.
don't seem that much prettier than many women I know. feU'".·
been in the presence of these women and it always happe:oa,.• ,~,_.
man or a boy comes along he just skims over the"thers~~
he notices me he stares. There must be something about -.. .
aura of some kind, that I don't know about. •

Only a man would know. . . :':".' .', "
I got so exasperated once, I asked: What is it? Why .••. riIU .

bothering me? But it came out more or less huIJ¥>l'OuslY, . '.
Gerry Swanson was the first man who reaDy dediclll":~:

himself to me-didn't just' ogle me or whistle or make'.
remarks-but really fell in love and followed mearouad;-...t7
ignored his friends' teasmg.: He walked by our house and'ltOod
across the street, waiting, just waiting for a glimpse of rrie;"'.
kept meeting me. by accident downtown or outside. thethe.~'.' . '.....
school, no matter if I was with my girl friends and they ~
like crazy at the sight of him. Poor Gerry Swanson. every~:,'
laughed. I blushed so, I couldn't help it. It made me bappyWhe',
Was in love with me, but itfrightenedme too, because hewu'o.t; ..., ',~
of school a few years and seemed a lot older than the blif"iJ\"
knew. (I had a number of boy friends in high school-FdiiII'l'~'''~'
want to limit myself to just one. I was very popular; itm~~: ','
with my schoolwork to some extent, but I didn't ClU'6/"~f;
instance, I was the lead in the Spring Play when F w., <*&~;,>"
sophomore, and I was on the cheerleading squad for ~~~; t .
and I was First Maid-in-Waiting to the Senior Queen, Ir••• ~' :
v~ed Senior Queen because, as my boy friends said, ~~.
'Were jealous of me and deliberately voted ag&inst me, ~::-,.
t s voted for me. I didn't exactly believe them. I tbiItk~. "
·r girls probably voted for me-I b!ld lots of frieodI'-"'w',iJl" . 'c:,.. "
Ii'
:1,::"

Fatal Woman
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~turaDYSome of the boys would have voted for other
~dates. That's only realistic.) When Gerry came along, I was
sixteen. He was wQ1"kingfor his father's construction company
-and I wassurprised be would like a girl still in high school, but he
did;,betelephonedall the time and took me out, on Sundays
tmliDlY,to the matinee downtown, because my father didn't trust
lJiIb;.and he tried to buy me things, and wrote letters, and made
~a fool of himself everybody laughed at him, and I couldn't
help laughing myself. I asked him once what it was: Why did he
love me so/much?

He just swallowed and stared at me and couldn't say a word.
, "As I've grown older this attractiveness has gradually

iDcN8sed, and in recent weeks it has become something of a
nuisance. Maybe I dress provocatively-I don't know. Certainly
l(fon't amble about with my bare midriff showing and my legs
bare up to the buttocks, like many other girls, and I've recently
had JOy hair cut quite short, for the warm weather. I have
Il9ticed, though, that my navy-blue dress seems to attract
atiMltion; possibly it fits my body too tightly. I don't know. I wish
certain.men would just ignore me. For instance, a black man on
the. Street the other day-a black policeman, who should know
bettei-was staring at me from behind' his sunglasses with the
bOldest look you could imagine. It was shocking. It was really
nide.1 gave him a cold look and kept right on walking, but I was
treolbling inside. Later, I wondered if maybe I should have
pretended not to notice. I wondered if he might think I had
snubbed him because of the color of his skin-but that had
DOtbing to do with it, not a thingl I'm not prejudiced in any way
aBdnever have been. ..

At the hospital there are young attendants, college-age boys, .
at the very time of life when they are most susceptible to visual .'~
stD:dU1ation; they can't help noticing me, and staring and staring..
~ I took the elevator on Monday to the tenth floor, where "1
Hirold's room is, one of the attendants hurried to get on with me. ;;
The elevator was empty except for us two. The boy blushed so \I.;. '
hjs faCe went beet-red. I tried to make things casual by remarking ~ /
08 the weather and the pretty petunias out front by the sidewalk, it
bUt-the boy was too nervous and he didn't say a word until thet
~opened on the tenth floor and I stepped out. "You're so
beautiltlll" -he said; But I just stepped out and pretended not to
hw·and walked down the corridor.
'-Eddie telephoned the other evening, Wednesday. He asked'

/

il':!',· FlI••• ·W~·'·
~ f 1; ,

i). _ , ,,"'.,.,n ' a?o~t Harold and I t~ld him ev~g I knew, bt(t~~ ;'
i .: dldntsaygood.by,.heJustkeptchattermgandchatt~~:~~.

he asked suddenly If he could come over to see me~ 'J."JlIil~ .'~.
night. His voice quavered and I was just so shock~l
should have seen it coming over the years. I should 11M _
COOling.I told him it was too late, I was going to bed, bu~
please put my daughter on the phone for aminute? That ••••..
to subdue him. . .>

In church I have noticed our minister watcbiag me; .
sometimes out of the comer of his eye, as he gives hissemtOn.Jfe
is a few years younger than I am, and really should knoW'bettW<I"~'
But I've had this certain effect all my life-when I'msi.ttidl ••••
audience and there are men addressing the group. I first~
it, of course, in junior and senior high school.but itd~~
be so powerful then. Maybe I wasn'tso attractiv.e:tIitb;,~
always the same: the man addressing us 10oksaround6e~·,.",
smiling, talking more or less to everyone, and tbeo··.~.,
happens to touch upon me and his.expression changesatlluptly
and sometimes he even loses the thread of what he is sa~_"
stammers, and has to repeat himself. After thathek~.
helplessly at me and addresses his words only to me, Q$".if •• "'"
of the audience didn't exist. It's the strangest thing .••. lfol'bdCe
pity on him I can somehow "release" him, and allow h1miD-JoiIl( ~.
away and talk to the others; it's hard to explain howl.~ ,:'1::
give a nearly imperceptible nod and a little smile and I~'~"

• i be released, and it works, and the poor man is free. . .," ,;~',;'"
I take pity on men, most of the time. d"~ .'
Sometimes I've been a little daring.: I admit it.,.A;.:l1li8' "

flirtatious. Once at Mirror Lake there' were some young.~,>
men on the beach, and Harold saw them looking at.,· •••. ·
heard one of them whistle, and there was an •••.•••••.•... ,

. scene .... Harold said I encouraged them by the way I~-1": -~
don't know: I just don't know. It seems a woman'.~');
sometimes might be flirtatious by itself, without the ~-'.
herself exactly knowing. ''<.~'

The telephone rang tonight and when I picked up the ~
no one answered. i . -'.; <~. .

"Eddie," I said, "is this Eddie? I know it's you, dear..... -e

shouldn't do this-you know better .•..what if Barbara •••. Oijt, .. /
;;or one of the children? My daughter would be ~ .~.
., l'know her own..husband is making tele.Phone calls like ~.'~.' '."'" '..'
! .know better, dearl" ." ,.,\\;..~~~ ";"

',. <. .
. '.

- ~,'
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He'Ciidn't say a word, but he didn't hang up. I was the one to
brealtthe connection. .

WIlen I turned off the lights downstairs just now, and checked
the ~dows, and checked the doors to make sure they were
locked, I peeked out from behind the living-room shade and I
couldsee someone standing across the street, on the sidewalk. It
was that black policeman! But he wasn't in his uniform. I don't
think he was in his uniform. He's out there righ t now, standing
there. waiting, watching this house. Just like Gerry Swanson used
to. ~

I'm starting to get frightened.
E.~one tells me to be strong, not to break down-about

Har,Jd they mean; about the way the operation turned out. Isn't
it apttY?they say. But be's had a full life, a rich life. You've been
married how long-i-P Happily married. Of course. And your
children, and the grandchildren. "A full, rich life." And they look
at me with that stupid pity, never seeing me, not me, never
understanding anything. What do I have to do with an old man, I
wanHo scream at them. What do I have to do with an old dying
man? .

One of them stood on the sidewalk that day, staring at me. No,
it waS on a boardwalk. The air stank with something heavy and
queer and dark I giggled, I ran away an~ never looked bac~.
Now one of them is outside the house at this very moment. He s
waiting, watching for me. If I move the blind, he will see m:. If I
snaP on the light and raise the blind even a few inches, he will see
me.,What has he to do with that old man in the hospital, what
have 1 to do with that old man ... ? But I can't help being
frightened. . .

F~ thefirst time in my life I wonder-what IS gomg to
hapPen?

I.

«' .. ' 'i_

,
: '" ',"'

The Sacrifice
s :

There was once a man who had guided his life perfec~.Aj,l:..tf.e::._·
age of sixty-one he had been happily married for.~uu;ee.
decades; he had many friends and acquaintances and ~l
associates; and he knew himself to be at thepeak·(i'~. .
intellectual powers, which had always been conside.~~.~.
worked hard, harder than ever. He did not plan to. 8 for
another decade. Ten hours a day in his office, at Jm- ~;.
sometimes twelve hours a day. He worked hard and beio.veclhls
work. .

Dr. Reaume, people said, how remarkable YOf.(~·.~

would we do without you? ' ;. ' ....
He listened politely, but their praise embarrassed Jijin.. He

knew they were not lying-they were not consciously~
him. But it was embarrassing, their gratitude and theiradu~~
there was no possible way for him to reply to it. WheD~ '1'
wrote to him, however, he found it less awkward to ~:Re
could always begin by thanking them for their ~l. . /
generous letters. and then he could adroitly shift a~.~
himself and his own work to something larger-:-tQ ~t £
little-known books in his field or to work being ~ ..by l'
young colleagues, Over the years he had received ~~f . i
letters, most of which he kept in his files witbo?t IookiJig.~...... .
a second time. Dr. RetUme, the stnmger$ cried, Dr~""'l'.f!.

J;



tbey aWd.aggressively, how remarkable a man, you are ... /
But 'be did not look remarkable. He did not strike himself as

rePtarkable; Slight, abnost elfin-no more than five feet three
inChesbill, never more than one hundred and twenty-five pounds
at his heaviest-he had a round, almost babyish face, and now
th!t his hair had turned white and had thinned to feathery,
flutt~ wisps, his skull resembled an eggshell in its delicate
cqJorlng. His arms and legs were thin, almost skinny; almost like a
ddld'li hmbs. But he was not weak; far from it. There was a quick,
alert w'iriness to his body and he was nearly always in excellent
health. From boyhood onward he had played hard and exercised
faithfully, had even taken boxing lessons in college, and lifted
weights; he had trained himself to withstand and even to be
exhilarated by physicalstress-loving the sensation of strain, in
his leg muscles.especially, as if this were a part of the life-contest
~-might have missed otherwise, left to himself and his studies
his predilection for solitude; In his early fifties, after a mild heart
attQck, he had joined an indoor tennis club in Georgetown, and,
thOuSl\ he no longer played tennis as often as he wished, he was
sttIl in-quite good shape-in surprisingly good shape. And his
~ Were still good. He wore glasses, of course, but his vision
~ stppped deteriorating many years before. His eyes, a pale,
.bright, innocent blue behind his rimless lenses, sometimes
g,leamed with sly good humor or irony that others failed to get.
'they took him so seriously, after all ... ! But he was not
remarkable, not to himself. He had always felt perfectly and
exquiSitely ordinary.

, One mild April day, shortly after noon, Dr. Reaume was
stopped on the sidewalk a block or two from his home by a
wt?manhe had never seen before. She seemed to know him,
~ever. She called him by name and clutched at the sleeve of
bis.old tweed jacket, begging him to listen. She wanted only five
minutes of his time.

"Of course- Yes-:- What is it?" he said, startled. He had
thought she must be a former patient. She must be someone he
lafew~someone for whom he was responsible.
. "SolDethingterrible is happening to me," the woman said. "I

have terrible dreams-unbearable dreams-I'm afraid of going
~I don't know what to do, there's nothing wrong with me,
DO.reuon £or-;-no e:ii:planation for- Yesterday I had a dream
whilebvas awake--I wasn't asleep-I had a dream while I was

I: TheS~~·: .'.~'I s •••• ~~, ./

, , _.~
a,wake-a halluci~ation- But ~e'~ bothing Wl'OQg,withrne., "
I ve always been m good healtJ1.:.-in excellent bea:lth..:..~",",~·~';:t

He managed to calm her. He showed none otthea1fMA*lt;, :"?
of course; It was second nature. with him, alter so many y-'t6. ,
absorb into himselfthe agitation of others, to soothe,tbetn'W,iih" , .
respectful but unex~ited attention. ~e s~iled encourap,gIy~JI~.. '. ':
nodded sympathetically. He was mfmitely patient,.m<f\i7.,·.-\
transformed at once into the role of the healer, though in f.a be'
had been ru~ely accosted by a stranger on his way homefrobitbj. ",:. '
G~rma~ dehcatessen where he had bought some rye ~ind" '
sklm-.nllik cheese and garlic pickles for his lunch. And hewait '
appointment at one, a patient coming to see him at·one.W~ ,
was calm, courteous, gazing up at the distraught woman •• :.she .
told him her complicated story, still clutching at his jacket stieVe-, ~

He did not know her. Did not recognize ber ..H~:Y;· ~
colorles~ eyes ~ere.bright with. emotion and the self~irD". " ~,- . ./f
o.f e~otlOn; her voice was rapid, unnaturally low aSif~·.r I ,I
fighting the need to scre~m. Ayoung woman, in her early~' '
Perhaps younger. Her fme pale skin was unevenlyfl~'"
coppery-red hair was disheveled; she had neglected b)'~
bow o~her c~eam-co~ore~ silk blouse and so, thoughh~dJ,w1lS .
of a n7h beige fabnc With suede-covered buttons,~sfY '
~xpensl~e, and her shoes looked custom-made, sPt'~e-:lbe' '~
impression of being slovenly, even intoxicated. But ~.~ 00 '
odor of alcohol about her: Dr. Reaume smelled only a1aio~:'
pleasant scent, as of lily of the valley. ".,; , " .•

"... never anythi~g '~?,ong with me, never Ilny~~ .~
the wom~ was saymg. I ve had some unhappy timeS.of~ ..~
but nothing unusual ... nothing to be alarmed about •.••vvttetf 1 :"":
was married a few years and we moved here and '1 had'a
miscarriage, I was twenty-five then, I had a miscarqage ~.'
very depress~ afterward, for ~ months afterward. ~t~-
pregnant agam.you know, and It was all right, but. ••hUt~~
was depressed, during that time I was just tired and I cDdD'£~· 'j
to leave the apartment and I cried a lot but I never ,haNW ' , ?
dreams or hallucinations, you know, it was never -like~jbyu
never anything that serious. I wenttoa psychiatrisUhen';':'t~ .
a psychoanalyst-my husband tboughtmaYbeISho~· ...' .•'.ltd.,:· I

I did but the psychoanalyst hadn'tmueh to say and I lOt .. : "'bj
myself after a few months, after I got pregnant ~.ti.:. ' ,'.1

never anything very serious. But now .... Yestetday; ~<- ~
last week, these dreams and tbenthiDldngllbouttheoi ' .' :', .,~<

-... ~ , • _'. J. \: •• ~..'.~



a~eand worrying about what they mean and iF 1 ~ill have
anotbcIr one and if I am-going insane ... , You don t thmk 1 am
gOing ~e, Dr. ~eaum~, d.? you?" ..
. "Of course not . he said. Of course not.
'';.••..Awas in out:'bedroom going through one of the closets, j~st
tlae linen closet, I was rearranging the towels ... just rearranging
SQIne thingS in the closet, on the shelves ... and suddenly I had a
.dream. I had a dream that was over in a few seconds, I was fully
i.~~ and my eyes were open and ... and yet I had a dream, a
~came to me, it seemed to push i~sway through m~ vision,
it ",owded out what I had been lookmg at and everythmf? else
fsdedas if it had never existed ... as if the world itself wasn t real
aitd cOuld be pushed aside at any time .... One moment I ~as
Cl\eckjng the towels and sheets and the next moment I was.trymg
to <:artYsomeone, a man or a child, some~ne small and :Vlzened
~,~t,slippery with blood .v. bleeding , , . screamI~g and
sobbbig and clutching at me .... It was hornblel ... horrible. Hew.~~ed, his body was slippery fro~ the blood, his face ,,:as all
Wrinkted;screwed up, he was m ternble pam an~ so afraI~, s?
afiaid..l wanted to comfort him, I wanted to help him ~u t,I didn t
Qpw.bow ..•. It was so horrible, so pathetic, .. 1 didn t k~ow
• .to do ... couldn't even keep him inmy arms, he kept falling,
Clutching at me .... His face was like a baby's, all wrinkled and
~ .aJJddamp. I knew it was my duty to save him but I didn't
bow hoW. I would have to telephone for an ambulance or for
ibe police but there was no telephone, and I could have driven
him to the hospital myself but ... but there was no car. , . I didn't
bow where the car was ... I didn't know where I was. The man
Was ~ so.he was in such pain, he ,was dying, s~riveling, ~ere.-.s blood all over me and I couldn t comfort him, couldn t do
~tbing. and ..•. and ... and that was it. That was it. The dream
edded. It lasted only a few seconds, it wasn't a real dream, I was
Qn- my, feet all the while and fully conscious and aware of
~ .... Dr. Reaume, am I going insane? Does it ,mean I.am.,mg insane?:. Afterward, all night long and this morning,
afterward I felt such sorrow ... disgust with myself ... I can't
~laiP it to anyone, wouldn't dare talk about it to my husband,
~ I}ewould just be upset and would want me to make an
appomtment with our doctor and they would make a fuss, they
:Wouldn't understand, they aren't like you .. , . Afterward I felt s?
.h.iiriJ)le, as jf I had failed at something entrusted to me; I felt as if
SOmeone had really died aDd I was to blame even though there

.. ~. -,,, '~-~
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was nothing i could do ..•. 1must be going ~ • .,~~ I

laughing suddenly. 'There's no o~ explanatimL" c;.,J,:. ";,"
"But would insanity be an expJanation?"Dr. _R~~-'".

The woman was calmer now and be could appeaholii,~ f

his slight,. ironic smile, raisin~ his ey~brows quizzicallY.: fI:8'hacI
her attention; he sensed that It had shifted from herse1l;~",
own subdued hysteria, to him. And so he spoke to her~,'" ',:
courteously, telling her what he knew of "hallucina~ -::.• ~ '.
experience he had had with them-patients of his.wbo~~ "
similar dreams or visions while a~ake, a1waysa~ a.tiDIe i~(.,
lives when unconscious psychic contents were,:lJD ,
powerful, when a crisis of some kind was developing ~ ••
consciousness, was being denied. He spoke to ~ •• \jf"1iO ..- '.
equal. That ,,:as his style, a style he prac!iced, ~~.,;
knowing that It was an error to accept a dISturbed ~. .
estim ation of himself; eveo the emotioDally W1~ .
sassed a margin of rationality, of intelligence. w~, .-~ ~ :
addressed. So he spoke to the woman ~ly, ra~ • . " .
rially. He even mentioned the names of boob she miliht /':
to gain insight into her experience. "By nomeans is"it.• " . _ .
pathological," he said. "In fact, I have graqually Cbme ta~~:tn
my long career, how the pathological is a merecaremm:-:_.teab'· :
to e.xplain away what is mysterious and stubborn~. "!!~.'.f '"
that God is responsible, eh?-God or the Devil'is I' ""
in the old days. It tells us nothing. It explains nothing;,:It., ,'6V '
own honest ignorance and befuddlement mirro~ed ~..., .•
us .. "nothing more." . .-.,..

Her eyes half closed with relief. For a momealther,~~:'
went slack. He saw, with a small thrill of pleasure.IIat'bI:hW
. really comforted her-e-she believed him, she had beeq,~led
by him. She was an excellent patient. He was the healer,'. th.e,
wounded one, bringing her mysterious wound to hiql ~ .••••~ j
magic, alert to every nuance in his voice, every su~ ~ ~ '.,
his facial expression. Though they were strangers, the ~.-."~
ship between them suddenly felt as if it were ~ ..~t1f. {j

Reaume felt he had known the woman for centuries.··7-:._:; .,
-..... -.~.. ~ . ~i

Several w&ks later, when they met again, she was..~.~ ...•...,
to him the circumstances behind her having sought hfDi~~ ..,;'
having recognized him on the street, "You're a f~tIi.~ ~"~.:~
said ~oftly, shyly. "Your books .. ;.YOUl.. Pbotosra.P ••llf.,w.....:~.,;:"':.'~."
ago III the Post ..•. But. I had always kpown about;l,'-~~~ •. ;;:,

i
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smo. I was a yo~g girl, Fve been hearing about you. My
mo.tIrier'smakltm name is.... " And here she told him a name that
~distinctlyfamiliar. Dr. Reaume frowned, trying to recall.
". ~;:herolder sister, my Aunt Rachel, you were ... the two of
you .•. fOl'awhile, wasn't it," she said, blushing, "when you were
bol'bJivingin Boston? My Aunt Rachel," she said. Dr. Reaume
nodded slowly, still frowning. He had crossed his short legs and
hidlandi were clasped atop his knee, a small round knob of a
k~ h&.gave his foot a shake suddenly. A girl ... a wom-
an~.;: someone named Rachel ... and now someone watching
hb:r.lclosely, a stranger, face painted a warm flesh color and eyes
inteI,Ise;feverish, bright .... He nodded slowly, slowly. She said,
a~etically, that her aunt wasn't was no longer ... ~ad died
~ years ago, at feast ten years ago had never married, had
rerPained in Boston and had become one of the leading ... :Tm
sorry-to hear she died," Dr. Reaume said quietly. He could not
ree-lla face: could not, in all honesty, recall anything about the
wt'lQlan. It was obviously a case of exaggeration, one of many, a
~t friend or casual acquaintance of years ago making claims,
COIlIriviJ:lgmemories;perhaps even believing them, as people
dO.·lt Wa$ quite human. It was certainly forgivable in a woman
delctt~years. "My aunt became one of the leading neurologists
iJ(;the area," his patient said. "And so ... and so I had always
hea(d about you, Dr . Reaume, your name alluded to or
m-tioned in a mysterious way ... and then of course you
became famous; now everyone knows your name. I recognized
YOG-at once on the street. I would have recognized you
anyWhere."

·But that first day , he had not known this; he had felt, returning
hOme, a curious mixture of elation and apprehension-as if,
everYwhere he walked, he drew strangers' eyes to him,
co.m.pel)ing them to pay 'him homage. It was ridiculous, of
~ And even' if people did know him-in this neighborhood
•••• did. of course; and the shopkeepers certainly did since his
wife-would have told them, could not have resisted-it meant
nodPng; being known in a public sense, having had his
~graph in the papers, having appeared several times on
t~iQn,even though he detested the medium, really meant
~ in his profession. If he was distinguished,. it was in the
eY4Ill of his colleagues; what other people thought did not matter,
tbOugb ()fcOlU'Seit.could be distressing or exciting-Dr. Reaume
wit. after an.. quite human..

;'":,",']"""- ,.-~~~.
t", .
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Because of his appointment at one o:clock;' httM.li.. ;;
unable to talk with the woman for very long. Ten- .-. J
minutes, He gave her the name of a lay analyst in theM.. .;
would, if she explained the circumstances, and if .-Sh!:t~ftlIia
that Dr. Reaume had referred her, probably be able to'teellliir
that afternoon; a fine person, a naturalized Belgian "".l'id "
trained with Dr. Reaume himself someyearsago.H~:
she would like this man. He would not treat her peif~,
no~ ~ould he attempt to reduce her dreams to cruel ~, ':
lytle Jargon. The woman had wanted to see Dr. Reaume~i
but he interrupted her, laughing, explaining that it _iaOt
necessary to see him, to be treated by him-.-in person;.a_'~
that kind indicated exaggeration, inflation, a p~""" -s
transference that would only muddle things . ;.••.,
however, the other analyst did not seem quite right fOf'" ' • .Dr.
Reaume would naturally be happy to see her. Butshe~ :
the other man a .chance-did she understand? ._~-'::~~,i

She looked so disappointed I-like a young girl. H~~ .~
exposed, no shame, innocence of the kind that always ~sr.
R~aume: since he encountered it so rarely. But she .~~
disappointed, It was for the best .... She saw hispoint,:q(W.
she agreed with him, though her expression was stitt-__
lifeless. Behind her, in the butchershop window, .,$iII'.
butcher's assistants, in his red-stained whiteoutfit,leaned.~
heavy slab of meat; he glanced out at Dr. Reaume ••• ...., -
woman. .":-: '~-ii',.; ,.;~

"... but if ... if I really need you .... You will give ....(
appointment, won't you?" the woman begged.' _ .,·.L· '-;'::

"Of course," Dr. Reaume said. He tried to ehuelde •••••
light of her solemnity. "... What else are we hUrDan~""
except to be of service to one another?" - '-'-;'

His brownstone house consisted of four floors; his 0uU.'..):- ,
on the gro~nd floor and had its own entrance, a few ~:, . "
from the Sidewalk, behind' a wrought-iron gate. tbathld1:l8 _
p~inted a smart, gleaming black just recently. Dr. Rea~~~~:~:::;'at~~~~~d~~m:fu~e~~:~=~~_- :~~
single tree, He ha? bought the house nearlytbirty yeats..,. _:_~
would never sell It. - . """;""t; ;~iJ!; 'Ji

That day, .he had time fora .~. ~'llk~~J
courtyard-eating-alone, as he ~ did.,sittilJl:::.""':";i

-':... .-J/. .zj
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haadsplne" glass-topped table beneath the ~inkg~ tree. Ho,:"
+tedhe wasl..l..it was unlike him, really. ~IS routme upset, ~IS
~ interrupted, 'a stranger stopp~g him on .the stre~t like
that; aDd the fact, which distracted him, th~t ~IS one-o clock
1*..ti.e1eDt would arrive all too soon and her recitation of the p~t.
~ and the dreams of the past week, would probably drive
~.' y6tmg woman's presence out of ?is min~., .. Birds were
OutteriJ,agat the rear of the garden. The air ~as mI1~,al~os~ hazy.
SuDsbiile, spring, 'temperatures already m the .hIgh sixties; no
woDdei" he felt so oddly pleased, almost triumphant. And
excited. He was sorry that his wife was gone for the day-she was
VWtingfu Bethesda withher younger sister, whose h~sband had
died eighteen months ago. He was alone except for hI~grandson,
.Mth whom it was difficult to talk; alone eX,ceptfor hISse~retary
and his procession of patients. One 0 clock, two ?~lock,
t&ft,e, ~,.~And all so desperate for him, so grateful. It was tI~g? of
~e.Draining. But he loved' his work, lo~ed the clm1Sal
~ce as well as the research, the small .mc~nse~uent1al
~faetions as well as the larger, more pubhc vtctories. Dr.
~, how do you manage? , .. a man half your age would be
~edby, ...
:iC'lIe ate quickly, without tasting his food, ~wo ~ups of te~, no
•~ allOwed. An orange, ~hic~ he pe~led W.IthhISsmall, fmely
Shiped -fingers; then a thm CIgar, five m~nutes of a partly
forl>tdden pleasure. Then time to brush hIS teeth, wash up,
.~are' for the afternoon's obligations. He felt calmer, more
COmposed. What had been upsetting him? Could ~ot r~-can. ; .. Was settled in behind his enormous desk, ~tudymg hIS

:k'.'es c·.omfortable and composed and altogether hIScustomary
. . ~ben his one-o'clock patient rang the outer bell.,

In the small guest bathroom adjacent to his office, Dr.
Reaum.e combed his filmy wisps of hair, which he had ,:"etted so
that they might lie close against his head. ExasperatI?gl And
~ctds~, he knew. On the inside, in his soul, he knew hIms~lf to
btiacertain person; but the outside world looked upon a shght,
.,.", creature, an elderly man who was dapper r~the.r than
diStinguished, whose clothes never quite seemed to fit him. He
ltUdled himself with ironic detachment: Dr. Reaume, how small
~ are, , .l What a small vehicle for so grand a so'!'lf
"The woman had telephoned him to make an appointment. On

~ street, by the butcher's shop, he had known she would call;

