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SCENES
FROM

LIFE

T h e title story of H U G H HOOD'S collection of short stories, "Flying a Red Kite,"
appeared in PRISM international. This and other parts of Scenes from Montreal Life will appear soon as a book. He teaches at the University of Montreal,
has published widely, including a novel, White Figure, White Ground. H U G H
HOOD "does not think that writers are in show business and therefore dislikes:
TV-panelist writers, columnist writers, talking writers of all kinds including
the Quebecpis, and writers who are prepared at all times to give their views on
a wide range of subjects. He likes to write, and otherwise mind his own busi-

VI: Looking Down From Above
HUGH

HOOD

F A I R W E A T H E R implies heightened perception in my book. Once
in early June, clear, hot and dry, intense yellow Montreal sunlight
topped with blue, no clouds, I came down the west side of University south of Sherbrooke towards the crowded fenced stinking
Eaton's parking lot, construction on the road ahead, knotted clumps
of honking cars to my left, and the unprepossessing black marble
and gray stone walls of an office building leaning over the sidewalk
on my right. The road sloped downwards.
This is a murderous neighbourhood; the streaked gray stone
building houses the head office of a locally-held insurance company.
The stone facing is drab and the fake black marble reflects ambiguous images. The sidewalk gets little sun here. Along Sherbrooke and
south towards President Kennedy he gutted shells and piles of
rubble reminiscent of Berlin in 1945. Subway construction has
passed this way, and unlovely unfinished apartment blocks jut up
from the ruins, threatening a dubious future.
The ugliness of Eaton's held my eyes, that and the dismal push
of cars towards Sainte-Catherine, making my steps reluctant though
the slope urged them. The concentrated dry heat stimulated feelings of mortality and a sense of the passage of time. I thought how
this slope must have been without concrete or asphalt or monolithic
department store, wire fence, diggings in the roadway, when deer
ran on the mountain and silence began a hundred yards north of
the river.
Coming slowly towards me, dragging her way u p University, was
a small old woman, almost a dwarf; this was the first time I ever
noticed her though I often saw her afterwards. She moved with
hesitant steps, placing one foot eight inches in front of the other,
and she leaned in under the wall at an angle as if deformed in some

way, in the left shoulder or neck. Our approach was slow, and for
some reason I examined her carefully. It was like looking at a snapshot in a dream; the details of her appearance were extraordinarily
sharply outlined, and seemed pregnant with unstated meaning.
She wore small old club-like run-over boots, splayed and worn
through at the outside of the foot, scuffed. Coarse pale brown cotton stockings hanging in folds on shrunken calves, a brown dress
which might sometime or other have been designed for a taller and
younger person, with a row of twenty little black buttons the size of
a pea down the front to a loose belt. There was no question of the
dress fitting her. Over it, on this hot day, she wore a man's fight
woollen topcoat perhaps thirty years old, hanging open almost to
her ankles. In her right hand she clutched a worn purse, and from
the left dangled a brown paper shopping bag with some heavy
object at the bottom.
She came on and I walked slower and I saw her face, sunken
and without teeth, colourless, deeply lined, her hair thick and stringy
under what looked like a black cotton handkerchief, the eyes very
bright and protruding like small ripe olives. She mumbled to herself. She was between seventy-five and eighty, I suppose, perhaps
older, and she was alone. She kept coming.
Here, I thought, is somebody who has had to renounce all human
pretensions, to health, beauty, sexuality, earnings, and apparently
even companionship. I wondered how she lived and what she ate,
whether she took pleasure in her food and her life, what kept her
going. We passed and our eyes met; there was fury in her eyes and
extraordinary purpose. I could hear her words and felt afraid. She
was full of fife.
That woman am I. T o her state must I come in time. I stood on
the squalid street looking at her and wondering if she would speak
to me, labouring under a drastic perception of the human soul in
her, impenetrable and indissoluble. Then she passed slowly up the
hill and I turned downwards wondering to what purposes she gave
her concentration. At the corner I turned back and saw her standing on the top of the rise by Sherbrooke waiting for the green light.
You can't get too close, learning their names, start talking to
them, or you become irrecoverably committed. Take Monsieur and
Madame Bourbonnais, what were they to me when we came to
Montreal? The concierge in our apartment building and her industrious husband; that was all. That was all. Mme Bourbonnais was
in her mid-fifties, I guess, and a terribly pretty vivid woman. She

had a beautiful head of thick wavy red hair, dyed, but dyed smartly
and attractively. She used to talk to our children and teach them a
word or two of French. She looked after the afternoon newspaper
delivery on our block, handling delivery-boy absenteeism by the dignified and simple expedient of taking the route herself, with a litde
coaster wagon. She was always working, always happy and kind.
Her husband was a wiry little man about the same age. I doubt
whether he ever weighed more than a hundred and twenty-five
pounds. In effect he had two full-time jobs, working a long daily
shift as a shipper in a meat-packing plant way out in the east end,
and as the building superintendent at our place on Maplewood,
across from the delightful woods, and the paths leading up to the
University. He was always responsive to pleas for assistance at nights
or on the weekend, a blocked sink, some defective electric outlet.
He had a lot of plumbers' and electricians' and carpenters' equipment, and was handy with it. We got so we didn't like to ask him
to fix something, he was so obliging and so busy. Balding, with a
fringe of still black hair over his ears, with light step and great
energy, he always would come when you needed him. He used to
laugh kindly about my French and taught me much.
When he wasn't fixing things, in his spare time, he worked on
one of his personal collections or projects. Once he showed me his
scrapbooks of hockey pictures, and we talked for two hours down in
the garage about the vanished greats of Le Canadien. Another time
I asked him why he went through the garbage and collected all the
newspapers and magazines. He said that he sold the magazines for
a fraction of a cent a copy to secondhand dealers. The newspapers
he rolled and tied in bundles of twenty-five pounds apiece, and sold
them for repulping, twenty-five cents a bundle, a cent a pound. His
workshop was usually piled high with these bundles, amounting in
all to ten or twelve dollars worth. For working in the apartment
building, he got his rent, light and heat free and a small wage, and
some Christmas gifts.
When this man bought his first car, a new Corvair, during our
stay in the building, he paid cash for it. I never saw anyone work
harder for his pleasures or enjoy them more. He used to take his
family for outings in the new car, leaving at seven or eight o'clock
Sunday morning and coming back around eleven at night. He and
Madame and their two sons would be laughing and talking excitedly; they might have done some fishing up in the Laurentians
over towards Saint-Donat.
The boys were great big guys a foot taller than their father. One
7

was a qualified optometrist with an office east on Boulevard MontRoyal, and the other was at Hautes Etudes Commerdales and doing well. They were extremely polite men. Several times when my
wife was unloading a week's groceries with a child under either arm
— quite a trick —- one or the other of the boys came and held doors
and carried cartons and otherwise helped her out. The whole family
were immensely dignified, respectful of each other and of other
people, without being in any way oppressed by convention. They
had a free, independent life together.
They were great on picnics, things like that, which they could
do together. It was Monsieur Bourbonnais who told me about the
picnic spots on top of the mountain, back of the University. Apparently they used to go up there quite a lot; they had special places
they were fond of, and their picnics used to run to four or five
hours of dining and relaxing in the sunshine, in one or another of
the groves and recesses in the mountain woods.
For many years, the University property bordering on the south
side of Maplewood was pretty heavily wooded all the way from
Louis-Colin to Bellingham, half to three-quarters of a mile. From
Maplewood the ground slopes sharply upwards; it's really the north
side of the mountain. You could walk up through these woods and
see a surprising amount of minor wildlife, rabbits, woodchucks, the
occasional badger and plenty of game birds, pheasants and partridge, usually in pairs. Once my daughter planted some flowers
and a little lettuce in the borders round our building. When the lettuce came up, rabbits from across the street ate it. I know this for
a fact because I came home late one summer night and saw one of
them back on his haunches on the lawn, getting into the lettuce
with his forepaws. When I stopped to look at him, he took off across
Maplewood and into the brush at about fifty m.p.h.
For one building project or another, the University has started to
whittle away at the woods and in five years there likely won't be
anything left along the street. U p above though, especially towards
Bellingham, there's still plenty of cover. There, leading down from
the high point of the north side of the mountain, is the University
ski run, a short but steep practice run which is quite a test of skill.
There's a tow and a jump, and a downhill run beside the jump. At
the bottom of the run are soccer and football fields, and the new
hockey and football stadium, an ingenious and beautiful building.
West and south from here are the tennis courts, set economically
and sensibly into the side of the mountain, among rocky cliffs which
form neither a gully nor a canyon but something in between. The

steepest drop from these rock walls might be a sheer seventy-five
feet, enough to give you quite a jar. All through the springtime into
June these rocks are washed by icy water coming down from the
mountainside. I'm not sure that this is just melting snow. I tasted it
once and it seemed like rock-spring water to me, with a bracing
mineral tang to it, very very cold.
From this sporting area a five-minute climb takes you into a
superb picnic grounds, hardly touched by the University's clearances,
and in the early summer a place of fantastic and unexpected beauty.
You approach it from the west side of the tennis courts, where a
very well-worn path leads up around the rocky cliffs through fairly
heavy foliage and undergrowth, not forest but extremely pretty
woods. The cliffs are on your left, the climb is steep, the paths
diverge but the one to take is that leading around the edge of the
rocks to their highest point. There is no abrupt drop here; you could
climb around on the rocks if you wanted to. Lots of students and
neighbourhood children do so. You might even be able to get down
the sheer face of the last seventy-five feet, if you knew it well. I've
never tried.
At the top of this canyon or gully (there should be a middle-sized
word) you are maybe two hundred feet above the tennis courts,
looking almost straight down on them. Here the woods open out a
little and there are small carpets of silky fine grass, exactly right for
picnicking, mildly warm and dry, uninfested by insects, surrounded
in the early summer by profusions of triUiums and other wildflowers.
After Monsieur Bourbonnais directed me to this spot, I used to
spend many summer afternoons alone up there. I'd bring a loaf of
French bread, some cheese, a bottle of the R A Q red Burgundy and
a book, and spend the afternoon half-asleep in the sun. On very
clear still days you could hear the individual words of the tennis
players two hundred feet below, and sometimes a dreamily courting
couple would stroll obliviously past. One such pair once fell over me
before any of us were aware of each other, I full of Burgundy and
sun, the boy and girl full of love.
"Je regrette, Monsieur .. ."
"Je vous en prie, Mademoiselle, Monsieur."
We all laughed immoderately at the incident, then after begging
my pardon again they disappeared along a path leading up past the
ski-jump to the very top of the mountain, another three to four
hundred feet. As the sun moved the colours changed and the
shadow of the thick foliage began to fall across the pages of my
book; when it obscured them completely it was time to go.

On Saturdays I often found les Bourbonnais there. Monsieur and
Madame, their sons, and two lovely girls, friends of the boys. They
went in for very elaborate picnics lasting a long time and apparently
including a huge meal and a lot of wine. When we met, they would
always press a glass on me and a slice of cold chicken, with much
exchange of formal politeness on each other.
"A votre sante, Monsieur."
"Salut, Mesdames, salut, Messieurs."
"Encore un coup?"
"Ah oui, merci infiniment."
After a couple of years of such pleasures we moved away. I felt
sorry to say goodbye to the Bourbonnais, especially since Monsieur
had not been well during our last months in the building. He began
to stay home from work, at first a day at a time, then for longer
periods. There didn't seem to be anything visibly wrong with him,
and I was reluctant to ask him about it. It was very unlike him to
miss work, and at that when he stayed away he kept busy around
the garage.
"I was there twenty-three years," he said to me one day when I
got out of my car.
"You're still there, aren't you?"
"Yes, I'll be back soon. I meant twenty-three years till now." He
kept his hands busy tying bundles in string and his eyes moved uncertainly. He seemed bewildered by what was happening to him.
"What do you do in the packing plant?"
"I'm a shipper. The man that owns this building is my boss. I
load sacks of bone-meal, hundred pounds a sack. I often do that all
day."
"Sounds like heavy work."
"It's heavy, you bet. I'm there twenty-three years and now I'm
making a little over fifty a week. Fifty-two, fifty-three, take home
pay. It's not too much."
"No."
"No. I never missed any time before, couldn't afford it you know,
with the boys in school. Now I find I'm nervous a lot."
"You don't look nervous." He certainly had no neurotic characteristics of any kind.
"The doctor says it's my blood-pressure, but he's not sure. It's
hard, you know. He says, 'Take some time off.' But a man like me
loses money if he takes time off; that makes things worse. Now the
boys are grown-up it should be easier for us, and now this."
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"Why don't you just relax and sit in a chair, instead of working
around in here?"
"I can't do it. I don't know why."
He finished the parcel he was tying, put it aside and drew me
after him towards the end of the garage where his car was parked.
From some dark recess in the wall he pulled out a bag of bodyworkers' tools, some ball-headed hammers, tubes of filler, and so on,
and pointed out a dent in his right rear fender about the size of
somebody's headlight.
"That's the first one. I don't count scratches. Somebody hit me
in the parking lot, and he don't say a word."
"They don't know how to park, these guys," I said with a good
deal of bitterness. "When they try to angle park, they hit you with
the left front, isn't that it?"
He lay down under the car and began to tap softly on the body
metal with a light hammer, using a rhythmic drummer's stroke. "I
think I can get it out," he said, "I don't want to put a hole in her
on account of the salt. I got to finish it today."
"Why?"
He stopped hammering and put his head out from under. "I
worry about it all the time, but I can make it like new. You'll see."
The next night when I came in he was finishing the re-paint, and
it matched perfectly; you'd never have guessed the dent was there.
He was just blending in the re-painted patch with the rest of the
fender when I parked and came over to see how it looked.
"Like new," I said.
"It's better than new. I took her right down to the bare metal,
sized it, rust-proofed her and give it five, six coats. Better finish than
the rest of the body. When I get some wax on she'll be perfect."
"I guess that's what you were after, eh?"
He stopped his smooth deft brush-stroke to turn and stare at me.
"I want it perfect," he said. Under the glare of the bare light-bulb
hooked to the overhead beam, his face looked leaner than ever.
I said, "I hope you get what you want."
Then we moved away and I didn't see much more of the Bourbonnais, though I used to see their car parked outside the building
on my way home from work, always looking like it had just been
polished. Once or twice I happened to see Madame Bourbonnais
walking through the district with her coaster wagon and a pile of
evening papers, and then we'd chat about our kids or about her
husband, who wasn't making too much progress. They still couldn't
pinpoint his illness. It seemed to be a case of a great endowment of
II

vitality in danger of being expended too fast, too early in life. I
don't offer this as a medical diagnosis; but it often seems to me that
we are all given a certain amount of vitality to spend, so to speak,
and Monsieur Bourbonnais had been prodigal with his, spendthrift.
It made me wonder if I wasn't perhaps a little miserly with my
own capital, perhaps playing things too cagily, which is certainly
one of the possible errors.
Better to be prodigal than miserly; it's the generous fault. Monsieur Bourbonnais knew how to live, and if he gave too much and
spent what he had too profusely, there was magnanimity, in the
exact sense, in the gesture. And at that he was economical where
necessary, so that he was enabled to spend freely. He was a damned
good man.
Winter went by, and most of the next spring, and the last time
I saw him was on Saint-Jean-Baptiste Day, late June, a big holiday.
Even though I suspected that the top of the mountain would be full
of knowing holidayers I decided to put in an afternoon climbing
around the woods for exercise, for the pleasure of the view and the
sense of the weather, which had a qualified fineness that day, not
the perfect blue sky, and yet not misty and hazy. Summer is short
in Montreal, and even in late June you sometimes get a day which
is autumnal in tone, where the colour of the sky seems to bring out
soft browns and dark reds from the crowded trunks and branches
in the woods. You might call it the autumn of summer's first pulse,
because there is a distinct break in our summer, a few weeks from
May to early July are capable of almost tropical perfection, rich
greens, right in the centre of the palette, and exact blues. But later
on, as you get down past mid-July, the grass and foliage start to go
yellow, the sky is less and less often that glorious springlike blue;
you can get a lot of rain in August.
This particular holiday was full of presagings of the end of the
perfect part of summer, the first rush of wonderful weather; there
was a solemn stillness about it, and there weren't quite as many
merrymakers as I'd feared. It was very pleasureable to slide along
the narrow paths, quiet as some Indian might have been hundreds
of years ago. The foliage was at its thickest and most lush, the air
still and warm, lovers and picnickers content to celebrate calmly.
Suddenly I came out into a little clearing at the edge of the rocks,
one of my favourite places, and there were the Bourbonnais, the
whole family including the two lovely girls, having a strangely quiet
meal. The reason for their constraint was immediately clear. Monsieur Bourbonnais had always been thin, but now he was emaciated.
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He must have lost twenty to twenty-five pounds from his slight
frame, and his skin looked very bad, chalky, almost colourless. When
I came into the clearing, he struggled to his feet and greeted me.
It was strange to observe the ghost of his usual self haunting, as it
were, this unrecognizable and dwindled body. In his shaky and hesitant movements I could trace the surefooted and energetic activity
I was used to in him. He smiled slowly and proposed that I join
him in a glass of wine.
I said, "Ca me plairait, Monsieur," and drank with him. He
coughed. His family stood sadly watching us, then they began to
talk with great animation, especially Madame. I nodded and smiled
at her, and answered one or two questions about the children; then
I inclined my head questioningly towards her husband.
"He's gone back to work," she said, "he wanted to." Her eyes
were very bright and she opened and shut them twice. Sunlight
shone on her bright head.
"I'm going for a climb," I told them, and they all wished me a
pleasant holiday, and then I continued along the path towards the
piles of boulders, rubble and fill, along the side of the ski-jump.
Then I climbed some more till I was on the approach to the jump
itself, right at the top, above lovers and picnickers. I sauntered out
towards the very edge. The approach rises and the sides of the artificially constructed mound fall sharply away on either side. The
view becomes staggering as you go out further, a wide wide vision
of the northern half of the city, the country beyond, and the first
range of hills, the upthrust of the Laurentians, thirty miles north.
You have the sense of the world dropping away from you.
The day wasn't sharply clear; outlines were blurred, and one's
judgment of distance became confused, although the vision was
good. Standing on the edge, right where a skier would push off for
the quick descent to the jumping-off point, I could see the main
east-west runway at Dorval twenty miles away to the west, as though
it were right under my feet. It looked from where I stood as if you
could step in a single stride onto the edge of the runway, or into
the next world.
I could look directly down on the Bourbonnais, still soberly picnicking, and below them again on girlish tennis players whirling
short skirts, a strangely mixed perspective, but I couldn't hear any
voices. That old woman on University had climbed, and stood waiting for her green light; the tennis players chased their ball; and
Monsieur Bourbonnais wanted it perfect. They were all within their
rights. Human purpose is inscrutable, but undeniable.