;'n'" >. '"\. e.soQ,p5v:.,';':;& W,.....~...,..
TIfe's.1fii ~ ~

- .~~,
butthenshehadn'tcaUed;daysan(h~'eeksbad~·~.'k. " ....• i
had not called. ,By May first he bad ·forgo~n·'her ... , ..Ji!d....;
forgotten the incident. A trivial but vexing matter ¥~ "
concerning his son-and his son's eleven-year-old boY,~:fis. .~
living temporarily with Dr. Reaume and his wife.:-all4~}id :~
necessitated telephone calls to lawyers and even sev~'~~;1
the lawyers' offices in downtown Washington; so Dr, R~1
forgot the distraught woman who had stopped binlon~'" ,.i
And then she had called. Had made an appointment tC)silfthJi.as, J

soon as possible. : . ..•.•. ',{
The first several minutes were wasted on apo~. '1

seemed to think it necessary to explain herself ~t ~J'r. .~
Reaume tried to interrupt her, but she continued-me '~t ~.
have rehearsed her words beforehand .••... would ner- ~e. _ .;
bothered you except., , , I've been quite wen, perfeCdY.~~ '•.
mal. ... Aft", I talked with you that day the trou •• ~
didn't feel the need to call the other analyst ... Ife.It so~. ~.,'.. ,.
so normal once again. I started a half·dozeD letten •• ", •
thanking you, but wasn't satisfied with any of ~, ..,~,:" .
sounded so. , , .It's difficult to be .... Difficult t? ~~. .3
and coherently about .. , about such matters. SamtyJWd~, 'f
What it means to know you are sane," she said slo~~ ~'. ; .
know that it can slip from you at any time. , . that it is!a"9i.. .
keeping after all. It isn't in your control." . .' ,:,,;"'1-: -

She spoke gravely, like a schoolgirl. A lovely woman.:,~~· .1

shaped like that of Bottieelli's Flora, Not so dishevelecl.8$~
dressed simply in a white-linen sheath, her face .'.. .
painted, the lips rouged, the eyelids pearlish green, hair_ '" _ '.
an elegant bun at the nape of her neck. She had 'tak~,~ ..,;
prepare herself for their meeting. But he could see, ~
composure, the distress and bewilderment and odd,,~ ~1
shame he had sensed at their first meeting. "' .. ' .Pi," ~

"Theoretically you are perhaps-correct," Dr, Rea\i....
his low, rasping voice, "but in fact ... in practice: .. iii,,: .0 , ";11
of one', life .... The center of consciousness that ••2'
. much more volition, much more freedom, hasn't it? ~~:_..,...... '. .~
balance of conscious and unconscious forces is not so ". '._' " :li
maintain. In ~racti?e, that ~. ~ theory-who can~ _ ~

He sat behind hISdesk, m hISleather chair; the . ."~
him aero" the desk, leaning forward a little In _ J:f
hands clasped together-and raised so that Iier rings. .:
she was quite lovely. And younger than he bad- _ '. ' ":

. - . ;---~~
,•. " ~, .
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lampJigbt flattered her fine, delicate features. Because Dr.
Rea\itlie'g office was relatively park, it was necessary to have a
lamp'burning even during the day. It was a handsome room,
waJnu~",paneled, with many books and afew works of art-a'
small; perfect watercolor by Dufy, a series of frieze-rubbings
froni ';a Buddhist temple in Ceylon-and a thick tufted
han~-l9omed rug from Turkey. Shadowy, cavelike, utterly
private. He had worked here for years, for decades.He loved the
quietness of this place, the sanctity, the very texture of the
atmoiPhere, which was entirely his own, his own creation. The
temperature was just right, controlled by a nearly inaudible
air-cooditioner; outside, on the street, it was a too-warm May
afterDQOn,muggy and overcast."les, • the woman said: "Yes. I believe you. I know you are
right; .yes." She paused. And then she began again, cringing
sli~y, her rather incoherent, time-wasting apologies, and Dr.
Reaume saw there was nothing to do but allow her to speak as she
wi~: He crossed his legs and clasped his hands on his knee and
smiled patiently and paternally and simply waited, giving the
impre.,si6n of being willing to wait forever. She had had another
dis~g' experience, she said. A far more disturbing one this
tiII!e,,~.. Then she paused awkwardly and told him of the fact
thlif*he had been aware of him for many years; she mentioned
the "'feature story in a recent issue of the Post, a very kind,
generous, and surprisingly well-informed article about Dr.
R~e on the occasion of his having been given a special
citatiOn" from the American Academy of Humanistic Sci-
enCe.:.,.. she.mentioned the aunt, a woman named Rachel, whom
Dr.' Reaume had purportedly known in Boston, a lifetime
ago ... and again apologized for having troubled him. uoo• so
afrajd'youll be angry with me ... disgusted.. .. There's no one
else1ean talk to, no one else I dare to .... And if you are offended
and diSgusted with me, something terrible will happen, to both
of tJt;lfeelthatweare both ... both of us ... we are both. , .. " She
was~g at him. Dr. Reaume, watching her benignly, did not
shoW the alarm he felt; in a sense he was prepared for a radical
shift ,tD thewoman's behavior. He could sense such shifts ahead
of time. l\ut of course he showed nothing, only that calm,
pat~sympathy.· .
,Jt~~ed out that shehad bad another dream while awake. But

it w-'not a dream of her own, she claimed; it had nothing to do
wid( ber personally. It had simply come out of nowhere. She

The SaaiIlce ..#f·
~s~~:tb~~~~~:a::~~o~R::::,~:;l-'
Irr,eparably .... "Ah, really!" Dr. Reamesighed. uReauyl.·~DCi..·~....'.
thmk. I ~m that shallow? Have the men in your life been~'
so childish, that you project into me such disappointing qU!~1it#le:8lf
I am .rea~lynot so bad as you may think," he said. He ~.~ .
~as intrigued now, rather excited. Though he had ~~'
~te~any thousands of dreams in his lifetime, he was -:
mtngued by the prospect of a new adventure; what ex~ "
nary good ~ortune, that so many thousands of dreams and ~
and yearning, questing, incomI?lete people had ~:~.. <,

way. , , . They were broken, bewildered, panicked, ~ •.
t~ey were de,sperate fo~help, desperate for him. And sO 1Mt.»Ne
himself, Again and again he gave himself, without res~1:¥ <

wounded ,:,,~re s? c~ildishly grateful for anything.M 'ik\~'.
h?wever minimal Ir might be: and Dr. Reaume did not:d.W.
hImself, as other analysts did, knowing very well~:Ji\
sometim~ helped his patients only slightly, and some~'i!lQ\*
all. H~ tried to be as honest as possible with them. He ~_.
be ,theIr sa,vior, after an-. not at an ..He was only a.h.1JOla. .liJ.·.m....':.~!.;..·:quite ordinary, humble, exquisitely h?mt>le. This m~L .• ..
understood. But they needed him so passloIfllfely that thdr' .' .
ofte.n stimulated in him a keener, sharper, inspired Dr. R~a"
genius of a healer, disguised in this inappropriat~Jy uD(t~
b?dy, And so he loved them, almost against his wiD. 'I'liei'!O~
birth .to his genius and he ~oved them, loved it. Lc:weSflbiJ
experience .... Love~ ev~n this woman s clumsy pr.n:~o't
a rather melodramatic nightmare. How real it was to.heft .••
real such psychic experiences were, to the sufferer INo .~ •••••.....
could understand as Dr. Reaume understood. . .,c.. ~

A m~n had ?een beheaded. Priests had beheadedhim, .•• it.'
w?men s clothing, long blood-splattered gowns. Or~.th8.
priests were women. She could not be certain' ..perh8PSa.~"·..'·.<.:1:."been one of them, herself .... But she was a foreigner,. - ,'lQ. t.

under.stand the language of the ceremony, the .. ' "
c~antmg; she had been terrified at what was being ~ ••..
tried to scream but could not Wanted to stop them b\lt~· ,
~aralyzed. Frightened as she had never beenfr,igh~~,
life, She.was an observer, helpless; but had she beep abli ••• ·
away, still the k,nowledge woul~ have remained with h~"~.
ceremony contmued .... It contin\1€ldB,ndcould n~ ~sfdDlijiL"c
It could not be stopped: it was pe1'petual. . '. .::~ ;/;; .,

• o#r.;s;· • .•.•••• .;;- "!.
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~ently the dream had really frightened her, for even now
she looked upset. She covered her face with her hands. Rubbed
at~ eYes. Had she been crying? Unfortunately, there was now
a:~ smear just below her left eye .... "The dream came to me
froGisomewhere outside myself," she said faintly. Her mouth,
tnImbting, was rather ugly for a moment; but only for a moment.
.Shestared at him with that look of vacuous, pitiable yearning he
~ so well. "I'm so afraid you will be angry with me or think
r.·jatsane and want to have me hospitalized .... I'm afraid you
wiII·be disgusted with me,hate me ... :.

. ~ut whyP" Dr. Reaume asked.
••; •. the man in the dream was you, the man who was

~ded," she said. Her voice was so weak, he had to ask her to
r~ ~erself. She was cringing, coquettish. "... it was you, but
you' were much smaller, and older, you were shriv-
eled .~. slippery with blood ... you had no strength, your legs
~"tsupport you, the others grabbed hold of you and held
y\?U'~ to a ... a kind of sink or basin or trough .... They were so
cruEIl They were so rough, so indifferent to you. You screamed
and pleadeclwith them and pleaded with me but I couldn't ... I
~·finoye .... I was paralyzed, I didn't understand, I was a
stranser, it wasn't my fault .... Then, afterward, there was so
~blood ... running into a tub ... something like a tub ... and
tIR!re·wu just the body and the head, there was no life to it now,
arKi ·the others didn't care, didn't notice, hadn't noticed all
aIoIII' ~~I Was the only one who realized .... The body was
~g: a dress too, a long robe like the others. But nobody
.cared. l wanted to save you but I couldn't, and now I feel so
hOri,Ible, so filthy, I feel filthy with it, splattered with blood and
soliJthy Leouldn't help you or anyone: I'm guilty but it isn't my
faub; it isn't my life, is it? ... and so it can't be my fault."

',Dr, Reaume gave his leg a small shake. He was perky, wiry,
veryaIert; the dream made near-perfect sense to him, but he
s~~ed the glow of pleasure he felt, and told the woman
gemJy that of course he did not feel disgust and of course he was
nOfOffended. Th~ dream was a sacred experience of her own, of
h~ lind he and she would proceed cautiously, and thoroughly,
andivith as much frankness as possible, to relate it to her troubled
~~ ..

'..••..,/

~. was that hag with the black stuff running down I
faoer . ,

n.~~:'~:~~~""
.,··-,1,(···.

"What? Who are you->P" , . ",~ot/ ..

"Some ukly?ld dam~ I met out front," Timmy .sakl.;,~~,
almostw, alkedmtomehkeshewas.drunkandltoldher.~tu." . . •.
it, to watch the hell where she Was going, and she just ~B', ,.".! "
me, a real nut. One of your people, Grandpa, huh?":h4i' O>.-i-
yawning. ". , . reason I'm late is I missed the bus and tbe.<' :9ii.
was jammed and I said what the hell, I'll walk home,; : ••-::." "'Co

••

"You walked home? Walked nine miles home?" ."0'

He shrugged his thin shoulders and yawned again., ,.. '
The ?oy had his t,"0ther's platinum-blond hair, worn iI\~_

cut straight across his forehead, skimming his eyebrows.Il«W,
his fa~er' s prim, rather insolent features: the small clev~~: ; .
the pomted nose, th,e ~e~-Cl?lorless blue eyes. He wor~~ ..
square-cut glasses, 10 Imitation or parody of glasses ~.·mc
Benjamin Franklin; his eyes were very weak and eve.... _
corrective lenses his vision was poor. He was elevt;n ~ •.
and already as tall as his grandfather. . '" ~ •.,.~"

"... yeuh, my feet hurt like hell ... gonnaswell up, ~~i'
mumbled. "... I'm not hungry; I already ate, I'mgo,in&~t r

"You walked nine miles ... ?" '" ,.';~>:" •..'
The boy walked past him. It was not that be was rudef . ; ,:.~. .

indifferent, vacuous, even puppetlike in his move~
Reaume knew he was lying; he suspected the boy had '. 0 • ,-

school that day at all, since he had no books with bUD·" '.
clashes, their confrontations, their spasmodic little ' :t' •.•-.

always left Dr. Reaume exhausted and perplex
enlightened, and seemed to have no effect on his gran
So he called up the narrow, circular stairs to the boy, "".,
must be hungry, Timmy? .. aren't you? .. " and waited::
boy to shout back something unintelligible but there.,,,,
reply, no response at all. . . ,:,' :.t

i
· ;'.,

Dr. Reaume stood in the tiny foyer of the town house, ~~.'
on the ~rought-iron railing, lost in though~. His half-sm.•~ .•.:. :.....•.•.•••'.•,
frozen m place .... An eleven-year-old child, a grasdreiL~>'~'
only grandchild. Timmy. Timmy, his son's boy. His soD,._,:',
more than a boy himself, but he had a child whowasnowlMiiiIii' . -
years old and who would never be any older. Dr. R~u' '. ., "'.,.,.',
as his son would never be any older than he was, would
grow; had stopped, stubbornly, spitefully, at about the
nineteen ... , But of cow:se he was brilliant. He was b~; ," ;'V.~

.Reaum~ had always believed his son superior to hbnself..,~~ :
, ,of raw mtellect; he remembered how incredibly ~qe~~"''':;

•. .. i.:'7. . < -'.:-: '



tQ'WOrk in school and at the university and in his post-doctoral
stQdfes .•~ . WisdOm had not come easily to Dr. Reaume. He had
struggled for it. His son, willowy, charming, with that melodic '
irQ.njc voice of his, had been brilliant even in boyhood, had never
haato work hard in school, and perhaps the confusion of his life
UtftiCent years ... the bad luck with his first marriage, the worse
luek'with his second ... and, at the present time, the com plica-
~arising out of his involvement with a quite young Lebanese
gbt'in Beirut .... Perhaps these snarls were somehow due to the
fact, that the young man was simply too sharp, a raw,
uncUrciplined genius, who might sometime in the future make a
comnbution to society, but was at the moment. ... Dr. Reaume
shook' his head, bewildered. He loved his son and he loved his
~on. He loved them without understanding them .

•••~. the temptation is to judge, to judge hastily from one's own
~," he said aloud. He stood for a while at the foot of the
stailS.Then, when the pounding began on the fourth floor, the
d~beat of heavy rock music that Timmy played hour after
hobt. the doctor moved slowly into the living room and to the
r_of the house. He would have a glass of dry sherry and relax
befoce dinner. He would sit on the flagstone terrace he loved so
W4!1;'m the tiny courtyard, and think back over the day's work
and jehpc while the cook prepared dinner. He could smell
soirietbing frying in butter, probably mushrooms.

If·Tnnniy declined to join him, he would be eating alone that
nigtit IDs wife was viSiting with elderly relatives in Cambridge,
M•• ~etts; she would be gone another four or five days. Of
~ he would not force Timmy to join him. He really did not
niiDifeatrng alone, since he enjoyed reading at such times, leafing
thftrirgh magazines of a nonprofessional nature like the Atlantic
ornae New Yorker, and if he did not care to read he simply liked
to:tbmk;' to rethink his work and prepare for the next day. He was .
nev« lonely. Never. He did not even know, exactly, what the
average person meant by the word lonely .... No, he did not .
miIKI eating alone. Timmy's company was not always pleasant
~ he was cajoled into doing something against his will; that
sleePY, easygoing, indolent nature of his could change in a
seCond to something quite vicious, and Dr. Reaume was repelled
by .dtional scenes .... Well, people had a right to their
~.tricities. The boy, the boy's father, Mrs. Reaume hI" .elf,
NearlY, ,.' eveveryone he knew, Dr. Reaume thought, sighing. A zmes
tbeydiSappointed him. But that was only human, after all; other

~s~ .•..
;1 ' .,; .••.

~people could not be controlled: Dr. Reaume had aJwl~ .,;.
able to accept this fact of life. He believed be wasstrona~" ..

!~'to absorb it into himself. At the age of sixty-one he haci~--'
,f! absorb into himself a considerable number of painful di...,pb.. :-
i' ments,' not only in the realm of the personal-s-what pftelu •••• .:.
" quirky people had crossed his path, disguised as well- •••• ;. .
: friends I-but in the larger, impersonalworldasweU.M~~:

professional colleagues were strange people. Not disappOiDtiQa·,\. "
so much as simply strange, possessed by willful, bizarre ~.

'," of the psyche, which they could not discuss ratiOna.l}{qK
::: Reaume knew enough to back away from such crea~""""·
,:: might attack if they were excited ... who would not eyen~:~
Ii him, should he challenge their ideas. And he had Jived ""alftJ
'if wars, through many domestic and international ~;,~~ .
,ii catastrophes; the ongoing malaise of the twentieth century ••••..,,·
::i Condition of life he was able to accept, now, in his old aget~._
11: found a way to fit it into the structure of the univ~ ~,'f undue bitterness or melodrama. If only his son had.beeD (i!i4pI!it
, of such maturityl ... but his son was still relatively YOUl'IIlo- QIo.,

Reaume must not judge him. .j."';;, " ,
• I He watched the fan-shaped leaves of the ginkgo take~,,'fl saffron-tinted sunlight, absolutely immobile, beautiful aa~:

Iof art. The sherry was excellent. The odor of frying mE' .'
;"'as delicious. And what had gone so well today, ", "'.

1 1 pleased him so ... ? He felt quietly pleased, gratified. ~. "
,",ork, a morning of research and an afternoon of, ~'I@ •.'5 ;
~axing with that extraordinary young woman' ••• aJiijr:.
remarkable dream .... Yes, the day had gone well. )le)"':.
irorked very hard, had peen perplexed and cbaIJ~-:-'
iJvigorated. I'm afraid you will be disgUsted with me, -mi..- '
fte poor woman had said, before he worked through bea- .••••.

lth her, explaining how the psyche had utilized certain ~, '.
'td impersonal symbols to present to her an Objectif.F~,·" ~.'.',;;,',,~',"

e dilemma of her life. She had resisted the pers~ ",
isted her own life was not troubled.there was nothing·.~:· ',~

}h her marriage, no disappointments, no residue oE'~ ;~~,
th her parents, or resentment over the fact that she hatcI bQiW4', ..

elf,,'in her husband-her masculine self sacrificed",=?~'··.:,-:',',·
headed, so that she could maintain a perfectly . . '. .:'::
ashington marriage, performing a role, acting as a P~, ',.:

ritual sacrifice of her own spirit. ,She had res~ =.
bly.to algae with him; howeve..,since Dr. Reau,me::2'J!;

~ .', ' "j~-~"~~':'-~'~;' '~<':;:••.



lUlPie.but merely set forth tentative, hypothetical suggestions,
h~otion soon subsided. At the end of their session she had not
q.-oom~round to understanding the crucial importance of the
~·iJJher own psychic development, but she had agreed with
biDt#tat t~ dream's images probably related to her and to her
~ since the dream was, of course, a spontaneous creation of
herQ,Wll. He believed she was able to see how her imagination
ha(l.seized upon 'him as a symbol, in order to present to her the
dtaatoJatic nature of her inner struggle; she was an intelligent
w~, after all. She was far superior to most of the patients he
w~with.

~he made an appointment to see him on Monday, and then
a_ on Thursday. They had a'great deal of personal material to
wOdc through. Her husband was an attorney associated with the
State DepartmeRt, evidently quite successful, and her daughter
~Ued in a small private school in Virginia. There would be
noptohJem about Dr. Reaume's fees, she told him several times;
it-t8emed iJnportant to,her that he understand. He waved aside
suC$~ks. as if embarrassed. Money! Of course one must eat,
O»te 8lust IQwer oneself occasionally and think of economic
mitta's .... But it was not the primary concern, certainly. He
~$he knew that. Her concern was touching, however, since
it ~trasted so sharply with the attitude of a woman who had
giveDDr. Reaume a hard time recently; the middle-aged wife of
a wealthy Washington internist, she had paid Dr. Reaume with a
~ check, some six hundred dollars for past accounts. And
h~been SO sincere, so "grateful" at their last meeting, had even
m$Daged a few dramatic tears ....

. But he did not want to think of anything disturbing, just
be£ote dinner. His day had been challenging but rewarding also,
andtiOW be deserved to relax. He deserved this small measure of
hapPiness.

.t\barshringingwoke him. He did not know what day it was or
Wh,be lay on his bed, fully clothed. Who had put him here?
WJiete were his glasses?-his shoes?:t\e~telephone was ringing. He had been dreaming of
s~.ugly-an infant-an infant with a mean, withered
f~sitting in its own exorement-s-the filth smeared onto its
~.~ and legs and chest. He woke, confused. He sat up. He
an$Wered the telephone on the third or fourth ring.

:':'Dr. Beaume?Is this Dr. Reaume?"
_~:~ her voice at once.

l;·l.'..•.-' TheSac:dfb ?/ <."',
".' , ~,
,. • 'j . .' ' i

:,), She had telephoned earlier, tocancel thetwoa~
f.,. • i;~e had made. Since she spoke only with Dr. Reaume's~f:-~:
t ' .he had not been able to ask whatwas wrong: beha6:~ ....

, . profoundly disappointed. Hurt. The-look on the wo~";'
when she said good-by ... the almost ecstatic ~ ••••. ':'
mingled with fear and awe, as if she had been in the pr--=e-"
something extraordinary .... Unless Dr. Reaume had< ~
deceived, the young woman had certainly benefited froDi ~
single session. Her anxiety had lessened He had be~'" sitJ·
much, had given her so much of himself! tn;ired, excited,,~'itba
lover's graceful spontaneity, selfless in his zeal, he had beeaaUhe
peak of his powers. Yet the call came that,Monday~' .
shortly after nine o'clock, and the woman slipped out of~"-'.
once again. . .' ", .•.~,

Of course he had been disappointed, buthehadmeri.dto·
. forget. Did the woman matter,really? Not really. He.b'8cl~
life, his long marriage and his family and his career. NCi-~
could disturb-the harmony of his world. He had been ••• *
not deeply. He had forgotten. . ' '~ '(;',!,

The call came one Sunday afternoon to mid-A~"'"
recognized her voice at once: childish, 'plaintive, 8(:at~.~_
was perversely coquettish. "Dr. Reaume? Is this ...• pH • .(~',~ i;:" .

Yes, yes? What did she want with him? .... ,:r; .,.:--~. '.~
"Dr. Reaume, please come to me. Come to mehere.~.>,~:

leave this place. _. I don't dare leave .... I'm not well. 'Ycitt •••• , ' '.-
come to T-e. Something will happen to both of us if ~~.-
come.... . i:, '. r. ~

Sick, was she? Too sick to leave her home? ':',,,,;,~_
"You must come to me," she whispered...·· ,'-:'"""0
He tried to explain ~hathe did not make housecalls. 1=

of the question. On this hot summer afternoon he was. . .'.
Dot going to venture across town; her request was im~' .

"Dr. Reaume!" she begged. . .. - ~..,:~~.1··
He began to shiver, hearing the woman's low; urgent.f __ : •.

voice. It was mixed in somehow with the dream heWII"I~:;'
something to do with an infant crying furiously, smeared ••• * ..

, own excrement. The strident ringing of the phone had.~; '\. "
bim. He was still rather confused, disoriented. What/dii!.· "

:1want, after so many months? Why was she persewtinl,~~.
..I I "Dr. Reaume ... P" , 'c'!'>: -':'11 He listened. He sat on the edge of his rumpled ~~
iI'lstened. It was obvious that the woman needed him~tMr

I . .., ~ . ".