!3

Two Poems by Paul Lavigueur

THE CALL YOU DID NOT MAKE
Pick up the phone,
Listen to the buzz,
And suddenly you know
How like life it is.
So empty is the sound,
You do not make the call,
Then wonder what you wanted,
Then put the receiver down.
No one was waiting for your call
At the invisible end of the line,
But you will call again and call
Time after time after time.
No wonder that you blankly stood
Entranced by the dial tone:
Its message finally hit home —•
You will die all alone.
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DEATH IN BED
This very old woman lies
Under an eiderdown shield
Taking her chances
With the changing tides:
A wall of sea advances
That no sea-wall can retain
And soon her senses yield;
The drowning brings no pain.
There on the ocean floor,
Where strands of seaweed
Braid her hair into the sands,
She cannot hear the breaker and the roar
Nor can any sudden surface nightmare
Wake her anymore.

PAUL LAVIGUEUR is a young Montreal poet whose work has been published in
Yes, Canadian Forum, and Fiddlehead. He's doing graduate work in Creative
Writing at T h e University of British Columbia.
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HIVENER?
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ANDRE M A J O R is the French-Canadian author from whose La Chair de Poule
this story has been taken. W. D. GODFREY is translating the entire collection of
Major's stories, completing a novel, and teaching in the Iowa Writing programme. About "Hivener?" he comments: " T h e strong sense of identity with
an area, the haziness of tense at times, and the deliberate presence of author in
work are representative of Major's whole book."

ANDRE MAJOR
(translated from the French by W. D. Godfrey)

of each season, it's always a question of starting
afresh. The same story: a change of habits, a change of location, of
acquaintances, of dreams. I had, however, just skipped from one
season to the next without changing a thing. But watch out, I said.
With winter coming, this could not last.
I had even acquired a certain peace, peace of the soul? something unusual in any case; and yet something to which I was adjusting poorly. This peace was something that had to be done away
with, one day or another. Might as well do it right away, I told myself; with the autumn beginning to disappear under the harsh cold
of December.
It was one evening during the week, a Tuesday; no, a Thursday
is better. Ah, I have forgotten. In any case, a heavy evening, very
dark, full of silence, as are all those evenings that precede winter.
A depressive evening, foreboding.
My decision was taken: to abandon everything and move to the
east of Montreal, alone, to spend the winter there. I had my reasons.
I had been repeating the same things long enough, seeing the same
people, frequenting the same places. Long enough. It makes one old
not to move around, to enamel yourself in a certain way of life. It
seemed to me that I was rotting where I was, that my impressions
were getting weaker, sourer, and my ideas, and the tang of life.
And so, that evening, my decision made, it was necessary to
explain it all to Mitou. Mitou was my angel — a beautiful angel I
ought to say and certainly alive — who had already received me
into her small paradise.
She had overwhelmed me with affection for the past three months,
and shared with me the bread of her table. My visits with her had
become a pleasant habit, of which I had certainly never deprived
A T T H E BEGINNING
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myself. Imagine, a tasteful apartment, quiet and warm, and inside
a simple and pleasing girl, very affectionate, with everything necessary to encourage you to enjoy life.
That evening she was waiting dinner for me. As soon as I entered,
the odour of Brussels sprouts and of sausages softened a little my
spirit of resolve. To make my farewells necessitated a very special
attitude, composed mainly of a kind of fatalism, a renunciation of
happiness. What can you do? It's like that. That's the way it is. Not
an easy game, this one we play. But above all it was important to
me that she should not complain, not break into tears in front of
me; I wanted her to be able to wait until I had left before allowing
her happiness free rein. Hurting her, that was what was bothering
me. After these three months of bonne entente and a little love. We
had given ourselves up to pleasure with so much sincerity that there
had never been any falsehood or discord between us. A sort of
divine friendship.
Except, as beautiful as it was, I wanted us to finish it. I have
always been like that, faithful to my instincts, desiring above all else
not to be duped by that which is called experience and to get out
before it could take the upper hand. It is one of my principles:
never attach yourself to things and to others. A great distrust, which
came to me during childhood, prevents me from halting my forward flight. I want to go there, where, for a time, I feel myself at
ease. I demand that I be free to leave, to go anywhere, to go anytime, to do all I wish. Otherwise I suffocate, I upset everything
around me. The best path I can follow, is always to do exactly what
I want.
But since the spring, I have been busy enameling myself. Because
of Mitou, whose gentleness has been weakening me. They're going
to get you, with alabaster thighs and marbled steaks, I say to myself. Time to change things, and as soon as possible.
My day then was divided into three main portions. In the morning, a walk. In the afternoon, reading in the park. The evening and
the night, consecrated to Mitou and to our pleasure. Pleasure, that
was her specialty. But first it was necessary to eat well, and to drink
well, agreeable chores which prepared splendidly for the feast which
we presented one another in due course. After the first course, jazz,
pleasantries, memories; everything coming naturally, as though
necessary. Then, when the evening had come in to discuss the shape
of the shadows, I risked a caress or two, which turned her on, like
a sensitive musical instrument. To these soft caresses, stronger movements of the body succeeded. I had the impression of participating

in a very rigorous ballet, very precise — geometric — but always
new, so well did we know how to vary and multiply the pleasure
which we drew forth in our desire. Once the grand turmoil was
completed, she stretched out, calmed, warm, like a great blot on the
bed; and she smiled, a memorable smile, one which came from the
well-being of the flesh. And I went to look for some beer I had
lined-up not far from the bed. My thirst was always insatiable.
When I lay down, Mitou was sleeping soundly. That was understandable, her fatigue, after a day of labour. As for me, free as an
animal, I didn't even have the right to sleep. At about two o'clock
I would go to sleep, after having read until that time, seated in a
corner of the room lit by a nightlamp.
I had sworn to myself to write the novel which I had been walking around with for a long time, but first I had to quit this quarter,
these people, this apartment, Mitou. To exile myself to a corner
where nobody knew me. To be absolutely alone, that was the condition.
That night I had to break with Mitou. But the smell of the
sprouts, a new gaiety in her eyes, the warmth of the apartment, and
my own appetite were in league against me; nothing had happened,
as though I had not decided to make my break. The strength of
habits, a force of inertia, made a very strong weight; but strong in
the wrong sense, the sense of stability.
And Mitou was so exuberant, so happy, that it would have been
completely immoral to spoil that evening. Towards nine o'clock she
was all afire, all ardour, trembling under my hand. I didn't resist
the temptation. One last time. It is permitted, I believe, to break
resolutions when one finds something better at the moment. The
truth is, I have no excuse, except that of the flesh; but the flesh is
so adorable, so worthy of attention and of worship, that it is not
always necessary to sacrifice it to the gray interests of the life of the
spirit. If you will pardon my saying it, the greatest pleasures have
come to me from enjoyments of the body. I am of the genus which
lusts for living matter. The delights of the soul are too litde for me;
I think that the reality of our soul is found in delight, more so in
satisfaction than in anticipation. Once desire is satisfied, a sort of
lightness invades you. This lightness is, perhaps, I'dme heureuse. I
really believe that. When you write, the same thing: you have a
project, a need to write, you are blinded by this desire; you write,
you create, and then this invading lightness. L'dme est heureuse.
As after pleasure. There's no need to search any farther than that;
if you do you speak of foolishness.
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That evening, therefore, my soul was happy. Mitou slept, the
peace which follows pleasure a visible fight about her face, and her
smile was more innocent than ever. If she had known what intrigue
I was plotting there, by her side! I gathered my things, made them
into a bundle, and I wrote a long letter. A letter of farewell, certainly. With a pen in my hand I was able to explain everything.
I worked completely in nuances and tones. Verbally, I am rather
mediocre by comparison.
Once outside, I found out just how gentle had been the night
with Mitou. A thick and cold night smothered me. I had the impression of walking into a kind of dark frost.
Find a cafe wherein to pass the rest of the night. My heart cold
with the letter I have left her in lieu of consolation. In the morning,
I'll have to uncover a little hole, not too expensive, where I can
hibernate. The world is cold. You have to hide yourself as long as
the cold endures.
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than twenty-four hours off and the
campus was coming to life. Inside Steeley Auditorium the Chairman of the freshman Rhetoric Department was holding the first
departmental meeting of the year. He welcomed the new and welcomed back the old staff members, then asked the newcomers to
stand and introduce themselves. Frank Bergstrom, back for a third
year, saw that one of the newcomers was a Negro.
Greenstone University had been planted in the fertile soil of Iowa
more than ninety years ago and it now subsidized forty Negro student athletes. Of the twelve thousand other students at Greenstone,
one hundred were non athletic Negroes. Last year Frank had had
a nodding acquaintance with one, a graduate student in art who'd
dropped out toward the end of the semester.
REGISTRATION WAS L E S S
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A newcomer was introducing herself: Sandra Simmons. "I graduated from Michigan State in June and this will be my first teaching experience. I was on campus over the summer to get a little
headstart on graduate work." Then, awkwardly, as if she weren't
sure if she'd said enough, she sat.
"Thank you Sandra," the Chairman said, "Michigan State's loss
is our gain." He smiled at the new man who was standing up in
the second row, a Mr. Wilcox.
The auditorium was hot, the acoustics were bad and Sandra
Simmons was homely. A tall, thin girl, she was slightly round shouldered, probably knock-kneed, and, if things ran true to form, a close
inspection of her face would reveal she'd fought against and lost to
teenage acne. Frank shifted uncomfortably in his seat and hoped,
for Sandra's sake, that she had a winning personality.
The Chairman was smiling benignly as Wilcox finished and another man rose to speak. To Frank, the Chairman was the world's
smartest freshman. A master of the cliche, a forty-year-old who
enjoyed bull sessions with the frosh on the existence of God, he was
the butt of a quip: an empty car drove up to the Rhetoric building
and the Chairman got out.
The Negro stood, introduced himself, summarized his academic
background, sat.
"You know," the Chairman said, "I believe you're the first
Howard man we've ever had on this staff, Mr. Galbraith."
Frank cringed.
Galbraith made the appropriate facial gesture: Gee, you don't
say . . .
Next came a demonstration by University Fire Chief Harry
Crawford in emergency fire fighting; then the Chairman distributed
the course syllabus and reminded everybody that, though they were
only graduate students, to their freshman charges they represented
the University — so please wear ties when teaching. The meeting
ended.
As he walked toward the exit Frank wondered if he'd been right
in returning to school. Outside he hesitated, hoping to find some
legitimate reason to put off the year's first trip to the library: there
was work in linguistics that he had to make up. As he started down
the stairs he heard his officemate, Bill Stevens, call him.
It was a still and overcast day. The sky was a winter sky, drab
gray. Grass, where it had not been worn away or cemented over, was
turning brown from lack of rain. Trees — some of them sixty and
seventy years old — had been reduced to tree stumps, victims of
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Dutch elm disease. Beautiful Greenstone hardly seemed its old self.
After they shook hands and finished helloing, Stevens said, "You
don't seem ecstatic at being back. Well don't feel bad Frank, I
was here all summer." A red and white convertible, radio blaring,
cruised by. The convertible had three coeds in the front seat, three
more in back. Prodding Frank with his elbow to look, and following the car with his eyes while he spoke, Stevens said, "I'm ready
to inspect the new crop of undergraduate chicks though, more than
ready."
Frank gave a short laugh: The same old Stevens . . .
For a graduate student in English, Bill Stevens was something of
an anachronism being neither poet, dried up footnote, nor political
activist. Neither he nor Frank fit into the usual mold of English
graduate student and, because of that, though they really didn't
care for each other, they were friends.
Nebraska-born Stevens reminded Frank, in appearance and attitude, of the hillbillies he'd been in the army with. A long drink of
water with straw hair and eyes of an almost colourless blue, he could
consume huge quantities of booze and he had an amazing ability
with women. Wenching and drinking. He'd wench with anything;
anything. The hillbillies had been the same way. To them all girls
had been equal, the incredibly homely and the remarkably pretty.
They'd bragged about each and every conquest. Stevens was the
same way: he didn't care what people thought.
"Bill, youhoo . . ."
"Damn," Stevens muttered.
Sandra Simmons was hurrying toward them.
Stevens said hello to her, introduced her to Frank, then tried to
brush her off by saying, "Well, I guess we'd better get going,
Frank."
"Mind if I tag along?" She blurted the words out, then looked
ashamed of herself.
Frank squirmed, for a moment everything hung, Stevens was
about to say no. "Sure," Frank said, "we're just going to the student union for coffee."
He avoided Bill's eyes. The sidewalk was wide enough for only
two and one-half people to walk abreast and Stevens lagged behind.
At the union he sulked. After five minutes Frank, aware that Sandra
would not be there had it not been for him, nevertheless excused
himself and, leaving Stevens with Sandra, escaped to the library.
Registration began the following day in the fieldhouse. Students
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roamed from one table to another signing up for courses, getting
literature from the Young Republicans, the Young Democrats, the
Mountaineers, stopping to pay their fees and having their photos
taken for the new I.D's.
Frank worked the morning shift. He spent half his time directing
male freshmen to the Army R O T C table which was partially obscured by the armoured vehicle on display in front of it. He enrolled
students and waited for the hours to pass.
At noon Stevens, Sandra and Galbraith came in. It was quitting
time for Frank so, after Stevens led them to him, after he was introduced to Galbraith, he explained the registration procedure, said
goodbye and left.
He had a hamburger, then spent the rest of the afternoon in the
library; at night he and his wife, Melissa, went to Reilly's, a local
tavern near their apartment. They had been there less than ten
minutes when Galbraith walked in.
Frank preferred Reilly's to D'Leon's, the graduate student beerhall, precisely because his fellow graduate students did not patronize it.
Seated in a booth toward the back, Frank turned away when he
saw Galbraith. Galbraith looked distraught. With one hand shielding his face from the front of the bar, Frank asked, "Melissa, you
glad to be back?"
They had spent the summer in the east.
"If you are," she answered.
His wife smiled. She was a black-haired, blue-eyed beauty with a
face so perfectly white that no blemish would dare appear, knowing
that it simply would not be tolerated. Her hair, held in a pony tail
by a silver clasp, had a sparkle that was marvellous. She used only
the tiniest bit of makeup; it was all she needed.
Frank had been hesitant about returning to Greenstone. Melissa
had been understanding. Whether he should or should not go on
with graduate work and teaching was, she said, his decision to
make, and his alone. Working for the Ph.D., Frank felt, was destroying his love for literature. And, being a graduate student, there
was a great financial strain. Melissa's family had the right connections in Boston if he'd rather try his hand at business but, Melissa
said, if he really wanted the Ph.D. —• fine. Frank finally decided
that he was committed to it, he'd already completed nearly all his
course work; they returned.
"I wonder who that Negro is," Melissa said, "over there, talking
to the bartender."
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"Hi. Hey Phil." Frank turned and called at the same time.
The Negro was waving. Melissa looked stunned. He was coming.
There was no time for her to fix her face. She was the sort of
woman who liked to prepare. She barely had time to brush imaginary strands of hair from her shoulder and glare at her husband for
an instant before she had to set her face in smile for the approaching Negro.
Melissa was beautiful and she'd been attracted to Frank; he'd
been unable to resist that combination. A mutual friend had introduced them four years ago, she'd been working for a publishing
house at the time, he'd just returned from a tour of duty in Germany. A short romance. Marriage. A few months in New York and
then out to the midwest and graduate school.
"This is my wife, Melissa. Melissa, this is Phil Galbraith," Frank
said. "Phil's new on the staff, we met this afternoon."
Galbraith smiled at her. He was short, narrow and dark; the only
robust thing about him was his mustache. He had on faded wash
pants, sneakers, and a corduroy jacket with patches at the elbow —
the standard uniform.
"You wouldn't happen to know anything about cars, would
you?" he asked Frank.
"Sorry," Frank said.
"Me neither," Galbraith said. "My damn car stalled a half block
from here and I can't get it started."
Frank asked Galbraith to join them for a while.
"First let me call a service station," Galbraith said. "That's what
I came in here for. Excuse me a second."
Melissa waited until Galbraith was out of hearing range, then
asked Frank, "You knew he was in here?"
"Yes."
"And you ignored him?"
"I didn't ignore him Melissa, I — "
"What do you call it?"
"I don't call it anything. I didn't wave my arms when he came
in, so what? Is that a crime? What am I supposed to do, call over
every person I've ever met?" She was glaring at her husband. "I'm
not a bigot, Melissa. I might not be a flaming liberal like you," he
said sarcastically, "but that doesn't mean — "
"Stop being so defensive, Frank," she said.
"Who's being defensive?" he shouted.
Nothing angered Frank more than his wife's amateur psychologizing.
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"There's nothing for me to be defensive about, Melissa, so why
should I be defensive?"
With a straight face she laughed at him.
Galbraith returned with a pitcher of beer. "They said they'd send
a man over in twenty minutes." He lowered himself into the booth,
took out a handkerchief and patted his forehead. "Phew." He shook
his head, smiling though, showing that everything had been going
wrong. "Of all things to happen."
Frank commiserated by shaking his own head back and forth.
"Are you people from Iowa?" Galbraith asked.
"I'm from Illinois," Frank said. "Downstate. Hoopston." He
smiled. "It's the Sweet Corn Capital of the World."
Galbraith laughed appreciatively.
"How about you?" Melissa asked.
"St. Albans, New York. And no kidding, right now I wish I was
back there." He grimaced. "What a day."
They all laughed.
"Say," Galbraith asked, "is this stuff I've been hearing really
true? That some counties in Iowa don't serve anything stronger
than beer?"
Frank smiled and said yes, that's right. "But if that's all you'll
have to complain about you'll be damn lucky."
Galbraith's face suddenly turned serious. He frowned, dropped
his eyes and looked into his beer. "Yeah, that's true."
Confused for a moment by Galbraith's reaction, Frank suddenly
realized Galbraith had misinterpreted. He'd meant that Galbraith
would have complaints about the Ph.D. programme, he hadn't been
referring to racial complaints.
Melissa jumped in. Melissa had been the best dressed woman on
the March in Washington.
"Did you have much trouble finding a landlord who'd rent to
you? We had a Negro friend who — "
"No," Galbraith said, "not really." Melissa looked surprised, almost dejected. "Well, yeah, sort of, b u t . . ."
"You just have to expect that here," she said. "Do you know that
Negroes can't get their hair cut at downtown barbershops and — "
"Melissa," Frank interrupted, "Phil's got enough troubles right
now with his car, let's just leave it at that." He turned to Galbraith.
"You know, I think you're nuts going for the Ph.D."
Galbraith looked up. "Really, why?"
Frank explained. Galbraith was obviously relieved that the subject was off race. The conversation moved from the Ph.D. pro26

gramme to the structural integrity of Hamlet.
They talked about the play until it was time for Galbraith to
leave and Frank had his original impulse confirmed: don't let that
guy see you, don't call Galbraith over, he's a Ph.D. candidate,
you'll end up talking about Jason as Christ.
Galbraith said goodbye and started toward the door. Frank and
Melissa avoided each other's eyes. Heads along the bar turned to
catch a last glimpse of the Negro. When the door closed the buzz
at the bar began:
"That boy on the football team?"
"I suppose."
"Cuss better put some meat on his bones. Shoot, lean as he is he
ain't gonna last very long."
"You ain't just a-kiddin', bo. Hell, remember that — "
"Come on," Frank said, "let's go." He knew that if he didn't get
Melissa out of there quickly she'd start a scene.
Once she had introduced a fiercely black Nigerian drama major
who was visiting them at their apartment to the landlady, an eightyyear-old Fundamentalist who, even if she meant harm was by now
harmless — she'd introduced Etim Fashola to that trembling half
terrified old thing as the new Dean of Undergraduate Women.
Frank's students failed to surprise him. Only one could write a
decent English sentence. They were nearly all from rural midwestern communities and nearly all had received inadequate secondary educations.
Frank liked teaching. He hoped to teach a few of his students to
write well and, more importantly, he hoped to open a few closed
minds. Coming from a background similar to theirs he felt that he
had special insights into their problems, into the hurdles they had
to overcome.
Melissa with her petitions and picketing... Well, she had her
way and he had his.
Occasionally Frank read things to his class. During the second
week of the semester he read his class an essay by C. Wright Mills.
"Mr. Bergstrom," one of his students said, "I know that was
against the Democrats, but it didn't sound pro Republican to me."
Frank tried to explain.
Frank and Galbraith sometimes walked to class together. They
taught during the same hour in adjacent classrooms. Frank had
seen Galbraith with Sandra several times: at the campus bookstore,
at the union having coffee, in the smoking room at the library, but
he was certain that their friendship was platonic: Sandra was still
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throwing herself at Stevens. One day Frank noticed Galbraith carrying a copy of Ebony, he asked to borrow it, then passed it around
in his class. It was his intention to expose his students to as many
new things as possible — Ebony was new to them, and a surprise;
He had them write on "The Fallacy Of Stereotyping."
His groundfloor classroom was located in a wing of the building
that ran parallel to a path leading to the library. A man of normal
height — Bill Stevens — by simply turning his head, could look into
Frank's classroom and, if the window happened to be open, by
speaking in a normal voice, be heard easily.
"Hiya Frankie boy!" Frank was lecturing on the successful
organization of the spacial paragraph. There was an immediate,
horrified silence; then, in a body, all student eyes shifted to the
window and laughter broke out. Stevens was waving and grinning
madly.
The students immediately shifted their attention to Frank. He
kept his composure, fought down the impulse to be angry, waved
back to Stevens, looked out at the class sadly and said, "What do
you do with a guy like that?"
The class ate it up. They laughed. He'd handled the situation
perfectly. For the rest of that period even the chronic yawners managed to keep their tonsils from showing. He'd turned from a stuffy
college professor into a real, live human being: a regular guy who
had friends who played practical jokes. Bill's greeting introduced a
humanizing element and communication between Frank and his
class improved considerably because of it.
"I'd love to go to Spain," Galbraith said wistfully. He was standing in front of a bullfight poster that was hanging on the wall.
Sandra, Galbraith and Frank were in the faculty coffee room.
The graduate assistants had tiny offices on the top floor of the
Rhetoric building, this room was set aside for them to relax in.
"If you were a bull I bet you wouldn't be saying that," Sandra
teased.
"Oh, I don't know," Galbraith said, turning toward her. "That
way I'd get a chance to gore people, there might be some satisfaction in that."
"What possible fun could it be goring some Spaniard that you
don't even know?" Sandra asked.
"It would be fun because I'd only gore Spaniards that I know,"
Galbraith said.
"You people sound pretty blood thirsty," Frank said.
As one, they turned on him and gave him a dirty look, then they
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turned back to each other and Sandra said with mock seriousness,
"Well, I guess we told him."
Before Galbraith could reply the door opened and Bill Stevens
started in; the moment he saw Sandra he stopped, said, "Oooops,"
snapped his fingers as if he'd just remembered something, and
added, "I've got a student coming in to see me." He backed out
and closed the door.
The mood was broken; no more playing, no more teasing; it was
stiff in there now, and tense. Sandra turned her back and went to
the window. She raised her hand and placed it on her cheek where
a cluster of pimples has recently surfaced. The hand moved from
her cheek to her eyes, she was trying to brush away tears. There
was a terrible, strained silence; the men wanted to talk to cover up
in advance the sound that would soon be escaping: the sound of
her crying, but they could not talk about the weather.
Sandra wanted Stevens; she'd been running after him. Stevens
didn't want her, it was as simple as that. Galbraith and Frank,
embarrassed, wanting to do something, stood and did nothing.
Galbraith finally turned toward Sandra's back and said, tentatively, "Sandra . . ." She didn't respond. "Sandy, why don't you,"
he spoke slowly, tenderly, "why don't you and I go — "
She whipped around and cut him off. Her voice was piercing
and hysterical. "Remember that football player's portrait, the one
hanging in the union? Someone said it was there because he'd been
killed in Korea, remember?" She was racing against the sobs that
were rising from her stomach. "That was wrong. It's there because
he was the last Caucasian in the Greenstone backfield." Her voice
cracked when she said that. Galbraith, without showing anything
on his face, took three steps to the table, picked u p his books, then
moved toward the door. "Oh Phil, Phil, wait," she screamed,
"please, I'm sorry. I didn't mean — " The door closed and he was
gone.
It had all happened so quickly. For an instant Sandra looked
blankly at Frank, as if she couldn't comprehend what had happened; even her tears were gone. Then understanding came, the
blankness turned to pain, her eyes turned red, filled, tears started
falling and she rushed to Frank. She threw her arms around him
and hid her face in his shoulder.
All Sunday afternoon and part of the evening Frank spent at the
library studying. He forgot to call Melissa and say he'd miss supper.
He read, he copied; he copied what he'd have to memorize: names,
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dates, middle initials. Literature was turning into data. He came
home at nine, exhausted. Melissa shouted, he shouted back and
stretched out on the couch.
On Friday he'd assigned an essay for Monday. Just as he started
to read it, Stevens knocked. He had two six packs with him; Melissa
brought out pretzels, then went to bed. When they were starting on
the second six pack Frank asked Stevens why he couldn't treat
Sandra more kindly.
"More kindly?"
Frank saw the leer on Stevens' face. "Spare me the details of
your sex life."
"Frank, I'd like to spare Sandra my sex life. I told her to stop
running after me, what more can I do? As a matter of fact," he
said, "I did do more. I told her she ought to go out with your
buddy."
"Who's that?"
"Who do you think — Galbraith," Stevens said. There was an
ironic smile on his face. "What's the matter, why do you look so
surprised?"
Frank felt confused. "I don't know that I do look surprised," he
said, sparring for time. Then, though his glass was half full, he
went to the refrigerator for another beer. When he came back he
said, "You know, I can't remember any other time when you went
out of your way to help someone out. You turning over a new
leaf?" Stevens shrugged, and smiled knowingly, and by staying silent
kept the pressure on Frank. "Well, what did she say to this little
suggestion of yours?"
"She said she can't, this way."
"This way?"
"That's right. Being ugly." He looked at Frank. "She's afraid
everyone would think he was all she could get."
Frank felt those words physically, they jolted him. "You mean if
she were better looking — "
Stevens nodded yes, that's right. "But anyhow, that's all over, she
quit school. She left town this morning."
"You're kidding."
"No."
They sat silently for a while. Frank thought about it, then kept
himself from thinking about the confusion he'd felt just moments
earlier. When the beer was gone Stevens left. Half drunk, depressed,
Frank went into the bedroom and sat down hard on the bed hoping
to disturb Melissa. He'd sworn he'd either let her father get him a
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job or get a Ph.D. The hell with that. While jerking the covers to
his side he decided that tomorrow he'd list his name at the Educational Placement Office and try for a teaching job at a junior
college where there was no pressure, no prestige, and no Ph.D.
necessary. He wanted two things: one, to teach; two, to leave
Greenstone, quickly.
A hand was shaking him. It was morning, Melissa said he'd overslept. Frank felt sick, his stomach was jumpy. He brushed his teeth,
shaved, cut himself, then ran to school.
The students groaned when he walked in, ten minutes late. They'd
been about to leave. Frank's head hurt and he was sweating from
the run. He saw the disappointment on their faces and knew it was
his sudden appearance that caused it. Then he remembered that he
hadn't read the essay to be discussed. He wasn't prepared for the
lesson.
"Today," Frank said, not believing he was saying it, "there will
be no class." He gave no explanation. They sat still, he looked at
them defiantly. "Okay, you're dismissed." He walked out of the
classroom, a hero.
A stroke of genius. He was in his office congratulating himself.
There was nothing to it, he'd do it more often. Class, dis-missed!
He'd run for most popular rhetoric teacher on campus.
He went into the men's room, splashed cold water on his face,
massaged his scalp until it tingled — then went to the faculty room
and had two cups of hot black coffee. He started feeling fine.
Back in his office he looked at a book dealing with the Metaphysicals, remembered his drunken decision and decided that of
course he would go on and get a Ph.D. but, by God, he would go
to the library right now and not do research and not study but look
at all the Sunday sport sections he could find and then do something he hadn't done for three years in a library: browse.
He stepped outside. What freedom. He felt wonderful. Human.
By letting his class go he'd started rehumanizing the dehumanized
man. He was amazed, the sun was shining, the wind was gentle, it
was a beautiful day and in his mad dash to class he hadn't even
noticed that. The rehumanized man was enjoying life.
He was on the path to the library. He looked up into the back
of a classroom. Thirty bored faces. Dismiss your class, come on out
and live, Frank felt like yelling. He continued on the path, full of
love and the weather. He looked into the window at the front of
the classroom and there behind the desk was a black face.
Galbraith. Frank stopped and stared. It stunned him, that black
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face. It was because he'd stumbled upon it unprepared, he thought.
Here he was, Frank Bergstrom, surprised to see a black face behind that desk — what had those students thought that first day?
What had they thought? Frank knew — he'd once been like
them. It wasn't funny, he felt it coming, God, what their reactions
must have been: he laughed.
Galbraith heard the laughter and turned toward the window. He
looked sad. He'd probably just asked his class what a verb was.
Frank saw him and wanted suddenly to throw his arms around this
suffering comrade and tell him to dismiss class and run for second
most popular rhetoric teacher on campus. He decided that he would
introduce a humanizing element. He'd let those students know that
Galbraith was human. Frank opened his mouth to speak. Galbraith
was waving, smiling.
"Hey man, what you doing in there?" Frank called. He was smiling, and standing still for a moment to wave.
An invisible screen dropped and no expression could be seen on
Galbraith's face; nothing showed. Frank and Galbraith looked at
each other, but it was as if Galbraith didn't see Frank. Frank heard
the Words he'd just spoken.
The door that Frank had opened moments before squeaked open
again and the Chairman and Mr. Wilcox came out and started
along the path.
Frank stood still.
As he passed, the Chairman asked, "How's the linguistics coming?" He turned back to Wilcox too quickly to see Frank's lips form
the word Fine.
Wilcox was suggesting Molly Bloom as the Virgin Mary.
Galbraith was walking toward him. As if his head were an echo
chamber, Frank heard his words being repeated over and over. Galbraith was drawing steadily closer, Frank couldn't move.
Galbraith, with nothing showing, raised his arm and, as he might
close a door to an empty room, closed the window, then turned
away and faced his class.
Frank's neck was like jelly and his jaw was stiff. He'd meant to
say hello. He stood there, unable to explain that he'd meant to say
hello. He felt drugged.
"What have I done," Frank wondered, "what happened." He'd
meant to say hello. He stood there, unable to explain. He was shivering. He felt drugged.
"I have to wake from this. What have I done," he wondered,
"what happened? This must be a goddamned dream."
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For Jim Pickett
when Tom got home from the university and
he was tired, mentally and physically, as he almost always was after
a faculty meeting. He parked the car in the driveway, which he
seldom did now as it leaked oil. But right now it seemed a herculean
task to get out, struggle with the broken garage door (Viv would
have made him fix it weeks ago), then walk back to the car and
drive it in. Trudging across the lawn (it needed cutting again and
simply translating that realization into future work fatigued him),
he opened the front door and entered the hallway.
He was about to head upstairs when some rustling from the
livingroom stopped him. Peering into the darkness he saw what
looked like the glow of a cigarette.
"Anne, is that you?"
"Who the hell do you think it is, Gertrude Stein?"
It was Anne, all right. Leaving his briefcase in the hall, he carefully made his way over to where the marble table should be, felt
for the lampchain and pulled it. The small circle of light found
Anne sprawled on the huge, flower-patterned couch she'd insisted
on buying. Her right hand held a cigarette. Her left, holding a cocktail glass, hung awkwardly over the side of the couch. •
Anne groaned, then wrinkled up her pretty round face as she
turned from the light.
"Turn that out. I told you it was darling Anne."
"At least Gertrude Stein had the good sense not to drink till after
dinner." He lowered himself into the armless oriental chair next to
the table and took out a cigarette.
"That's because she didn't have any children." She kept her back
to him, talking into the couch so that it all came out muffled.
"Besides, I don't even think that's true. You're always pulling that
I T WAS AROUND SIX
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business of citing little known facts, and half the time you don't
even know what you're talking about. Or else it doesn't matter."
She rolled over and stared up at the ceiling. "Like last week at
the Kents. How the hell was Chip supposed to know the Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas was by Stein? So he pretended he'd
read it, what's so terrible about that? But no, you've got to play
Socrates and make him feel like a first-class ass." She held up her
glass in mock toast. "Hail to the modern gadfly."
"Besides, how do you know she didn't drink in the afternoon?"
She made her eyes big and whispered confidentially, "Maybe she
lied," then turned away from him again.
Tom took a deep breath and wearily sighed. "What's the matter,
Anne? Turn around."
She turned. "Oh Jesus, what an opening line! Nothing roundabout or subtle about you. No diplomatic moves to find out what's
bothering the little woman. No sir. Straight and to the point!"
She emptied the glass smartly and let it fall to the thick beige
carpet, her hand continuing to dangle over the side of the couch.
"Listen kitty, it was faculty time today, remember? So take it a
little easy."
"Why? What happened?" The nickname seemed to soften her, as
he had hoped it might. Lovable Anne, Tom thought. What a gull
you are.
"What I thought. Tindal wanted the department to cancel the
lecture. Said Symonds would probably show up drunk and be insulting. He had a long list of objections. He wasn't there when we
sent out the invitation and — "
"He's an ass!"
"Agreed. Anyway, it's settled. Symonds is coming."
"So what's wrong, then?"
"Oh, nothing. You know how I am at those meetings. I wasn't
able to say a damn thing. Just sat there burning. And I know they
expected me to, being partly responsible for the invitation in the
first place. I just can't relax, that's all. Viv always said it was silly
but — "
He knew instantly that was a mistake. Besides, her name was
coming up too much anyway lately. Only last night he'd noted that
in his journal and promised to watch it.
"Kitty? What's the matter?"
"Nothing Vivian couldn't solve, I'm quite sure."
"Oh, now look Anne, I told you I'd just had one hell of a meeting and I'm tired, too tired to — "
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"Why, that's good for you, don't you know that? According to
. . . oh, who is it, anyway? You know . . . Morris, Wright Morris.
According to him you have to go through hell to get to heaven.
See? You can just chalk me u p as a means to paradise." She made
a sweeping gesture with her thin white arm to indicate the heavenly
ascent.
"He didn't say that. I read the book too, you know. He said it's
the shortest way to heaven, not that — "
Anne had suddenly sat up, smacking her hands down hard on
her thighs and emitting a loud noise that was half sob, half laugh.
"Oh God! That's precious. Just precious. The little woman is in
anguish and the husband wants to argue a fine point of literature.
Where's your Oxford Dictionary?" — jerking her head frantically
around as if in search — "you know we can't argue without that.
Quick, run upstairs and get it. It must be in bed. You probably forgot to take it out this morning."
Anne looked straight at Tom for the first time since his arrival.
It was a look of disdain but also of entreaty, with entreaty gaining
the upper hand. Getting slowly to her feet, she brushed some sandy
strands away from her forehead and walked unsteadily over to the
bamboo bar in the corner of the room. The bar was another of her
purchases.
"Don't you think you've had plenty? You're being mordant
enough already. A few more and you'll be deadly."
"I feel like being deadly. Besides, I don't even know what mordant means. And please don't go throwing around any big words.
We've been through that before too." Her elbow nudged the jar of
olives and it fell to the floor, striking the side of her slippered foot.
She moaned all out of proportion to her injury, then bent over to
pick it up.
"You know, I've come to the conclusion I'm accident prone.
That's the third time I've dropped this today. Tell me, Sigmund,
does that mean I'm trying to knock myself off?"
"Well, it would figure. Hell, how it figures. Can't you just see
the obituary column? 'Mr. Tom Harris and son Val are mourning
the demise of their beloved Anne, who was killed last Friday by a
jar of extra-large Grade A cocktail olives. Friends of the family are
requested not to send flowers, but rather to forward martini glasses
to the orphanage of their choice. It was Mrs. Harris' last request.' "
She carried her glass over to the matching oriental chair on the
other side of the table and flopped down, spilling some martini on
her rumpled dress. "Damn chairs," she muttered, "they go next."
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Silence followed as she licked the wet spots with her tongue.
Then:
"In case you are interested in the reason for this afternoon bacchanal, it is your son."
It was Anne's way (and a rather trite one, Tom thought) of reminding him that she hadn't borne him, that she certainly couldn't
be blamed for the way he was.
Trite, that was, unless she somehow knew it wasn't his son either.
But how could she? For Tom hadn't yet told her, he felt it would
be disloyal to Viv.
"Is Val home now?" He walked over to the bar to fix a drink.
"What happened?" It still seemed strange, this drinking every night
before dinner. Viv and he seldom did. You should drink only when
you feel like it, she used to say. Only lately he felt like it a lot more.
"Your son has decided that he does not like the wallpaper I put
in his room. He says the fields and rivers make him feel like he is
moving outward when he wishes to move inward. He has, apparently, at the venerable age of ten, decided to undergo a period of
extreme introspection. And therefore the wallpaper must go."
She looked over at Tom with a great facial shrug, which asked
if she was not justified in being goddam mad!
"Now wait a minute. Just wait a minute. How about telling me
what he actually said. Last time you gave me a summary it turned
out to be pretty distorted. Now what did he say?"
She leaned forward, glowering. "I told you what he said. He does
not like the wallpaper I just put up. It makes him feel outward. Or
maybe he said outgoing, I don't know. I'm sorry I didn't have a
stenographer get it down word for word. Next time I'll have a tape
recorder secretly installed under his bed so I can be checked for
accuracy."
"I asked you before if he was home."
"And I said yes once. Yes, the little dear is up in his room." She
glanced sheepishly up at him, as if sorry for the bitter phrase.
"Reading, I think."
Slamming down the glass Tom turned to go upstairs. Anne stood
up, took a few indecisive steps. "Do you know how long I spent
picking out that wallpaper? I thought he'd like something rustic.
You liked it. What's wrong with rivers and fields? And what the
hell's wrong with being outgoing?"
Tom heard this as he walked up the carpeted staircase to the
small second floor. The next to last step was darkly soiled and he
thought fondly of their boxer, Grumps, who could never be per38