1
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~IO~ 1IefD.eed was raw, pitiless. No matter that his poor heart
~~~. and his senses were in a swirl and his wise,
p~tic soul was saying No, no you don't, absolutely not.

1J':t:~ould go to her.

1'bat morning he had showered and shaved and patted his
face With afinemild lotion that smelled of mint. Now he had only
to ''Change his shirt, which was damp with perspiration. A
pale-blue shirt, short-sleeved. And his handsome white summer
~,lnthe:floor-Iength bedroom mirror a trim, compact little
IlllBLstood, studying himself. Pale blue on white. And his skin
faitly. ruddy, almost tan. Tan on white, white on tan. White
agajQst. blue. And his smile. And that look about his eyes of
i~ but serene wisdom. She would be impressed by him, as
s~1id been impressed before. "You must come to me, to help
~"~sbe had whispered.

cSixty-one years old, was he? He looked much younger. He
looked ageless.

'.Qj: was he seventy-one now ... ? He remembered a recent
biRliday,1l mailbox of cards, he remembered checking a date in
~'J. Who in America, bemused, faintly astonished. Seventy-
oae.:leVenty-tWo? It was impossible.

:.t'JJe midday heat was oppressive. He called for a cab but nonecaae.. He waited on the sidewalk, he walked to the corner and
~ but the cab did not come. A bus? He would go over to the
Avmue and catch a crosstown bus, though it had been years since
he'd . traveled by bus ... -,She had disappointed him, had
wOtan9ed him deeply. But he had forgiven her. Long ago. In the
endabe was returning to him, as he had hoped. He remembered
hedovely face, that bronze hair of hers, that cringing, coq uettish,
f~ manner; he remembered her, though he forgot the
e.etWcurnstanees of their meeting. It was necessary to forget
as much as possible, in Dr. Reaume's profession.

Alter fifteen or twenty minutes a bus came along and Dr.
ReGme boarded it.

JI •• .Necessary to forget as much as possible. He had made an
~t.joke along those lines just recently. The young people
l~,grateful for an old man's honesty. A small auditorium of
people. men and Woman both. An empty seat in the front row,
r~ for Mrs. Reaume. She had been ill that evening. He
WOiiIdnot miss her, she said. Never missed her. Anot': •.award,. .

/

if; The Skrifice,
~ i .; ~~.~~~ ~ .: ,

, H' : . . '-,:':""
':,~ther citation, another honor in ~e 4ense procession of~~'
.~ plaque, a scroll nearly a yard high, handshakes, erath" ••• ,::..
smiles. Dr. Reaume, may I ... ? A photographer. Two ~.;;.~'

:phers. Explosions of light. Dr. Reaume the noted psy~;.;.
i the distinguished scholar, the author of many .bdOlCJ,~· .;
hundreds of articles and reviews. Dr. Reaume? Willyotlc~
me? The great achievement of his life was an~.'

:encyclopedic work with the simple title Psychologies. It ~iI)
three volumes, over fifteen hundred pages, an exh~~';
infinitely detailed historical and analytical and speculativ:&~.·
of various theories of the psyche, including even tIIeIe?df.;
witchcraft and the occult and other discredited systems oU.
psychology; including, in a chapter over one hundred pages ~,"

\observations on the often-violent reaction against these psy~ ..,
ogles, by governments, churches, professional groups, andvthe(J,{

'establishments throughout history. His major work. herQicaact'.
tireless. Monumental. Enthusiastically received even by ~,
reviewers who admitted they were unable to read DldCh'of'it···

.Psychologies. A lifetime had gone into it and yet the crea,-:
ilived at the peak of his powers. Every year there~~.
editions and translations and paperback reprints; most re<!lilly., '
Yale University Press had brought out an abrid~versi08ij~
handsome paperback with a glossy cover. He was gratefuf.:-ofil

.course. What else? He grinned-impishly. He shook haJsd,>~
around until his frail hands ached. And he made his ap~"_
audience laugh by telling them that he, too, had difficultiel.~·, .':
the book. So many pages, so much information I It was mOl1diaD··: ' . ,(;
mortal man could bear. In preparing it for p~blication, a~.f1b.".:.....''$''.
ago, he had often been unable to decipher hISown hand ". '-0:.: 1,
Who had scribbled so many brilliant, inspired ideas?~ ~.~,.,' r

. guided his hand? Who was responsible? Now he:-·""
'Psychologies as a handy reference book, pagingtbr~If.~', ....
impatiently, recognizing very little as his own. Som~~
written the book and that someone was Dr. Reaume, but who,l),lt.
Reaume was he himself did not know. . •.. >;;~(/

" "... please come to me," the woman had begged .••~. ',I
too late." " '.:' .;}t
. And so he had changed his damp shirt and hurried out iDft)~

midsummer heat, trembling with excitement and apl'l'~ ,
and dread. Genius, they cried. Healer. Come to us, But ~~.¥Wf.'~
humble, ordinary man. He had no pride, 00egotism. He~~,,..,
from other .people only in ,that he was not ~; "~': '

'?~',lf;;
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~p~e. The burden OJ his completeness was a painful one,
"evW. He had fek it aU his life. Unlike common people he
,~ot project out into the world those conflicts that were
IQner facts, originating in his own soul; he could not confuse the'
wOrld'with hia.self, as others did. He was sane. Always had been.
IltPis 19o9lifetime he had witnessed the gradual disintegration of
die werld, even the "civilized" world, but he himself had always
been sane and his sanity had been, at times, a burden. His wife
Ind his family and his friends and his associates and those
eoo£tISed, ignorant people he read of in the daily press-some of
tlaem the nation's leaders here in Washington-saw evil in the
outsi~ world, always at a distance, always threatening, deathly.
~ did not know how they participated in it, helped to create
'it Like the young woman he was going to save, they were not
•• tirely sane. They were not mad, yet not really sane. And so they
.~ to him, they called to him, begging for help.
"~ Bufthey sometimes neglected to pay their bills. They n~oved
away: or .died or broke ap~ointments at the l~st ~mute.
,$qmetlmes they gave up and killed themselves to spite hlI~. ~.
Reaume'Offered them a vision of wholeness and they recoiled m
Ie,ar Ql:in childish pride, like his own son. Like his grandson, n?w
IiYiDg in San Francisco-no, in Vancouver-thousands of miles
i'waY. They hurt him, they wounded him deeply, but he forgave
~. He showed no anger. Very little emotion at all. A normal,
ordimUy 'man, hew-as, moving among ordinary peop~e,. not
distinguished from them except perhaps by the qUIZZICal,
'h\telligent expression that was characteristic of Dr. Reaume; an~
-his almost European courtliness, His concern for others. On this
,tiiunid AUgUst afternoon, he was trembling with fatigue and
apprehension, astonished that the bus was carrying him into so
run-down a section of the city, and yet he did not betray any
distress and hewould not tum back. ... Did he want acclaim for
his courage, his heroism? Did he want recognition? But no one
was here to observe; he was alone. He sat alone, just behind the
~us driver, his hands clasped on his knees. No one knew
him. No one witnessed .... His wife had telephoned from
s-Itimore. Her voice was lusty, overloud. "It's Margaret I'm
c:enceined about," she said. "The poor woman dwells too.much
ip the, past. She drinks too much. I told her I would stay WIthher
'¥,', ',:,kf.as necess,ary" until she w,as herself again. I told her you
YlO 't miss me .... " It had been snowing that day, a rare
;NdVember blizzard. Dr. Reaume had stood at the bedroom

"-~'l-_ .• • ""''''''1:1;-
_:~,,~.II ,

I;i " The5acrlfke :~.,
1ii~ ....

window on the third floor of the eqtpty townhouse, ~tO.
, ,woman's distant voice, watching the idle ~w £lurries;~ ' ,
What do thes~ thin~ mean? This woman s voice, the ~JD,
it, the code m which she speaks? Who am I, that everjt:IJJQg
converges in me? What or whom do these things serve? ,~,,-,

A street of brownstone buildings. Black children ,}'JIIlyfDa
, freely in the street, on the sidewalks. Garbage fians. ~ iIi.J6
cartons of trash, some of them broken open. Why am lbete?Dr.
Reaume wondered, stepping from the bus. What is gOing' ~
happen? , ' ,,'

His neighborhood lay miles to the northwest. He ~'Pi:Jt
remember. Sunlight blinded his eyes, he was late, very late/tIle
woman had perhaps despaired of him, had gone on withdijt ~
had done something irreparable. That was it, you, seef-4be
irreparable nature of sudden, violent acts, the irreversibIe~ .:
of time. It was not his fault. He was not to blame. The'~ /.
tottered, the world stank with corruption, how _~~
fault?-he had made his journey in the heat, in the '
swarming air, as quickly as possible. But he was an eld6tlY1Din
now: seventy-two years old. Seventy-three. Seventy-£iv~?~r not his fault. . ,-" - ...., '~~,1

Someone yelled from a second-story window too.De'JI'~ .
children in the street. Come inl Get in here IDr. Reaume~
through his fingers, blinded by the sun. They wererlQ.'Onf;;he '
knew. Noone he was responsible for. At the curb a yotmg \VtiIfe
boy was repairing a car, its hood raised, tile boy's long ~Iudr' "
breaking stiffly about his face; he glanced up at Dr.' R~Btat
did not seem to see him. Dr. Reaume considered as'kibgbilh
where he might locate the address the woman had given'blm, &at '#

something in the boy's manner was discouraging .... (Je' bad ,,';
never been in this part of the city before. Had never bee'af\h~
through it. Hadn't known, really, that it existed. Such pcWciW1 .
Such closed-in lives I Half the numbers were missiili' O!l 'J'e'
buildings, how could he find her, how couldanyonefind~

, in this maze? He walked slowly through the waves ofbeat.h8lf "
expecting to see the woman leaninglrom awindow, aliiDf~in' ',,,
her arms .... Dr. Reaume, she would cry, herel Here I am. 'Jfadto
force himself not to hurry. Even when he saw her, bem,-~ .}
run. Since his second heart attack, at the age of sev=,~,'d :,ti
carried himself slowly, slowly. The world had to be' ... ....;

. into the soul; otherwise there would be DO hai'n}ony: ,~~ "'"j
patches of madness would grow like cancer: More,..,,~,<:

, ,- ~
It:"·..~I
~
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~ted'friend bad betrayed bim---:had turned against him: either
Obtof envy or because of psychological problems of their own;
aDd of course Mrs. Reaume had disappointed him throughout
tIiefr Jriarriage. Dying, she had disappointed him. Had turned
from him altogether. Men had betrayed him, and women; his son
aQd now his grandson, lost to him, lost .by ~im. ~e was not to
~e~ There were those who valu~d him, hke this wom~n: he
Bved for them now, he devoted himself to them exclUSIvely.
Wounded and incomplete they craved him, called for him, drew
WID to their sides. Hello, he would cry in triumph, when she
Opened the door to him, did you think I wouldn't come?-had
~ liMt faith in me? . .

BlaCJcchildren were playing in the street, screammg Wlt~
~itement. Something struck him-must have been a ball, but It
felt very hard. Suddenly a half-dozen children were swarming
around him, yelling. What were they saying? Their words wer~
.iricomprehensible: What, what? Stop, he wanted to plead, don t
yOu know' who I am ... ? One of the boys gave Dr. Reaume a
fQsh, for no reason, and he nearly fell to the sidewalk.
'..: The street tilted crazily and for an instant he believed he
~~ld slip off and be lost. . .
.Restarted across the street to escape. NOIse! Shouts! Cigglesl

${)rds'Dr', Reaume bad never heard before. He had been too
saneaH his life and now they were turning against him. They had
~ed him out into the bright, dazed air, giving him a false
~, begging him to come to them, to heal them, and for
,mat~? The woman bad lied, she had not wanted to be healed;
she bad loved her sickness all along .
. ' A black boy appeared before him, looming Up. His face
'~wed with sweat. His eyes bulged. His hair was a dark
glimmering aureole, terrible to see. Hello,. Dr. Re~ume
. stammered, offering his frail hand, didn't you call me, don t you
iieed.me, can't Ibe of service to you ... ?
, . .. '

,c.'
: .•. ~'~.:;,(
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The Thaw

Shortly after noon on their second day at Baylis I..ab::~
encountered the girl: she passed them swiftly~heade:4~fM
direction of the lake, accompanied by a large sleek graJ~
dog. She was about eighteen years old, with ~:tfttQk
shoulder-length hair of a strikin~ dark gold, qui~ ~~~
tall as Scott. They were on thea way to the Village" ~.
newspaper and a few supplies. It was a mile's hike and..'.~. '.:
was rather -chilly from the northeast, but they did n.t:..-:
drive; they had come to the lake to get some exercise. WW. " . "-
saw the girl approaching, stri?ing alo..ng the hard,. £~o.zea.,~·.'.~'.'.....~..
Ellen could sense her husband s surprise and thenhis •.•••
she could almost have said, to the instant, when he woukf~ )r
gloved hand and call out a greeting. He was a reticent...,.W'., ~_~
he sometimes forced himself at such times to be~" .. +
behave in a friendly manner. She knew how vulnerable ..•• ~ '"
and she hoped the girl would respond. ., '. -.- _.~

At first she was not going to notice them. She -WIIbd ii
hurriedly, eyes lowered; bands thrust into the P?Cbta;.ot.. _.~
oversized wool jacket; she was very much alone, e\'eJ1 ~ :;.::
dog beside her. But it really would have been impossible....... :-.-~
to ignore them. The lake ~as ~eserted at tJUstime of y~~· ..' .21
from the caretaker who lived m one pI the.smaUer-ca~" . I
far side of the lake, the three of th~ w_ probablltllt.'

, .' ..•... . , '1~~'.~,~;)..,','~~
, .;-c:,~.';,'~;r
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~eintheimmediateVtcinity. So it was quitenaturalforScott .' I
to $eak to ber as they passed, His greeting .was casual, cbeerful. 'i;
SbegJaDced up at bim and at Ellen, unsmiling, and murmured a ,I
f_ words, and continued on. Yet she had not been unfriendly. !
She bad managed the encounter gracefully enough.
''''What a pretty girl!" Ellen said warmly. "Sh~ did~'t l?o~

fa1ni)iar, though. Whose cabin do you suppose she s staying m?
"She.,looked familiar," Scott said.
·"Did she? Do you know ber?"
.~No:'· , . ~
"I wonder if she's here alone. We didn t notice anyone

y~erday, there weren't any cars around yeste~day .... It would
be odd, wouldn't it, for ber to be here alone?
~.Her hair was so ricb a color: ber eyes deep-set and blue and
tldCkJy. lasbed, like a child's. Like a child she had had an op~n,
&iDk disingenuous stare, raised to them and then lowered, WIth
~t timid, clever grace, acknowledging them in one instant and
ill the Jiext dismissing them. '

"She looked familiar," Scott said. "Someone's ~,aughter.
Someone's daughter grown up, since we last saw her.
. "A very pretty girl," Ellen said.

',,$cott said nothing,

~ They had driven up the day before, a Sunday, four hundred
tl)4es to the upper peninsula of the state, into the lake country.
~ roads had been nearly deserted. The drive had been long
aDd exhausting and when they got to their cabin, it had see~e?
't'IIttber shabby and smaller than they remembered-hadn t It
been more attractive last summer?-the summer before last?
'(bey bad not been to Baylis Lake f.or~year and ~half. As s~on as
tMyunlocked the door and went inside the cabm Scott said th;
~ bad been a mistak~; "Obviously we shouldn't have come. It s
Wl'OIlg; It feels wrong. , .

"'But we thought, , .. " "
'"1 didn't. I wasn't the one. You were the one who insisted.
~MBut...•. 9' .•• .
"It's freezing in here," he said, his voice rising shrilly. Wha!.-e'we going to do until it warms up? It might take hours ....

:""We could sit in the car."
<-"In the carl And risk being asphyxiated ... ,"
.: ."We, could drive around the lake. We could drive back t?, the
'(iIiage and stop somewhere. . , at the hotel, or the pub ... ,

"It wasn't my idea to come here,"he said; (,,,):~'.i:,;;'~';
It had been his idea from the first, ButShewouldl1ot ~"

him. - '--",,:_,~--:'~~,..-
"Everything seems so ugly, so muted at this timeofy~~

said helplessly. "Easter Sunday ... Easter .... And the·"~'"'' '
icebound and there's snow everywhere and it's so cold in~ in-
this ugly cabin, what are we going to do?" , ','"

"Would you like to go back home?"
"It's out of the question to go back home." , ,
Dismay and anger had enlivened him. .His cheeks ,"~

flushed, the very tip of his nose had reddened, his dark,aIrfiOst
black eyes were bright and glistening. He kne,\"sbe'~
watching him and so he refused to look at her. He wentto'-..na
by the floor-to-ceiling plate-glass window that faced tlMt·~
fifty yards away; even in his bulky, coarse-knit sweater be~ed
frail. His red-brown hair seemed to move, however, ev8i'tO
breathe, wisps of it stirring as if with his emotion.' Euert's8kIt:,',
softly, "If you want to go back, I don't mind, I Jion't-'ainCl:
driving." '.' ~.. '

"You're being ridiculous." , ,>;,,;.'
"I don't mind. We could start out and stay in a motel.~- ; .
"You're exhausted. You don't know what you're taJMDs··

about," he said tonelessly. "We might as well stay:' .' '.,' :-
~':;,'~.,.~-.:

After they unpacked and the cabin heated and Ellen n.a,a
tight, warm meal-scrambled eggs with ham and cheele;W
thick dark bread-the tension between them lessened: If Mel,'
been a good idea to come north, after all. The ~ ••tbe.;
isolation, the view of the lake-the cold, harsb,freSh""~
occasional honking of mallards or geese and the sound"df,~
wind in the pines: Ellen felt moved by these things, ~:.
When the sun set, the sky and part of the lake were ~'
subtly, richly, a pale red-orange that accentuated the ~'::~"
between the open, choppy water and the jagged line of~"" ,'!

edged the beach. They sat in silence, watching. "It's So~";"-; ...".~
here," Ellen whispered. "People can never imagine.,". C81i"" , ;?
remember, in that other life. ~. :·r-:r(~,";,,,,, ~

"Yes," Scott said. "It's beautiful. It always is." .; .•:;f'(- ,,:~
The cabin belonged to Scott's uncle, now an eld~"'. ~

nursing home in Ft. Lauderdale; it, and the ~ly ~ ..,' r: o~~

i came with it, wouldgotoSco, ttwben1he,oldman~... ' ~; ..
I always liked their brief v~tions ~ though he bad ncJt . . _./ :',

~I,"" ~

. :::~ b;'
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, tJa...•preserice of other. people, and had. detested the noise of
~dmotors on the, Jake. But now it was late winter and no
ODe was around.

;"TJlen you're happy we came? You don't think it was a
~e?" Ellen asked.

/" •.. as good a place as any to die," Scott said lightly.

~But you're not going to die," Ellen said. "That's ridiculous."
"I know. I know it is."
nt's ridiculous to talk like that," she said, blinking rapidly.

, "I know .... But death is ridiculous in itself. It's ridiculous
I 'her: "aDfW e. '

.~cott, please ... ."
"I know, I know," he said quickly. "I know."

\
'. Jnthe distance, the soft wheezy cry of an owl. A barn owl,
Probably.' Closer, the calls of mourning doves, light, ~erie,
~ blending with the wind; and the abrupt, raucous cnes of
th.e mallards; and the chattering of smaller birds, primarily
sp8rr()Ws,and juncos and cardinals. Ellen heard a red-winged
b~ird, far away: so it was spring, it was going to turn warmer,
it was, going to thaw .

Poe day he had said ,to her: "I'm not what I appear to be."
She had laughed nervously. She had not understood.
"Lappear to be well, don't I? In good health? Eh? I appear to

res$Ilble anybody, any normal man? Don't I? ... But that's not
~e. That's an illusion."

,". don't understand," she had said.
:.They badbeen married for many years. She would not have

he$ltated to say that they were happily married; she believed
they. were "happily married." But when he sat with her that day,
haIdinJl both her hands in his, grave, decorous, faintly mocking,
When be spoke in a deliberately casual voice of certain physical
-syI.tlptomsand a visit he had made.to their doctor without telling
her and the need for a few days' hospitalization in order for tests
~ be made, she had thought; suddenly, that she did not know

• at.alI; she was terrified not to know him. The prospect of his
-beiDgseriously ill, even the prospect of his death, did not seem so
teriible to her at that moment as the realization that she hardly
kHw.biDi. '
, .~l appear to be abSolutc~lynormal," he said, chuckling. 'T~

.,.--..

.th_:~
iwt much different-only a few poUnds heavier..:..tbm ••.• ;d')
ro:~=.~ied, eh? I could fool anyone. I do. But not ~'5ur!-:>~

Now, eighteen months later, the pale skin stretched ~.~
his prominent cheekbones and there were bruiselike ~", '. ',':
beneath his eyes and faint, vexed lines on his face and ~~"':.~:
he was still attractive. His brown hair was fine and silkyt ~:.::.~
were sharp, alert, bright. He walked stiffly, carrying ~' •., .. ,'
almost with a kind of awe or dread; sometimes he leabed,~.,
Ellen involuntarily. He did look older now. He had lost~"
But he had triumphed; by his thirty-ninth birthday ~w~,;
reasonably sure he had triumphed. .. , .. '~;~'
, "I love you so much," he had said, weeping in her ~
~Without you 1 couldn't ... I couldn't have ... ." "

"It's all right," she said, "It's over."

• They met the girl again, on the beach. This time they'~>
to talk, self-consciously, as the dog sniffed at ~'and~,;
~em in silence and then trotted away. At first they spokboldlt! . _
weather-s-a record cold for this time of the year, according.'th1;f· ;"
,ews broadcast that morning-s-the coldest Easter SUJldii;)i.if-
Cwenty-three years-s-and light snow flurries predicted f01<~'~; r:

But it would thaw soon, it must thaw soon. Unless of ~ •. :
North American climate were really changing, as soIrie'~, .'. ';
tlaimed, and a new Ice Age was imminent .... "I belieYe~ .
the girl said. "I think that makes sense .... We deserve it, r~.t~'.~,
4lon't we? 1 think that makes sense." But she smiled. ,~:k'-.,:.
~anner was rather gay, almost flippant. "I don't mind at ..n(~'t;;::t
.~ally don't. I came here on purpos~ because. knew it W.' <?utd~;:7'<;'
~d, 1 love it up here when the lake s frozen and no one s ~"" '.
4nd you can hear your footsteps c~nching in the snow, ~r~~
,~rough the crust of the snow .. , . _ /. ,_
; Then the dog trotted back and the girl bent to hug I)fbt.''.•.:.~,-
~ey complimented her on the dog: a Russian wolf"OUI~f4~'>'
'bng-Iegged, silky, aristocratic, with a head so small and~~ ,
: to seem unnatural. A handsome dog, though. Both E~"'. '
" cott patted him. The girl seemed pleased by their attentioa,4, .:

ent over the dog, fussing with him, even kissing his hea.t.'oSJri. .,/,,'
. as extraordinarily pretty, Ellen saw ,with her wide, ~<>.~:.
hie gaze and her loose blond hair an<!.her manner :f~.';t
greeable insouciance, her sense of being the cen!erof ,'-; .,.:,,:;, <.

.' .. ;:,.\.'<:~':~'~'~.~::"
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~eand even innocent in her vanity. She chat~ered an~ they
~,warmed by her. EDen felt a pang of emotion; nothmg so
.p1e or crude as jealousy, not even envy ....

:."fro here because I want to be alone," the girl announced. "I
~ to & alone. I need to think my life through ... need to asse~s
~ things that have happened to me recently ... certam
JDVolvements I can't handle. I love to be alone. I don't ~ind at all.
Lcould live alone for years like this, with Randy, without anf,
hUinan beings at all .... Why are you here? Just for a change?
"'''For a change, yes," Scott said quickly. "A change in the

pattern of our lives."
The girl looked from Scott to Ellen, smiling. The whites of her

eYes were very white. Her skin glowed, her teeth were perfect.
~ds of hair were blown into her face and she brushed them.

-a~y, with a graceful flicking of her lonl? fin~ers. "
, - "For a change in the pattern of your hves, she repeated. I
'tIppk that's wonderful."

." "She's very pretty," Ellen said.

. "Very young andthink-<awfully well of herself," Scott said.
:.~ .. She's confident. She's vidently able to take control of her

6wD life, her own feelings, It's confidence."
, "It's arrogance," Scott said. , .
'~But--don't you like her?" Ellen said, as if hurt. "I thought you

, liked her. We had a pleasant conversation."
:,'''She's only a child," Scott said irritably.

"Do you know who she is? She's that Carlisle's daughter-the
doctor-you remember, the doctor?-with the blue-striped sail?
haw her going into his cabin. I'm sure it's his. 1 remember h~
dlildren being so young!-I'm sure 1 remember her, from years

;'&80, as a skinny little girl:'
. "Does it matter?" Scott said evasively. "I don't think it
_tters."

Ellen stared at him, uncomprehending,
'"'Why do you hate me?" she whispered.

During the difficult time of his illness she ha~ ~ead m~ny
_ .books· and articles; most were on the subject of his ~llness, out

some were by poets ,00 mystics; even by saints-s-Saint Joh? ~
"the Cross, Samt Teresa. there seemed to be a great deal of hm~ r ,

, oDce he was home from the hospital. There were many hourS, ,;

I ./ ...'
t " . ."".' .;;. _ r : '

tfl ' ,.~~. ,;:,"ts;",±-n: " . . ., ' , . ' .(.,~;,:. f

il',e followi~g another. ~ k,>~gstretch ofho~ brok~()!dr:~,
i~httime and the possibility of sleep, houl,:JoDoWiDl~_

~~dless. Sometimes she read aloud to her husband, in a~' '.
~quaveringvoice; almost at. random she read to him-'NfJlat"> ~\
'God, and hard to apprehend, but where danger is thne~, ..'. :-'
'ialvation also-grateful when he was struck by the wisddJi;l:Ot.;-1 ~,

ibeauty of her offering. She searched through her c~/ .
anthologies, discovered poems she had not read or r~:(o(>'
fifteen years, some of them minutely annotated in her schoolglrr¥.';
hand; she came upon a poem she had loved and had forgottell, "
Hopkin's/'As Kingfishers Catch Fire," and read it to Scott, ~::;., ' :.:.

.moved, almost euphoric, transported. He had not underst~ ~;;. '
'but had seemed to like it. Reserved, always a little secr~""
;bad become almost mute since the operation, .. though at ~,(
;,'e would speak effusively, chattering of inconsequ~.
;::Cniatters, . _,~, :..._
, ,He had triumphed and would continue to tiiumph.,. "~l,"
:,; "How wonderful to be alive!" he said often. And then~f:.,
;"How queer, to be alive-how unreal it seemsl-and noti'~ .
:tmportant:' .'. ' ,',', ~L There were days of relative normality, ~e,cont~.-· <~
.lAnd then, unaccountably, a bad day.TwooJ;t;b~ l>ad~~," ..r ~

'he had triumphed and would continue to triumph, bade~~I{T' .
i:s~es of seven cobalt treatments, headaches and indi$E> . " -'<
jJemporary blindness the only side, effects. He,!p'ew ~'., (~"l"f
; eained a few pounds. Seemed to enjoy her reading to hilII~,<,', .. ' ",,' :.,,'he was lying down, not quite in the mood to read for biftJ~0,:~

. "There are times when your voice is so bell-like and ~~;,., ..,-j
" e said. "You must love me ... ?" .,c", ',/'" j',";<

'- : "Of course I love you:' '.: ~ >" ~.n "But it doesn't change anything, does it? It doesn't ~~ ' '.
~." . " ,"..

;; , "Doesn't it?" • '.-
il "Does it?'~
I; "I wish you wouldn't joke, Scott:' ...., " .:"".'

~a~Js~~::;o~c~e:u~~~~k~v=~ht~:?'.ih:.~=d~ ~~:."

. .i They walked to the village a second time, in jeans and~':" .
,.d heavy belted sweaters bought in Scotland ye~ ago.,~:,
' we.4.cold, sharp.ly pleasant, The smeDs.of spruce ~.' -'..,' .'..' /';

e strong and Ellen would have liked to wandef,alo~~7:
" ..' .; .•.....• '.'';.<i
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~ the woods; the. trees were more impressive at this time ofl :to his own words. When she spoke~.knewhe wasn·t ••••.
~ than in the summer. Everything was strange, unsettling.' Sheknewfrt>~thepast~ttherew.erereServe$ofblmd;~
Thete were patches and fingers of snow on the ground and yetf ~ge in him, as.if a complex story were_worlcingitleIfOuf~'<
."" earth's axis had shiftep and the days were noticeably longer,' J him and only Its outbursts were known to her; and s._,-JllJ-·
,the pale sunlight more intense, concentrated. It was April. I dare interrupt that story. ' " '''~( ',;'
'Snowflakes fell while the sun shone and vast areas of the sky were' i .' Nearing the path that led to the cabin both spoke af.~
Clear, so ~t the open waters of the lake were a deep, vivid blue. ~e same moment. Ellen asked.~bat be would like ~or~
Violent in motion. A small flock of mallards, males and females.' night and Scott murmured: ... Carlisle place, (lid ~:;aya..
rode the choppy wave» placidly; Scott called her attention to' Which one is that?" '.. ~,"