suaded, even by Vivian, to rest anyplace else, and who had died of
old age on that same step.
The door to Val's room was locked. He knocked softly.
No answer.
A louder knock brought some shuffling and the eventual turning
of a key in the door.
Val stood in the doorway wearing only a pair of blue pyjama
bottoms (that he was in his pyjamas pleased T o m ) . His brown hair
was light on top and his skin was darker than usual from their
weekend in the mountains. Maybe that was a mistake, maybe Anne
was right. After all, Viv and Val and he had spent a lot of time
there before the accident.
Val smiled up at Tom, a controlled and rather adult smile, then
walked back to his bed and sat down.
"How come you're in your pyjamas so early? Don't you feel
well?" Tom knew it wasn't that. Val often put them on when he
thought he had done something wrong and was due for a reprimand.
"No, I feel okay. I just like to get into them sometimes. To read."
Tom glanced at the wallpaper. He had really forgotten what he hell
it was like. He sat down on the edge of the bed. A large red book
was lying shut on the pillow.
"What book's that?"
"You know, Tom. It's my history book. I was reading some of it
again. I really like it." Val spoke with his usual high-voiced earnestness. "I guess Anne's upset again, isn't she?"
"Well, she is just a little bit annoyed. What did you say to her
anyway?" Tom took out his cigarettes, remembered his agreement
with Viv not to smoke in Val's room and repocketed them.
"She asked me what I thought of the wallpaper and I told her
I didn't like it."
"What's the matter with it? It seems very nice to me."
The boy tilted his head and narrowed his eyes — those blue intense eyes — as if to better judge his father's remark, looking like a
musing little man. Tom could understand Anne's saying she wanted
to smack him when he looked like that. It bothered him too but for
a different reason: it was Vivian's expression, one she had used
often, and most annoyingly.
"I guess it's pretty nice. But it makes me leave my room instead
of staying inside it, that's all. I'd like something that made me feel
I was staying in my room. Maybe just a plain dark colour."
All this sounded hazily familiar to Tom. As a matter of fact he
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had felt uncomfortable ever since Anne mentioned the wallpaper.
It was as though some buried memory was once again pushing its
way upward into the disquieting light of his consciousness. Now it
seemed that Val, too, was playing some variation on a past theme,
only what that might be still eluded him.
Well, let it. He was all for letting those things fie. Oh, how Viv
used to hate that. A mental Micawber she used to call him, not
really using the word properly. Only she seemed to get such pleasure
from it, Tom had never corrected her. Besides, he had known what
she meant. That he procrastinated. Well, he just wasn't much of a
thinker that way; never had been. It still even seemed unreal to him
sometimes that he had a Ph.D. Which, come to think of it, made
Anne's remark a little silly. Oxford Dictionary in bed! What was
bothering her anyway? So the kid didn't like —•
Then his eyes fell on the history book and he got very shaky. So
it was coming up again. How foolish of him to think it was over.
Of course! That's what must be bothering Anne. And Val.
"Val, did you say anything else to Anne? Anything about Vivian?"
His son's face took on a pouting, stubborn stance and his hand
began running gently over the glossy red cover. "Yes, I did. I told
her Viv would have let me help pick out the wallpaper."
"Oh, now Val, that wasn't very kind, was it? Anne spent a great
deal of time picking out that wallpaper for you. She wanted to surprise you."
"But it's true. It's true, isn't it?" He highlighted the word, thrust
it forward like a weapon with magical powers that would certainly
settle the matter for ever and ever. Tom wanted to say, All right
Val, so it's true. So what? But the burden of such a confrontation
•— for confrontation it would be — seemed to require more energy
than he could muster right now.
He shouldn't have downed that drink so quickly, it was making
him dizzy, and unable to concentrate.
And why was he thinking of old Scott, of all people.
Yes, of course: that talk Viv had with Scott. At the party. He
must go visit him soon, he must be lonely. Why did he keep putting
it off?
Val must have said something, for he was looking inquiringly up
at Tom.
"I've got to go to the bathroom."
"So go," he said, too roughly.
Getting up, Tom moved over to the white-curtained window that
looked down into the backyard. A tiny squirrel was scuttling across
40