them.,Hesqueezed her hand. He mumbled something about, ' "";;',. \~' •. ~~
being sorry for certain remarks he had made-being sorry he was' Entering. she wore a crocheted cap of red wool and a1Qqnjr(~. ,:'
• invalid, in ways he could not always control. . ~arf, wound about her neck; and a navy-blue jacket.~ '

',.' .. "You'renot an invalid," Ellen said flatly. ; lined, sh~pe~ess. Beneath it she wore rathersoiledjeaD$.~~;
, 'They saw a deer several hundred feet away, motionless in ~; mexpensrve Jersey blouse, pale blue, which fittedher~ •.1lCJ ,',

lJrOVeof yew trees, watching them. They saw rabbit tracks andj breasts were surprisingly full;' her .thighs' and .biPst;.... ,ii
,.t must have been raccoon tracks. They stood for sever~ developed. Her name was Abigail. Her father was iDde1i4,~
•••• utes watching three black squirrels high in an oak tre~ ~ Carlisle, of Grosse Pointe Farms. but she did not.careto'-'qf:,
'-.valved in a noisy skirmish of some kind, agitated, manic. They! , her parents at the moment. "I came here for solitude.~ she-.a' .
WI bands, laughing at l.--"squirrels. ..·,Came here to assess my life." . ,~ .:,: ','

"r.es, it was a good ides, ~ocome here," Scott said. l; Her pronouncements were solemn and yet audaci~""'~-
"In the village th&"j went to Vic's Drugs, with its new; coquettish. She laughed quite a bit. The white wineweDt;.~,

'IIM)Cf(-colonialfacade, to buy a newspaper. A radio played rock ·,bead~dshelaughedsuper?ly. tiltinghershouldel'Sl~." ,
: music. Then there was a five-minute news break: an arms' beautiful teeth. She complimented EDen on the dimier.~ .
build-up somewhere in the Mideast, the first several indictmenli! . times; she wished she had the ability to cook but,Jt.~-·

.handed down by a grand jury investigating conflict of interest inI ;1 ho~eless-she had no p~tience for that S?rt of thing. ~.'
,the~te legislature, a fourteen-year-old girl found dead in a field; :IWISh.y'know what I wlSh?-that I was JUStlike anyone"",,,,:
near YpsilaDti, having been raped and stabbed repeatedly. The)'l, ':1would marry someone I loved and stay in one plaee,.DL~
paid for their newspaper and a bottle of hand lotion and left. T~ content, you know, and live out my life like that .•• , ". .·f,:·yl ,.'

. little town was fairly busy; the parking lot adjacent to the A&P! '. ~ere was a half-moon: Ellen stared at the lake. at -,. i .: ,:,

'Wasfilled. Children rode bicycles, squealing, as if delighted wi~ I • '\~ting waves, wondering why she felt so indiffered'. ~. ':
~ snow flurries. They went to the Wellington Hotel, wher~ 1; ; dinn~r had gone well and Scott was in an excellent '-"><~"t

..,.there was. a pleasant English-style pub, but it struck them ~ r. 1happiest she had seen him in weeks. and Abigail was ' ., .'
_ ~erent from what they r«:~embered-not so charming, rath~·. : •.ll'eally very sweet;. but Elle~ could ~ot concentrate·.. ..,.', :.;

em_. illy. shabby. And a tele':ISI~~ set was on"above the,.ba.~.Th~e•. '.,l',..".•...;.:.oon':ersatio~. ~cott was .as.~~g q~estions and the girl.,.~.... '. "".'.'.... '.'.'.:'.,did no more th~n ~nc~ m. Ju~t as well, "Scott said. I don' J,:~aslvely,.hintingofsomedISappomtment.thenlaugbina, •••••• :. ,;'
want to start drinking this early m the day. ; : d like a child eager to escape adult surveillance. Wu,aIIe,. ;...'
. They walked back down to the lake, both rather tired. Fro ' ·~Iove?-had she ever been in love? Scott did Dot quite'--,;,>
~ t.om,ne Sc.ott leaned a~ainst Ellen, his arm through hers. H. ' ; .11 an.d ~e girl managed to not q~ite answer. E.lien wat:QMcl. _..... ' ~:~.,:
was ~ting slightly and hIS breath steamed. There was an od. ~~moonlight on the water. hypnotized by itsoonstant~.~
atten.. " liven.ess in him.• a t.ension .she could not comprehe.nd;~.... '.'.!lhadhad.'onlYOne~ofwinebut.shefel~num. bed.. Ab~ i.••......' ';'.~..:_..:.
aeemed ex~ectant. app~eh.enslve. Whe~ he spoke, It w . l:l Jay asleep at Ellen s feet. the ~eiPt ()fitS _d was w-.~J.;io"
~tlY.JlSjf h~ were thinkmg of something else, not attend' • rtleasant. rather heavy. ',- '~·>'.t~.~-~

Ii"'o!
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Seott and the girl talked. They drank and talked. They
la\llhed togethe~, companionably. Ellen heard again her
hu.~.n(rsyoung, vigorous voice and she did not dare look at
hmt---did not. dare see, again, the bold flush of youth in his
waited face. She remembered having seen him that morning, by
ace;klent, as she was about to leave the bedroom and he was
eroding from the kitchen area to the side door: thinking himself
~, unobserved" he had been frowning, his face tight and
pursed, his lips slightly moving as if he were whispering to
himalelf, arguing. At such times his eyes narrowed and his jaw
tensed, as if he were confronting an enemy .Who was the enemy?
What was it?-But now he was transformed, now he was another
maft.entirely. And she did not dare look.

Ittumed out that Abigail sang; that she took voice lessons. But
• she had 'nO talent, she insisted. Her voice was weak. - Would she ,

sing.for them? No, no, her voice was weak, her breathing wasn't '
.right, she hated herself. -Please, wouldn't she sing? It would be
lovely to hear her singl '
.She laughed in embarrassment. No, really she couldn't. She

couldn't. .
But it would mean so much, Scott insisted.
-Abigail managed to change the subject and they talked for a

wh8e of'the northern woods, and Scott gave Abigail a book to
read or to keep if she liked-The Great Lakes: From
IT,..Hirtorical Times to the Present. It was one of the many old
battered books Scott's uncle kept here in the cabin. Then they
spoke of the weather again and Abigail thanked them once more .
for having invited her to dinner and then, adroitly, Scott shifted
back to the Subject of her singing; wouldn't she sing one song for
them? Please? ._
'So she sang. And it was quite a surprise: not a popular song, ;

DDt even a ballad, but an art-song a friend of hers had composed, .
setting the words of a Hoderlin poem to music. She sang the .~
German words in a strong. deep, thrilling voice, a woman's voice
lIQd not a girl's, not a child's. The effect was so startling that Ellen
aDd Scott glanced at each other: Her shyness had misled them;
they were really not prepared for the deep-voiced, mysterious ,
pOwer of what they·were hearing, these incomprehensible and,
yet •utterly convincing words-~ ~

Grijben woUtest auch du, aber die Liebe zwingt
All uRt nisder. dQ., Leid beuget gewaltiger,

. 0::;; . .,.. ii. "¥
r

'l!WTWW ., :••

DOM 1:8 keA.ret umaotISt mcht
• Unser Bogen, woier tJr kommtl

Aufwarts oder hinab. . . . .' .
. ,. ;. . . ~, '.:..'~·t· ;:

When she stopped, they were silent for a moment; ~
b~gan to clap and Ellen joined in, self-consciously. 1'bet .•••
flicked her hair out of her face and grinned, with ••.~us .
reluctance, as if the song and their admiration had really •••••..
her no pleasure. '.'>~.,

"Amazing," Scott said, staring at .her. "I Wouldn"i_~
thought .... Xes, it's amazing. And very beautiful." : " .....
. She shru~ged her shoulders. "Thank you. You're v~ •.

friend of mme set the poem to music, a close friend. S(l.h •• ·
who was a close~riendatQnetime .••. It has a private men N.te
me and I wouldn t have sung it except it's the best tbiDgllalow.l
feel closer to it than to anything else .... n. •. \f<'i~<.

, "What do the words mean? Ellen and I don't know ~ ;.
But the girl had turned away and was preparing to -~SJ*

ignored Scott's question. He jumped to his feet, helped ~
her chair, fussed over her, "Very nice of you to come •.,'~~
voice is haunting, isn't it, Ellen? ... and beautiful ... po~ •• ;
you sh.ouldn't un~e~estimate yourself; modesty isn~t ~
becoming .... Walt, Illgetmysweater. lca.n'tallOWYODtGWIk·
back alone." ,'J .• ".

"It isn't far. There's no one around." ,... '
"Really, must. you leave so soon? It's still early." .. <'< '
But she was waking the dog, hauling him playfully·toliilfeet;

"Randy is all the protection I need, aren't you? Hey? W.IIf~
"It's early, Ellen, isn't itl Tell Abigail she shouldn't ~. '

early .. ::' , .;" .,
. ~llen .forced herself to speak: She was stilltraosfiXed ~

girl s voice and by the mystenous authority of the ~.
words, only a f~ of.which she recognized; the sudden~ \
of her husband s voice and the bustle of leaV;e-taldng distuitW.
her. "Yes? .. Yes, it's early, it's still early ... woo'tyoustaY'"
longer? Shall I make coffee?" ~,.;:" >1'.,1__

Bu~the evening was ov~; the girl was clearly anxious~.
She shpped on her heavy jacket and wound the scarf aboqt_
neck and folded the red cap, not wanting to wear it. and •••••..
it.into one of her pockets. Scott was muttering to himseJf, ••••• ,
his ~eater from the closet. "I really mustleave,~·the~~
e?gmg t?w~d the door. ~ yC]lu'"ymuch. Youw~' .
kmd to mvite me over.... i'

,.
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-1' bopewell·seeyou "'5OOn," Ellen said politely. "How
long wilt you. be staying here?" .
.~ can walk back alone; the girl said to Scott. She smiled

brf8hdy, shoWingber lovely teeth.' "Really. Randy is all the
~ I need. And no one's around; no one is staying here
except us.... "
··1)on't besiHy, Abigail," Scott said shortly. "I'm certainly not

gO~ to let you walk a half-mile in this dark, even with your
eIegJat wolfhound. Don't you agree, Ellen? ... Of course."
.EJleo-agreed. She rose, watched them from the door, her arms

folded across her thin chest. The girl, Scott, the slow-trotting
~ that mysterious song, the simple, almost plain melody, the
~ progression of words. What did it mean? What did they
me.mP She was numb, as if her spirit had been drained from her.
~ indifferent but numb, stricken. The girl's voice had been
suciJa surprtse, so beautiful, so compelling ....
:Sbewatched the three figures until they were out of sight, then

she$lOodin ~ open doorway for a while longer, staring at the
laband the broken border of ice and the opaque line of trees on
the'opposite shore. She wondered how long her husband would
begone.

She had learned to nurse him many months ago. She had
1etItoed not to weep or to show exhaustion in his presence. Had
.lied to bim?-;-perhaps, but only occasionally. Never about
anything serious. She lied about herself, about her own feelings;
not ilbout him.
.She had followed him a great distance, along endless

low-eeiJ.inged corridors, between windowless walls. Her voice
had echoed monstrously as she spoke his name, assured him he
would not die, citing statistics, summarizing case histories,
reporting doctors' pronouncements in her small clear voice.
WJaIte.clad attendants, faceless, pushed the dying man on a
l¥lIpital cart and she followed behind him, murmuring his name,
~ not to scream. There were walls of antiseptic tile, doors
that swung heavily to and fro, stairs that led into the cavernous
earth or up into the shadows, out of the range of her vision.
EXcept forber sobbing and the squeaking of the cart's wheels, all
was silen~. Perbapshe had already died: he lay on the cart
uiotionl~, beneath a· thin white cloth.

there were eeormocs humming machines. There were
JUlwinldftg lights. TnlnSI.*ent tubes fed him, by way of his

blood-rimmed nostrils and 'the vein on the in;.mecof.~ ,
He groaned, st~d, breathed laboriously. He had D()t M4.
watched over him, miraculously clearheaded, not at all~.'1t
was a ~hock to see how wasted his arms and tegswere~ .
pal~ his flesh, the papery-thin flesh of his face. But she ~ :,
It. She h~d no cho.Ice. She learned to nurse him: how to~. . . ...."....,:;'
b?dy ~Ith warm water and a gentle, fragrant soep, how •.~·
him With the bedpan and, later, how to walk 'with h.f:to,-
bat~room, ho~ e~actly to hold him so that he would ~~(\ ..~

. . She was wl.thhim, always. Whe.l.!..shewasinanot~/;
.house or outside, she was still with him-her mind. '. . ..• , ';' ..'
aI.ways, abso~ped .by him. He had not died. lie ~ not~:.i:
die. She read to hrm and brought the phonograph into-hls'- '.-
and played r~r(ls, the volume turned low. Shem~Wlt "j:
-capsu.les; she', brought him food .on a. tray; she. h~~ ,
exercise. Later, he ~ould claim that he oWed. h.is life .tr~.~..'..;'.~...'
~ad a~ways loved h!ID and now she loved him more . «i : "
She did not speak of love.,nor did he, But itw.asobvio'iD:.~.· ..i
lov.~d.each other very much, having come so close to· ~ , .:; ,'.

~ts been. ~,ye~r an? a half," Scottsaido~day .••t~ -,'"
to ~e,am I? HlS,vOlcewas toneless.. •...,;'~,.ii.i.••

"Of cours.e your~ not going to die." - ", 'i';!l"

Am I gomg to live, though ... ?""~"'" ; ..
, He lay.back on his pillows, w~tching her .Hew8s the.••.:- !t'..

had married and yet ~man she did notknow, bad never~ .,' '';<;

own husband had died and another man had ~ .""
body .... But tha.t wa~ a ridiculous thought. She loved=..~.'.! ~.:
~ame. Tears edged mto her eyes, provoked by his . ; -r .
W,~y do you hate me, Scott?" she whispered. . '.;" .':, ~.

You know too much," he said. . '.' ..~,>., .. ;.
, • ~ J..-." '. :.;...

The. day, dawned like the others, d~k and cold. ~~.
after mn~ 0 ~lock the sun shone and after an hour or sotIW.~).L
began dripping an~ there was the sense of change, of ~/::
a thaw-thou~h Jt was still quite cold and thea''''.

~~:~~~~~Sc:~~~S:~dd~~:\:~.::.kiti:l:. :dteen.~p.•~.ii..~:..~..":."l.'.'
read and picked up yesterday's neWspaper and.aft.-·",' ··c.'
se?on?s, tossed}hat ~o~ as weD. "My mind is ,. ": . ';I,
mind IS broken, he said. I can nolongerQOllcentrateODo;~' r: ..'.~..

He was slouched in the leather cbair tba'faeed tbtt.~: i'

and the lake, and Ellen was in ~ Seooud.. ~ .•••.. ,~,
. /. j,.c6; "

"



t~.a pile of old bOoksaad magazines, and though she heard
hint ~leady enough she preteaded she had not.
. -mien? 1 think 111go out for a while."
-'"Yes?"
- -JthinlC 111go out for a while."
',He had no need to teU her, as if he were a child and she his

moIfter, but it was an odd habit they had gotten into since his
illDeiss: Sometimes he made such announcements ironically, as if
he .ere aware of what he did, aware that it was not really
necessary, yet resentful that he must do it. Ellen murmured a
reply.

He was going to the girl, of course.
·But sJJe did not mind. She was not going to mind. She

contDfued working in the bedroom, listening to the dripping of
the· eaves: and the. excited chattering of birds close by, in the
pioIiI; The day was sunny and windy .There was excitement in it,
an almost tangible sense of motion, change. Scott went out,
w8lJlringtbe· handsome beige sweater she had bought him in
lnVJernessand a cloth cap with earflaps, because of the wind. "Do
you.lbink1'look ridiculous in this cap?" he said doubtfully. "I do.
I loOk ridiculous. But 1 can't belp it."

~.didnot head for the girl's cabin, however; surprisingly, he
got'•. rak~l'from the toolshed and began clearing the grassy patch
and ;the stretch of sloping beach before the cabin, working
.briIkIy. EDen watched him. He appeared to be absorbed in what
hedid; "-tall, touchingly thin figure, rather awkward with the
r_ but industrious. Ellen wondered if she should help him. She
WOQdered if it might be too tiring for him, or too cold; be was
susceptible to chest colds and the wind from the lake was strong.
Butlbedid not dare disturb him. When she looked out, after
fifteen minutes, he bad slowed considerably and she could see
~his face was closed, pursed, his lips moving again in that
ee •• ss argument, his body stiff with antagonism. A story of
sou.. kind was telling itself in him, below his level of
COOICiousness,erupting only occasionally into the world he
sIMAd with others. Sometimes he burst out, unaccountably,
aMiDst members of his family or friends or business associates-
sb!Iip bitter denunciations, really inexplicable-and it seemed to
EHeD that these remarks made reference to a level of discourse
tQlally alienta., coming from nowhere, fitting into no prior
seheme of his. After the ou.tburst he would seem to catch himself
anatay he badD't meant it-hadn't even known what he was
saying. The higbtbef9re, returning from walking Abigail back to

,
her cabin, he had said suddenly, uadresStng. "'DO~. •
Was intentional, the Getman song? The German '" .•.

. Ellen ~ad not known what he meant, SO he went OD to~a
peculiar anger that was half-apologetic,tbat maybe the a&llad
deliberately sung a song they wouldn't know,~.had
wanted to put them in their place, lettbem know ."Know' •••••
what?" Ellen had asked. But Scott could not expJajn...~.' US
know ... who she is, who we are," he said vague!.y.·:-rbe
differences between us." 1,.

He had been gone no more than ten minutes, walkiIIg,'With
Abigail and the dog. Probably less. Ellen bad had tiaIe ~ ~
clear the table and rinse the dishes; time only to playbdiDltet
imagination the scene at the table-her husband's rapf •••• 'the
girl's smile and her.paradoxical m~ner and her str~~
thrilling voice ..Ellen hated the girl. She hated the gil'I •••••
both. Her heart seemed to stab at her, with the i'eaJ~_
hatred. She was excluded from their pleasure in ea:eI1~
the easy intimacy that had grown between them. : .,Shc~
excluded forever, set aside. Yet she worked Rlecban~"
sink, and when Scott returned, so soon, she feJt ..aa~
disappointment. He had seemed rather tired. He bladl~
on the persistent cold-eunnatural.freaktsh, ma~""_
..Ellen said nothing, thinking of the gil-lsinging, and of~
her own feet, and of her husband's transfixed.face .• _'"
them, hated even that elegant, comely dog,but,jt.ltft_
pleasure to think of them. Did you kiss herP she wantea-l6 _
bitterly. . :•.~. .'..:

- ;/'..;.-.~?.~~
At the long walnut table they sat in silence, eating. ~.. . . .

window as always. The sun was still shining, The waw'"
coldly, broken and agitated, hypnotic. On the farsideofdWJake
the pines appeared to be of a uniform, rigid heigbt.,E~

I, was still except for the sound of dripping and the birds',crilJW
. the wind, which had not died down. At the rear of thf.C'Ifjn ,

something was scraping irritably against the roof. .-;', :;;..;,
"This is the edge of the world," Scott said in a qu_:"'" ,',:'

voice. "It was like this before we lived." ~><;.~.
Ellen turned to him. ·We ... p" . .
"Our species." . ". ",' t •
She laughed. The sound surprised her, it w*. so'jo)t •••• ' , '
"Why don't you go to her?" she said softly.-afterll'''''.' ' .~

"That's what you want, isn't itP" , \ -.,.t,,'·· ..
"It's beautiful here but it hurts. The ~burts. The""":Ae ,'S

• ;i

/
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water", It jm'thuman:'heI'e." he said in the same hollow,
bewtldered voice. '

'~roher, why don't you? The girl. Her. She's waiting for
y~,

]fer mouth twisted as she spoke. Her voice was ugly, not her
own.

i , "She's waiting for me .•. -?" Scott said.
'bOw what you want, what you've been thinking of. I know

hQwyou've been thinking of her."--rou do?" .
His voice raised lightly, scornfully.
"I. you both," Ellen whispered.
She rose blindly from the table and went into the bedroom.
At thewindow she half closed her eyes. She saw a man's figure

on the beach, a man's figure cutting across the edge of the lake,
riskiDg the ice. He walked quickly, knowing his destination.
Q*Jdy. CqnfidentIr. He was young, energetic, sh, leless. She
hated bim. 'Yetshe would watch: she would stand at, e window
andwatcb until he was out of sight.

-. could bear again the girl's lovely calm mysterious voice. It
had iIsued from her as if it were not her own possession, as if it
welle a bodiless sound, excruciatingly beautiful, indescribable,
notbers, not evenbuman. She could hear that voice, and she
coUld see, again, her husband's face: the intensity of his emotion,
the sbafnele$Sblunt power of his lust.

"'Why don't you go to her ... ?.. she whispered aloud.
It was horrible, hideous, that he should not, that he should

remaiD·in this place, fixed and helpless; merely her husband.
TbIat,·he'should be himself and none other. That he should
someday die.

11iey listened to the rhythmic dripping of the eaves. Harsh
rude-joyful dripping melting thawing: the entire world was
tha\Vtng .

.:'1:.Ook at that sunl" Scott said.
EDen shaded her eyes and squinted. It was true, the sun was

eDOn@Ous,powerful. almost intimidating. The thaw had begun.
S~ in her responded to it, some feeling too subtle, too
deep. to be called an emotion. She wanted to cry, then again she
wanted to laugh. She wanted to exclaim in vexation.

~ has a visitor' anyway," Scott said. "Someone drove over
th.,. -around· noon."

.~A visitor?"

"It looked Jike a man. A young maD." . ':.,'_'j;. ~",:;,

"Then we won't see he~ again ..• P" ~1Jeo IlIUd sJow"'';''''~i~~< _.
. Scott was lying on a sofa, facing thewiJidOWS,PI~'}_
against a pillow. He had puUed an old afghan of green and ~'
squares up to his chin. In the painful clarity of the ~
~ked aged and yet peacef~l, serene; for the first time EU.~::"
him as an old man and realized that he would be--bewoolil'b8-.
beautiful. She stared at him, struck by her knoWledge,: __ .'
must have felt ber surprise because he turned to her, ~ -:
smile. Yet he misunderstood. He said, "Do you forgive~' •~

"Forgive you?" , -,
"For the girl-for all that." , _

. "Of course I forgive you," Ellen said, still in a sJow,strklbo
voice. She took his hand and squeezed his cold fingers:;"~ , .

"If I had gone, I might never have come back. ••. "<.. ',.':
"Yes, I know:' .::q;,,:, ;

.•... you wouldn't have wanted me back, aDd I COU~{~;;'-;', ",:
come baok...." '__ --',' i.~~.,,~..:':'

"Of course I forgive you," she said. • '
She bent to kiss him. She hoped neither OftbeIB~

:away. . 'J - •..:••.. ",••"'•. '

"I love you," one whispered. .~
And the other replied at once, cliI love you." -;:;-.. ,.;;;/.

.•.. .£. '... ':.:..e'.x,»:

'I~::



1
~ the mofQing of October third I boarded the Cap Arcana and,

, hf my opulen~ stateroom, where my steamer trunk and my ,
Japumerable pieces of luggage were already waiting I chanced !

1~look out one of the portholes and saw a hellish si~t.
" A ~-dozen gulls ~ere fighting. Their wings flapping, theil
~ ,~ous, their ~I'1esdemented and alarming-they were
.fJgh~g ov~r something that floated in the water, bobbing ane(
~ WIth the waves. Though I knew better, I could not res' "

:~g. I threw the porthole window open and actually lean
fOrward to take in that ugly sight. .
'.:Htwill be sufficient for my purposes to report that the thin:

.'that floated in the harbor, eyeless and trailing its guts, was n
~: was Dot of our species.)
. ,,,,'ShOcked,sickened, I slammed the window shut, '

, ': And then a vision came upon me, seemed to open within m
~gbt«:d.head. I lost all awareness of my surroundings-lost

-~est m the other estimable passengers-in the identity of
particularly handsome woman who had boarded the shi
.~mpanied:-and I found myself, inspired by the ungain
~g and CI'l?S.of the gulls just outside my window, recalli
~.~~ing~S a dream I had had shortly before daw

: I am not one to IinSer in the realm of dreams. If I may speak

266

':'H~' ,p,
ff. " .;~ ., fU11her CoafeS'''';_~~~
~yself frankly, I on.st say~at I am. larmore'than DlQIt,ot,.ai.,h
,lo the world-to its splndid demands'and its evea.~ . ~
splendid rewards, He who:really Wve. the world mapu""" _ -
.to please it-so I have known from earliest adolescence, ~.;-
,isonly in the past few years that I have felt confi!ient~.·."

1.my own destiny to articulate that truth. As one loves the w,r)rI(l.'
i.and s,erves it, by being, not least of all, one of its more ~'

, ; creations, so the world will respond in kind-will offer evtcJenoe;-
I.of its respect; will offer evidence, upon occasion, of its ~.'
'.And so the world of dreams, claustrophobic and overbeatedo~
. never interested me. I sleep well-like all healthy animalsl'"
')ntensely-and 1have always enjoyed sleep, as a P~' ..,
:pleasure; but dreams have struck me as merely distractili ••••••. ' .:
any case indecipherable. ' :'
.: Very early in the morning of Octobertbird, boweWtt'lW -.:
.been visited by a ghastly dream that could not $0 ~:bt;-"
brushed <aside. It was utterly silent-except for ~.~1'

',.eemingly accidental, and very faintcriesofseabirds:adr'jfQf.
:kny own death, my own corpse, laid in state in aD ~._
;~ffin thatwasatthesametimeakindofboat.pusIUag~!lO:_"_ '
Jlideous ... I At each of the four corners of the ~~.~" .~•
rpo. ffin was a bird of death which flapped its wings~.i~. :.'."'..••"
;~es were agates, cloudy and opaque.· The'" ~·',·t
I rpse-Iay with its head resting upon a pillow of whit~f.;.,J
I es shut; lips firmly closed, an expression of sorrow ~,_.:)
1 ace a grayish cast: aging it by ten yeus:at least. But th(f~. >
!~owed 'not merely sorro~; it'showed,. as well,. a_.·.~.'.,., ~ ..•.. : .•.• 'f
I entment, a look of vexation, almost, as if the death ~~~'-: '"
i .me was really a ~ost unl?leasant s~rise. I st~ed ~.~;;, ,.~
1 pon that extraordmary SIght. I awaited a flicker of"~ -':'''. -\r

iovement of the eyelids-a glance of recognition -.CouklJ~~;'· '. ~:
, dead? I, Felix, so young, so handsome, hardly '~.U;=.,,-;·,~,;~.
, eshold of a life that promised great riches of all, ' .' ' "'"
credible that the adventure ~ight be so abruptly ~:t~~;J
rpse was my own. Those fair brown curls arranged.~iJIi.... :,'.'."
axen, peevish face were my own, "arranged" just as ~-:
they would be, no doubt, if a stranger were given ~ •• ~:
ess them for the grave. ., .• :,~~.,:;i~;5}.~

.' The horror of gazing upon one's OWll corpse Can, ~:~~:.~
agined. I star.,ed.;sic.kened.. witba~nseofou~BS-.tl.sf~:.,.; .•.;1.,."

" e that something h~ gone ~som~·~ .. '<1':
,curred. But the corpse did not stir. The eyeJids did Dot.~'~"t::-
j .: :. ':,: ,,". ~:';:-'-,"

•.. .-,f"' , ,',' ~.;..." -. '.;.... ./"'.;

....~---------- - --
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.~' , N4ght-Side' ,

'1.bere was no sound except that of the ugly, ungainly birds of-
death; their high-pitched, random cries that blended with the
SOUDds of the sea and tbewind, and the vast indifferent spaces of
...., world itseH-the "world" as it exists emptied of the human

:and of all human values. -
. : l-cried aloud, stricken 'with anguish. It was not simply "my"

death lmourned but the fact of death itself-and most egregious
~.~th~ fact that so graceful, so very nearly beautiful a creature !

.11 might be brought to a premature end. I cried aloud and
turDed away ~ awoke, heart pounding; and the vision carne to
a mereiful con'\lusion.

Of course I managed to forget it almost at once.After a few
asftated minutes I fell asleep again, and did not wake until
..wen-thirty. From that point on I was exceptionally busy-«
letding my accounts with the Savoy Palace, bestowing generous
though not lavish tips on its employees (for, havi '.gbeen a hotel:
eAJPloyee myself at one time, I can well 'stify to the
demoralizing Consequences of unreasonably lavisu tips), arrang .•
ingror my considerable amount of luggage to be transported to.
the Cop Arcofl6; I did note that the day was overcast and humid.:

'11aere is something melancholy about white, impassive skies-s- \
they are Mee ceilings that press too closely upon us, from which'we- cannot escape.
·"·Pnceat the harbOr I was, of course, distracted by the general-

'ldmc)spbere of festivity, busyness, and anticipation. I have'
alwaY~ rejoiced in ceremonial occasions-in those occasions, at.
.Ieast;, when. the more attractive aspects of human nature are'
~.for-th. All about me my fellow passengers were saying'
gOod-by to relatives and friends. I halfway regretted my decision

. t.6leave Lisbon without informing certain acquaintances of min
(of.whom I do not choose to speak at the moment); at the sam

'.~ being alone in the midst of so much commotion gave m .
tbeoppor4mity to study the others closely. I took notice of t .
very attractive Woman of whom I spoke-took notice first of a
'(Jfthe pbaeton from which she alighted; it was elegantj
~ered in dove-gray silk, almost too luxurious for my tast ~

.M1d. the woman herseHl-beautifully dressed in scarlet an
-#elUJly-wbite and black. ~he must have been about thirty-fiv

Ycsars old, with a pale, narrow face, very dark eyes and hai
~gher off were an older couple, no doubt her parents, and .
eiclerly wbfte-bairedwoman, probably her grandmother. I coul

'.lro ."

f~ •. ~~-~~,~.-t:!:~.
not overhear their conversation yet I ~to .:.'~"~" {
actually know, that the woman was a widow. (l~'!a.
we W'Ould.become.acquainted,'well before the.ship . _ '. t· >,