the lawn, hurrying toward the weeping willow that drooped to the
ground. It reminded him of Viv. She always hated that willow tree.
The first day they moved into the house she had made her pronouncement on it, the way she declared herself on everything,
whether it was the beauty of Beethoven, whom Tom didn't particularly like, or the faults of the black-pebble cement he'd wanted
to put in the driveway.
"I don't like it," she had said. "It looks as if it's given up the
fight. As if life has proved too much for it and now it's ready to
grieve and ask for pity. It reminds me of Winesburg, Ohio. Well,
I prefer oaks and Beethoven."
That was the way Vivian had talked. It was the way she talked
at the graduate party ten years ago, where he had first met her and
been awed by her intelligence and her strength, qualities Tom felt
he had little of. She was pregnant at the time, rather vaingloriously
so, he had thought. Although even that had impressed him: she
made up no stories, tried to hide the fact of her unmarried state
from no one.
And that was the way she talked even as she lay dying eight
months ago, after that freak accident on the freeway. As she lay by
the side of the road, waiting for the ambulance, a dirty quilt covering her broken, hemorrhaging body, she had spoken calmly — of
her parents and an accident they once had, of her father and his
own calm ways whenever trouble occurred. But suddenly, as if
someone were asking a question, she stopped and jerked herself up
on her elbows, listening. The redblinking lights from the police car
caught her smudged face, made it glow, then pale, weirdly glow
and pale. Then she called for Tom.
"I want you to promise me something." Her voice was getting
thinner, fainter, as if she were moving physically away from her
husband's world. "Val will be fine, just fine. That little incident, it
was nothing. You won't try and change him now, will you? Just
promise me you won't try to change him."
Tom had promised — (too quickly, too quickly, he again thought,
remembering what he had written in his journal) — and Vivian
had lain back, displaying the first, the only sign of what he later
found out must have been terrible pain. Then she had died, slowly,
quietly, as if in control even of death.
A slight wind down in the yard swayed the willow in a slowsleepy
rhythm of green. Tom sighed, then went back to the bed. Val was
putting on his pyjama top.
"Here, let me help you."
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He would have been embarrassed even without his son's indignant look.
"Listen Val, we've sort of talked about this before. Anne is trying
very hard to be a good mother to you. She loves you very much, as
much as Viv did. But you've got to help her. She can't understand
you if you won't help. Now why won't you show her you care?"
Val shifted into an alert position, as if waiting for the question,
eager to discuss it. "Tom, I don't understand. Why do I have to
love her if I don't feel like it? Besides, she isn't like Viv. She isn't
at all."
Tom stayed silent, waiting for a question he was fairly sure now
would ultimately come. In one form or another it had to, really;
and he would have to answer it. Only he wished Viv were there.
Or did he?
No — maybe he didn't. Maybe that was just an automatic response. And untrue. Even though he winced at admitting it, maybe
he did not want her there.
Once again he thought of old Scott and that party honouring his
retirement. A disturbing evening. And Vivian's doing, of course.
Dear sweet Wesley Scott. Yes, dear and sweet, whatever Viv had
forced him to admit. True, he was no longer an effective teacher:
forgetful, disorganized, even what Viv had called dramatically
senile. And true, he had ignored all faculty suggestions to retire
before the compulsory age, had even put up with having his seminars taken away from him and with being assigned nothing but
freshman English courses. Still, and most importantly as far as Tom
was concerned, he had helped him through very uncertain years of
graduate school, had often ready a supportive word or a helpful
suggestion when Tom had needed them most. H e had cared.
That night, Tom had gone off for some punch, leaving the two
of them talking; and to his dismay, by the time he returned they
were almost arguing. Scott, bent and gentle like the willow in the
backyard, was listening to Viv fervendy describe her theory of childraising. His coarse gray mop of hair fell untidily almost to large
gray eyes that twinkled mischievously, as if they viewed the world
and all its happenings with a very large grain of saltish humour.
"But my dear woman," Scott had responded, "you can't approach
the problem of child education as if it were a problem in pure
physics."
Vivian rather coldly asked why not.
"Because there are too many uncontrollable elements. Because
man is simply not that predictable. Why, look at me. Whoever
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thought I'd turn out to be a scatterbrain? Can't even remember
where my classes are any more, eh Tom?"
That was the sort of thing Viv meant by dramatic senility. And
she was right, of course: Scott had known where his classes were,
Tom knew that. He obviously just hadn't cared to go to them much
these last few years. And as often as not Tom would find him in the
library, sitting under the large glossy portrait of Byron, reading.
Viv was annoyed at this attempt to shift the conversation, or to
lighten it; it was in her voice.
"I don't really believe you're a scatterbrain, Professor Scott. And
I don't think you do, either. Now look, you're making me sound
like some sort of monster parent. All I'm really trying to do is raise
Val to heed two important concepts. First, always tell the truth.
And secondly, follow your own nature, do what you think is right.
But where I come in is in helping him discover what right is, what
truth is. That's how / control the causes. Now suppose — "
The professor had started muttering and shaking his head. Tom
didn't immediately understand why Viv had stopped, he was so
used to it. Scott apologized and asked her to please go on. Which
she did, after again asking him if he was sure he really wanted to
hear all that, and after he had again apologized, lacing his punch
once more with the tiny silver flask he pulled from his coat pocket,
and then looking down at the floor with a serious expression that
Tom knew to be contrived.
"You see, the problem is we tell children to be honest, to do
right, but we don't give them any standard to use when they have
to figure out what right is, what truth is. Now that's all I'm saying.
And frankly I don't see what's so awful about it."
The professor very slowly shrugged his shoulders and smiled.
Everything he did — gestures, his walk, his speech — was executed
in slow motion, as if his whole mechanism were gracefully running
down. (Viv had remarked to Tom later that evening that, when
Scott died, even those who loved him would not be much upset. It
would just seem as if he had slowed down a bit more, had evolved
into death. Annoyed at her other criticisms of Scott, Tom had called
that a vicious comment. Viv, startled for a minute, had finally
laughed and said it wasn't and he knew it wasn't, and then kissed
him and — to his surprise — changed the subject.)
"My dear, I wish you the best of luck. No, really. I'm not convinced that truth and right are always —• "
He chuckled, as though remembering an old joke. "This may
shock you, my dear" — moving closer to Viv, his breath bourbony,
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looking like a small boy with a huge secret — "but the longer I five,
the more I doubt the role of truth. At least the kind I suspect you're
talking about. As a matter of fact, I'm not even sure what that
word means. Or quite a few other words, for that matter."
"Yes. Well, I think it's important to figure out what the words
do mean. How else can you know? And from what Tom has said,
you used to think so too."
Tom had wanted to stop the conversation then. For something
seemed momentarily to be breaking through Scott's dense and
ancient complacency; some atrophied nerve was being stimulated,
was responding, and it was painful to see.
"I did, did I? Well, I used to use a lot of words, I remember
that. Words." He looked at Tom shyly, almost apologetically. "I
pulled out a play the other day — didn't even know I still had it —
that I wrote a long long time ago. What a lot of words. Have you
heard all this, Tom? I was going to be a playwright. And five in
India. I've forgotten why, but India. But there was something called
a depression around, and when I finished school.. . there was a
summer of no work. No work . . . I did nothing that summer. It was
wonderful, I suppose. No, I think it was terrible. And then one
afternoon — I remember I was out on the porch — this phone call
came, long distance. To teach . . . "
Scott stared into his drink, seemingly annoyed (although he
chuckled) then confused, as if wondering who this fellow might be
that he was talking about.
"Well, professor, I don't know quite what that has to do — ; I
mean, we can't build theories on our own disappointments. Certainly
the depression must have frightened a lot of people, people who — "
Scott had rudely started away towards the punch bowl, but then
he turned back to Viv, hesitantly. Hesitantly, and yet on his face
was a look Tom had never seen before: rather serious and hard,
without the usual undertone of levity. More, it was rather selfdefensively mean. Viv could bring that out in people, he told her
later, realizing — as he said it and she agreed — that they were
both rather proud of it.
"This is only a suggestion. And I'm not saying I have any answers, my — it's Vivian, isn't it? No, don't ask me for any answers.
But, Vivian — speaking of theories, you might sit down sometime
and ask yourself why you want to raise the boy so strictly. No, that's
not the best word, is it? And perhaps I'm being presumptuous anyway but — you seem to be afraid of something."
Tom could have sworn that Scott blushed then, as if he might
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indeed have supplied some answers. But he had only patted him
affectionately on the arm, made a silly gesture with his tongue for
their benefit as he also patted the coat pocket holding the flask, and
then sauntered away.
What made him think of all that now? he wondered.
For a long blank moment he had no idea, though he egged his
brain on. Look at him! — he was as senile as Scott. And there was
no use blaming it on the drink.
No, he remembered now. He'd been thinking it was Scott he'd
rather have help him with Val. For Tom had to admit he felt closer
to his view. At least lately. Look at himself — what was true? He
was thinking particularly about the terrible thing he'd written last
week in the journal he'd been keeping lately. (Even that was strange,
for although it was Viv who persuaded him to start one, he had
written in it only sporadically. But in the last few months he had
gone to it enthusiastically, pouring out thoughts that he felt to have
been present for a long time. It was as though, only without her,
could he profit from what she had taught him.)
It still disturbed him to turn back to what he had written. It concerned the accident. When she made him promise, how quick he
had been to accept the implication that she was dying. He hadn't
even produced any stock replies (Don't be foolish, Viv, you'll be
okay). He had accepted the implication, yes. Worse — he again
thought, agitated: a large part of him had experienced relief.
Tom realized that Val had slid closer, placing a warm hand in
his, and that he was squeezing it.
"Tom, you know when Viv was teaching me American history?
When we were talking about the frontier?"
So he was right. Yes, of course he remembered. They had picked
out the book together for his birthday. Viv and Val had gone over
it page by page, and she had made the various events come alive
with colourful stories and with the historical recordings she borrowed from the university. Or sometimes the two of them acted
things out, like the Constitutional Convention and the Boston Tea
Party (why did he always forget how much fun Viv had been?).
But a few days before her death there had been the frontier episode. It had stunned Viv, and she was seldom stunned.
They had gotten to the chapter on the closing of the American
frontier around 1890, and she was trying to explain how such a
feeling of no place to go, of no large areas to discover and explore
would affect the population psychologically. She decided to take
him to the observatory a few blocks u p the hill from their house,
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where you could get a panoramic view of the city — the flat expanse to the west, the southern hills overrun with oil derricks, the
northern mountains sloping down to the Pacific. They stayed there
for over an hour, talking about how it made them feel; and when
they got back home she told him to finish the experiment by staying
in his room until dinner.
That night at the table he remained quiet until Viv asked about
the experiment.
"I liked the second feeling a lot better."
"What do you mean, the second feeling?"
"Of staying in my room. It seems warmer and safer and . . . gosh,
I don't know, just much better. 'Cause when I'm there I can think
of my books and the people in them, and all the places. That makes
me happy. But the other, that makes me think of real people. And
factories and those oil wells and work, things like that. I guess I
would've liked the closing of the frontier, Viv."
Tom was shocked by the intensity of Viv's response. She sat stiffly,
as if her son's words had frozen her body. Val must have sensed
something for he asked, "It's okay for me to like my room better,
isn't it, Viv?" She stared at him for a minute, as though straining
to recognize an unfamiliar voice, then jumped up from the table
and went into the kitchen, mumbling something about the coffee.
This was what Tom had been trying to remember, what Anne's
words, and Val's, had vaguely suggested. Now he wondered, amazed,
how on earth he could ever have forgotten it.
He covered Val's hand with both of his. "Yes Val, certainly I
remember. What about it?" He was a bit startled by his son's
intense look, he seemed all eyes, forceful, single-directed, almost
feverish.
"Well, Viv always told me to tell the truth. But you know that
night? She got mad when I said I liked my room. I know she got
mad. And she never even answered what I asked her. So I was
thinking, maybe I shouldn't have said I liked it better. I mean, I
could've still kept on liking it without getting Viv mad."
"Like Anne. I don't think I really want to love her, Tom. I'd
just like to remember Viv. But she gets mad, too, and she cries, and
I don't like that. So I don't know whether to pretend I love her or
not. And I was w o n d e r i n g . . . what do you think Viv would say?"
Well, so here it was. And how ironic, thought Tom. For here sat
Viv's human experiment (maybe that was putting it too coldly;
why was he so unfair to Viv?). Anyway, here sat Val, unknowingly
phrasing an important problem and asking him for a clear simple
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answer without qualifications, asking him for the kind of answer
Viv would have given. Was it to be truth or kindness, the straight
line or compromise?
And now Tom suspected (suspected! Why couldn't he ever know
things the way Viv had?) that his answer involved a lot more than
these abstract concepts which seemed so to concern his son, as they
had concerned Vivian; and which had never really made much
sense to him. In a real way, was it to be Viv or Anne, the past or
the present, Beethoven or martinis? He knew Viv's answer. And yes
— maybe because he had lately suspected his own, he had dreaded
the question.
Tom sank an elbow into the mattress, still holding Val's hand.
"Listen Val, I think if Viv was here right now, she'd tell you to love
Anne, to be nice to her. She'd tell you that kindness is even more
important than telling the truth. We all need kindness, Val, because
. . . well, none of us is that perfect. And because sometimes the truth
hurts very much. Do you see? And I think . . . I feel sure Viv would
have told you that."
The silence was unnerving, even accusing. Standing up, Tom
looked away from his son's intent stare. When he got to the door
he turned and looked at him. Val's head was tilted and his mouth
was quivering. One hand slowly caressed the red cover.
How he'd love him to cry right now. And he would hold him.
Tom thought of saying they'd keep the wallpaper for awhile, that
might do it. But he couldn't. Besides, he didn't know, maybe he
wasn't any different or better than Viv. Because look at him, now
he wanted Val his way. In pyjamas. Crying.
"One more thing, Val. The night you asked Viv about liking
your room more than the view from the hill? I know she didn't
answer you then, but it wasn't because she was angry with you. She
was just very tired and had other things on her mind. But she told
me later what she thought. She would have wanted you to like your
room, Val, if it made you happy. She would have liked that."
He quickly left the room, closing the door softly behind him. He
felt tired, leaden, and let his weight pull him down the stairs,
annoyed to realize he was thinking only about Grumps, of finding
his dead bulk on that step. Maybe he'd get another dog, maybe
Anne and Val would like that. Only not a boxer.
Anne was at the bar fixing a drink. She looked up as he reached
the hallway.
"Well, how's the little genius doing?"
Part of him was grateful for the sarcastic greeting. He didn't
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want to talk; certainly not about Val or Viv, although he knew
something definite had happened upstairs. Yes, he had made something happen. That was disturbing . . . exciting . . . frightening. And
now the burden was on Anne. Which he welcomed.
She muttered some half-apology that Tom couldn't quite make
out, although he realized he'd been hoping for it. Still, he said only,
"I think I'm going for a drive."
She put down the gin bottie, looking scared. He wanted to assure
her, the words had already formed; but he also felt like being mean
for awhile.
Anne said, "How about dinner?"
He undid his tie, throwing it on the couch.
"I made dinner." She came over to him while he was rolling up
his sleeves.
"You can be something of a bitch, you know that?"
"Because I made dinner? Did you ever think that maybe — "
She smiled, grudgingly. "Yes. You're right. I can be something of a
bitch."
"I'll be back in awhile. For dinner."
He turned and lumbered down the unlit hallway, out through
the creaking back door and into the yard. There was a warm breeze,
the willow tree was rustling, r u s t l i n g . . . and all the unnatural resolve of the past few minutes seemed suddenly to be crumbling.
He should think about all this, he supposed. Before it fled, like
most of his dreams. The beach might be nice. Or the park.
The door creaked and he knew Anne must be watching him
through the screen. He tried to work up some annoyance over that,
but couldn't.
Except, as he turned to go toward her, to say they would keep
the wallpaper, and to ask her to come with him, an idea made him
angry. Only briefly though, for his head soon swirled with a warm,
appealing, expansive confusion. He didn't know where the idea
came from, except that it obviously wasn't one of Vivian's, which
startled him.
Anne mattered; of that he was sure. Her coming to the door, his
asking her to drive with him: that mattered, made a difference,
was — oh, what a flat word — okay. And y e t . . . y e t . . . had she
stayed in the livingroom, he would have gone alone. That too, Tom
sensed, exhifirated and afraid, that too would have mattered, would
have made a difference, would have . . . yes . . . been okay.
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PHILEBUS T H E POLITICIAN
(c.i.f. Victoria, via Tsawwassen)
Philebus the politician, who long his office holds,
Sailing, forgets his pledges and the long hard sell
Upon the hustings,
his speeches left bleaching on the stumps;
Forgets his Bible school, the organ's swell,
the lady organist.
As his ferries lift and fall,
He slides to caucus, contracts, taxes, and the squeeze.
Here, where the flooding Fraser's tumid flow
Stains the bright gulf,
Both passenger and ferryman,
He goes once more to his city of forgetfulness,
To sales by watershed of rivers, rocks, and trees,
Purchase of roads and votes — by constituencies.
The great flushed bowl behind the screws
Thrusts his vessel out. He sees salvation.
A sort of death by sale of water. Provincial.
Nothing to be feared. Called prosperity.
Echoed only on the business page and in radical reviews,
Washed up under "Coastwise Shipping" and "Interior News".
Crossing and double-crossing from Tsawwassen through the years,
He slips between the islands of his youth and age,
Entering the harbour of his ministry,
Reminiscences of each ferry voyage
Stir the senile drift above his sunken piers.
Oh young Social Credit M.P.P.,
Climbing upward from the parking deck, Gentile, never Jew,
Who hope to be a wheel and rule and sell the land and sea,
Look to Philebus who, still, is promising as you.
VIC HOPWOOD
Vic HOPWOOD, who teaches English at T h e University of British Columbia, is
the author of a biography of DAVID T H O M P S O N , and editor of his Travels, soon
to be published. " I ' m a votary of the lyrical-satirical. Let the young pull the
bung on Jung."
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H A N K O L S E N , who lives in Victoria, was born of Norwegian pioneers in British
Columbia. His novel, Ocean, Thou Mighty Monster, will be published by
Fawcett's Gold Medai Books; he has also appeared in American Zionist. "Any
decent Norwegian," he says, "is a natural dissenter."
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ERLING SVARTA-ROSOR watched the moon come up over the northern moorland. The snow took on the iridescent sheen of Johanna
Maria's wedding dress. The bare birches, cringing and starved were
transformed into silver children.
The haunting power of the full moon's advent filled his thick
chest. He longed suddenly to be at his destination, wherever it was.
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The sound of a sleigh bell brought him out of his reverie. He
stood there tall as a tree's shadow, sombre and sallow. He was an
abandoned creature with flowing silver hair in the sullen spoon light
of northern Sweden's winter moon. He clutched his axe, at the
sound of the bell, differently than before. In this wild unspoiled
land at the tri-corner of Scandinavia anything could happen.
The fleet sleigh stopped. The horse was a typical one, mudcoloured as a claybank.
A woman called tartly as an unripe berry of the wet summer
past, from the seat where she was hidden in sealskin hides turned
out, "Have you hay?"
He recognized a Norwegian voice, uncouth in his ears, though he
recognized Finns not at all. He replied with scorn, "I have seen the
green grass turn to hay, as fair flowers fade — " He had quoted the
historic Norwegian peasant-poet, Vinje, in his more musical language and with softer cadences. He added, "My father knew many
things besides the poets."
The woman, who must have been young, laughed garishly as if
with small experience. "You sound like the school master at Jagervatnet. He is given much to odd sayings. And he goes often to sit
in the churchyard, where alone crops never fail."
Erling listened to the hard, immediate wisdom of the woman
who was as yet only a voice. Rising to his full six-feet-three-inches
he said bluntly, "I have not a wisp of hay more than I need."
At this reply the woman began a small female yapping nearly
like a terrier bitch outraged by intruders. "These hundred miles
have I come, and no human heart have I found, though wild beasts
aplenty. A wolf still kicks at the moon three miles back. Good the
Germans took Norway so my husband could steal this rifle —
though Germans are not people I will grant. Swedes are not as bad,
though they are kine."
At this display of frankness from across the border Erling raged
without sound. His mouth worked. When he could speak he said,
"Truly a damned Norwegian."
"Do you call me damned?" cried the woman with that florid
anger of the north. "I shall come down from this sleigh and strike
you on the snout."
Erling was quite sorry he had been cross, though he remained
vexed and bewildered. "I am sorry I called you that. I never swear.
It came of itself. My father swore as water flows, but he spanked
me with a birch rod if I said ever a naughty word. He said it was
smart at Uppsala, but that smartness had always been the chief
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matter of fools. He had a saying: 'Even an idiot is considered a
hungry lawyer from Stockholm if he knows enough to bite his
tongue.' "
The young woman slid to the ground from her sealskin nest. In
old-Swedish-silver's gleam she was a swart apparition. A dark, slender hoyden. Like a wily, cheeky and cruel boy. She stamped her
feet for warmth.
The stranger from Norway was as tall as his chest. There she
came with an abrupt movement. Erling bent to her as a tree to the
wind. His slanted blue eyes, pale-silk as spring sky over northern
heath, met the black-blue of her deepset ones. Her face was a pale
oval set in the severity of her tight-twisted black hair. It was a commanding face, though the lips were very wide and mobile over
bucked teeth.
Erling's face burned. He chided her in a way that could be called
only nagging, for he was smitten, and tried to cover up. "Devilish
Norwegian temper. Finns will knife you in the back but will have
the decency never to tell you why. Lapps will steal your underpants
when you swim a moment in an ice-churn. Norwegians, God cannot cope with. He has let them alone. That is how they are."
She laughed with the wild and joyous motions of the skylark at
dusk. This was followed immediately with a stinging retort of quick
and savage revenge. "I understand you are Swede, and swine, too.
What could one desire more of evil fortune on a black night when
one is numb with cold, lost on the frozen heath?"
Even as she yapped in her terrier fashion, her eyes, lifted to his
face, erupted with tears. They froze on her cheek. It was so cold.
Erling softened, though he said, "I'd kick you, except for the
waste of shoe leather." He smiled woodenly. "I will sell you hay.
Not much. The price is higher this winter. A poor crop. Can you
Pa??"
She listened to greed warm his voice till it plundered. "Many
thanks," she muttered blackly.
"Will six bales be enough?" Carefully he surveyed her sleigh,
space in mind.
"Ten," she crackled. "I've many goats. They bleat as bad as
Swedes do about money."
He looked at her. Crankiness puffed his upper lip like an infant's.
He was wounded. He replied to her insult, "Let us go to the hayloft. There we shall see." He was very cross.
She followed the tall silverhead.
She danced suddenly by his side, truly a small-girl, for she had
53