b
BuendosAthll'es.)And there were other fascinating Pi It ,.,._, !i

oar ing e s.hip: twin boys of about eight, strikingly be"~
dark-complexioned, almost swarthy, accompanied by •• _ .
wo~an ~ho must have been a .goverDeSS.and by an.~ ----.
whippetlike dog; and a couple m their forties, the g~1lt. "
earnest conversation with his rather plain butagreeabJ,,~.:;:
was certain I had seen him a few days ago in the Museu:~ /
Naturaes -infhe Rua da Prata, studying with great ~"","
display of fossil remains; and an elderly white-haired •••• r. .
with a fine Spanish face who leaned heavily OQ the ~.
smartly dressed young man about my age; and -,.. and aW!~~':.. -:

But it is pointless to recount these sights and to reocJJi.,. 1>'

excited impressions I received that morning. For. was f~'·
, to sail on the the Cap Arcana after all. ·..}·;....;;'.·.f.
. As soon as my vision cleared I left mystaterQOPl.l~·_ .
luggage with me, not even a handbag; in my p~ I ~ •• "
nothing except escape. No doubt peopl~.:$blJ'ed.;-I ~~
see-my eyes were blinded with tears-I couldnot~,
ship anotherII?-0ment-lh~d to get~ckto~d.ltdiCl. ·:.;.E.· ..·.I.·~..~.'.:....;'
to me at the time that I might be acting unWJSely.Of . " ·.ar ~.
that I would regret my impulsive behavior once the I'~' '.. .

The death warning could not be ignored. Its' ..... 'Z' •. 'h

incredible authenticity could not be ignored. And SO r' ,-"..'
fled ... leaving behind my handsome leather suitcases
clothes and costly possessions, and my detailed p ..
itinerary that was to have included South Am~
America, the South Seas, Japan, India, Egypt, Co .. '. . .'

, Greece, Italy, and France. I fled like- a frighten8d,~<
I . unashamed, unself-conscious; knowing only the n~r'

. i: . immediate flight. I did not want to die. I did notW~ .•
I,' transformedmto that corpse! And so therewasnothing,to ". .:
t escape, carrying only the money I had in my wiJ&iit; •.•.•.• :' ..
.\: sacrificing forever the smaIl fortune I \youldhavea(lq~JaflIJ
I! been ina position to draw upon the letters of credit aw~ ••. :>
l:: in banks in the principal ports of call around the wo~~';":~ ~;..jz

'I" What good is the promise of wealth. if one has gazed _~
i}'; face of his own corpse? Life calls t~ life, \\#i$bing'only ttl~~

;U·. ., _ . ",-~~.~~/'



'. .~.And so I made a rather ungracious exit and thwarted my
·cHitiny. .

, I

u·
. "

I~spmt the rest of that day and the night in a nondescript hotel
~the Tagus, where no one knew me, and then, with the aid of
my..:lWting Portuguese, I managed to secure a small but
Jitogetber charming, and very clean, apartment along the side of
~. ~ de sse Pedro de Alcantara. The steep street pleased
me; I seemed to feelthat I might be safer on a hillside. Fate could

. not so easilY approach me.
:Fot some days I was not really aware of the apartment's
tDQdes.tfumishings, or the heavy tolling of a c-thedral's bells
e'ltei'Yquarter hour, or the fine, warm autumnalrai 'hatfellevery
1bOtDing. I was still in a dazed condition. The dre. m-vision had
~ me as viol~tly as if I had, in my own person, only barely'
~. d~. (Indeed a-death of some sort had taken place in
'!"1SQol. From that morning on I could no longer think of myself
Bi,.a yo\mgman: not as.young. My features grew more serious,
~~mber; I even discovered a few bone-white hairs at my
.~JeS. Sleep, ~hich had always been so pleasurable, and so
~, ~e ~ow an uncertain venture from which I might~!'bc...~any time, disturbed and perspiring. Life itself became an
~ venture.) Never a religious person, and certainly not
~us, I nevertheless found myself in the habit of closing
my ~ at odd,. incidental moments of the day, and offering
tbi!iQQ that my life was saved. I did not know to whom or to what
I offered thanks, but the compulsion had to be honored' it was an
~ as direct as that which forced me to leave the doomed
s&ip.

-.(For the.Cap ArcOn<J did indeed meet with disaster, five days
out.-A. .hUl1'lC8Ilestruck, most of the passengers and seamen were
ldUed. the battered ship itself. sank. A horrible tragedy that'
shOcked all'of Europe, but especially Lisbon. I read again and
again news articles about the disaster, my eyes welling with tears
at tile th~ught of the passengers who had died so senselessly. The'
~ m the handsome scarlet dress, the elderly white-haired -,..
~eI!'an, the twins with the dog- It had been in my power to )1
save diem but! bad done nothing: I had been concerned only";
with my own safety.) , r
) U·

The days became a week, tI)e WeekhVo ;ee"', ~a .
month. It'was now November. Not only because I' .•', ' •. lQ ..

;: m~e my m~me~ stretch as far as possible but also ",~I:'
, WIshed to disguise my appearance, I bought quite. ~ .. '
j clothes, a. dark woollen overcoat for the winter~co~IhirIiJ!Jli:'_';

place of linen. I made a conscious effort to minimize rny~->
accent; mr speech b~me less impassioned and ~ ,fiIld.. ;;
self-~onsClously poetic; fortunately there had alwafS:~;.,:'
Mediterranean cast to my features. While 1 did not •• ;.
disappear into the populace, 1did not stand out as ~:k"
foreign . •..•. "'.- r>:

(I h~ve no intention of going into my personal ~~~ ~.•
~elong,~ ~ot only to the past, but to the past~J:j,~::
death -It,. ~hould be remarked, however? that I ha~~ ..'.. , ...,:....~.'

had the ability to adapt myself to my environmeat, l~."...,;.'-
talent of ~ertain spe~ies of plants andimimak for ~- ,.••.,
almost Without design, a protective coloration. .a',~'

I. camouflage.) , . . '/,'".'ju

I'! Daily 1walked about the many hills of the .cit¥." .,. .~ '"
) . upon my own survival and the tragedy of the 0 .'';.'' .•'.•;,.
.~. tormenting myself with the thought that per~ps.I~·.' .. f
~ saved ~""" bad) bad more faith •• the ~Al!I";;
::.', premom~on; absolving myself, at last, of all gt,Ult•••.,fo..t.~,',:f'
il : my wan.ungs would have had no ~ffect. I read newsR •• ~ .,':J
'I four or five languages. 1ate only twice a day, always !~I<.,"'.. ".;,
i' cafes; 1was perhaps unnecessarily careful about pa~. :.'
~.'~.same cafe more tha.. n ?nce a week. If.anyone spoke to::.;. !I.;"":".~.'.';.," courteous but said little,. and of c.ourse I never _p, ., . ."(
" ; anyone, even those occasional tounsts-s-many of them·· . .,~;

; can-who struck me as being particularly attractive. I aed~,,;.;~'
: Germans, 1 fled from the French. Why? There wOo ..~f • .",

'I surely . There was no need that 1could determine. I ~'-.". .~"
! vague, primitive urgency that 1 keep my d~; 7" '....::"

!everyone--even obvious strangers who would itot koo9-'-. ':~
; see~ed to me that someone or something (Death i~'.~ 3

,I hunt;mg me; unless I was very prudent.I would,!'Ot ~
.1 destiny after all. _ , . ...;;':; ~t{~.;.;f,
,; And so the weeks passed. Something stirred in pIy ..••• i
,: premonition of the design my life might. take. B~t I did_ ..,.x
,i any impatience; the impatience 9f youth. waS 1lOM" 'l' "....<'

might be that I wouldt~e up ~disgui$e .•. it·
I would be a poet, or a 1y'riter, or -.0 artist ; ••or . .



-T" ~

2ft. .Night-Side »:
tnjft'ofeod; should I come to believe in God .... It might be that
I wbu1dremain quite anonymous, living a placid and eventless
iii_from day to day, utterly alone; or I might marry; or I might
sUddeDiy leave Portugal for anothe~ part of the .worl?-for
~, perhaps, or Tangiers. ~ut I!l the. meantime It was
iJDpierativethat I live quietly, exulting SImply m the fact that I had
~ at least temporarily, the fate that had been intended for
Die. '. \. '.

'ltwas in early December, I believe, that I saw, m the
Cathedral of Santa Maria, my former mistress-her large, stem,
m_choly face nearly hidden by a dark veil. She was alo~e,
~pa¢ed' by either her husband or her charmmg
daltPter ~My .senses leapt; I wanted, of course, to approach her
~. to signal her; for a delirious instant it was as L '0 time at ~llhad
~-only a day or two since we had declar lour passionate
lovifE'Or each other, and stepped into our first embrace. But of
~ a great deal of time ~ad passed. And ~.had ~.otthought of
her+had forgotten her entirely. And I was dead so f~r as she
1c:DttW: the MarquiS de Venosta who had been her feverish lover
wGdead killed at sea. (The "Marquis de Venosta" was the
ideQtityJ bad had while in Lisbon; so far as I was concerned t~e
~ marqUis was dead and there was no need to resurrect him
n01V:r -' .

',"I'did Dot, therefore, approach her; lforced myself t? look
a~ ftomllet" stem, grieving figure. In the past the interiors of
~ bad offended me with their ornate altars and statues
and r~btdows, but today the Cathedral of Santa Maria struck
u.eas beautif~Iindeed:very nearly mesmerizing. If my northe~,
Pititestant soul had been irritated previously by the South s
sbdletess delight in the senses, and its random mixture of
~_~ and Christian, Moorish and Greek-today I faun?
the (lispJay splendtd; I slipped forward onto my knees to pay It
hoiDage. My lips moved in prayer-a wordless prayer: As usu~ I
offefedthanlcs to the Presence that had saved my life, and m
ad'ditkm inquired about the purpose of my having been
savea~what was I to do with the rest of my life?

.'.~ the tipIe the answer sugg~sted itself to. me, my fo~er
miltress had left the Cathedral WIthout my having been noticed.
So' unobtrusive was I in my dark, inexpensive clothes, so
ooJiP,nOfipJacewas my posture of unquestioning adoration, that
bId~paused tol00k.at me I very much doubt that she would
htIVe. rEicognjzed me. She had loved me-true enough; and I had

~.. .,.. --
J '.

Furthier(;-'sslent
~ ~.

i felt a {iere«;, loving passion for her . But such matters· ~'IID ".;,
l seem insignificant once one has looked upon Death. (,- -...'" ~

, .r'" .; ... "
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Nlgbt...si~

iI'I$lifestQ by one Filippo T.omtaaso Marinetti, a name entirely
new tome; with what bold, uncompromising energy did this
pqtlSet dowa the foundation .of a revolutionary art!-
remarkable, enviabl&-making my own customary amiability
appear, by contrast, to be merely diffidence.)

:..It was in a small square near Coimbra that my father
appeared~theapparition of my Father, that is; for the poor man
had been dead for years. I wore my dark overcoat and a cloth cap
that had lost -its shape and 1 was doing a very rough charcoal
~ of a bewhiskered Portuguese hero-a general on

. horseback~as a kind of exercise, simoly to develop my skill;
. ~ one part of my mind I knew, ano iad known even before

~g of-the Futurists, that the sort of i easant, innocuous work
I"'Viasdoingwas no more than provisional and pragmatic: my
tOle genius Jay elsewhere. It was an unusually mild, sunny day, in
mkt-week. the square was by no means deserted, yet 1picked out
at.()l1Ce the awkward, ungainly figure of my father. For some
seem.tds I stared at him, frozen. 1 could not believe what 1 saw.
(And atterwJlrd, in reflecting upon the extraordinary visitation, I
SIne to wonder if perhaps my poor eating habits-l often went
wflhout breakfast in my haste to get to work-had not caused me
tftbaUuciDate.) That obese, slow-moving man in the expensive,
CMtom-made. but rather rumpled cashmere coat-that pale,
101einD, peevish German who stopped passers-by frequently to
_.them questions that (so 1 gathered) they could not
fJOItlPrehepd:' my poor father, dead by his own hand in my
~tti'""'lr."~~ year. .
" . My surprise was such that, for several long minutes, I was not
e.\'eIlterrified; 1 experienced a peculiar light-headedness, an
IImost euphoric sensation, as if the apparition-or the man

~'-himself, for be certainly appeared solid-were proof of what I
bad suspected since early boyhood, The world if a fathomless
.ery.My weeks of intensive artistic activity had also taught
4D8 to honor the unique, the odd, the surprising, even the
Perverse-for it is the unexpected that excites the artistic
temperament. And here, not one hundred yards from the stately
buildings and walls of Coimbra University, making his way
aJenga Wide graveled path in my general direction, was my poor
father, himself.

He had shot himSelf through the heart, one of the very few
~ful ventures he had ever undertaken. (Having inherited
,the finn of Eng~ 'Krull, makers of Loreley extra cuvee

" ~~.

" . . . .

~hampagne, he had seen-the busmessslideillto beD:~=="
had been totally unable to alter the eourse of events.) " ,••~~...
his life had, therefore, been especially unhappy, and ped)Ipa«

. was for this reason that he did not resemble the father llciieW.
. much as a vexed, fussing stranger. Of courseit was ~: •• , '

man-there was no mistaking his fair, silken, thinning beil---",.
large morose features and his unconscious habit of strok:fllrgbit
round belly (which he did now though he was weaAogm
overcoat); I recognized him at once. " . .

But, though he was obviously searching for me, ,he did ••..
recognize me. . .-:--,-"'.' .,

After I recovered from my astonishment I continuedtO;_oatt·
at the sketch, despite my shaking fingers. The eq~'"
took shape; I then spent time trying to suggest, with soft~.
strokes, the lovely delicacy of the cypress treesIJQ;;'"
background. At the same time I was well aware-of IIIY~
who stopped a middle-aged gentleman oJl the path._~·
him a faltering question-in Spanish, I believe--and, ~

: 'for reply a half-humorous gesture of total incom~
!; out an already-soiled white handkerchief and passed-ft.~

over his face and beneath his drooping chin. What must •••• ·.
that my father had left his place of reposeJn ordiel't!l)~,'·
out ... ?My inclination was to step forward and identify,~
for after all the man was my father, or had been. yet:ftJr'.... .

, reason I hesitated.l stood close to my easel; fr~~. ''.2
over the sketch, even muttering to myself, for all thewOi~:-':::::

;1 self-absorbed, eccentric artist who would not w~ ~:;:':}
! interruption. '.' -. t-', .~:"
i' Myfather wandered near, still dabbing at his face.~.~·7

be was weary, perplexed, a little resentful. For a dead.matrllt·, ':4
.certainly perspired (as he had in life); his complexion'wu . ,.
and flushed and quite damp. "Excuse me, sir," he would~~.~'
as someone passed near, and then, in his courteous but~:
voice he would make inquiries about his son Felix whOb8d"'-

, scheduled' to meet with him some months ago' but ~: W '.;
; disappeared ... had disappeared, evidently, somewbereiQid.I, -,'
!city. He switched from Spanish to French and then to~ ,.
~and then to a kind of French-English, always witlloot~
iIndeed it was kind of people not to ,laugh at him, 1~.

'~working at' the sketch, able to' control mytrenlb~~W·'1supporting the wrist of my right band with tbe fingeisDt._
it seemed to me very importantdl8t I ~1fJdl wOr1c~tMtI~ :

j I • .,'. .'

'I ""
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~'be lrigbtened()l' eVeD distracted by my poor father's presence.
Wa$bea t~mptation that I betray my new calling by answering to
my c>ldcname ... ? That I thoughtlessly align myself with the
dW ;'..? .

~.Afterward I came to believe that the situation was more
siDIIter. My father was searching for me in order to draw me into
theotbet world with him; he didn't want to express his love for
me butonly his authority, his paternal right. A soft, slovenly, lazy,
gOOd-hearted man in life, he had become, in death, a malevolent
6aUt«r-there was something mythically Teutonic about his
1I18IIIler', that perverse blend.of cruelty and formality, as he made
inquiries about his beloved: ',I who had failed to meet with him
on lK1hedule.
,By what power lie was able to disengage himself from the

Land of the Dead I cannot imagine. I do not wish to think of it, or
ofliim~transformed as he is. Our fathers inspire our love only
~'they are truly fatherly; when they become other, greedy
ete.tures&om the night-side of the earth; we must stand fast
apinst them. Teutonic,-Germanic, an ostensibly life-affirming
amd life-honoring son of the fertile Rhine Valley, my father was
~less' a ghoul-and I did right to resist him.

.' Sighing he passed near me. He paused to watch my fingers; he
eftrI,~tclose to the paper. "Very good, very good," he
mumbled. "If only, I had .time ... the luxury of time to begin'
agUn, to see as you see ... to see at all .... If only But. ... "
, ,;~ugh I made no encouraging response, he continued; now

_,&moan, speaking irritably of his renegade son who had
betrayed him. It seems the son had simply disappeared-on the
mbmiDg of October eighth-had not shown up where he was .
expeet«l. "He was always a capricious boy," my father
'complained. "but I would not have thought he would go against
me."

I nodded brusquely.
"And he wandered away, he disappeared into the city; I never

saw him again.

seri?USly of leaving Lisbpn. The,ldDdo£ert ldidwas,~.:,
on Its own levekthat of th~ picturesque(repr~but, ,~'
more ~nd more there crept mto my paintings, and evert""_'
most ,~noce~t of sketches, a certain impatienCe .••• tbe :'.

. decorab.ve,wIth familiarsurfaces_30d textur~. Was1, •• an~ .;
to remain forever a servant of both the gullible publie...,.·
visu~ three-dimensi~n:u world ... ? I dreamed ofloeo~.:},
rushmg through exquisite gardens, of aeroplanes ~.i.

, the golden crosses of cathedrals. I dreamed of~~:~,

b
cr~lsds~dwltfh ugl~ trendchglesand, in the background,.~ 'j ;ittt.···
ui m~~ 0 .granite an ass, of a 'kind never ~ betot~hllt~,i

eart~ nsmg mto the smutty sky. Often, while awake, lW_::\
to blink my ~yes·to. s~e familiar streets and shops and 'pc30p~',
transform~ mto w~Ithing patterns of energy , fai;1y pu1singwftb.; .
the angry JOyof existence. ,.f' .~. "

I yearned to visit Paris; and Rome; and perhaps ~~
might meet with the Futurist painters Boccioni an(HleId:_
Balla, whose w?~k excited me more-perversely. ~ ••••• ' ~.
that of the Parisians, whose fractured and cubed ~~, i'>

~e as being oppressively intellectual, and inaoycase~~_
Picasso, whom I was to admire so fiercelyio later ~DPt ~.~
much intrigue me at this time. Mysoulwasstirredby.wlliIl- •••• I.,
had seen of the Futurists: I was hungry to experierice .."._~ ~':':
again the vertigo of Boccioni's The City Rises, to .see kiQ~ ','
to stand before it in homage. "~c' •• ..'

Never had I been so wedded to life, ~ i
expectations been. so various. My former existence f '"',;' '" ' ::
away; the old F~lix seemed to me no more than a ~ , 'v

'I intoxicated with the lush surfaces of the world anddra~'
"1

1
, by them from his deepest self. Or was it the world ••••• :::

'

:1\,', enchanted me, really? I often thought it might have .;>

father's poor example; Or the example-of other adulCs;,;~. c"

I, mysterious Presence that sought to guide me along =,1 ':,
II' would not have chosen for myself. (There were, I I' ' ' 1lIl:~
I astonishment, several incidents in my life that w":.·,'

characteristic of my life-:I mean by that the half-d~""I~~:
?om~tte? as if in ob~ence to a force outside mywiD_~?
is base, dishonest, stupid, and degrading;} swear ~>it._-.::'

, and has never been, natural to' my temperamenL OD>. ~'1.
.. hand. my ,"_ yearnings ~,.,
>,1 expression: were never taken seribusly enough by " •" ","
;! .others. I was destroying my creative genius'by , , " , .< •• ' a" <'.
,I , ' , J' .:
:;.. i .:,~'~\_~:t
'" ) ,r- .

-IV
" Nor did I think" of him again.

. And, fre'ed" of him, of that mysterious "father" whose
'~,o,giCal,'. :lUpresence, " weighed heavily upon me, without my quite
aCknowledging it, ,I found myself thinking more and more

;'
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various maSquerades, nOPeofwhich expressed my own nature.)
Itl-later yeats the conflicts within my soul were to be better

underitood by me, but at this time-during those bizarre months
in U$bon following my failure to "meet with my father on
schedule" -,-1was often confused and discouraged. Only when I
worked did I feel myself; only when I plunged into hours of
actMty, oblivious of my personal being, and of any dangers it
miPtencounter, did I feel I moved with the pulse of life. This
was the case despite the fact that my efforts at that time were
crudeJyexperimental-studies of raw undifferentiated motion,
of blurred and frenzied moments not convincingly transcribed
frolll the mind to the canvas.

Aud so I prepared to leave Lisbon in the spring. My fears
about leaving were greater than I had supposed-like a child
who_ been terrified by an experience outside the home, I
reaDtWisbed to bide in my apartment on the Praca de Sao Pedro
de AkARtani forever. (And it was out of the question for me to
tr.vel by water, Though in later years, airplane travel did not
wOrrY me in the slightest, but seemed, in fact, quite pleasant,
croaing any body of water wider than a river was impossible.)

It was on a warm afternoon in April on the day before I was
scbeduled to leave, by train, for Madrid, that the most sinister of
aD.1maginable apparitions appeared to me. For days I had been
anticipating something of the sort-my dreams had been ,
turbWent; filled with images of a formal, ritualistic death-my )
souloppi'essed bythe invisible weight of a Presence I could not
fatbom. Yet I never hesitated in my plans to leave. (It was as if I
se&sed, beyond the chill authority of that Presence, the warm, ;~
COJi.Beoial. combative circle of fellow artists I was to meet in
subllequent years.)

. --:...I.was saying farewell to certain sights I supposed I would
never visit again: squares, churches, marketplaces, the view of
the Tagus from one o£ the hills, the Anglican cemetery. I
wandered for some time in the cemetery, lost in thought, gazing
attbe tombstones, the broken columns, urns, crosses and spires
and crude winged creatures squatting atop mausoleums, How
1<Ml1y the April sunshine, .after the damp, cold persistent
~I •.. I rejoiced. simply in the familiar fact that nature had
agidn revived and that all was well. (I have never been ashamed
of.timent and of exPressing it.) Even the inscription on a
time-darlcened vault did .BOtdepress me: We, the bones who are
alriIrJdy"ere, Wllitpatiently for flOUrs.

'::(;'W. -.crc,.' '. ----~-~ .. r";/~

farther~· ;:.~

. Is, it possible to elu?8. death?~if.cineis· ~~;:tbt
Im~l~ent struggle? Or IS,It only possible. qen Ode_'ftIbIr
envisioned in his soul a fate, a necessary d.my that f~
premature extinction? " "."." ..

In the leafy sunshine of that mild simnI 'day::~\
approached me. I glanced up, saw; stared, 1realized ~WN
no. ?ccldent, my wandering into the cemetery; it bad. . . 'AU'
design .... Death approached me in the figure of aCiistiAju)beCi
elderly ~entle~~ of abo~t ei~ty. He wore a blaek ~~,_
very white, blindmgly white, linen; he was leaningheavily ••• ·a
gleaming black cane. Something about tbe- austerity. if,.hi
b~aring, despite the difficulty with which he walked, mademe
think for a moment that he was English. Iu be ~ •••...•
however, I.s~w that he was of my own natioDali~~0u6..:.Jib
me: he e~llbited none of the moreol>viousc~~
.nationality. His expression was dignified and stem,ev~~~
~e wore glasses; he was clean-shaven and fastidiOusly ~
hISgunmetal-gray hair lay combed across hfs ~~ii .
s?"eral damp strands. He had fixed his IPW';upon lUeficiiif_ ..
first :md though 1 had the idea that his visioa. ~'" ~
deteno~ated, 1 c?';lld not tum away. My impulse, of.~:"«.." '
to run like a terrified child-to rush pasthimandJDUe"~
frantically back to the street. . '.....

"Felix ... ?" " -"i'.~>,,;"·l·'

lon~.he word was terrible: I had not beard itpr~~;p-
"F lix?" . ."'... .....e . ,
.Death's voice was both curt and gentle; unlike my ~~'i~

this gentleman knew exactly who 1was, and wha,l be wiIJirMlQ(.-
me, He could not be deceived. ". s-

::You are my Fe~, my own child, are you not .•. P"',: .,.,I. ... I don t.. .. ' -:.:: ~...
"Why do you shrink away like that?" .
UI don't know you .... "':"':>~',_': -.
"J?,on't know me? My OwnFelix, my child, my most~

son? " . " ..
He drew nearer; he leaned heavily On the cane. "a" .':":•.

thi~k lenses of his glasses he blinked at me, making~. .'j
smile. I was trembling violently. 1 wondered if be saw . '. .»
could s.ense. My terror was his s~;iJ\ my maBea~
been hIS authority. - " . '. r >. ",

"You must believe me whelP 1_y -"yoq are·...y,~
. '" '.~
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ekerishedSOJl,"tbe geDtleman said in his- formal, ponderous
voIee. His narrow lips pel'formed a smile; I could see now tha t.he
wasvtJrY old-his face, though still handsome, was a mass of fme
wriBkles. ~... my D.1ost cherished creation. Tho.ugh you have
cJ.aged.somewbat ill the past few months, Felix, though ~ou
are no longer quite the ... the work of art I had im-
agined ... nevertheless you are ... you are the child cl?sest to my
beIrt. You have been careless of your beauty, haven t you? The
beauty with whiCh I entrusted you? And your clothes .... "
. "'But I don't know you," I said quickly. "My dear sir, you must
beiDistaken.·1 don't know you at all."
. ~elix.' that voice is my ownl ... it is yours, and mine. That

matYeIous soft voice 1 beard first in my imaginings, long before
!IQff drew breath. And your eyes, and yo~ lean,..graceful bearing,
YQUI' beautiful lips, fingers ... your soul Itself .
. ',;1 don't-know you. I have nothing to do with you," I said.
,,~ are you trembling? Why are you frightened of me? You

~ everything to do with me," the gentleman laughed. "By
wJaich lmean-everything. you came into existence through my
effC*ts which should be perfectly obvious. And it should be
~ obvious, as well, that your existence .is bound up
in'~ ~ niy own: that you must obey me m all matters.
.'l1Ieirefore ....
~twas shaking my head like an obstinate child.
. -.rrherefore you had better surrender yourself to me, Felix.

TIds latest. disguise of yours is, I admit, a splendid one: the
~ of being an artist ... an artist, moreover, with a curious
boRdof sympathy with a handful of barbaric Italians who have
beea (uyou possibly don't know) a mere exercise in public
relations. It is quite amazing, and quite unprecedented ... rather
. ~us, in fact. But con~ary to nature. Contrary to the nature I
blMil bestowed upon you. .

"1 reject that nature," I whispered.
"What are you saying?-I can't hear."
,'"I reject that nature, " I said. Again I experienced the sickening

desire to push my way past this old man, to rush headlong from J
the temetery. We were alone; no one was watching. "I. I reject
it and,YOU... and everything you have planned for me I reject
everything of yours." I saki. 'i

'*fhat flnot possible," he said curtly.
The .effort of Ipe8king with me was obviously tiring; he .

(iqsed for a moment. to regaiD his breath. Then he repeated in a '-
~ ton~ "Thtd 13not poBBible." ~'

.'"'(,.

"My dear siJ;" I said, trembJitlg DOwwittla,~".,'~
• emotions-Anger and frustration as well, •• feu--"I~:'Si.·
the fact that you and I are strangers. We share ,a ~ -. T
language, perhaps, and a common ancemy; but· ~,~ .:
makes us kin, and it hardly gives you any authority Owsf--: .•••• ,···>,
Moreover .... In addition .... " /,,' .,;;;" i,:

"My dear child, you are beginning tosound'exactlY~'Jaf~ :,:,
Felixl Sweet and histrionic and bold, with aRthe hyp~ .•. •• .
favored son, not restrained by timidity from making 1II&:iaoIt<
stilted of speeches .... You have the self~consciousnessof~",
Felix; why do you want to betray your destiny, which "~'. "
up. ~ith my own, and whi~h. will protect you.' ~;~"~, .~,
VICISSItudesof the world? EvenIhtwerepossiblefory~~ .. ";
your own life, apart from my gentle nurturing, why ~.~.
wish it? You will grow old and decrepit, as I am itow ••y:_£~.t ..
never succeed in being more than a third-rate painter~"~. >
a~ certain. I~ fact.I very much doubt whether ,~YODeIl}"';""{;';):
this era of rums will be more than third-rate.-. ~ '-,'Ai 'I;!.~;~<
, ,:'You don't understand them," I-said. "You don!t ••••. ,f9i'i,.''':
us. '.', ":...;;.\~"'~':"".

"Felix, did not your Creator smile upon You,:at)"O&f~. J
Were you not destined for-for pleasures of the Belh.,loi·~,;:,
raptures-for adventures of the kind ~t I, burdened~< >
weight o.fm~ own genius, had to forgo? ... What doYou~~.-: :..'.!'.•..
us, who IS this us? You belong to no one else;.you know,.,.. . . ~ .'
that you're mine." , . "'; '.>"";"~i-;'··'.'

"I know very well that I am not yours: I animy own~,:'< '
He adjusted his glasses and peered at me, smiJ.ing.~~,: ..::.

was beginning to feel the injustice of it-the, colossaL~';:; .
Thatthis elderly man should wish to claim the life be had . ." "
that he should wish to draw me back into his head: what . .
he? Simply because I had' grown into au extraoiC~-";'
attractive young man and, for a while, mesmerizecU~~, ,<7/,;"
fantasies, had led a stupid, vain, frivolous life, ttying~:'
costume after another like a monkey, performinl'iD ~."'"
dazzle' ignorant audiences-simply because I loved .•.• ",,~~.
solely in order to satisfy hill base lusts, and hiseven baser~"''')
imagine himself as a successfu:f1over: wbatrigbt badbe=.; ....>. "'_ ..':",
now, on the eve of my departure, and make his claimP •. ,;>,1
he was an elderly man; granted, also, thathehad labcw"~~\:.
me to life, and miJPlt not be blamed.perbaps,f"or ., " 'C';>'
bring me to death-wishingmeto~to ,
the Dead: I had achieved my own ·IOUt, ~;
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thoJe months when I was freed of his authority. I was no longer
lUsFelix-I WasM longertba\ person at all. I belonged solely to
myself. .:
,"As if sensing my thoughts, he began to speak. His manner was

aitlfteiaJly genial; his fatherly smile did not call forth a smile from
me: He spoke of the travails of artistic creation ... of the artist's
lRIffering, which is not unrelated to the suffering of a woman in
childbirth. He spoke of the paradox that lies in the fact that the
artist must create living beings, beings fully capable of drawing
breath, and yet he must control them always: he must not allow
thesnto escape the structure his imagination has created to
SUIbtiD. them. He spoke of the artist's altogether human desire to
u,uIeash~inhisereations, those characteristics he does not possess,
OI'·'does--notdare acknowledge ....
,'''I have nothing to do with that," I cried. "I don't exist merely
to fOlfill !IOU-to act out fantasies of yours you all but admit are '
infantile and unworthy of serious consideration-"
[He Stared at me, perplexed. It was obvious that my stubborn
opposition was tiring him, yet he seemed unaware of his own
qdk:kened breath. Instead he stepped closer, now bent forward.
I bad to tesiSt.the desire to strike him. (What an imp Death is,
taldbg on" those forms that most intimidate us-stifling the
natural impulse to lash out against what threatens to overwhelm
aDd destroy!) Again he spoke: sadly, gravely. He spoke of the'
ariist's necessary cruelty in bringing his creations toa finish, no I

matter how they might beg for life, no matter how boldly and
prettily they might demand their freedom. It is an imitation of
nature,-DOmore and no less, and cannot be denied. The artist, far
from transcending the sprawling drama of nature, is in fact a
Cdtling servant of nature, and wishes merely to impose his
~gn upon the larger, untidy design-and so the artist's
authority must be obeyed, the life he brings into being must, I
~uiesCe to the death he or<4!~. It is unthinkable that a creature
might rise up against his creator and demand his' own
autonomy ....

,~.J.have nothing to do with this," I interrupted. 1had taken a-
.few steps forward; it was my intention to brush past him. "Even;
if I do acknowledge that there is a bond of some kind between us,
a feeble sort of connection-frail as a cobweb; even if 1 do";
8dmowledge that I am, of course, most grateful for your-for:
your,perhaps involuntary generosity in giving me life: neverthe- t
leis I have forgotten most of my past; what I do remember I'

-
reject impatiently and initably,"haviPg. /judged itbi~_.-
not.very·wo~~y prelude to my real life. ,And now if yoP;.
excuse me- .'>:

"Felix, it simply isn't possible- What you ate attemp".
not possible-" .' "',

"'!- ou,ar~ going to diel You are an old man, and you.are~
to.die! C~n t you ~ee tha~ you want nothing more than to dratlDIle'"
With you? -there s nothing noble about it, nothing inevitableUt'. ,
selfishness! Vanity I I refuse-" '. ,

"Felix-c-"
He reached for me and, without thinking, I shoved him awa,: .

1shouted into his astonished face. "Nol Neverl I am not yoets! '
N.ot yours!." Bli~ed wi~h anger 1shoved him again-I.~ ';
dimly aware of hIS havmg staggered backward. "lrefuselQ,1O
with you-I am not yours." ,

"But my boy, my dear- My dear one-"
UNo.··
He stared at me and a terrible, stricken look manifested.;" ;

slowly in his eyes audio the slack flesh about bis mOuth.lt,wu.
look of recognition, of realization: I ung~toodafterW~.
was the old man's acknowledgment of my being, my.f~
and indor~itable l~fe.And that acknowledgment carried ~ Jt .
the necessity of hISown death. , , , >~.:

.-;:

• ,t;:,iV'.
He collapsed in the cemetery but I ran away. ~,

blossomed in him, a void opening in his brain; but I ~
escaped, 1left Portugal that very evening. .' , " .

V

Years passed and no one pursued ~~, bolo app~-"'._
approach~ me, no "fate" claimed me; yet I was calJtiouj 1QIl.' :
. (Of ~y life at the. present time I will not spealt •••.it ii;lirM)
com~lic~ted, too improbable, in many ways it...••• '..... . c
astorushmg than the story of my Portuguese -adv~,
Someday, no doubt, I shaU die: but I and I alone willdet~ •.,
when. My work draws me forward, teasing mewith itsen~ "
complexity. 1 cannot quite understand it. And so L~~
forward, year after year, decade after decade ...• 1seeintbbQW '
that so long as I am caught up in illY WQdc~1will not die;.,,-
immortal. " . ,~., ..

t:.., '.~.".
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, ,the world is einptiednow of all apparitions. No Presence
directs me away from my truest self. Moment by moment,
heartbeat by heartbeat, I live out the drama of my own life. Is this
aaother masquerade? I grasp my brush, I plunge forward. Where
I once questioned everything I now question nothing. I am
$llpfeplely myself: the only Immortality allotted to mankind.

j

The Blessing
., .•..".

_ ·_·;:~;~:1·.:~~':
The Blessing-advertised for months-was twoll ••• ·itf·
seventy-five miles n?rth C?fth~ city, up ~ Co~ ~.'=.·;lJ.:::c." '.'
awake most of the night listening to the ram, angry with,. . "'>
for not getting everybody started earlier; he'd bad1'DOOtbltr.~. ,.~",'.'~~.
the trip, now the rain might make some roads ~dd,,' : ,,' ",. ~
highways might be crowded and, though he bad' :..'ill:
something might go wrong and it would be a disaster to '.. 'J.:'.:'''';
Blessing, and though he seemed to be awake and mu •• ""';
himself and anxious all night, in fact his wife woke hirlf"~:':~"
o'clock, said everybody else was up and dressed and 1~'7:".
get started, what was wrong with him ... ? Sleeping SC)" .'," •. '~'. " '"',
twisting the bedclothes, grinding his teeth together. WIW',' , . ,
wrong? "/:'~;:",

A rebuilt U.S. mail truck, bought back in February; a: ..".~.:.. :..V. .'~'.• ".~'"
but it might break down a~d it used a lot of gas. Roy .. c; •.. ~/ ';,','

tS::£w:a::~~L~.~~::l.;=~.,,=.·.•·.g.•....."..:.'
:; months to master this journey, of course the responsibilitY •.• · ,'. ,,:,"
this: always was. H~band. Father of. a two-year-old SOIf~::.· ...:
rb. rother t?his wu.es fourteen-year. ~ld sist·.er Bunny.•.... ~.;..;....~.....•'." ...I mother dIed.' ~ the father was lost lODle~e or in, ..,,~,';.~.I maybe hospitalized under a fake qame. He did not 1l1fDcl.. . ~:~:~. . ., . ",*:r' <:;~,.
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IiYingwith tl!em;'he Jiked her. He liked everyone. He liked being
the young' straw-haired sun-burned smiling man behind the
t#tieelof the truck, a pal to Frankie-a neighbor's boy-patient
_ugh to answer Frankie's questions through the cheerful

!bab~ and singing of his wife and Sunny and the noise of the
tnansistor radio; he liked it all, was excited and pleased and
~ous about everything, did not mind the responsibility that
,had come upon him at the age of twenty-nine, so fast it seemed as
if lle had woken one morning and there it was. He was Roy and
that was Roy. And he puzzled over it in his dreams sometimes
then. woke to everything being turned around and completely
.different, like a landscape he had never seen before though he
Jived in it.· FOr instance-it had not rained at all.

"Frankie asked him questions but Frankie already knew the
,aDJW'ers. Roy had to admit it, the boy was wise, shrewd, even
~yant-only ten years old-more mature than Bunny with
her gum-ehewing and short red shorts of the kind girls didn't
wear now, sometimes, sharper than his wife Micheline-who
tlItked baby talk to the little boy, a bad habit Roy couldn't break
IMlr .of-:-and though he got distracted from time to time, almost
exasperated by the boy's questions, he liked Frankie very much.

:Enjoyed talking with him. Enjoyed trying to answer the
~D$. Frankie sat beside him, squeezed between him and
Mlcheline in the front seat of the truck, and sometimes he
fwitclled with excitement that was almost like an electric current
going through him-only ten years old, undersized, said proudly
C)f himself that the social welfare people had him in a file called
Genius-:-which Roy doubted; he had never heard of anything
I8cie that, an actual file with the title Genius. But the boy was
dever ..Asked Roy if he knew Radio YTK's astrological weather

--rdtecast for the day. (Roy didn't.) Asked Roy if he knew that
kcholz County had, just the night before, reversed their earlier
luting on the sheriffs jurisdiction issue. (Roy didn't know much
about this, except there had always been the promise-the
vow-that no police, sheriff's men, or state troopers would be
~ned inside the fairgrounds: The Blessing-a People's
~ence.) Asked Roy if he knew The Shining One's primal
.lame.(Viraj.) ,\nd what about The Shining One's mother, did
Roy know her primal name?

Roy had to admit he didn't.

They left the housefat six forty-five and by eight were out of

..,..'1_: .
the city.' passing DeRaIIw.s; by ninetbey had.'h. ..~...•.'.'~.:,c.'i,

hundred lUftl twel)ty mi~, makinggpod ~ Oil.tbe~:~:~
,exp~way; by t~, when they stopped at aroadsid~ ~-~,.
outskirts of the Duntrine Valley, Roy bad driven one~':
and seventy-five miles aecording to the speedometer. ~~:
was clear now that ~e~ were ~ the eountry. Sunny, ~P1it,,;
even dusty. Mount;ams m the distance: a fewfilmy~,::;.
clo~ds broken against ~m, as usual. Scrub jays in. tbe~; .''
behind the rest rooms. NOISY, happy. A sparrow hawk.()~:
Micheline and Bunny passing out peanut-butter, ~ .~,

, honey jar, the spoons. Frankie spread out the mapof the •••• ,••::
part of the state ona picnic table and crouchecf_~~:
dwarf-like, I.Duttering to.himself. He was a wonderfpl~; ,', "
had taken hun on as a little brother, had befriended· .' . ,·c.;
Frankie's family lived in a broken-down trailer up the. ,-;,'
father who was laid off from the aircraft factory ( --
worked in themachineshop,anywliy»amotberwho~ '. .~~,

n~t1em.s~:~e ;~er~~~ b~th~,S~t~~. ~~T::::n!!.....-.=.-.·.•..r.'·:.·!...'.'.'
together in that trailer, where the sun beat on the tiil'lJiO(~ •""':.:-:
social welfare people were out all the time: the ti-IJaat.'!S.. " ;;,

. carne.around, Roy's household was so much m0J."8 ~W';':\
:'..so much to offer a little boy l.ike Frankie, and <:lidiit~.".' •.~.•~.·~....,.,.,L.".·.'i;.;.;: the extra trouble .... Except It was strange: Roy aDd , ~.. ,..', }
" and Bunny had more or less introduced Frankie to the ',~ <,,; .
!.•the message of The Shining One, a few months ago; aoa..~·.· .:~
:: Frankie seemed to know more about him than they df4;.';';t~~:;;;'~':
~:. It meant so~ething, Frankie ?eclare9~ pointing at the.~ ,:;;'1:

meant somethmg that the Abeignos Faugrouods was."~,,~;
l[ where it was. That particular spot OD the map. You coUf4:.- ... ,.
fItwo interesting circles ... could transcribe a triangle. . . .

figure out the ultimate circumference and probably1t" .,~;"~
«,evealits meaning. But he hadn't his instruments witha:.I'":Z::'
comp;lSs~his ruler. So he would have to do it wheJa they ~ ."..,'. ~ .,/:';
home. , '.' .•..,6;.';:/ .",'

: By noon they 'Yere passing thro~ the Kokaneefl~~~
;(Jnly five or six miles from the ocean;.but the Mean w.~:! 7"
sight. Frankie was still chattering away. to tlle back o£ •• ~~, r
stretched out 00 the pile of sleepiDg bags. ~UQY wass;w_ttijiC/ .::
ith. eradiofromstationtostati~:m.MicbeIioeaodlittle= ..~.. ,' "..~=. r.·... ·',·.,f·.,""
~let:ping. Roy was less,worried ~ th.e truek~: .~.. " .••..'L:. . -." --.---~.,.-~~lL~>~.

{. .
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inaldng good time aadit was reassuring, all the other cars and
lDade-over school buses and trucks like his own, and kids on
~torcycles~ and even,a long. string of people-shoulders
bunched. heads down, legs.working hard on the steep hills-s-on
l;Jicycles.heading for the fairgrounds. It was obvious they were
aH'beadingin the same direction when you contrasted them with
people who were not: people in new model cars or in commercial
trades. who stared over at Roy as they passed him, curious and
'cobfemptuous. Roy smiled back.

It'ranlde stuck his tongue out at a boy his own age who was
~iDg at them-his daddy roaring past Roy's truck in what
lp~ed to be a Cadillac-and Roy said, shocked, "Why,
FrIl.okie. what are you doing? Those people are no different from
us. They're not enemies. What are you doing?"

·:80be got the best of Frankie that time. Because Frankie had to
admit he'd done wrong.

.They left the main highway just north of the Abeignos River,
arOtmd one in the afternoon. Now traffic was slowed: hundreds
of ."tnicks. trailers, buses, motorcycles, bicycles, men and
-women and even children and even pregnant girls on foot.
'k:JIaps8cks and occasionally staves. dogs trotting along with that
~. frightened look of dogs who seem to be smiling and
p.ilDting at the same time ... some of them loping ahead of their
~, some of them already trailing behind, exhausted.
. '~y God, look at all the people!" Micheline Cried. "Why, isn't
ft.-wonderful?Why, I can't believe it. It's just the way everyone
predicted." Atop a hill they could see, strung out before them, a
&Deaf traffic that snaked out of sight, miles away into the
bumt-()ut glowing-gold foothills. Roy's wife reached over to
iqtieeze his thigh, she was so excited. He felt reassured now: they
weare making good time, the gates to the fairground would not
open anyway until the next morning at eight, all these pilgrims'
were headed in 'the same direction and that was reassuring in
Itself. The. prediction was coming' true. A prediction of seven
hundred thousand and unbelievers had scoffed and yet it was
coming' true ....
," 'S9Jne boys in a strlpped-down car, no fenders no bumpers no
tfres..;::only'the bare raw rims of the wheels-rattled ,past Roy.
their 'hom honking in good cheer. What a rattling clanking noise!

"ROy~had to laugh at them, though he wondered what they-
thought they were doing: that pile of junk might disintegrate at

..'--
/

.~
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any minute.' But the boys were wllviDg'andsheutills .~,
as they passed, careless of oncoming trJEfic. -1" .", ,.,;.:(;'\"

The little town of Chillicothe unint:01'P01YIted".. •.•• }'
s~eriff's blue and white car parked iJithewaisHligh •••• ~'t-:
SIde of the road, the sheriff and his men sitting ~.IIllH>._
be air-conditioned-watching as the pilgrims sIowe4ti6WD_,.;0·
25 mph speed limit. One of the officers was a bOt".'''':
straw-colored hair, younger even than Roy., smoking ~

!' ~tar!ng !1thi~, nose wrinkling and twitching like a rabbi!'s~'ROf'
Just smiled m return.. •. """ ".h C?illicothe m~s~have been no mo~ than~ mile~>A~', .':".

i., -the hikers were sitting by the Post Office. resting, thett •••• ": ~
I off; a few more were lounging on the small. burnto()ut·Ia~.· .,
I Court House; a girl no older than Bunny, h"rbelly ~~ .•.
l~ hitch~kin~ right out in the ~oad, grinning, her squaW~.'.· .,. .•.•.•...;
I ha~gmg m h~r fa~e, whIle.a young man. stood·~fI.it\:t
; evidently argumg WIth her. Jesus, was that girl pregna-" •.. ,
j' couldn't help staring at her, just staring. Micheline Wsaorb1lM .

that size.-not even the day before the baby wasbQmf.·~'_··
seem possible that a girl that young, out bftcbhildnJ;.irl. ,:I"

midday heat, should be 'so swollen. so enormous .. ; • ...,\;t
;; couldn't give her a ride: not enough room. Roy W!lSSOIiy....... ~
:; , that. And the boy would want to climb in aswe1l. ~•. ~~ _.:~.
,. room. ...:~.:,... .".;f., .","

~ There were sheriff's men scattered througbout~_ ~)

,

;''. anOtherbIUean~whitecarparkeda~theOU~irts !:=. = ai: ;.. ".".'.;'. ' brawny man, SIX foot seven and maybe weighing two-, , .' .,,~.
i eighty pounds. jammed in a sheriff's outfit, stood I . ~ ': v: ,

; the car ~atc~ingth~ processio~, pleasant-faced, ~~,'.' •. ';~~
: less behind hJSoversized metallic sunglasses. He wore a••• " .'<.
'i pushed back from his forehead. As Roy drove by a .'. "'-' ..
, of hikers-it looked like a family, someone was~. '. . '.,

on his back-came along and seemed to be engagingtQjJila.' fit:"" .'
in conversation; but Roy couldn't see what happenea;·~':;,;":¢· t

• "There was a good feeling in that town," M~heline~~1:
: sensed a ... a good feeling in that town ... not, you ~~" '.:,

,I hostility. I think that's a good stgn."· <.,' ," ';".:,. :.~
.: But after Chillicothe the road became narrower.·~: •••• ·:

were sharper. Traffic sldwed:·thespeedometerre~.:".
miles mph then 10 mph then 5 mph·and QCCasioRaJlt~ <:'i.,
down to O. Going uphlll was the worst; of Coutsel ~ • .o;"':
parked halfway in the grass. haJfwaYOllthe road Hlich1iftt'wl;:· ,

, !: "f
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According to the map ~ were only a few miles from the
fairgrounds. But l'"rankieestimated, his voice a whine, that it
w~take them bour.stoget there: why the hell hadn't they got
on the road earlier? He had told Roy, hadn't he? He had argued
they.tlouldleave roay earlier. The t,ent-~itywas probably filled
by 00w. ~.. ·He had told Roy-hadn t he?-and now look.

1\0)' had to admit that maybe he'd made a mistake.
~ they were only a few miles away and it was early

afternoon and there was a good feeling, even among those who
had abandoned their cars or bicycles: they hitchhiked, trudging
backward good-natured and smiling and forgiving when they
could see there wasno room for them. Micheline leaned out the
wiD40wimd Bunny was leaning out the back, carrying on
coiJ\tersatii:ms, waving, touching hands .... There was only
trOuble from time to time: a boy of about seventeen climbed on
the hoodqf the truck and wouldn't get off and began bouncing
up'lUld down, giggling, waving his arms, while Roy leaned out
one- window and Micheline out the other begging him, and he
seemed t~ hear them after a while, turned, startled, to stare
at ,them through the windshield, his hair out around his
face •.. squatted down, approached the windshield, staring at
thea. or.at something .... He picked a mangled insect off the
w.Uldshield and parts of another and parts of a yellow butterfly's
wb,tgs •.• tried to fit them together .... Pe~plexed, .his face.a
hot-l9oking pink, newly sunburned, he tned to fit the parts
t~er while Roy pleaded with him to please get off the
hood....

Cars parked on either side of the narrow dirt road. The jalopy
wiUlout tires abandoned, probably left in the middle of the road
-~ushed over to the side by someone else, partway in a ditch.
M«e and more hitchhikers, more people trudging by, some of
th. singing, some very good-natured, leaning in the window on
Micheline's side and asking if there was any room for another
p8l!lSenger?... no? .. but God bless you anyway. A girl tickled
Roy's face with a long feathery white-thistled weed. Some husky
young. men wearing sun visors, white-teethed like handsome
young men in advertisements. bicycled by in a long procession-
at1east fifteen of them __cbanting a mantra of some kind. They
w.,r.e able to weave in aDd out of the stalled traffic. Roy envied
them. He envied also the people at the very head of the line: he
could no longer see them but1lecould imagine them. Already at

the camping grounds, already setting up their tents~tbtt
gates of the fairgrounds. . •. .,. , '-".'~l\ '

But if he worried, Micheline always choeredhim ".JP; ADd
Bunny. Even little Alistair seemed happy enough. Fr.aJ:JIrie~
muttering that they should have started out We night befOf8but
nobody paid attention to him. He was a restless, wiry ddW.hii
legs appeared too short for the rest ofhis body, Roy'Qidtbe
freaky idea for a moment that the boy was really a stuoted-a4uIt.
an evil creature, but of course it was wrong to think that. .•.,,$tiII. . .
when Roy had trouble getting the truck started again, aftet.lGac .'
wait by a single-lane bridge, Frankie thr-eatened to get.eu,tand-;.'.C
walk and nobody begged him to stay. . .. '..,' ....

"If you feel you must, then you must,"Roy said~ •.
So Frankie got out and ran ahead and got in with a lNUP·gf·

boys not much older than he, able to squeeze between""ar.i
and the bridge's railings, and Roy forgot about him jQy the
vexation and near-panic of trying to get tbem,otor~.~
it stalled? What would happen? .. Bebindhim, someo • ..- '
honking angrily. Bunny tried to quiet him down. RQY ~
ignition off and then on again, carefully, reverently. ~t;if.
What. In the back, Bunny was saying Have ~/1llJt¥Jsw1
and the hom-honking stopped for a while and Rey ~; •••
turning the ignition again, pumping the' gas pedat.l:Us ~~
closed and lips muttering a prayer ... and thank GOd, ~~
and The Shining One, thank all the powers in the univ~; •••
motor caught and held and the truck gave a small leap f""'d.
: An open area: two or three farmhouses, Dot very Pr~· : ~
set back from the road in dusty grassless plots of gro~." '
outbuildings a uniform weathered gray. Horses in a~,
the road. A small boy on a front porch. On another por~""" -::'
crowd of hikers had gathered-for what reason, Roy~--
tell-and a collie was barking at them. The farmboUS4l'~ .
abandoned. But no: somebody must be living there, a •••.."
washout back, white sheets drooping dose to the groUBd~"~~''''''
other house was just a shanty, abandoned; you could l~, _
through it-doorway and windows like cutouts-scruJ) Wlf',
the1::::.;" that the celebratien bad been eanceledr •• '1
dirty, streaked face tried to tell them that, limping ". ._,'~
somewhere up ahead, but someone else said that wu' . ". "~
falsehood-a deliberate fabricatioD by the SJainjnj' -.P~
.•• emies. Butthe rumor tamed up_dow ~~1(

.. .
••.• :t;:
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beded man of about fifty, so deeply tanned he seemed to be
made of dark-stained wood, paused to lean in Roy's window and
say, "'It's over, The celebmtion was held and it's over. The cycle
has t&begin again-back to zero and through all the phases once
agaiB-it's hopeless for us now. It's too late." But these must have
beenllO more than rumors, because the radio station friendliest
to ttleeveot,YTK, was playing music most of the time and the
annOuncer only interrupted to say that all was well out in
AbEli&nosCounty and to repeat the things that had been said
many times. There would be a Blessing ... a community
cel~tion ... a period during which certain questions would be
answered (Where is the lost continent of Atlantis?-for
one).',.,.and the gates would be opened at eight in the morning,
no liIClC)Det.,Onlyticket holders would be admitted, of course.
Tickets to The Blessing had been sold weeks ago, completely
sold~t, Fantastic. Unprecedented .... Word had come to the
statiOn that there were rumors circulating, which would not be
repellted because they were false and subversive. The tempera-
ture'WaSetgbty degrees; the barometer was steady; it was now
2:10p.M. and all was well.

'1'111 so afraid," Micheline whispered suddenly. "What if .... "
Bet she was wrong to be afraid. When Roy saw the

faii'lfoUnds up ahead, when he saw the tents and camping sites
and all the people, all the people, he reached over to squeeze her
arm in. pure joy. . .

~01i shouldn't have doubtedl" he said.
S6niewhere to the east of them, behind them, was a fire, or at

any rate a lot of smoke. Field grass burning ... ? Abrush fire ... ?
Roiboped it wasn't anyone's car or one of the big buses. Or
an~'shouse or barn. Overhead, several helicopters flew past.
M"a}be they were state police, maybe they were FBI, in violation
of~agreeineiltwithThe'Blessing'smanagers ... buttheydidn't
seem to' be bothering anyone ... and Roy was too relieved now,
too happy, to pay much attention to them. But how noisy, the
rO\lridg of those motorsl ... and it was startling to see the
helk!optet's shadow spring out of nowhere and glide by .... But
he had too much to be grateful for to worry about anything like
tbat.~-enforcement office1'S will have no jurisdiction over
'N'Blesiittg becaUse it will. be held on grounds rented by a
ptft,'JtIte fHJ.rty .. ". "So they found a place to park, about a half-mile from the
gates. If you could get arouneithe selfish people who had set up

4" , ; c' 9. .... • i-'CI-:j
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camp right in front, near the .road, youba.d plenty ofm. .,
out back. Scrub land. A few trees-But they found a~it:
between a youngcouple~ho hada~ tent.wUilUtle, "~,
flaps and screens, and a no~ cheerful group in an old sehoOlbUS:
pamted blue .... Roy was tired from the drive. Too t1Jedteeat. 1,

The others ate and he. stretched o~t in th~ back ohhe ~ud "
pulled a towel over hISface and fell asleep and begaQtQdn'lam'< .'
almost immediately.... ',

Near s:mset he was stiIllooking for Frankie. But he ~ tile'
opportumty to meet people. Shake hands exchang _.....:
Everyone was so friendly! ..• but it was 'confusin;:~·.
people and all of them strangers. Roy kept imagiDiDg-tbat=
he saw at a distance were people- he knew!, but. lie
approached them they turned out to be otherpeople;hedMtsed
af~er a half ?ozen boys with brown curly hair and blue ~
shirts, <;ertam that each was Frankie. . . '.• ?, ,', .

He liked to wander freely. Always had. MkheIme and.-..v'
were back at the campsite, cleaning up after supper ~
was ?Sleep ... Roy was well rested now from bis ~
about tomorrow morning and excited about the acres_
of people all around him, friends in the &em '•....::= -,
strangers .... No trouble abou~ finding his way=~dle'~·.
Therletwerde several ~lloons m the air, didgible-size.'6OJ1-
scar e an o~e was Jade green and one was a.~:;f
oranges and pinks and one was sky-blue-which was theAaOnd
color-and one was ,Yellow-and-black-striped and.it ... tthis
balloon, anchored With a real anchor that was fairly ".., Ilk
campsite. Evidently the balloons w~ meant to bem;'"
They could be ~een ~om great distances. It was Jov.eij.- •.. ..l
them, the bobbing brightly colored balloons. . . "- .

Someone threw a rock at one-.of the ballo~~~. It fell ~ to
ew:th, a loud crash. Landed on the roof of a Vo~Wt
quite a.dent; Roy was only a few feet away and was s~.,;,;.
the nOISe. . .~

... A girl was passing out apples, gum~ cIioco=
\ wa~ched hed0t:. a while, knowing she was astranger y ~
enticed, almost annoyed by the factthat$be.-esemb1ecr.-",1IIe
had known som.e years ago a frieDd of an ex-friend .•••••.•
bad roomed With at college many years 'a But that· ~ .
would be olderthanthis~l, whokx*ed"~.~·
he could not have pushed his way~her. . ' '.;c;':/
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Odors of food. Smoke. How friendly everyone was, and how
Roy lOVedbeing' among them! ~•. just as it had been prophesied.
A ~ The Blessing. Guitar music. Drums. Singing and
chantirig. Someoitescreamed; or was it a horn .... The wide
throbbing blades of a helicopter chopping the air, and again a
shadow gliding by ... ,Roy stared at the helicopter until it was out
of siabt. He had to shade his eyes, gazing into the sun.

A S,IhaIl brush fire: half-nude boys and girls were trying to put
it out. They were beating it out with towels and blankets.
Screams, giggles. A girl with waist-long red hair danced around.
What if he£ hair exploded into flames? Roy would have helped
them,but the ~irewas already out. There were too many people
anyway; they dldn't need him. Thefire was beaten out, thuds and
thun:aps, then the sharp acrid stink.

Ntliarer .the gates of the fairground there was a different
f~peoplewere crowded closer together, they seemed more
energ«ic, more talkative. There was more noise here. Transistor
rarlU were turned up high but not to the same station-why
not1-so it got to be quite a din before Roy became accustomed
to it•.lhe baBoon above the gates was the scarlet one. It looked
sa~sign floated in the air: The Blessing-A People:s