no morals. Blithely she spoke to him now, as though she had known
him always. "You, I like. You can't help that you are born-miserable, for you are under Sweden's flag with its yellow stripe. And
yellow striped is a Swede's back, as we all know from the war. Yet
you are a good man, all but for the Swedish part."
He looked at her very oddly. Norwegians were so frank that they
were all a bit tetched in the head.
He lit a lantern inside the dark haybarn.
The draft struck him from the door and the lantern guttered. He
called at her, "Shut the door. Have you such drafty houses in
Norway?"
At this sarcasm she answered bitingly, "In Norway we do not
share our quarters with the stock, as they do in some places." But
she shut the door obediently.
She climbed the ladder after him, chattering, "In a civilized
country the woman goes before the man."
"Dirt before the broom," he said.
In the loft she examined the hay expertly, tearing handfuls from
the bales, breaking, smelling, tasting.
"What a cheat!" she cried triumphantly. "It is too coarse, and
quite mouldy. A poor stuff. Wild moor grass taken too mature.
Worth nothing. Pay me for taking it away."
"Go, and leave me in peace." He was exasperated more than he
had ever been. Dejection took hold of him. The woman was impossible. Half a hope had been forming slowly in him.
Her face was clouded. She slapped her hand to her beautiful
white forehead.
He stared at her. She stared back. They knew they were beautiful. But she was the master. She held him bound to the knowledge
they shared.
"My husband is a sealer," she said quickly.
"What of it?"
"Well, he is sitting in the fireplace. But only his boots are left.
Smouldering. They'll soon find him. That's why I left."
"You killed him?" he stuttered.
"Well, I didn't pour water on him, let us say."
"Why?"
"He was drunk. Bloody, because he had just returned from killing seal cubs. I must say I never did like him, but he got me by a
trick. I went black from fear and hatred of him. I am strong. I
pushed him. The whole wall is a great hearth. There was a mighty
pitch log ablaze."
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The Swede looked ill. He averted his face.
She fell now abjectly on her knees before him, though her eyes
were calculating. "I have seen you on the heath while gathering
multeberr. I recognized you for a good man. That is why I came
here. You will take mercy and protect me."
He brooded a long while, torn between feelings. "But my wife is
sickly. U p in her head. I do not want to put her away in a State
institution. I've never touched her but as a brother. I care for her
fondly, as I do the housecat."
The stranger was appalled. "But didn't you look into it? You
should have. Then you could have avoided marrying her. You
might easily have traced insanity in the family, for such things have
a way of getting known."
"But she was this way from birth. I married her this way."
The Norwegian woman put her fingers to her mouth. "I do not
understand."
"What is your name?" he asked, trying to turn the talk.
"Thordis."
"I am Erling Svarta-Rosor."
"It is a very old name. Black-Roses. But tell me why you married
the woman?"
"But my family were depleted of property. We were most poor!"
he rationalized.
"What has that to do with it?"
"Johanna Maria's father owned this farm. Lind Farm is the
greatest in all these parts. He offered it to any young man who
would marry his daughter and take her off his hands."
"You married her for the farm!"
"Yes." He nodded glumly. "Is it not enough?"
"No. It is wicked."
He began to sob dryly in that great chest.
"But Erling! Isn't that a funny one, though? We are both of us
bad. Good! We suit each other. I could have saved that drunken
sadistic fool from the fire, but I chose not to."
He answered grandly. "I would kill myself! Yet how can I leave
Johanna Maria? If I have been wicked with lust for land, it would
be more wicked to forsake the woman now that she trusts me as
though I am her father. I am fond of her, truly. Even when the
housecat dies I will have broken-heart." He was quite sincere.
Thordis stifled a giggle. "True." Then she became dark again.
"And worse for me to spend years in prison just because a fellow
went to hell ahead of schedule — though the Socialist government
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of 'dear friends' Einar Gerhardsen is so good a bandit it is very
friendly to criminals of every kind, as taxpayers know."
"I like you," he said humbly.
"I have felt that way about you since first I saw you last summer,
Erling. Though I was a married woman. Perhaps that is why I did
not attempt to drag that sealer from the fire."
"I have asked God to come into my heart," said the man soulfully, child-like. "My parents were believers in nothing. Mama was
a high Stockholm actress. They were so unhappy they forever fought
and then left each other, and died early, both of them. My father
who was a scholar of antiquities, and lost all his properties gambling, said that I must find another way than they. He said I should
perhaps try God, for who knows, there is worse gambling than
that."
Thordis pondered this. "Same here. Always I have asked myself,
Is Jesus Christ the God, even though He has such a bunch of braying asses with their collars turned wrong-way-about? And always
when they laughed at me, as did my husband, then I knew they
answered for me, and for Him. Because they believed not, I knew
it was true. It is a very simple arithmetic. Had they been people
like us, hating our badness, then would I trust them. Because they
loved themselves just as they were, then I knew God must be as 'tis
said in some quarters. I have in my heart a place above places. One
stands there and knocks. That is why I think the sealer burned
rather prettily — perhaps."
Erling was revolted. Yet he respected that naked mind. "I will
protect you from Norway that would like to have good persons in
prison and bad ones running the country — but you cannot sleep
with me. It would be worse than the first, even though I am
troubled — " He stopped.
"Good enough," she said grimly. "You are good. Otherwise you
wouldn't be so fond of the housecat. I'll wave to you on the green
heath."
He nodded in agreement. "You had better come to the house,
for none come there. I am well-hated here. Johanna Maria will
never understand about you."
She followed him into the grand but tumbling old loghouse with
its frame covering splitting from the weather's spite. The idiot girl
lay on a sofa. They kissed her, in turn. She made puppy sounds,
closed here eyes and slept.
Erling made coffee. The tile stove chirped and sang.
"Oh, Erling!" Thordis cried.
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"What now?" He made a face.
"You have put in only a spoonful of fresh coffee over old
grounds!"
He smiled widely, teeth gleaming. "You don't understand. I am
saving in my ways. For myself I use only rye-coffee. I have saved
this real coffee for a day when Jesus Christ might come back to
earth, as I have heard it said often. Though it is two years now I
have waited."
Thordis was so deeply moved she hid her face a moment. "Truly
none other than Christ Jesus will walk in here any minute," she
said in her frank and daring Norwegian way which sets all Swedes
immediately ill-at-ease. "I've heard it said in all churches here, He
is coming back to the world to blow it up — excepting some few."
Erling turned and gazed at her, fine as an angel. "Yes, now He
will come again. I can see — "
"About time, too," Thordis said baldly, in her customary way.
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ALEKSANDR PIS'MENNYI
(translated by Jan Solecki)
came to the Razdatochnaya settlement in the
middle of November, but Vas'ka could not go to seventh grade.
That autumn the settlement had celebrated five years of existence
and, at the school which had grown up with the settlement, there
was at yet no seventh grade. Mrs. Kuprianov did not want Vas'ka
to sit around doing nothing and she tried to talk him into joining
grade six.
— I can't help it, dearest, there's simply no way out. You're only
just past fourteen. What's the hurry! — she argued.
Vas'ka felt humiliated at the prospect of repeating the grade, and
for a long time refused to fall in with his mother's suggestion. Why
had they come here? They were not doing badly in Rossosha. All
this running after the big money! She wanted to be nearer to her
sister.. .
Getting cross with his mother, Vas'ka tried to convince himself that
there were no other, more valid, reasons. He tried not to think of
the real reason his mother had decided to move to Razdatochnaya.
One evening, coming back from school, shortly before their departure, he found his mother by the window in an unlit room.
When he switched on the light she quickly wiped away tears and
crumpled up a letter which Vas'ka had taken from the postman in
the morning. Vas'ka asked her why she cried.
— It's nothing — she answered. — Just a headache. — After that
they drank tea and Mother told him that his Aunt Klavdia had
written telling them to come to the Ural mountains. She said that
the climate there was good, there were mountains and forests, and
that wages were better. She wrote that there was a shortage of
people and that one could even get an apartment.
Vas'ka remained quiet, not knowing why his mother was deceiving him. The letter was not from Aunt Klavdia. The postmark was
Smolensk. He knew that Smolensk was not in the Urals.
T H E KUPRIANOVS
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They packed their things, sold the chest of drawers, the chromiumplated bed with wooden headboards stained to look like Karelian
pine, sold the wash stand and left for the Urals.
They left in damp autumn weather but in the Urals they were
met by a cruel winter. In Razdatochnaya snow was piled up hard
in the streets to stay there the duration of the winter. The forests
did not rustle. The horses, their coats fluffy with white frost, pulled
sleighs with bodies made from twisted boughs. People went about in
high felt boots and fur coats to the ankles. It got dark early and by
three o'clock it was necessary to switch on the lights.
Mrs. Kuprianov got a job in a garage. She left early and returned
late at night.
There were no unemployed people in the settlement. There were
no idle boys. Vas'ka could not stand the loneliness and soon decided
to go to sixth grade.
—

2

—

Vas'ka did not know his father. Long ago, when he was still very
young he had once asked about his father. His mother told him, —
You have no father. You are an orphan. —
From time to time, as he grew older, Vas'ka tried to question his
mother about when his father had died, how he had died and
where. Perhaps he had been killed somewhere in the war? Perhaps
the Fascists had tortured him to death? She tried to cut short his
queries.
But Vas'ka Kuprianov seldom thought about his father. He had
never known what it was to have a father and never felt any misfortune at not having one. He was used to living without a father.
Only the leather boots which mother kept in the trunk reminded him
that he, and mother also, had once had a man in the household.
The year before last Vas'ka once opened the trunk, searching for
a handkerchief. There, at the bottom of a box, he found an old
envelope. In the envelope was a photograph. On white cardboard,
not even discoloured by time, was the face of a man with a black
moustache, wearing a rail-worker's cap and uniform. He had black
eyes and a startled expression on his face. Vas'ka Kuprianov did
not know who the man was, but a strange feeling made him think
that this was his father. He could not explain to himself what made
him think so. He simply felt it and for a long time held the photograph in his hand, scrutinizing the face. He put the photograph
back in place and closed the box. He said nothing about the incident to his mother.
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In Razdatochnaya, for the first time in his life, Vas'ka felt that
his mother was not strong enough, that there were times when she
needed the protection of a man. It seemed to him that had there
been a father he would have taken the family to some other place
where he, Vas'ka, could have attended seventh grade. After all, one
must study. In our country education is universal. There is no law
that says one must remain in the same class for a second year just
because the school isn't old enough.
There was nothing new in the course for him. He knew it all; the
recurrent fractions, the digestive tract of the earthworm, the Emperor Caligula who brought his horse into the senate and the famous
poem from the Napoleonic wars: . . . Tell me my uncle, it wasn't in
vain, that Moscow was burnt and abandoned to the French. . . .
From the classroom one could see through the window an empty
field, tall wooden poles in the shapes of a letter H supporting electric wires, and beyond the field the grey "communes" — the name
by which residential houses went in this area — and the brick walls
of the department store. Often the window panes frosted up and
then Vas'ka had nothing to look at. He drew imps in his workbook,
composed crosswords, read things on the sly and thought of Rossosha. He remembered the streets, the orchards, the small river in
which river prawns lived; he remembered Nick Yastrebtsov and his
pigeons, and how once they ran together to look at a burning house.
He remembered his old school, his old geography teacher Lidia
Timofeyevna, and Paul Ivanov, the strongest boy in their class, who
could handle five boys with his left hand alone. He remembered
Danila Semyonovich, a locksmith who worked in a small shed in
their courtyard — a slight, silent man who taught Vas'ka to weld,
to repair spirit lamps and electric bells. He recalled how, the year
before when he was ill with the measles, the boys used to fly a kite
outside his window and how he had gone to boys camp the previous
summer.
The teachers did their best to make life interesting for Vas'ka.
They tried to reduce his humiliation. If two or three students could
not answer a question the teacher would ask Kuprianov and he
would give the correct answer. Often they called him to the blackboard. Often they praised him. But Vas'ka was not vain and could
not forget for a moment that through no fault of his own he was
having to repeat the year.
During the recesses Vas'ka Kuprianov ran about in the corridor,
played tag, scuffled, teased the girls — did the same as other school
boys. But between him and his companions was lacking the main
61

bond — a common interest in the school life. Vas'ka did not make
a close friendship with any one of them.
Because he did his homework very quickly, after school he had a
great deal of free time and he had nothing with which to fill these
free hours.
— 3 —
Once, on the eve of a holiday, the boys decided to go ice-skating
after school. The day was sunny and cold. During the night new
snow had fallen and the air was very clean. The voices of the cartmen walking beside the ice wagons carrying the blue ice for storage
houses for the summer resounded clearly, mingling with the shrieks
of women from the water-tower and the clang of the couplings
from the railroad station situated three miles from the settlement.
Before going to the ice-rink Vas'ka had to drop in at home to pick
up his skates and then take the room-key, which he took with him
in the morning, to his mother at work. Pet'ka Loshkarev, who was
short and fat, shared Vas'ka's desk at school, offered to walk with
him. Loshkarev was weak in mathematics and, hoping that Vas'ka
would help him with written assignments, tried to make u p to him.
They parted with the other boys at the department store and
strode along the street towards Vas'ka's house.
— Listen, Kuprianov, I have been meaning for a long time to
ask you — began Pet'ka Loshkarev, after they parted from the other
boys and had been walking for a while alone — How do grapes
grow in Russia! —
— How do you think — smiled Vas'ka, — wild, and how! —
— Here too they grow wild, but can one eat them? —
— Ah, that's what you want? How would you like to have some
potatoes instead? —
— No, listen, I am serious. I've never seen how grapes grow.
Have you? —
— Of course I have. A huge tree, just like an oak. The grapes
hang down in bunches. —•
— Is that so? And I always thought that grapes grew on a
bush. —
— There are that kind too, but they aren't so good. Good grapes
grow only on trees. You, I suppose, have never been anywhere outside of Razdatochnaya? I suppose you were born here? —
— What are you talking about? How could I have been born
here if the settlement is only six years old? No, I was born in Kungura; we came here later. —
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— You are smart — nodded Vas'ka — you couldn't have chosen
a better place.—
— I didn't choose it. My father didn't ask me. He chose it and
we all came. I was small then, but you, why did you come here if
you don't like the place? —
— Sometimes things just happen. —
For a while neither spoke.
— This place isn't as bad as you think — Pet'ka Loshkarov started
up again. — There are pyrites, gold and forests here and also Father
said he saw in the paper that some very valuable ores have been
discovered. The place is first-rate. The settlement is lousy but it is
young as yet. You know my father started the Capital mine? At that
time there wasn't a thing here. Just forests. I can't even remember
that well. The first summer we lived in tents. When it rained we
were wet through and through. What about you, haven't you got a
father? —
— No — admitted Vas'ka.
— Where is he? —
— Where? He was killed during the civil war, at the Perekop.—
Pet'ka Loshkarev didn't have time to work out that Vas'ka was
too young to have had a father who was killed at Perekop and so
believed him. But having believed him he did not want to allow
him such an advantage.
— My father also fought during the civil war — he said. — He
was a partisan here in the Urals. And even now you can see on his
stomach a scar this big! White! Just like this! —
He spread his hands, warm in deer skin mittens, to show how big
a scar his father had.
— Then you are a hero's son — jeering, Vas'ka looked at him
through half-closed eyelids. He felt aggrieved that he did not have
a father like that.
— There was something in the paper about him recently, in
Sverdlovsk — continued Loshkarev, not sensing that the subject
matter was painful to Kuprianov. — They printed his picture. You
know he does three-and-a-half times more work than he needs
to.—
— Father a hero, and his son got himself barely passed in mathematics — cut in Vas'ka. Loshkarev was hurt.
— All right, so I did. But I am not spending the second year in
the same class! —
— And why do I? You numb-skull, can't you see that your settlement has not reached the seventh grade yet? -—
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— Got you! got you! — yelled Loshkarev and danced sideways
along the path.
— You're nuts — said Vas'ka — you don't even know how
grapes grow. —
They reached the house. Vas'ka went up the steps. The outside
door to the hall-landing was not closed, but padlocks hung on all
the doors leading to rooms. Vas'ka opened their room and took out
the ice skates. Old rusty ones that curved upwards in front, brought
from Rossosha. Here in Razdatochnaya nearly all the boys in his
class had real skates with special boots. He was the only one with
such miserable antique ones. For some time now Mother had been
thinking of buying him a new pair.
Having got down, Kuprianov said that they would have to drop
in on his mother at the garage because there was no one to leave
the key with.
— What a bore, — grumbled Loshkarev, but went with him all
the same. He too wanted to have a look at the garage.
— 4 —
At the gate Vas'ka Kuprianov told Loshkarev to wait. He had
never been here before and was afraid they would be chased away.
— All right, all right, — said Loshkarev, — I'll wait, — and followed in Vas'ka's footsteps.
They entered the garage and stopped uncertainly by the entrance.
Crikey! There were all kinds of machines in the workshop. Different makes, different colours, large and small, new and old, some
undergoing repair, others ready to go out on a job. There were old
Ford T's which from a distance looked like bottles of marking ink
lying on one side, the clean M's, the clumsy Yaroslavl' trucks, the
old worn out GAZes which had covered many a bumpy road in
their time, and even one long black, streamlined mirror-gleaming
ZIS-101. There were cars here with wheels off, cars lifted on jacks,
and cars stripped of bodies and motors.
The boys stood at the entrance, afraid to move away from the
door, and talked in whispers, casting glances in all directions, eager
to see and remember everything they saw before them. Slowly forgetting fear, unconsciously, without even noticing it themselves, they
started to move step by step away from the door and into the depths
of the garage.
They saw two cleaning women washing down a dark red M, and
a driver in a light yellow fur coat get into a black Ford, watched a
reconditioned motor being brought on a trolley to the Yaroslavl'
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truck and a Gorky truck being fussed around by a small jerky garage hand, looking like a devil with bushy eyebrows and his hair
sticking out like a black stack. Soon the boys found themselves in
front of a pick-up truck which had its tires off. The pick-up stood
on the floor on its metal wheels and on its running board were scattered car-repair tools, and small parts — spanners, spark plugs,
hammers, nuts and bolts, handles for jacks.
— Look here Loshkarev, she looks bare-foot! — said Vas'ka
nudging his companion with an elbow. — A bare-footed car! —
From under the car appeared an upturned face, big black hands
and then, lying on his back on a low repair trolley, his black overalls saturated with grease, a mechanic slid from beneath the vehicle.
The boys, startled, stepped back towards the entrance and looked
at him with awed respect. The mechanic sat on the trolley clasping
his knees and demanded:
— Well, what have you got to say for yourselves? —
Pet'ka moved back another step, one hand behind his back, nervously rubbing his right foot on the floor. Vas'ka surlily lowered his
head, waited a moment and then said cautiously:
— My mother works here. In the storeroom —
•—• What of it? — asked the mechanic —•
— Well, we are here to see her, to give her the key to the apartment. Her name is Kuprianov —
— Kuprianov? There, you see the door to the mechanical workshop? Go along the passage right to the very end. —
Vas'ka Kuprianov nodded, told Pet'ka to wait for him right there
and went off to deliver the key. The mechanic got up from the trolley and catching up with Kuprianov said to him —
— I'll take you along to your mother. •—
As they walked along the corridor a metal-covered door flew
open. From the room behind the door came a sudden flash of bright
blue fight accompanied by a penetrating hiss. Vas'ka jumped to one
side, but the mechanic took him by the hand and asked,
— What! Scared, you professor snoop of sour soup and other
things like that. —
•—• What's that, uncle? — asked Vas'ka. •
•— Electro-welding. Want to have a look? —
He took Vas'ka into the welding room and then walked out. The
bright blue light blinded Vas'ka. Green and red patches appeared
before his eyes. He shaded his eyes with his hand, noticing however
that the blinding light was shooting up from under a rod with
which the welder was touching the frame of a car. Squatting, the
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man was looking through a blue glass fixed in a small metal shield.
A thick cable attached to the rod fell to the floor.
— Why don't you look? — asked the mechanic.
— It burns my eyes, — squinted Vas'ka.
— Who ever does such a thing, you innocent soul? — looking
right at the flame? — He handed Kuprianov a shield with a blue
glass, but Vas'ka did not take it.
— I have seen enough, — he said gruffly.
The mechanic burst out laughing. The welder pressed some sort
of lever. The flame went out. He lowered his shield.
— Here, let me weld your nose to your upper lip — he smiled
and suddenly made a move in Vas'ka's direction.
Vas'ka stepped back one pace.
— You keep off — he said fiercely.
— That's right. — said the mechanic, placing his heavy hand on
the boy's shoulder, — Don't let anyone bully you. —
— Where did you get the boy from? — asked the welder, •— I
have never seen this one. —
— Got him in a parcel, — answered the mechanic. — Do you
want me to send you one? •—
— Are you going to take me to my mother or should I go by
myself? — asked Vas'ka.
— Don't get cross — the mechanic said soothingly — don't get
cross, we're just joking. —
Vas'ka turned round and went to the door. The mechanic looked
after him, shaking his head, and smiled.
Vas'ka found the store room, gave the key to his mother and
coming back met the mechanic again.
— Have you given the key back? — enquired the mechanic of
the boy. — I take it all is well then. Come again, I'll take you for
a drive. What's your name? —•
— Vas'ka. —
— That means we have the same name, — said the mechanic
surprised. — I too am called Vas'ka. —
Kuprianov laughed.
— You are so grown up, how can any one call you Vas'ka? —
•— My father named me so. By the way his name was Vas'ka
too. —
•— That means you are Vasilii VasiPyevich — said Vas'ka.
•— That's right. And you? —
— I am also Vasilii Vasil'yevich. —
— There, you see! We have absolutely the same names! Well
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then, will you come? Do come. You are a fine lad, I see. —
He shook Vas'ka's hand and moved away, tall, broad-shouldered,
with greying temples and black smudges of engine oil on his face.
— 5—
As usual on holidays Mrs. Kuprianov slept late. Vas'ka did not
want to wake her up, yet he did not want to go out without permission. Afterward they ate breakfast. Then the firewood arrived and
it took an hour and a half to stack it away in the shed. Having
finished with the firewood Vas'ka washed and said to his mother:
— Mother, may I go to the garage? The mechanic invited me. —
•— Today is a holiday and there will be no one there except for
the duty men, — answered Mrs. Kuprianov.
— Well, I am sure the mechanic works without days off. I'll
have a look. All right? —
— What about your lessons? •—
— I have no assignments. You know that. —
Mrs. Kuprianov turned round and Vas'ka began to put on his
fur coat. He was pulling it on slowly, hoping that mother would
say after all, •— Well, all right go. —
He wanted to ask her for something and waited for her permission, but she remained silent.
Then Vas'ka said:
— Listen mother, could you . . . could you give me the boots
which are in the trunk? —
-—- They are too big for you as yet. You'll only ruin them, —
sighed Mrs. Kuprianov.
— I'll wrap my feet in newspaper. Boots are so much better.
After all, it isn't school but a garage. There are only grown up
men. —
— You will wreck the boots before time. We'll never get such
boots now. — Mrs. Kuprianov protested, but went to the box.
Vas'ka wrapped his feet in newspaper and pulled on the boots.
The settlement street was empty as always on a holiday. O n the
wall of the main office there were two loudspeakers. Some man was
singing about love. One of the loudspeakers was attached next to
an open window trap and it seemed that the steam which poured
out of the trap came out of the loudspeaker as though from a
gigantic mouth. A car rode by. Vas'ka recognized it. It was the
same pick-up which was standing in the garage yesterday without
tires. The thought came to Vas'ka that now he would know every
car in the settlement.
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From behind a building some boys emerged on skis into the
streets along which he was walking. Pet'ka Loshkarev was with
them.
— Hai! Where are you off to? — shouted Pet'ka.
— Business — answered Kuprianov.
Another boy who was in the same class bumped into Kuprianov.
Vas'ka pushed him off and moved to one side.
— Look Loshkarev, the new fellow got boots on — said the sixth
grader. — Hey, Puss in Boots! — he shouted to Vas'ka and tried
once again to bump into him.
— Keep away or I'll punch you! — threatened Vas'ka.
— You and who else? — yelled the sixth grader but, just in case,
he jabbed his ski-sticks in front of himself and moved away backwards from Vas'ka.
— Come with us, Kuprianov, — called Loshkarev. — What business can there be on a holiday? We are going to the "Switzerland"
to ski down from the mountains. —
— Good luck to you, — Kuprianov waved and went on.
For a long time he heard the laughing and voices of the friends
and turning round he glimpsed them from time to time in between
the houses. They marched in single file, leisurely, without hurrying. The sun shone bright on the snow and long slanting shadows
stretched from the boys towards Vas'ka.
In the garage it was much quieter than the day before. The ventilator was not roaring. The mechanical workshop was unoccupied.
Nearly all the cars stood in their places; but the black Zis had gone.
Having had a good look Vas'ka Kuprianov decided that mother
was right — the mechanic was not in the garage. At that moment
he heard voices and through a passage between the cars appeared
a fat, fussy, bald-headed man wearing a jacket and following him,
Vasilii Vasil'yevich. Kuprianov went towards them. The fat man
frowned and enquired testily —
— What do you want here, boy? This is no place for children.
Away, Away . . . —
— The boy is here to see me, leave him alone. — said the
mechanic.
The fat man mumbled something and turned his back to Vas'ka.
— Take the gas-car — he commanded the mechanic — It's time
to send the car. —
— We'll take the gas-car — agreed the mechanic.
The fat man stroked his bald head, red from cold, and went into
the office.
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—— You see what a strict boss we have here? — asked Vasilii
Vasil'yevich. — A tiger and not a boss. Have you ever seen a
tiger? —
— Yes, a zoo came to us in Rossosh once. —
— You think he looks like one? —•
— Not quite, of course. Only more or less. More by nature. —
Vasilii Vasil'yevich placed his hand on Vas'ka's shoulder and
guided him, pushing gently, in front of himself. Next to the gas-car
he stopped and noticed that Vas'ka had boots on.
— H a ! you smarty pants, you do look elegant today! Where did
you lift such lovely boots? —
— Mother gave them to me, they belonged to my father. —
— And where is your father? —
— I don't know, — said Vas'ka shrugging his shoulders. —
Haven't got one. —
— Doesn't he pay alimony? —
— No, mother says I am an orphan. Probably she is shy. I think
father is alive. He sent her a letter from Smolensk. After that she
came here. Doesn't want him to know our address. Doesn't want to
have anything to do with him. —
— Yes, yes — remarked Vasilii Vasil'yevich — it takes all sorts to
make a world. —
— Of course, — Vas'ka agreed.
— Well, Vasilii Vasil'yevich, — said the mechanic — shall we go
to the mine? You won't get cold, will you?-—
— No, I won't. —
•— Let's go then. —
They got into the car, Vas'ka next to the mechanic, and drove
out of the garage. At the transit house a passenger in a felt hat and
a woollen scarf wrapped round his neck was waiting for them. Once
in the car the passenger sank deep into the corner of the back seat.
They passed the skating rink on the pond which was fenced
round with young fir trees, and left the settlement. By the side of
the road one could see debris from exploratory digging, the derricks
of the prospecting engineers and from the warm huts between the
legs of the derricks came the hum of machinery. After that came
the forest edge. Stumps, half-covered with snow, and then the
forest. Vasilii Vasil'yevich silently sat at the wheel. The only sound
to be heard above the hum of the motor was the passenger drawing
at his crooked pipe.
The road was bumpy and the car tossed violently. Vas'ka, of
course, suffered more than the others because he was the lightest.
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He carefully pushed with his feet against the floor, but this did not
help and he fell either against Vasilii Vasil'yevich or against the
door; each time after having bounced off he tested whether it was
properly closed.
In the forest there were many fallen trees, young and old, bent,
cracked, gnarled with age. They were scattered by the road side. In
places it became dark in the forest; along the road side grew dense
walls of trees and the snow lying thick on their branches hardly let
through any light. From time to time the car went over a roadcovering made of logs and at such times the logs which were not
clostly fitting together bumped loudly under the wheels.
— Why is this covering here? — asked Vas'ka.
— Eager beavers dug it all up. —
All round here there were gold-bearing places and deeper in the
forest there was a drag under construction. They overtook a truck
with parts for the drag, and then a caterpillar tractor which was
stuck on a bend. The tractor was pulling behind it a huge sleigh on
which was loaded a metal drum. From time to time they saw trains
of sleighs. Calm and dignified, the bearded peasants in their long
fur coats led the horses off the road and shouted something to
Vasilii Vasil'yevich.
They rode for a long time and Vas'ka tired of looking out at the
road side. He began carefully to watch the work of the mechanic.
He tried to remember what Vasilii Vasil'yevich did when he wanted
to apply the brakes, how he changed gears, when he pressed on the
gas and the way he switched the engine off while coasting. Vasilii
Vasil'yevich glanced sideways at the boy.
— Learn, Vasilii Vasil'yevich. You'll be able to drive in no
time. —
Having delivered the passenger to the mine the mechanic firmly
slammed the car door and turned to Vas'ka.
•— Well, now watch carefully: First I open the flow tap to the
full tank, then I switch on the ignition, press the pedal starter, and
we're off. —
And indeed they were off.
A little while later Vasilii Vasil'yevich stopped the car and once
again, explaining all the while what he was doing, slowly sent the
gas-car forward. He repeated this several times to give Vas'ka a
chance to memorize the whole operation.
The sun set behind the forest. It grew dark. Vasilii Vasil'yevich
switched on the head-lights.
When they drove out of the forest Vasilii Vasil'yevich changed
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places with Vas'ka and Vas'ka tried to drive the car. Of course
Vasilii Vasil'yevich, facing Vas'ka, held lightly to the wheel with his
right hand. None the less Vas'ka was in the driver's seat.
After that evening Vas'ka frequently went to the garage. To begin with he was very shy and on each occasion spent a long time
thinking up a reason for the visit. But later on, when Vasilii Vasil'yevich had taught him to drive the car on his own, Vas'ka felt more
confident. He was only afraid that the manager might throw him
out of the garage and tried to avoid him.
Then came the winter holidays and Vas'ka spent all his days in
the garage. He soon knew all the drivers, garage hands, cleaners,
and became friends with many of them. But Vasilii Vasil'yevich
was closest to him.
Often they went together to the mines or the gold fields, occasionally taking passengers to the main station because the express
trains did not stop at the Razdatochnaya.
Vasilii Vasil'yevich never swore in front of Vas'ka, never shouted
at people, although by nature the mechanic was so strict that even
the manager was slightly in awe of him. He spoke to Vas'ka just as
he spoke to others: in a serious and at the same time slightly ironical manner. But it was only to Vas'ka that the mechanic gave halfhumorous instructions as if he wanted to tell Vas'ka something
simple and kind but could not find a more suitable way.
— 6—
Time went by. One day when Vas'ka was at the garage there
was a call from the main office that a car was needed to meet the
train from Sverdlovsk. Three men were coming from the Trust
office.
Most of the drivers were out on jobs, others had just returned
from trips, Vasilii Vasil'yevich himself was very busy because the
overhaul of a truck had to be completed for the following day, and
he asked Vas'ka to drive to the station.
Vas'ka checked the gas-car, the same one on which he had
learned to drive and made ready to go. The mechanic gave him last
minute advice.
— Don't you go and mix them up, Vasilii Vasil'yevich. One of
the passengers will have mustaches, wearing a Siberian style fur
coat; his name is Maslov. Description of the others was not
given. —
— All right — promised Vas'ka, — I won't mix them up. —
— Be careful how you drive past the water pump hut. The
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women there spilled water on the road; it's sheer ice. —
•— I'll get them safely, Vasilii Vasil'yevich — said Vas'ka.
When he arrived at the station there were still fifteen minutes
before the train was due. On the platform it was dark and only
narrow, cold beams of light, coming from cracks between the drawn
curtains fell upon the snow. The railway tracks vanished into the
darkness and he had a sensation that beyond them, beyond the thin
lights of the switch points, beyond the red eye of the semaphore, the
world ended. Far away in the distance puffed a shunting engine
and this only strengthened the impression. It seemed as though a
creature huge, heavy, hoarsely breathing was crawling into the
world from some place beyond.
Vas'ka seldom went out on trips by himself but every time he did
he was very much afraid of bumping into an inspector for he had
no driving licence. He drove illegally. And now, while waiting for
the train, he was thinking how to avoid meeting with an inspector.
He came to a darkened station window and stood before it in such
a way that his face was fit up by a ray of light coming out from
between the curtains. He gazed into the window pane as if into a
mirror, trying to decide whether his face looked sufficiently grown
up. He was very much afraid of making a fool of himself in front
of the passengers. He tightened the straps over the ear flaps of his
wool cloth cap.
— Just like a girl — he thought disgustedly. Having untied the
straps he lifted the ear flaps up. Now his face looked more boyish,
but at the same time looked even younger. All right, thought Vas'ka,
his heart torn by the decision. — I'll keep the ear flaps down, let
the inspector think that it's a woman driving. It'll be better that
way, or I am sure he will stop me. —
Soon the lights went up on the platform. The station master came
out of the building. His red hat sat jauntily at the back of his head,
his ears uncovered, but even before he reached the spot where he
normally met the train the man lost his nonchalent air and began
to rub his frozen ears, shivering all over.
The train roared into the station, hissing and steaming. The fresh
snow swirled up into the air. At once the station became a more
pleasant place, as when furniture is brought into an empty room.
Vas'ka found his passengers, checked on the name of the one in
the Siberian fur coat to make sure and then took them to the car.
The men put their suitcases into the car and the one in the
Siberian fur coat asked Vas'ka:
— Where is the driver? —
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— I'll take you. — said Vas'ka.
— You . . . ? But you won't reach the pedals! •—
Vas'ka did not answer, but climbed into his seat and pressed the
horn. Two men got into the car but Maslov stood by the car door
and laughed.
— See what a driver the heavens sent us — he said, looking at
Vas'ka through the wind-shield.
— Get in, Maslov — one of his colleagues told him.
Maslov went round the car and sat next to Vas'ka.
— Well, my driver, do you think you will have sufficient strength
to push in the clutch? —
— Shall we go? — asked Vas'ka. He decided not to notice the
sneers. But the man in the Siberian fur coat would not stop.
— Who taught you to drive? —
Vas'ka did not answer. The man then nudged Vas'ka with his
elbow and asked again,
— Do you know the road? —
— Persistent devil. — thought Vas'ka.
— If I don't know it, you don't know it either — he said aloud.
Maslov liked the answer. He sat silent for a while and then asked
again.
— Do you have many machines in the garage? —
— Many — replied Vas'ka.
— How many? —
— Is he a spy, this Maslov? Why does he want to talk so much?
— thought Vas'ka. He knew approximately how many cars there
were in the garage, but decided not to say anything to the traveller.
— There you are, you work in the garage and don't know how
many cars you have in it — said Maslov with surprise.
— I don't work in the garage. I was specially called out to bring
you. No other driver wanted to go. —
— A sharp one! — Maslov smiled — See how he fires back? —
— Listen you, little devil, — said one of the men sitting in the
rear, — Talk if you want to but don't spill us into a ditch. —
— All right — nodded Vas'ka — I'll do my best. As you like. —
The three were getting on his nerves. He was already afraid of
being caught by an inspector and here they were croaking by his
side.
Inspectors liked to hang about near the Robber's Hut, which was
the name given to the gardener's house, which stood half way between the station and the settlement. Approaching this place Vas'ka
reduced his speed to thirty miles exactiy so that there could be no
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reason for stopping him. Far ahead there loomed a dark silhouette.
— Devil take him, is he on duty? — thought Vas'ka and switched
off the light in the cabin.
— Hey, boy, switch on the light. — one of the passengers asked
at once.
— Why did you turn the light off? — Maslov enquired.
— Inspector on duty. — replied Vas'ka.
— So what? — Maslov queried.
— So I turned it off. —
Vas'ka could feel Maslov staring at him intently in the dark.
Maslov turned back to his companions and said — Looks like our
driver is afraid of inspectors. Listen young man . . . do you have a
driving licence? —
•— No. — Vas'ka replied gloomily.
Maslov burst out laughing.
— What a joke! Who entrusted the car to you? — he asked.
— What is it to you? — answered Vas'ka. — I am driving correctly, what else do you want? —
— Keep your hair on, young man — said Maslov soothingly. —
you are driving us correctly all right, and one may say even well,
but I would just like to know who taught you? Who made you a
driver? It looks to me that you have had a good teacher.—
— Not bad — said Vas'ka. He smiled to himself thinking — You
could do with a teacher like that. —
— Well, who was it, your father? —
— No, not my father, but our mechanic Vasilii Vasil'yevich. —
— What's his name? —
— What do you want his name for? If you are worried why he
sent me with the car, well, he had no other way. He has to fix the
truck by tomorrow and all the drivers were away. —
— Don't you worry, that's not the reason I am asking. I simply
want to know who your teacher was. —
— His n a m e . . . — Vas'ka wrinkled his brow, and only now
realized that he did not know the name of Vasilii Vasil'yevich. He
tried to think what it might be.
— Everybody calls him Vasilii Vasil'yevich — he said.
— Look at this fine fellow, — laughed Maslov — knows everything except the name of the man who taught him.
— Well, I don't know it —• said Vas'ka.
— Very well, — Maslov turned to his friends. — Who has a pencil handy? Write down Vasilii Vasil'yevich, mechanic. —
Someone at the back made a note.
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They entered the settlement and Vas'ka reduced the speed to
twenty.
— Listen, young man — Maslov spoke up immediately and
tapped the speedometer with his finger — at this rate you'll never
get us there. —
— Just a moment, let us pass just one place here where inspectors
also hang about. — said Vas'ka and soon stepped on the gas again.
The car jerked forward and the indicator on the speedometer
moved to fifty, At the water hut, Vas'ka turned to the guest house
without slowing down and the car skidded. Thrown to the door,
Maslov was frightened and stretched his hand towards the brake.
Vas'ka knew that one must never apply brakes in a skid. Roughly
he pushed Maslov's hand away from the brake, turned the car, and
driving along the very edge of the road, brought it back in the right
direction.
— Good fellow — said Maslov — though you may not have a
licence you certainly can drive well. —
— He is not a bad fellow, — thought Vas'ka, — Talks too much,
but otherwise quite nice. —
— 7 —
The next day Vas'ka learned that Vasilii Vasil'yevich was leaving.
He was first told about it by the welder, whom he met in the
garage yard. Vas'ka did not believe him. He decided that the
welder was joking. Why should Vasilii Vasil'yevich leave?
Vasilii Vasil'yevich had not yet arrived in the garage and Vas'ka
went to help the workmen wash down the Zis-ioi just back from a
trip. He climbed a trip ladder, dipped a piece of cloth in a special
solution and began to wash the top of the car.
— Did you hear, Vas'ka, that your chief is leaving? — said one
of the men.
— OK. — said Vas'ka, — If he goes he will be back. Anyone can
buy a ticket at the ticket office.
The manager came out of his office. He looked round the garage
and noticing Vas'ka on the trip ladder came to him.
— Hanging about here again! — he shouted at Vas'ka. — I told
you, boy, this is no place for you. If you get hurt I shall be held
responsible for you. And look at you up on the ladder! —
Vas'ka put down the rag and climbed down. The manager went
on and then came back.
— There is nothing here for you to do, boy, go home and do
your homework. —
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And still Vasil'yevich didn't come.
Vas'ka then went to his mother in the spare parts shed.
— Mother, is it true that Vasilii Vasil'yevich is leaving? — he
asked.
— Yes, it is. — confirmed his mother.
— Why so sudden? He didn't say anything yesterday. —
— There are three men here from Sverdlovsk. They are taking
him back with them. They need a good mechanic in Karabash. —
•— So, — said Vas'ka, — h e is being transferred. —
He hung his head and stood examining his boots. He wouldn't be
wearing them any more. He wore ordinary shoes to school.
— The three I brought yesterday? — he asked.
— Yes, — said m o t h e r — M a s l o v and two others, from the
Trust. —
A garage-hand entered the shed for some parts and Mrs. Kuprianov moved to the shelves while Vas'ka remained standing in the
middle of the room. What would happen to him when Vasilii
Vasil'yevich left? He wouldn't be able to come to the garage any
more. The manager would chase him away as soon as Vasilii Vasil'yevich packed his trunk. The devil! . . . and he himself brought the
people here! He should have dumped them in the ditch by the
water hut.
He went out of the shed and returned to the garage.
Here everything was the same as before. The body frame of a
bus stood by the wall on wooden trestles. There was the big truck
with its wheels off, the pick-up truck, which so many days ago
Vas'ka had seen standing without tires and which he had later
seen in the street, and the gas-car. Everything was the same and yet
everything was horribly different. Everything became strange. He,
Vas'ka Kuprianov, became a stranger here.
Vasilii Vasil'yevich came to the garage in the company of the
three men whom Vas'ka brought from the station the night before.
Vasilii Vasil'yevich greeted Vas'ka but said nothing to him. He went
to the door of the office together with the visitors, and Maslov, smiling, nodded in Vas'ka's direction.
— Your boy was scared all the time that the inspectors would
catch him out. —
— Unnecessarily. — answered the mechanic. — The inspectors
know full well that I have trained the boy. —•
Maslov noticed that Vas'ka was looking at him, and very quietly
whispered something to the mechanic.
— Yes, yes, — answered the mechanic — I really don't know
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what to do. The boy has become so attached to me and I too am
used to having him about. —
They disappeared inside the office and Vas'ka, afraid that he
might any moment burst into tears, left the garage. A moment later
a car drove out from the garage with the mechanic at the wheel.
He opened the car door and said,
— Vasilii Vasil'yevich — would you like to come with me to the
Voroshilov mine? —
They passed the settlement, turned onto the main highway and
Vasilii Vasil'yevich said nothing. He did not even mention that
their engine was missing. But the motor did miss badly. Probably
the carburetor jet was clogged. Vas'ka thought of the carburetor, of
why Vasilii Vasil'yevich did not speak and that the mechanic should
tell him something, should explain why he was leaving so suddenly.
But Vasilii Vasil'yevich remained silent. They arrived at the Voroshilov mine, and while the mechanic was at the office, Vas'ka lifted
the hood, blew the carburetor clear and set it back in place.
When they were driving back Vasilii Vasil'yevich noticed that
the engine was working well.
— Did you blow the carburetor clean? — he asked.
— Yes — answered Vas'ka.
They did not exchange another word.
— 8 —
Next morning the mechanic was leaving.
Carrying a small suitcase, which contained all his nomadic belongings, he came to the garage to say goodbye.
He moved between the cars, stopping for two or three minutes
with garage-hands and drivers. Vas'ka sat on the running board of
the truck at the further end of the garage and waited. He saw
Vasilii Vasil'yevich open the door into the corridor which led to the
workshops, go in and come out again in a short while. He moved
in Vas'ka's direction, looking round between machines. Vas'ka saw
the mechanic stop the small garage-hand and ask him something.
The men appeared to look for someone. — They are looking for
me, — thought Vas'ka.
And indeed they were looking for him.
They saw him sitting on the running board and Vasilii Vasil'yevich came up to him.
— Let's go, Vasilii Vasil'yevich, for our last trip — called the
mechanic — Take me to the station. —
Vas'ka could not say anything. He wanted very much to cry.
78