C. . Firecrackers were being set off, but Roy couldn t
see-*lto was doing it. Ahappy, festive atmosphere. Maybe a little
hi~itched. A woman in her thirties, a stranger, approached
Roy and began to complain, as if she mew him, of the fact that
there was 'a private airfield inside the fairgrounds. Special
p~, specla.IIy invited people, were being flown in. By
heliCopter, by single-propeller plane. That accounted for all the
air traffic, all the noise overhead. Roy had never seen the woman
bef.oI'e. But he was polite. She wore a man's shirt; her hair hung
straggly down her back. She kept blinking tears out of her eyes.
Sbe;Was angry. It was not fair, she claimed, that some people
were being airlifted and housed in dormitories and treated like
royalty, while the rest of them, "the rest of us," had to camp
outlide, all night long, like rabble. Roy tried to tell her that those
wenrprobably people connected with The Shining One and his
faaUly, people who were organizing the celebration. As his
words caine out, they sounded strange: ... Shining One?

She interrupted him to say that wasn't true.
Specially. invited prf:vileged people like .film stars and

millionaires and maybe even politicians; maybe even foreign
ariStOcriIcy. It happened at" every celebration. But she couldn't

',: :..i1M __~~!...-!
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stay away, ~he couldn't Jive without The »J•• '~ ..You ••..• 1Ie
hun~ for ~, then raV'eDOUSfor it,.tIMmyou •• 't-goa"_
your life WIthout seeking it," she said •. "Tbat's wby.be' •..•
cruel. ': to favor other people and to. airlift them __ .., ••
Roy said the people in the planes must be.WJOi' __ to1'et."
stage or maybe bodyguards and whensbebiedtocotJbadktwm
he pushed her aside. Walked fast, not loolting back .••.•wartld
people want to ruin everythingl He never listened to ~
spiteful earth-despising people if he could help it. ..-~

Everywhere, crowded close together were -cars aDd' bW
and trucks and sleeping ba.gs and tents; f1V~her'e, I>'OP~~
stepped on som~ne-a silly accidentJ-:-s~. . lOver. t9 •••.'. .•
hands and apologize and then moved 00. He liked to ke.eP.:~. ' .
Hands in his jeans pockets, wanderiDg where be~.NQt1Jr
from the gates now. He could see the waDs, whichseeDJed. __
made of pale-green stucco, topped witb batbedviire'alil"""
of br~ken glass •.. and the thick arch at the eotmnQe .•.••We-.
spelling out Abeigno8 Fairground8. Yes bewasclosetoitaQw..A
~um ?f excitement here. Almost tan~yOu CQUJd(~'
m. HIS heart was beating faster here. SolDlJch.Iif~ •• _"
people. He could feel his heartbea. t accelerate. andtta.. ~••
mixed with the beating of a helicopter's P1'9peDea. ~'
nearby.were yelling. Someone threw lU1Qth« roOk;bullt~
the .he~co~ter-lan?ed out of sight. Much aOiIe.M..,_
r~dios jamng, blaring .... A young man of about tw~_
sittfng on the ground, his feet bare, bleeding. Hew.·as~. -.. ....
the blood. Must be painful, but be didn't wince. WheD.~
up at Roy, it was amazing how sunburned the uwer baJf •.••
face was: glowing pink. -'. '. . ~;;;.

Oxycodone, he whispered. ~';"
What? . '.; , ~
Oxucodone. Nothing else, the boy munnured,sh8~J.1.-

head.' . . ".
Roy backed away. Oxycodone ... ? I •-v./'?'
SeUing. Or buying. . ' .~ "~','"
H~ the boy's nose was going to peel off, by ~'

Hot-pink, burnt flesh. Boy walked away, moving with a ••••
of people. Oxycodone. He didn't know wbat itwu Q1'W~j'
w~ anything at all-c:ould hea lie-could be aqarcotfes~J "
~ck. Anyway Roy had not squattedt ~iD theJl*i!fW4tla
him, be had escaped and was now beWatlt _ =-.
balloon. What did he Jcnow, or care ~()qiCo~ Oc' -"

.'



~'or someone a mile,away, his wife and baby and
"'-.Jaw, it was too difficult to keep so many things in his
hGad at fhe same time. . .

Just a moment before it bad been daylight: now it was du.sk.
TorcbJights. FlashIigbts. FloodIights .... Roy ~as walking

With a number of people, strangers, all of them pressing forward,
Oo,rmg-slowly forward, while overhead a man's voice floated
w8rbing them to get back ... to go back ... a bullhorn from one
of the helicopters. The gates to The Blessing wi~l not ,be open_8 A.M. in the morning. The gates to The Blessing will not be
optlD until 8 A.M. in the morning. The gates .... But Roy could see
thBgates, he could see the archway not far ahead. Every~ne was
~. It was to geta better view. The gates were op.enm~ ... ?
Someone said' they were going to be opened ahead of time; It was
a>tpecial surprise. There was always at least one surprise, ~n~
UII'IDeI'iBI act of grace, one gift that could not be antici-
~ .•;. Still. the-roan's voice warned them to go back, to go
bade to their campsites.·
,Iu~ .by? .. :The. din around Roy was so joyful now. The

gates were open: he understood they had been open all along. .
. ~. aBd women at the very front of the crowd had managed to
get thealopen.· Or maybe they had been broken down: Roy
heIId something-being smashed. A cry went up. Sheer joy. He
waSOlry that Micheline-wasn't here ~ut it would b~ impossible
t().8et back to her-everybody pushing from behind-a man
rtPit behind him, pUshing him, urging him Go on, go onl
~ him a hard jab in the small of the back. Hurryl

Behind him. beside bim, OD all sides. Beneath the shouts and
.crlts; ..he cOuld bear a single sigh. It was bliss, it was.
mdmaginable, it was the sigh of rain, of rain loosening mud, of a
1iaidfIow, of Java, of. earth itself coming alive and making. its ,
claim. The -gates were smashed. The walls were ~emg
attM:ked .... Beneath the cries and screams and shouts, a single
IoDgsbudder of exquisite relief, a sigh. Crowds on small knolls
~ to join one another. Crowds leaped to their feet and rushed
toaethet, into this central crowd, this flow thro~gh the. broken
gateS. Roy was frightened, but only on the outside of his body.
He'felt the trembling on the outside; the clammy skin, on the
ouDicIe.Mkhelifte •.• ? And the baby, and the sister-in-law, what
~ her name ... and the neighbors' boy ... what was his name?
NOf it .wu too diffieult. Couldn't keep so much in the
DDagination. Moment 'by moment,. so swiftly changing, one

moni~nt it .was dayli~t and tbe.next·it was d\.tc",~
changmg to dusk here m the m~1aiDs. it ~ bn~tQget,
back to ~e truck. and take the little boy from M~.i" '.,.~
and put him on hISshoulders where he couldn't ~.~. ~.' ' ;

Loudspeakers. The voices of strangers. Some criede.t~f
and others cried Keep going! Hurry IAbelicopter flew lawiWer
~e wall, .its b~des chopping the air, drawing.gulpsof ~ _,
au up to It while somebody shouted down at Roy UDtiIheCQaJd
h~dly bear it. Get back! Wam~gJ Get back I B~tothersJllll1Md _
h.nn forward; others were stampmgon his feet, shoving A_,...:· "
fmgers entangled in his hair. Cheers .. Shouts ...• A~;'8ve
hundred yards away was the stage itself, boUt was unIa'~
was ~ong? .. Up on a pJatform,on posts.. And _
Floodlights played over the people but the stage wasDot~
~body was ?n It. nothing ~as happening, until a 1J18D~-to " /.
climb up one of the posts and fell backward andd~"
from Roy's sight an? somebody brushed pul!!oy; SO:;;;;:;; ..
that Roy was knocked to one knee, protesting; but bis~
not be heard. What was happening? Who hadtaic. ~
s~ge? ... Roy managed to get to bisfeet. Somebodylell ••••••.• : '
him and Roy pushed the man away. Hemanacto_IIll~'. "' .
again, but the scene had changed or perhaps W:bea'&,wW,
around and was now facing another ~ '. <,.':' .. "'. ....,.

People were screaming: an earthquakel -T~01'5I B..t:~. .•
~new better, he wasn't go.ing to panic. Iftheearth~ 'Tt .V,. ,.;
It was becaus~ of the exettement on all sides.~ many~lIO
man~ pou,ndmg feet. ... And those maddeniag ~
Blessing will not be held. Will not be administered if.n.~
One will withhold himself from The PeopJe..uoles8 ordiiI-- .•
resto~ed .... But there were threats from aAsides, not ~
the air, At the rear more people were pressing E~ pi) i.•••
through the entrance. Word had goneouteverywhere'aild.u..e
groups had sprung forward and moved together into dUs'" .
flow of voices and feet and legs and arms. ..• Ofcoune~
room for all. It was promised, it had always beea pr~
Room for all, for everyone. ()f course. But it was.~.Je
spread out more carefully, to move out to the sides. Rot~
that: No need for panic. No need to keeppusbiog. •.. ~ ':
a gbmpse of the stage, now overrun with people. How •••. -. .'.
they had climbed up and laken possessiODf And ~' •••
trying to climb up. Butthere wasn't enough~lOme leD •••••
some were kicked back. The stage walt lopsided, F~beoea'

i ~
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it was being disnlantled. The shouts from the sky were now
.in¢prebeosib1e, in.tbfs-mir8culousdin from the earth....

Itm~ have been aCdrainagepipe. Smellybutdry. S~meone
elSe crawled m, sobbing. Roy was hunched over, h~ ~s
wrapped around hislegs.sunburned forehead pressed.a~amsthIS
knees. Shivering. Sighing.... Thinking ?f The Shmmg C?ne
whom he had contemplated for so long; nnages of that radiant
fQ .the ankle-length saffron robe, the outspread arms and
maJy-ringed fingers, The Blessing itself at. la~t
proclaimed. : .. His teeth chattered. As soon as the sun set in this
part of the world it got chilly. He was exhausted, he could not
stop sbWering.H~ was too tired to lift his head from his knees.
'l'bere were thousands of Michelines, thousands of wives and
tw~ear-old boys. Millionsof them. And the girl, the girlnamed
Buany.And the boy. AndRoy ... Roy-the-father. That had been
ROy-the-father,driving the truck for so many hours. Well, that
was,past. He could not hope to piece together so many broken
ttiibp .. ; •Outside itwas still noisy; it was very noisy. The .earth
rO<lbd. Shuddered. He was exhausted and he was not gomg to
thiik of them SO many thousands of them: the girls, the women,
tb8men. the clu1dren, the helicopters, the flailingarms and legs,
the proctlSSion of silent people in his mind's eye, led by The
Shtoing·OJle in .his gleaming saffron robe who had promised
theID.a ~lessingbut must first lead them into despair.Whywashe
sobbing? Why was someone sobbing near him? .. First they
• be led'into despair; then into salvation.Roy knew that. He
\\'8m't gOingto panic. Alreadyhe had dismissed the rest of th~m
aIid.hewas free of them and their identities and hisown identity.
ROY-the4msbandRoy-the-father, Roy-the-registered-owner-of- .
~ck, Roy-th~-son,Roy-that-was. Alreadyhe bad dismissed
it'i1i He was,free. Perhaps that had been the b~essing,that alone.
Thff Blessing.Perhaps he already had been hberate? fr?m ~e .
bOndage6f himself, and this purity of detachment, this shiveringe;::e' separated his old life from ... from whatever lay before

';,'BUthe was too tlred to think about it at the moment,
~'" .

. r: 'lflJ+i, c@:Wi
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A Theory of Knowledge

A sha~ow moved silently through the grass: Prolessor~.' ?
looked up from hiswork, startled, and saw a child ap~ ,.;
him . ?-:..,"_

"Yes?Who are ... ?" ..';-'!':.~.: '.•
The boy was four or five years old, a '*'anser. -•. ::•••

barefoot; there were innumerable reddened. ~ODIIk"'liet
and legs;his short pants were ripped and filtbY.aDd his ........'
. partly unbuttoned. Professor Weber stared. SbouJd hi~.
whose child this was? The boy carried hims'elfoddIyj"~,
sid~ of~is. body w?re higher than the ~.lle wlISm~f"",
quiet, timid, not like Professor Weber s gt1Ul(isons•.~ ....;
anywhere they liked around theOldfarm,.n~isily.·,in~ .. '. .~ '." "~,,
health, whenever his married daughter came to v~[ .~ ..:
Hello? Are you a neighbor of mine?" Professor Weber silctar:
smiled; he did not want to frighten the boy; '~<::.:,..(
The boy smiled shyly and came no cloSer. . . ..', " :"
It was (do shock-seeing the boy's ~. JOey were .., ••• 1('

that thin, near-transparent look of povectY, jJJ health-.~ ..
tion. The b?y had wild curl~ hair, bIu.bJaclc:as lUl~_~;
face was thin, too pale for thIStime of year.butProfeseorW.,.., _,
thought him stlJmgelybeautiful~tbe~.~I1y. --tlMt-. .~
eyes that seemed entirely pupil: AJ¥.ti!JmleDleJ 'I'bo boi;~.:';~
his lips. Hismouth moved inakind~COPVUIIioD,~~': .. i~
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th~could not be given sound. Professor Weber stared, pitying;
lrlsownlips moved in sympathy with the boy's. Hel- Hel-
Hello. It cost the child some effort to pronounce this word.

"Can you tellme your name?" Professor Weber asked softly.
"Wberedo you live?" l

The boy was older than he had appeared at first. Professor
Weber judged him to be seven or eight years old, severely
~omished. His eyes were so dark; so intense!-the intensity
oEbis ~ deepened by an obscure shame, a despair that was
almost adult. all reminded Professor Weber of a misshapen,
d~ish man who had lived in a hut beyond the village dumping
gr0UDd,inKatauga ... but that had been many years ago,a
hal(-eentury or more.

"Have we, met, little boy? I'm notoriously forgetful about
n_, faces ... you'll have to forgive me if .... "

Embarrassed at such attention, the boy squatted in the grass
• pretended an interest in something there-it was Professor
W.eber's, journal, which must have slipped from his lap. Had he
dozed off again? And where was his pen?-he was holding his
pen, c1u~cbingit tightly. The boy turned pages slowly, frowning.
A convulsive tic began at the comer of his mouth and worked
gladmilly up into his cheek. as if the effort needed for
concenQation on etofessor Weber's writing was painful. His lips
m*"ec:l.sound1eS$ly,shaping ghost-words. But of course the tight,
_tedbandwriting would have been too difficult for him, even
if· be could read; it was doubtful that he could read. "You
wqiiIdn't.be interested in that, I'm afraid. Just jottings ... labored
whims .•. propositions that float of their own accord and lead
nowhere. You wouldn't be interested in Reuben Weber's theory
oflmowledge, little boy; no one else is. Could you hand my book "n...please?" The boy did not seem to hear. He was imitating or,
~psmocking the effort of reading: his head bowed, his chin "j
creasing toward his chest. his child's forehead furrowed like an:,
olchnan's. Professor Weber thought suddenly: What if he rips the 'J,
pages? What if he runs off with it maliciously? The child must 'J
ba'Y8 wandered over from a neighboring farm. Probably the 'I
Brydoos'.But Professor Weber had not known they had a
~ Had. their 501;1 married? The child did not resemble 'j
~e in the area; /but of course Professor Weber knew few .'
people, he had kept tQ himself all along, it was his daughter ,
M..-de who tookaa ~ in local news and had a fair number i
of acquaintances in the 8!'84l •••• Professor Weber's legs were thin I

c~'t·.,·'···~c,-:>/>:h:':','~:~!_
A Theory of .- ••. ".. .'

,'}<<O;
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as sticks, but the muscles of his calves andtbiabs w•••.~
those of a much younger man. prepariDgto set hiJn toldlrflMt'f'
necessary. "Little boy, could you ha:od that: to m~ This~~
is so awkward to set down, and this blanket., ... " ;-

"Go away, please!" someone called, behind him.
It was his daughter Maude, down from the hp~;,,-,'
The boy lifted his head; but not quickly; rather slowly,uifbe

had not heard the words, had only sensed ~ne' eI$&$ ',~
presence. At once his dark eyes widened With fear. ~ •
Weber was sorry his daughter had discovered them,after.alitlre
boy was a sweet, docile child, obviously not malicious. :"He iIIII't
harming anything," Professor Weber said curtly. '"He""
seem to be ... isn't any ... .just a little visit .i .;" ""';' ,"

"Please go home, little boy," Maude said. She spoke~
and flatly, as she sometimes spoke to Professor Weber ~.'
"Can't you hear? Can't you understand? I said ...• " " -r, ,~

The boy straightened cautiously, asifhewerea~.:.· ....
struck. He began to scratch at himself-his neck.... '
his ribs. The dark eyes, fixed upon Maude. were nmi ••••••.

"I believe he came from that direction. from. tb8~ .
Professor Weber said, embarrassed. His vofcewas~De
wanted the boy to look at him again, as if this,.,. ~
occasion of some kind, swerving into error. It reqoli84'" .'
human element, an intelligent restoratioil of rbaJ&tlcer~ .
evidently cut himself on the bushes, or feDon the t~~,'
see his legs? I don't think it's anything serious, he.isn'~
perhaps we could ... it might be a good idea to •• ,w.
and ... :" . ',' ~'l~~""~
."Do you want me to tell your parents on you? ••Ma••••••• '

the child.'.' 4l' .

He turned and ran away., .:",~'.
They watched him until he was out of sigbt-across'~

through a field of wild shrubs and saplings. He~"
headed in the direction.of the Brydon farm. . "7.;~ \. .

Professor Weber was drained by the excitement but '"' n.Ml
very much to talk. "Did the Brydon boy marry; after •.••••
his son? ... and I didn't know about it until now? Goo!d·.-tii-
possible that .. ~." ,': . :;'/. '~~'.;

"The Brydons have been gone for years," Maude said. '
"You know that." She stoop•.ed to PiCk. . up his.10. umal.Ana.=',I. '''''.' .too, which had just fallen into the graSs. "Th!IC certainly',. ~' '" f.
Brydon-did you see hini scratetWlUmseIf' Lice; lWi',"A

. '" ,-- ,:< ":;r
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kind of peop~ living there now and 1don't want anything to do
with them. Nobody does. The things people say about that
family, the woman especially .... " She broke off, sighing angrily.
"Imagine, a child with licel Letting him go like that, running
wild!"

"But who ate they?" Professor Weber asked. .He was
'bonfused; as always, his daughter seemed to know far more than
be did; the variety of things she knew, and the emotional
discharges they allowed her, seemed remarkable. He was
contemptuous of the gossip she repeated-yet he wanted very
much to know about the boy: "He didn't seem .... 1 really don't
think he has lice .... Who told you that? What kind of people are
.his parents?" .

"Never. mind," Maude said. "I won't let him bother you
. '.again ..• ,The sun has moved behind that tree, hasn't it? Are you
c5till warm enough?"
. Professor Weber was staring down toward the creek, at the
tangle of trees, saplings, and bushes. A marvelous thick-bodied
•white wiJIow:...:three enormous poplars in a row-birds flut-
tering iiitheir leaves. He could not see the creek from here, but he
could make Out its sound; he was very happy here, no matter
what people might whisper about him, and he did not want to be
.:moved. He had not exactly heard his daughter's question. "Yes,
"¥6S," he said firmly. "Yes. That's so."

.. June, 1893. ~o: it was 1897. Professor Weber kept mixing
·those dates together, and he, did not know why. There was
nothing important about 1893 that he could recall. His wife had

; 'died a few.years earlier .... No, there was nothing special about
tbatdate. The perplexing, humiliating tricks of the mind .... He
had' 'Spent the greater part of his life trying to cut through
ubscurity, murkiness, the self-indulgent metaphysics of the past.
Of lOws IogicaUy cOfltingent the most universal are of such a kind
thIJt they must be true provided every form by which logical
.necBSSity must be thought of a given subject is also a form of its
TetJl· being. If this is "metaphysical" necessity we may divide laws
logically contingent into laws metaphysically necessary and laws
metaphysicsllll contingent. But his hands trembled, it was so
. difficult to write, to keep pace with his thoughts. They sped
'. -forward, youthful as always, darting ahead into sub-proposi-
tions, into qUalifications, refinements, hypothetical objections
pu,t forth by his ~ ... his thoughts seemed, at times, not his

at all, but the brilliaJtt, tireless, reJentlessthpuPt&:oWJ.
And his ha~s tremb. led, unable.,tokeep paee, 8e ba&t~',' .
~>neh~nd With, the other. He bit hislowerlip-~ '
impatient at how long it took-him to scribble into •••.~.i':·~
thought that had sprung fully matured into his millckU ••••.•• -'-:··
was feeble in its mental powers ... incapable of ~':~
acceptance of nominalist beliefs ha« poisoned all of .'......"~
thinking. ~ if a reality that has no rept'e8en#Qtionco.ul4.~:'~:; .
than one without relation and quality: . . • .... ,_. ,'::

He. had waited so long for summer. Winter we. ~:th·.i,··
Foothills of the Chautauqua Mountains, was.iQt~ '?i
ble ... spring was unpredictable, heartbreaking for.~~ .;\i
who craved the open air, release at last from the stuffy.~.'; .•
the ~ouse and from his absurd dependency upon'~'m'.... -''.-
burning s~ove in the kitchen. From time to tiole h1tJtJ.. ~ ....J
actually fnghte~ed ~t the pro~t of a chilly SPriIll.WJa¥ ....,./_:~i
come here to this dismal place? Several miles n0l1:'t~.! ••• IL.~1
town of Rockland, on the Alder River .•. a full..day::::, <t:.•./.'~~.'.'
~ecent library, at the seminary in Albany; and of.. ....- •..~ ..,t
li?rar'>,'was al~ay's ?isa~pointing.Twelve years ago. ~."'Ce "';.j
hISretirementf HIS ~etIreme?t7 Evetyonebadur.Pd~~tO;,~
move away f.rom Philad~lphUl,. even.b.isenemies bad. ~.:_~:
~al!y urged hun ~oreconsider hISdeCISIOn;there ')'el'e.;~ e . ,:

~mcere promises ... the .possibility -of Iecturius.~ ..~,:
mdependent work with advanced post-doctoral studeat$ ...."'?
requir~ more logic and mathematics. James E~ ~;_~
?ad said ... Charles Lewis had said .... But he had mo~~h,qy::]
Just the same. . . '. .' }"

An.d he did not regret it, really. The f~~~·~':;'
b~utIful-the poplars, willows, blue spruce, eIms.sqrrO~::,j
hIS house-the many birds, including pine grosbBriJtf -~ '. ~::
dark-headed juncos-the fragrance of open air,~j> ~'.;"
freedom at last to compose his book on the fOW1da~~. '"
knowledge-freedom to sit in the sun for hoUfS, ~ " ;
do~g. He half hoped the curly-haired boywoUJd~. '.' ~ . .>.'.::,"
to interrupt his work. Though he had lived in the oId~!',
for years now. he knew no one In. the neighborboodi .~sp
count the number of times- he had. bothered,.-top.~ •••• ~~-,~~
Rocklan~l. ... Insignific.·ant, the affairs orm~. mea.,._.-". c·.•."s.•••.•
econonuc snarls, ;Shortsighted passions. the igJ)ocaQce'"'' : • " .';J
Socrates spoke WIth.a:goOdhuplOl'perbaps iB~~~i;;~
came to mterrupt hun; it had b•• ~·now finoe.~~.,·;:~
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t~ with ,lIDyone. argued with anyone about matters of
imPQPta1)ee; he half hoped·the neighbor boy might. ... But
Maude .said they were no better than gypsies. She said it was a
,"sc$ldal." 'the 'things that went on ... as bad as living on the
outskfitsof Rockland itself. Where there was a paper mill and
rniJl..workers· hovels ... unspeakable crimes that went ignored.
But. the child had seemed to Professor Weber remarkably
weD~behaved.' especially in contrast with his own grandsons.

What was thatsoundb-chigh-pitehed vibrating racket? Ah,
the fticlcerin that big poplar. Professor Weber strained to listen.

NO. lie did not regret his move. Not once had he indicated to
an~ in his correspondence. that he regretted it-or any
dec&i~ oEhis life. He was stubborn. flamboyant as in his prime,
inuncosely certain of himself. He knew what was right; he had an
instinct for the truth. The stone farmhouse with the rotting roof,
orlgiDldly built in' 1749, the three acres of land, the several
d~g outbuildings his grandchildren played in when they
came, ~',these were pleasant, agreeable things, hardly a mistake.
What llad. been needed so 'Sorely. his defenders told him, was a
single' work, a work that set forth his system; had he had time,
whileteacb:ing, tp bring together the thousands of pages of notes,
sketehes,hypOlhetical problems .. , the essence of "Weber's
E~ology" , , . he and his disciples could hold their own
against ~ outrageously popular William James and the equally
insupPortable'ideas that were coming in from Germany, like an
infection Anglo-Saxons seemed eager to catch every half-century
or so. Had be the time, .. .Had he the energy .... What he kept
secret 'f'roni everyone, even his closest colleagues, was the
pell'~g f.ct that ideas stormed his brain with such violence
that Jae.was capable even at the best of times of doing no more
than jqtting down five or six pages of continuous discovery. If
only'lre were content with being superficial like James! ... but
that ••••• unfair.be supposed, since James had written several
very pi!lI'Ceptiveand kindly letters to him. and had even arranged
for ~~sedes : .. unfair. unfaiT ... his thinking was muddled
becaUse of the tranquility of this place, the seductive qualities
of .. , ,\Vas William James still alive? Were Lewes and Wrightson
still aIWe? Why bad it never been offered him, that position at
H~ everyon~ knew he. deserved. , .? The jealousy of his
colleapes at PbiJadeIphia had been quite a surprise. That they
should*dssipbehindbis back, .. refer to him in the presence of

1Th....,of~.~~t~
graduate students and young faculty as a craDle: •.• ~~ ••• " ..•;?;
and ridicule liis oratorical method of teachiDg .. ,;'~.~~,,.,. c';
imagined it? Bursting into the CommonR~~~: "

"had he misinterpreted the silence, the gUilty looks. the ~. ..~
smiles? Of course he had always intimidatedtbetn.:AlwaYS;:tffS '4
attacks upon their complacency, upon their beloved ~areai,Pf '.
specialization." his pronouncement that an philosophical~-
lation must flow through the rigorously narrowchanneJ Of~
and linguistic analysis-he had intimidated them· ani H~~"
frightened the:m aUl ',' .

"Father. Father." ,~~:'. ~'
Maude was speaking. He awoke: was astonished tOselltbatit"·

was no longer daylight, that he was in the old leatherchairbY6e .
fireplace, 6 book on his lap. What day was this? Where ••• :Jfle~ '.
little boy? He checked the book-yes. it was EQClkl-so.~~ .'
remember something of what was going on: He h&d~,~" <
dictating to Maude and she bad allowed him 10 ~ .•••••• ~; .
usual. Now she was asking him, in the kind of iinr-ertiBeo ••.•• f'. ,
one hears in the nursery or the sickroom, if MWilS aDright~·:. .
seemed to be having a nightmare ... you were ~"alr,t
over ... talking in your sleep ... ," - .:,,::,\,;

"Leave me alone, W he said. " ... persecuting me r .AD oI~~
':Father, did you ha;,e a nightmare?" .' .·~t'~·.~
• It was because I frightened them .. , outraged ~ ~·t:.-;

it," he muttered. It seemed-to him obvious that an ~: •••• :: J':>

been committed against him; a series of injustices"W;'-':,' ,':..,
committed, in fact; and why was Maude stari~-~.· '." '.' .
uncomprehendingly? "What I must. live to esta .••. ,~1
finish the book I'm doing, is a science of a newer sort , , '.~:',
of the Unique ... a respect for awareness of ...• Let:.:,.·... .:;
Hegelians rage, let the Platonists Iet them band .......> ,
me .... It wasn't fair, you know. I was never taken serio""f::~I;: .
~d ,ant~pated in the fif~es t!te m~odo~gy of ~~·'1 •..7.,
tiSm ... if not the term, that despicable mlSleadmg tetml ;,;",;--. . ·f.;
could not forgive me that I valued Truth oveJ.'sociaI~"»~;:
religious nonsense ... that my first marriage was.·~~ •••• '·~'~<
not ... did not prove stable .... Cowards, all of them." .... ,:.< ... ~.

"Yes Father." Maude said.'· .. .~"., ",
"Is n~t belief·that upon which a man is prepared to act~)- ••.'S'

is not anything man will not act uponIikely to. be·&au~".:
belief-hypocrisy-lies-sheer rubbilhrADd: so, -~'~l: .~
valued my search for Truth:;over-O\IW:"-'" , , :'. '~":'::'
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• .;?Yes,"· . .' .
'1'hilospphy must be cleansed, harshly. Without me~cy. Are

you writing. this down, dear? Or am I speakmg too
fast? ... Philosophy must be cleansed ... purified ... must keep
aloof of the myriad sordid political skirmishes of the day ... mu~t
keep aloofoftbe historical world altogeth~r. And t~e church I~
any form. That goes without saying .... Without saymg: Wh,a,tIS
dead will sink, what is vital and living will rise to the surface. 1he
fuwe ... the future ....••
, "Yes, Father?" Maude said flatly.
But for a moment he could not think: could not even seem to

cOmprehend the meaning of that term.
Future. Future?

'"Time itself had betrayed him.
'., was born before my time, you see. A premature birth.

Gfaduatedfrom.Harvardat the age of eighteen, my Master's at
tw',enty .. .constdered abrasive and insolent simply be-
cause ... because others resented my youth. Did I tell you that as
early as the fifties I had formulated the concept of
'pragmatism' ... without using that word, of course ... but the
niethodology, the ... the aura of ... the reliance ~pon pheno-
~logical procedure .... According to ~y n?tes Itw,asIII1~9.
No longer )'oung·then, no longer a re?elllOus upstart ... thrr~y-
niDe years old, in fact ... yet rio one listened to me. Noone.

;Ah, but it was dangerous, to allow his body such nervous
excitement! He knew very well that it was dangerous; he had no
need for an ignorant backwoods general practitioner to tell
hi.tU •.• a man with tobacco-stained hands and teeth ... a medical
ciegree from a school probably unrecognized in the ~ast. He had
net'Reed for his wife or Maude or Clara or. ... HIS heartbeat
aceelerated until his entire body seemed to rock. His face grew
heAted :flushed; His muscles twitched with the need to act, to
.hr.eak free of these idiotic restraints ... to assert himself as his will
deiianded he must. But time had betrayed him. Time: an
abltract .tenna mere condition of the human' mind ... a
coodition dependent upon perception, grammar, the logical
aa.tJDlption of ... of finitude. Time had betrayed him, ha?
~ from the early decade of his young manhood to this
decade of exile ... had confused every issue ... splashing him
with blpbs of color, emotion. noise, tears .... that hideous time

when, after \lis'first strok~ qe~ad ba:d'to,":atCh aScpt~'1ba1 :;'.
cat systematically forture a chipmunk put Ultbe·yard .• ; ~ / "
minutes of it ... fifteen minutes ... and Maude hadn't ht$td.~-
cries, his shouts of anger and despair. Time hadrusbeldhhn '
along, too hurriedly for him to organiZe his t:boughts~set do_an .' \
outline for A Theory of Human Knowledge ... he bad:~.Ja· .
rather fashionably dressed young man with a full bkmd~." . ~
penetrating voice, a frame that had been saUd, ~~.
lar ... rather short legs; and slightly bowed, butof ~bJ8,
strength. And purpose. He had been too young for ~
t~e seriously; no~ he was too old for anyone to ~ ,:. ',:,;: .~
HIS elders: enemies. They were dead now. He did nor., •
revenge on them. Truly, he did notwantto hurt them. He~-
only justice. Recognition. Acceptance of his ideas. H~~.DOt"'·
to be loved or even liked, but simply tolerated. Was it iOQ~
to ask?., Incredible, that he, Reuben a . ,~ fllther'i'.JDOIt1
promising son, a boy who had absorbed all there "'!8S to~ O!." 1 ,J

mathematical theory before the age of thirteen, was 11O'ii ~
altered that his own mirrored face repulsed him,' ';. . ..;;'~1.

" ... but you must draw your ideas together, Prof~l' ~ "-
You mus~constru.ct a system.Professor Weber.,Yotttideai, •.
lost ... will be misunderstood ... will be appropriated'J>y " .....•
men or by your enemies. You must compose a reb,~t~
Professor Madison's shameless neo·noininalis~ .You" .••.
compose a letter expl~inin.g your own actions in regmd ,t()~
absence from the unrversity community for those years;:t~
must withdraw from this atmosphere .. : pUrif.)! ..·~ut
thoughts ... draw your ideas together before (t 1$ 100 late. . ; ,

He began' to laugh. ',,' ;:
He opened his eyes: the boy was laughing witIJ bfm., .•.;:, ,~
It was July now. The boy had visited only tWice, ~

::~~e: h~j~~~n;lr~s~~;:~~~~e=J:::~r"', r, "."

the boy's attention to certain birds' songs-the flick~f'.~
cardinals, some warblers-while the boy usually s~t ~.~
silently, listening with great concentration.~e did~,,~'
even trying to speak was too much of ali e(fprt. Btit~,~ '''I
time he laughed, which delighted Profes$Or Weber. He~
tried hard enough, as a teacber.tobe 1urii~.,,*;;.~r
WI,·tty... play~~. He would have '~, ' .~P,s"~.'-.'.,
more entertammg. A robust l~er.yes; ~ tOo .••• _

/
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a sense of urgent.pointstQ be made during a lecture period, too
nervously abrupt. ; .. It,Pltiased him when the boy laughed. "Yes,
that's right," he said. ''That'! the proper judgment."
.1'he boy's eyes were immense. Gypsy blood, perhaps. But no,

that' was Maude's nonsense •.•. Too pale to have gypsy blood.
Looked more like' the child of a mill-worker or one of those
.lucldess children Professor Weber had seen occasionally, in
Boston, sickly pale, staggering with weariness, workers at one of
the factories along the river. A pity, a pity. The young
bloncl*bearded man walking along so quickly, lost in abstract
thought, and. the scrawny pale children, unnaturally quiet for
childten .•• an adUlt or two, probably their parents or an older
brodler or sister, herding them along. A pity. Couldn't something
be .• ,f But he would forget them in a few minutes; would forget
whatever had been upsetting him. "People haven't anything to
do oat here except gossip," Professor Weber told the boy,
shalQng .his head "My own daughter is one of the worst
offedders. I don't listen any longer. I press my hands over my ears
and muse to listenl ... But you evidently don't go to school? You
can't read? A pity, a pity. Why don't they send you to
schopl? Perhaps 1could teach you. If we could work out some
way of Of course without offending your .... "

Ka.was staring at the boy's forehead. The skin was discolored
near his left temple, as if he had banged his head against
something. A very pale violet-orange. AsProfessor Weber spoke,
the boy stai~ andsmiled and then half closed his eyes, basking
in the sun. Marvelous, this peace. The two of them. Maude did
not like the child but would not dare interrupt. No need to talk, of
course.: The wiDd in the poplars ... the cicadas ... the sun. July
no~~midsummer. A pile of notes on Professor Weber's lap, an
outline in faded ink that he had discovered the evening
before· ... which would save him the labor of writing an
outJtDe.•. hadn't known he had already gotten so far with A
Th«m1 of. Human Knowledge or Knowing, as it was to be
ten~ely called ... really, the outline was excellent; it would
do. '"Platonic Realism: must be defended against its own
excesses. The extremities of Realism touch Nominalism itself.
How couIc:iPlato not know ... ? How could he fail to see ... ? A
tragldy, that Plato never consolidated his system but presented it
piecemeal .•. gave in to the performer in Socrates .... No,"
Prof'-or Weber saidsuddenl)t, "it's really too late. Plato is lost,
he ~'t be resuscitated.$~eless. That he could allow one of

".;'~
his characters to tease us bysayfilg Ndt-beftlg£9 tI .,;":.,,
being .... Spinoza. Y6u will fall under his speD, like c~
Adulthood cannot be approached except by way of the', ~:tbt"l'''-o
mastery of... submitting of oneself to DiscipJiM, 'rigOr, .
tautological·propositions ... language beauty. Ah.,w~ ,
beauty IIt cannot be denied. But he lackedhtnnanity.he'~'a ,"
sense of terror. As for Kant .... Why are you startledP'W~.
you no longer taking notes? I suppose you will report me to the
dean of the college, who imagines himself a Kantianl. ; .~\lt
possessing even the rudiments (I know: 1have quizz'l!Jd'.
personally) of a mind. As for Emerson .... It was aD insuIt..
yet I nearly accepted. 1869. 1870. Reuben Weber to. lO1fClIW '.'
Emerson's lecture series: a disciplined philosopher to foUow:a
scatterbrain INo evidence of mental powers at aU. BaffJfD&.tIIat
he could be so shameless, arrogant. And)let ~
Cambridge infected with it . . . monstrosity, ~
. . . fragments qf ideas from Hegel, Schelling, PIotJoos, MlIft J 'Y
from Boehm; and from the East, of course. The ~
pantheism of the East. Undifferentiated. Evil. ARd DOW0'-'
to the New World. What an insult!" Professor Webet-la~

The convulsive twisting of his mouth wokebirn. ,.<'.
A woman was dragging the boy away, screaming atllMl:::'.~
No. He opened his eyes and the boy was still there.lyingtj"

grass at his feet, asleep. 0'

f· , .~ ..•~'

"Why, Matthew and Tim are grown up," Maude said sJowIr.
"Matthew is at West Point and Tim is.... You kno..rtfMitt.
Whyever are you saying such things?" "_,'x~~·

"I thought they might ... might like to eome-visit," Pr~
Weber said in an agony of shame. "Boys, farms~'_
country ... playmates ... that sort of thing. They used toUkedie
big hay barn so much." . ,~;:l\o,-:;

"They're grown u~ now and you know it.~ '. ,>~)' -
"Why do you persecute me?" Professor Weber ~ .

bringing his hands to his face. "Why do you lead meinto-~ -
and laugh at me?" .. • ):"~~~"

. , ~,s~~,

, One humid afternoon; when the sky had suddenly~
over, Professor Wehel heard quite clearly tlle bOYsscre.iirti',

They were beating him over there. Abusing hiIq, '~<.:)"-.,,
He knew, he knew. Maude woUfd DOt teD him ~ ••

neighborhood rumor was-said It WI$ noae of his ~.,.

}.JU;
,.._~':~\',:'k~~
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boy was not "right In ~ b,ea'cL" He was sickly, he was always
dirty. Those people •.• 1No better than gypsies. Trash that had
moved Qt;It of Rockland. Had probably been forced to move.
The 1tlaD.draBk. The woman drank. They were no good, were
only renting the old Brydon place, would probably be moving
out ,once cold weather set in •.. so there was no need to get
in~witb them. Or even to talk about them.
"'$laude, help mel Maude!"
;He goUo his feet unaided. He was on his feet. But his legs

Wet'e,1JOweak; there was a sensation of tingling, harsh fleshless
vi~; he knew he was going to fall.

'"Maude-"

.'She denied hearing the screams.
~dOn~ bear anythirig, ••she said. .To p~eit, she went down to the creek-to the very edge of

t~ ptoperty .. He watched her: watched her stand with one
haa4ceUPped to her ear, in a pretense of listening.
'~o, I don't hear anything," she told him flatly, looking into

his ~es. He saw a middle-aged woman, stout, graying, her hair
wispy, her expression a. curious blend of insolence and.
~ .••... Now we'd better get you back to the house; it
10Qb like it thunderstorm .... "

"'There-do you hear it?"
"BUtit was only a jay.

:There are an infinite number of logics; of structures into
tdaicA BenBe experience can be put; there are an infinite number
ot'fllatlunn.atical8flBtems and geometries. We have no reason to
~ lhat only one system is valid for Nature, since Nature is
infttiIte. When our myopic 8flBtems mtrude upon Nature, Nature
tabl'reoenge simply by retreating. We reach out-but the object
of. mquiry eludes us. Philosophy falters because it must use
UlOids ..PhilosophU is words. Still, it is noble, it points to the reality
.nd#t8elf, reverently, if it cannot chart the wonders of a
~nal universe but must remain in the three-
~, it can at least .•. it can at least ....

&tly -August. But the starlings and red-winged blackbirds
~ already flocking ... , It mustbe some mistake. Early August
accQI'~ to the calendar. HOl,humid, shadowless days. Still
~. :sure1y. And yet certain species were already flock-
ma;.••• Prof~r Weber JDeDtioned it to Maude and she said that

-I:' '.:-"" .'j .•• " ,. •.

A Theory. Of ~~, ~~~l-'V~~i
~e'.d seen quite a number on her,wa¥ to.tDwD,'iD"~'iJIl. .;,' .••
field. Yes, they seemed to b~ flocking earlYthis ¥e!lf~'. .
certainly they knew what they weredoiQl- ,. . '. J;;:;;:,:'_
. It frightened Prof~sor Weber, aotl rather ai)gs;ed,}u ••

buds perverse behavior. . ...'.
When the boy came to visit that week, ascendirig ~IWI:1.I"

as always, furtively, not responding 'to ProfessOr W .·s
enthusiastic greeting ... when the boy came to visit .•. w_ '
came to sit in the grass a few yards away, wiping at JUs}"
sniffing, Professor Weber complained to btin about the ~
did not seex,nquite ri~t. The~ he ~d his VOice..oo=
about the trickery of time, which philosophy bad not ad '.
explored. It was subjective, of course: the worst kind <if ~
And yet. ... During his absence from teaching, hiss.eJf~~
retreat from both teaching and marriage (ah, how .~W,
persecuted him afterwardl), as a ~ still YouQg in his ~Jae
had seemed to slip into another dimenskm of time:worldna_a,
shiploader 10New Orleao', lat••. wor~ on a""illbl\"'a
West Coast ... one year m a lumbering camp in; . ,
Canada .... Ah, he had experienced a different ~riGf~.. -:: 'c~

had gazed back upon his earlier self andupon his ~
saw them sluggish-slow, elephantine," trapped bY·.:theif'i1rn .
!heories of numbers and knowledge and love '.00 God. '''-.
mtellecthad not surrendered. It had stI'Ualed had f~ "~
bitterly. Nominalism would not triumph.·ne "y:~
Sophistic relativism 01 the ~b1lc would not?
him.... And it did not. Even while he worked with his .• •
laboring man among laboring men, his mind had .:_:
detached, it had continued to operate with the same ~:' ,
purity as before ... though now he felt biniself strengtb~
an additional wisdom. He had slipped out of the dini~iiE '
language and had entered the dimensiQn of brute ~\tn
which time is so ruthless a tyrant. Nld he bad gaudbacIE-.
his earlier life-upon what he had imagined to be a1lo.£~ .
found it anemic, s.elf-deceiving, and vain. Still,. ~ .~~~t,
rejected it. He had assimilated it into biniself, liad~'
grown into it once again, from another direction, nO'~~
father's son or his professors' most promi$ing ~'bW.~'
Re~ben Weber, and. no other. ~..hysical.~.bad. coxne.....•_~.!,:,.;{
dunng the last w.eeks .of his obligation to; the 1n~ ,.
company, as phantasmal as any ...idea orpropoSitioD..,,· )
gradually he had come to-see that,~tely.l·onty ~t1Ie.: .:,;-, .,i; I:,

,.
~',i.;-~,:.~., ;;.

I -
" ","~ ~
~:~~~Jj
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~ W'el'e~,stnce only the mental processes activated
Iiiti.t·recorded the oW processes .... "I don't mind dying," he .
Whispered to tOe boy. The boy slept, breathing noisily through
~outh.There was a raspy, boarse sound to his breathing. "But
I iIl(ust teD people what I have discovered. Before I die, I must
consolidate these notes ... these thousands of ....
0dieFWJse .... They wiD shake their heads and say, He failed, he
UllU only a cronk. Look at the unreadable mess he has
~l Fifty-five years of brooding ... fifty-five years of
fIIOfif.t ••• into the fire with them, hurry, before we're infected
~ I!V triadne.sl They will laugh at me, I know. They will pass
~Uue1est j'lldgment on me. They have no mercy, no mercy. I
dOItt mtnd dying, if only .... " He stared at the sleeping boy.
Ifleousirony, that hissaIvation lay in the twentieth century, that
~,clUId-the child would live into that century-wouldn't
W=oneof them must! His salvation lay in the future, for only
future-logicians and philosophers could begin to comprehend his
wb.dc; and yet the future would exclude him. It would vindicate
hft:D;,redeem bim, bless him-and yet exclude him. "Little boy,
U,.fOU .m?you shouldn't sleep so long ... your mother will be
dI"Y Willi·you, she'U wonder where you are ... she'll come get
Y~"" be very, very angry .... Little boy?"
"~No m'le Visited him now: no one wrote. He had been careless
about wtitiilgto people, even to Professor James, who had been
$() fdnd and bad meant well, hadn't intended to be so patronizing.
NOQ~ vi$it.ed, and the boy came so infrequently, limping up the
hQl·.ftoJn the (%eek ••• shy, smiling guiltily, fearful. He must call
Maude-The boy might be ill; his breath sounded so labored. And
• .must'insist that Maude notify the authorities. He would insist.
HIi.woWd write a letter himself if she refused to tell the sheriff .
.H(would .. ., "Lewes. Charles Lewes," he said suddenly, just
re8lembering. The boy opened his eyes groggily. "Yes, it was
a-les Lewes-my last visitor. I don't suppose it mattered, the
faWr· be did .... Or perhaps be never did it, how could. I know?"
',The boy was awake now. In a moment he would leave.
7".•.. must have been eighty years ago, at least," Professor

WI!lber said sadly. "If only I could teach you to readl That would
~..overy,very rewarding .... But you don't come close enough,
~u? ... shy and frightened as a wild animal ... as if I would
hurt you; .. '.Yes, you'd better burry home; it's late. Can you come
~ .•tOmorrOw? .'TomOrrow? ... I want to tell, you about
Pi-6fe5$oI' .Hoclc:~, .Myron Backings ... that wonderful old
mtn .... WiD you come back tomorrow?"

-.~ ",'·J?3V'~'~~·~·"··~;~r··,~.>
A '1"heal7 •••• ~~~~~~i~i

!he boy looked over IS sbo~,~ ,a.~y •...•"*'''', '~"i:"~
.t :' wonder~. brave old man. ..,. ,~~white~:/:::.~

~te. At ~east eight years 0. ld and still.teru>1liq&~. ,_ . I.'.~1
b~liev~, his last year of teaching. And 10geode': .; l~;,.:~
his office and for two hoursI told him theimpJicatioDl~',X;J
work on numbers theory ••. how it tOtallysuperoedecf..~_4. \~,~
work. ... A young man no mor.e than twenty-oae at the.~ ...' '.'~.a...-."..".i·.
yet I saw m a flash all that Holub was up ~ ••.• .,'$
extraordinary demolition work s~ Hurnel ; •. aad •. WilY;' ".'-'1
!<Xal1y.sup~rceded Professor Hockings' ownwork iJ:atJae~:,:,,""'!
mcredible intellect, Holub. Professor HockinlUs welt SO..... .i;
learning, so much ... and courage as well ••. aObiQty" •• ~. ,c}~
argued with me dispassionately for two hours and '..,. ":' . /;,~
com.prehendingthesu~riorstrategyO.fHoIub .•• tba._ u ....•..'.....:~.>·.i.·
do no more than close hISeyes for a moment or two. •.• ...~f·t
whisper I see ..Only that: I see. Thatbebadbeeneighty~"'~;r
an? had dedicated the last twenty :years .of his life. to ~;., ;?Z~
Spulted but wrong-headed defense of .••. And. the '." .. , ,

:=t%e~i~ga~~~ehf~r~.d~ed~. =~..I!y., •••......:.' '.:. '.·.·.~.••...~.'-7·~t.;·.:...
Holub for having ... having superceded hUn. £isbqc'." .• ~. f
renowned teacher, so patient with youngaraumeD~ , : ' .•~?::
me, so ve~ kin~ly, though intense disc:uIIiops. ~"_~-7~a:::t.~"hun, his hands would tremble and. ".~.~~~;'';j~

The ~ays were squawking. Probably a squirrel :rhei3"'jf~;"ln
unusually active at this time of day: very late af~~;i"" :..•... .,

=:rId~~·;;;~~..~·.~.\.:?'.!;
had endured somehow one of the usual marriages-to',..~.~ . ',; ~~'
usual well-bred young ladies. Odd, that Prof~ Webe(~/., :
remember that g~tle~ so clearly, ~ if it were onlY.'~"i.J;",.t
weeks ago that thew.exclting conversation had takenp~."'~ t·;
many years had not mtervened ... decades •.. mf~ ~"':r',
half a century, incredible though it was. He WlIi'_:':.··
sev~n~-seven years old, ~ been ~ty-one at the ~.~. C.'. ;~.;.".~.._,
beginning to assemble vatJous tbeol1e$, hypOtb •••• _ .....
foundations" as he came tocaU them".-d-oEcoursea' " ", .•'~,~,,:;;
notebooks and journals, DOne of which.h.e-bad ". .z. i,
rejected, though as time went on be~._ his •. ' .'" "::;,ii-!
developing and continually. skep",* ~tiad".l]U,;bi
beyond the scribblings of his youtti. ~le.,~:t'lf'f.~t.~

,.."" Fe, " -', ~-;~~~r;.
';?~;~~i
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moVementsof the ~iDt8Iectl Not to be contained within
the 1Ober. somber. a)kc)o.proper restraints of a mere article for
JoutfttJl of Metaphysics 'Qi'MoniBt or ... what was that other
periOdical, the one edited by James Morgan ... in which
Profelsor-Weber's first. iconoctastic. and rather famous little
piece had appeared, "Recent Fallacies in Epistemological,
MetIIIdologies" ..• ? Ab yes: Transactions of the American
H~ S6ciety. Well,nothing could restrain the intellect.That
waa-a1riumph, of a kind, was it not? In one sensehe had failed,
ha~tbOteven managed to put anything together between hard
COYCn, 8nytbmg to be set defiantly on the shelf beside the
otMrs ... bot in another sense he had ... someone had ... it had
triuQlphed,however improbably, however difficult it would be
to tUPIainto any of his enemies or jealous,spiteful colleaguesor
evea ·!to Jajs' sympathetic associates ... or ... or to anyone who
cared to bow. "Difficu1tto explain," he whispered, watching
wb8n the boy.bad gone; ••Impossible. They would say I had
g~insane or.had become senile, they would dismisswhatever
wisdC>mi had to offer, thinking it was simply that of a deluded
old.;.1IWlwho had never quite succeeded in ... in ... doing
whatever it was.... Maude? Maude?" He managed to get to his
feet; !:'hadeven- taken several steps down toward the creek,
waIdDg slowly, his arms- outstretched like a sleepwalker's,
befoi:e she C&IJl.e·nmningto him..

"What are you doing?Whyare you behaving like that? -Why
are,you becoming so childish, Father!"

'l1Jer~itcame again-that isolated, piercing cry.
.~ was no mistaking it.
.• caUedfor Maude, but she failed to come. He shouted for

_tiaaged on the floor of hiS'bedroom with a shoe, and stillshe
refused to come. "1know what's happening ... I can hear ... I'm
not <leaf, I'm not a deluded old man.... "Finallyhisdaughter did
come: anxious, drawn, her face thickened with something very
like terYor.She told him it was very late, after 2A.M. Hehad been
sc!Rilllningin his' sleep again. A bad dream. Would he like a
sleeping draught, would be like the window closed? She closed
thIt.wiDdOw before be, could reply. ••... nightmares," she
mp.ured .•••. ,you must be working too hard during the day,
s~yourseJf .... "· . .-s.don't want that window closed," he.said feebly.

.A11teorYof-' .•..;~
. •. .• ' .• >~.. . - '. , ". .' ,~~':~.~~;,;.~~.:;~

Owlsm the,distance. Loops. Tbe~folce.of~(~;;;';'~
as summer retteated. Noises of nighttime, 10very dJffer~:.·~
those of the day-haunting. teasing, ~ ~:-:2},i
o~. Why were the peepers-the frogs-so noisy one~"_ .;A:':
sden.tthe next? Why did,a single cricket take up reSideneel.i!lt.';i;~
o.u~deProfessor:weber~~~~window,.sotba. :.5 .':=. '.:'.'.T'~.'smgmg became somethmgUTltating and rather ".>:.
Profes~orWeber loved the crickets en~ •.But tbiJ·~··.~:t.;
kept him awake.... And yet, a day or two later,.the-eriektt,..·,. .
gone and the night shouldhave been harmoniousasaiP,w,*_.· .
it so turbulent and frightful? .' .1 •• >.~

He wrote a letter to the local authorities,'~:jl5 ""'~
suspicions as briefly as possible.Have nrtI80fI to-.bslIfJor..,...·i;*~
child is bein~ mistreate1. Demand that ~.Hftd inoet,-'t~}'~:"
Maude promised ..to mad the letter; afterward, she chin\ed:.· .f"~
had mailed it. It was lateAugustnow and autulDOa1•.~ •• K <"\4~
in the evenings,not alwa.ys plea.santdurinl tbedaY,Days~.·.·. '. ~'.. <' ....~.'.)f
quickly.Daylight wasabbreviated, unpredictable. 'WJay,~,::;~~;
he Co~e over ~~?" Professor.Weber asked."How~~_"<: ::;'~
been smce ... ? He lay awake, listening.Tberewere~~ "'',;';00;
occasionaldogs'cries and, well before dawn,tbecriesoft'oc)lhia . -!'E' "
that must have been milesaway. HecouldDQt sleep ••. <~.)
longer wanted to sleep. Thoughts raced andjammedtBg.¢1 ••••. ,_·~
his skull: colliding and then ricocheting away. WhfItif.;",~.·/.l.t.:>
only .... Have reBSOQ to believe .... Denumd. "... .> .··~.i'. .0 ",;j

Then, one night, be could stand it no loogs..<~ ;' 3::
He rose and dressed as quietly aspossible;hestoocl~ ,·~t:,

before the door of his closet for some time, wo1T)'fn&.'. ~~,c<
would creak whenbe opened it, but fiuaJlybedid OpeD lti•••••. c>1:;/j
si~t ?f the clothes insidesomehow strengthened him.they~.".{ .',
his,his own, and h~would not need Maude to takethem~,::
hangers and help him dress.Quiet, quiet. HefoUBd.' . ',' .~.);.
door to his room; he listened for some time,. hearios. • ~:.' .. '. '<"'..~...:~..I..'...ticking of a clock, and in thedistancetheusual~' ."" ';:;;c,'
at irregular intervals, that peculiar~umaD cry his .. '):t,;f!ii

~~:1h::~~:I=~::k..ti:~~.~=~·"d8llY.~· .:I:..··.·.~·.'. ..;.~~~~hISentire body trembled with fear andwitb a sease O£•• _•. ~:.. 'f\~ ,
of intelligent awareness that ... that hewas.perhaps . : ..-"
mistake: the parents would yell at him,woulddemaDCI .' .
away, would possibly punisb the obilcl~~ ~ : '.'

. :3\.~;{;:
'~"~-:':.'"~::
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Iilefore.Those welts on bis bare, thin legs! The discoloration on
l'Jiorebead.and upperarml "Here, stop, what are you doing, .
you don~knowwhat yo.'redoing, you don't know the pain you • has happened? he said aloud. Are you-? . A '::";i' ,":;: .. ;;~;
••• inflicting, you can't possibly know how it hurts, what agony' The boy was there, on the floor. .' ,.,"'.;",,,y. ';'1
JWis suffering .... " . He had been tied to a weight of some kind, or perhapt"~'7 ,;J
i'-Jferehearsed .his speech as he made his way along the an old farm implement· bound cruelly and Ughtly with ••••• :~,~:!
c1arkened corridor ... to the kitchen, to the back door ... and, . straps; and they had even wo~d a rag around his lJ1()U~~5n~
bleathing hard, pausing to get his bearings after every five or six h~d come ~oose.~e was sobbing. ~e saw Professor Web«"~~F'i-.,s" outside into the moonlit night, onto the dew-wet lawn. his eyes wlde~ed m amazement. HISmouth opened, SOlI~/~ ':"~
QafekMuSt be quiet. He was walking bent over, as iffearful of In th~ moonlight Professor. ~eber could see the __ '~.4
_ghtening. A curious shuffling walk, an old man's walk. bleedmg scratches on the child s bare chest, beneaththe~~~ !.'{"
Descettdiogthe hill, however, he discovered that it was not "I11 untie you, it's all right, everything is aD right,HPr~or--',:,:..i
~ary-such caution-he could breathe better by straighten- Weber whispered.' He was agitated, even terrified.<~v . 'l
.•• his back-bringing his arms out at his sides, like a trembling .... But he hid his alarm, he didn't want the boy ••. fi!./" :i~~,~
~er. In another minute or two, in anotherminute,assooQasbe~'-'>,j
",-At the bottom of the hill, the creek. his breath. . . . . . . <:k...<~)
. "'Ahthe bad forgotten how shallow it was in late summer. So ! Heneededsomethingtocutthestrapswith.Aknif~qf:.~ ,•.1
tMrewas no real difficulty in making hisway across: he was able J scissors- .: i..,:,:~ .....
tG'.cross without getting his feet very wet, inching along a ridge of ,( The boy was whimpering. ,,:, . .-
pavel and rock. Then the creek bank. Fortunately there Were ." What if the parents came-? .\ > • '.. '<~~~ t~
bulhes. he seized branches in both hands and hauled himself up;",' Isn't my love enough, Professor Weber thought..wIlY iiil'lit,.'i:·~'~
~ pounding but triumphant. Now it was necessary to rest for :1 enough, no one understands mel-kneeling beside ~.'_~,~, 'r:'~
~.• hile; be forced himself to rest, to be prudent. "I hear you. I .'~'. tugging wildly at the straps. He too was whimperiQg.m.-.1 .~.'t
~. you," he whispered. The child's cries were louder now. He •: had become shallow and ragged. What if the parentscamit'A~'{ •.J.i..'~
~toresistthetemptation to run to the house and shout at them ~ he needed was a knife or a pair of scissors ora file,.···... •... ',.J
Witb all the authority of his position. Stopl Youarecriminalsandl sharp enough to cut through these ugly straps-if.o." ..· ~'\'
.1eb6 come to free your child-l will take him back home with .:( > • known before leaving the house, if oDlyhe badguessed wJtat;~;\- :";~.~
fI1B-; . '~" would encounter- . ,2',,~, ";
00 But the child was not in the house at all. There would be no' "What have they done-to you? Why-?" .: ':,{' :l~j
~atation with the parents at all. , His fingers were bleeding. His thumbnail was brokea cla.,teGi,,' '~2'
·;·.:Whenhe finally got to the end of the lane, and insight of the I i the flesh. The surprise of pain-I But then, miraculously'1l~;:P: :,~
f)lclBrydon farmhouse-distressingly decayed, even by moon- Ithe straps broke. He .work~ h~ fin~ers, desperately.,.....~. I,..•..:;".....',.J
Ifsht-it was obvious that the cries and moans were coming from ,another and tugged at It, panting. Here. It 5 weak. It s.~_:f':,:: .
GM of the outbuildings. He whispered, "I hear you, I hear you," ; think I can get it. ... Ah: there you are. It's going to be'~- ;:,;..,
&adcrossed the grassy open space as quickly as possible. His legs now, you're going to be all right now, thoseborriblepeoplO~~1 "i;
adled;bis entire body was rocking with the effort of his heart; hurt you any longer .... " .' 'i,~.c~J~<~,;ti>
bu(bisthougbts were surprisingly calm, and in a sense he did not. The boy was staring up at him. His face was swoDen, ..,~ ~~:i4
seem lobe thinldng at all. His mind, the consciousness with, obild's face now, puffy and bruised; bis lips were twit ..... ..'
~ be',had been. SO' familiar, had become wonderfully tried to speak. Luminous, his poor sJdn. So pale ..Aad .>~.

CIlIin. ; •clear .... a liquid puri~ he had never before experienced" dark. Professor Weber touched his.d1eek tocomfurt ~,
u.if lUIOther persoaor aaOtber aspect of his own being had taken. need to speak I You're safe with iner-aad·$oodeolY' '~'."
ovilr. They bad locked the child in an old shed or rabbit hutch, strap broke-the ordeal ~ over. ." . ., .'. ;;::~'<~1.'.

.. ~;$f~l1"
if'{~' ;-1i,!i'

Uo. , .Night-Side ."



'~'i"J
• ~ <,:f, .t

~~
r

'jlre boy-laog!ledmdeltpt.
"~ou see-i' It's OVer.I"vesaved you," Professor Weber said. '
~ laughed quietly together, so that no one else could hear. ,;

,;" -

I
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