Controlling himself, he went ahead to the same gas-car in which he
and Vasilii Vasil'yevich had driven out together the first time.
At the station restaurant they met Maslov and his friends. Vasilii
Vasil'yevich ordered a bottle of mineral water, fried eggs, sandwiches and all sat at one table. Vas'ka sat meekly at the corner. The
waiter, lifting the tray above their heads, handed down the sandwiches and then brought the eggs. Vasilii Vasil'yevich put a portion
of eggs on Vas'ka's plate and said:
— Eat, Vasilii Vasil'yevich. —
He poured a round of mineral water, took his glass, clicked it
against Vas'ka's but not with the others'. Vas'ka drank a bit and
put his glass down.
— Drink it down — said Vasilii Vasil'yevich.
— I don't want any more — said Vas'ka.
The mechanic drank his water, poured the rest of the drink from
Vas'ka's glass into his own, and then it was time to get into the
train.
They came out onto the platform. It was snowing slightly. When
the gusts of wind rushed in, there poured from the roof and jutting
ledges of the station building a stinging, icy manna of snow. Vasilii
Vasil'yevich stopped at the entrance to the railway carriage, gave
Vas'ka his hand and said:
—• Goodbye, Vasilii Vasil'yevich. Let us not forget one another.
Who knows, we may meet again. —
He embraced Vas'ka, kissed him and climbed aboard the train.
— 9 —
Vas'ka Kuprianov continued to attend grade six, to look up
plural forms, to hear about arthropoda and about right angles. Sitting next to him at his desk was Pet'ka Loshkarev who was fascinated by all these revelations. He was full of wonder at the fact that
the fly had such a complex eye, he was carried away by the "Captain's Daughter" and annoyed Vas'ka Kuprianov with his requests
for an explanation of incomprehensible facts such a s — t h a t two
parallel lines can never meet. Now that Vasilii Vasil'yevich had left,
Vas'ka could no longer go to the garage and he was particularly
bored at school.
He could not stand it and once went to the garage just the same,
but the manager saw him and shooshed him away.
Vas'ka became taciturn and thin, and Mrs. Kuprianov thought
perhaps he was ill.
Then, one morning on a holiday, the postman brought Mrs.
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Kuprianov a letter. She read it, threw a frightened look at Vas'ka
and dropped her hands in her lap.
— What happened? Who is the letter from? — asked Vas'ka.
Mother continued to look fearfully at Vas'ka. Then without lifting her hands, she said.
— It is from the mechanic, from Vasilii Vasil'yevich. —
— Is that true! Well, why do you keep quiet? What does he
say? —
— He is writing here to you as well. He wants you to come to
him in Sverdlovsk — She shook her head. — But this is not possible,
not possible . . . —
Vas'ka snatched the letter from her hand and sitting on the other
end of the table read it right through. Both what the mechanic had
written to him and what he had written to his mother.
The mechanic wrote that he had been left to work in Sverdlovsk,
that he had a two-room apartment, that he had become very attached to Vas'ka and that now he was lonely without him. Vasilii
Vasil'yevich asked the Kuprianovs to come to him to Sverdlovsk. —
We shall five together — he wrote. Vas'ka shall go to technical
school and later to the Institute. He will become an engineer. —
Vas'ka threw the letter on the table and rushed to his mother.
— Let's go, mother — he said.
— No, no, — answered Mrs. Kuprianov — It's impossible! How
can we go? He is a stranger to us. —
— He is not a stranger. —
— No, we can't go. I can't go. . . . —
Vas'ka sat down again at the table. He leaned forward and
placed his head on his hands. He did not cry. He just sat there and
racked his brain how he might convince his mother.
— You know yourself what a city it is — Sverdlovsk! — he said.
— It even has a theatre, and an opera. You will find work there. —
Vas'ka thought of all the most attractive things that might tempt
his mother. She listened silentiy, and it seemed to Vas'ka that she
would agree and that they would go to Sverdlovsk where they
would live together with Vasilii Vasil'yevich.
— Well, we are going mother? — he asked and nodded his head
before she could answer.
— No, no. It is impossible, — she repeated.
— Vas'ka fell silent, thought for a while and then said:
— Well, let me go alone. —
Mrs. Kuprianov began to cry, but this time she did not say no.
She wept, and Vas'ka, sensing that she would let him go and that
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it would be terribly hard for her to part with him, began to console
her.
— First, the most important thing — don't cry — he said. —
Listen, I shall go by myself, get settled, have a look at how things
are and then I shall write to you and you will join me. Perhaps we
really shall be able to get an apartment there. You know, Vasilii
Vasil'yevich is that kind of man. I am sure he will fix something up.
You should consider him too. He is alone and lonely. You should
think of him as w e l l . . . Well, I shall go ahead for a month. And
afterwards you will follow for sure. Perhaps even sooner. Mother,
please mother, say something. —
He spoke for a long time and for a long time Mrs. Kuprianov
did not answer him. After that she made an effort to calm down,
wiped her tears and said:
— Well, let's try, and we shall see what will happen later . . . —
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PENANCE
DENNIS TRUDELL

I LEFT T H E SUBWAY at the wrong station and had to walk eight or
nine blocks through one of London's less pleasant neighbourhoods
before I found the hospital. I was somewhat relieved that the first
person I saw inside was a small man with a bad complexion, the
kind of individual with whom I am usually quite self-assured.
"Excuse me, doctor," I said, stepping in front of him. "Could
you please tell me where the medical examinations are given?"
"I happen to be a student," he said crisply.
"I beg your pardon," I told him. "Perhaps it was that stethoscope that made you look so — well, official. At any rate, I'm sure
you'll be a doctor some day heh heh."
"Exacdy what is it you're looking for?"
"That's just it, I don't really know. You see, I'm an American —
I suppose you could tell that from my accent heh."
"Were you sent here by a physician?"
"No, not exactly. The fact is, I've only been in England a little
over a week, and I saw this —• well, this poster in the public um,
facilities at Leicester Square. It had a list of hospitals where a person might receive a free examination."
The student's eye's narrowed and I thought I saw the suggestion
of a smile move the corners of his mouth.
"You suspect yourself of having a venereal disease, is that it?"
"Not really sure," I mumbled. Then I raised my eyes and grinned
crookedly. "Better safe than sorry, I always say."
"It's hardly a laughing matter, you know. Follow this corridor to
the end, then turn left and proceed until you come to a door with
a row of chairs beside it. Wait there and you will be attended to."
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I started to thank him, but as soon as he finished speaking he
turned and walked away. The click of his heels filled the wide hallway.
I followed his directions and a few minutes later was standing in
front of a door with the name "Dr. Zobei" painted on the glass. I
sat and waited for several minutes. A number of men went by, each
of whom gave me a long and humourless glance as he passed. Those
walking in twos and threes lowered their voices or stopped talking
entirely as soon as they saw me sitting there. Once a group of about
a dozen student nurses walked past and I heard giggling. My palms
grew moist.
Then I noticed a small card below Dr. Zobei's name on the door.
I went over and read that the office hours were daily from one to
five. There was no fight on the other side of the frosted glass, however, despite the fact that it was nearly one-thirty. I rapped a few
times. When there was no answer I knocked slightly harder and the
door, which must not have been closed securely, opened a few
inches.
I peeked inside and saw a wash basin and the corner of an
examination table. Moving my shoe up against the door, I gave it a
slight push until I could see Zobei's desk against the opposite wall.
Then I heard voices and saw the group of nurses returning along
the corridor. Before any of them spotted me, I stepped inside and
closed the door. I heard them laughing again as they passed the
place where I had been sitting.
Their voices faded and I was about to return to the hallway
when I noticed a pack of cigarettes lying on the desk. I walked over
and stared down at them, wondering why I had forgotten to buy
some on my way to the hospital. The pack was nearly full, but
although I figured that Zobei wouldn't miss just one cigarette I was
afraid that he might return during the two or three seconds it would
take to extract it.
I stood there for perhaps half a minute. Then suddenly I picked
up the pack, shook one of the cigarettes into my hand, borrowed
Zobei's fighter for a moment, and had just replaced it when the
door opened and a red-faced man with curly hair entered the room.
He didn't see me at first and gave a little cry, almost a squeak,
when he turned from the light switch and saw that he was not
alone.
"What's going on here?"
"Good afternoon, Dr. Zobei," I said. "Your door was open, so I
took the liberty — "
84

"I'm not Dr. Zobei," the man said. "I'm Preston, Dr. Zobei's
assistant, and I demand an explanation. That door was not left
open."
"I beg your pardon, but I didn't say it was 'left open.' I simply
said that it 'was open,' which is true. It came open as a result of
my having knocked on it. I assure you I never so much as touched
that doorknob."
This seemed to have some effect on Preston, whose face, despite
its indignation, made me think of a teddy bear. I decided that since
he was only an assistant there was no reason not to try taking the
offensive.
"After all, it was nearly one-thirty, and since the sign on the door
said the hours are from one to •— "
"What's that in your hand?" Preston said.
"A cigarette," I replied, holding it, although the two of us were
still several yards apart, with the brand name turned away from
him.
"Put it out immediately. There happens to be a rule against
smoking in here."
I thought of mentioning the pack on the desk, but decided that
would be unwise. I crushed the cigarette in an ashtray, then turned
back to Preston.
"All right," he said, nearly shouting. "The door came open of its
own accord. I still want to know what you are doing in this office."
"I came for an examination. I understand that you give free
medical examinations here."
"Oh, you understand that, do you?" Preston said, sitting behind
the desk. He picked up the pack of cigarettes and stared at the outside of it for several seconds. Then he turned it to the open end and
I was certain he was taking a count.
"And might I ask just how you came to that understanding?"
As he spoke, Preston withdrew one of the cigarettes and lighted it.
"Look, perhaps I'd better go back outside and wait for Dr.
Zobei."
"Dr. Zobei won't be here today. Besides, if it's an examination
you're after, I'm the one you'd have to see anyway."
"I see. Well, I'm sorry I came inside before anyone was here.
The truth is, I was rather nervous. You see, the reason I came here
is because I saw this poster in the Leicester Square public Gentlemen's that said anyone who suspects himself of having a venereal
disease — "
"So that's it. In addition to sneaking into offices and breaking
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the rule concerning smoking, you have probably also contracted a
venereal disease. You seem to be a young man with a questionable
set of values."
I opened my mouth to reply, but Preston suddenly got up from
the desk and went over to a wash basin.
"Take off your trousers," he said.
I obeyed, and a minute later was sitting on the edge of the examination table while Preston looked through some sort of instrument.
"And just what is it that makes you think you may have some
filthy disease?"
"Look," I said, "I'd appreciate it if you wouldn't refer — "
"What? Did I offend your tender sensibilities? Perhaps you
should have considered them before you began grovelling around
with some woman. Now, if it isn't too much to ask, exactly what
symptoms have you noticed?"
I thought of walking out of there and reporting the man's behaviour to some superior, perhaps even the hospital director, but
the fact that I was sitting there exposed to his gaze somehow made
any decisive act seem impossible. I described the itching that had
been worrying me for five days. As I talked I began to feel that we
were finally approaching something like a normal doctor-patient
relationship.
"Here," he said when I had finished, "take this container into
the other room and give me a sample. Be generous," he added as I
was pulling up my pants, and I thought I heard a trace of amusement in his voice.
I went into the tiny bathroom feeling more hopeful than I had
since entering the building. A moment later, however, I realized
that I was not exactly certain just what he wanted me to put into
the container. At first I had assumed it was a urine sample, but
then another possibility occurred to me and I began to wonder if
urine would really have any connection with the kind of disease we
were looking for. The difficulty was that getting a specimen of the
other would require an act that seemed worlds away from something like a medical examination.
I was growing nervous, anticipating Preston's reaction if I should
appear with the wrong kind of sample. Finally, before I reached a
condition where I would be unable to produce either of them, I
opened the door.
"Excuse me," I said, "but I'm not sure which — I mean I've
never been through this before and, ah—well, what kind of sample
did you want?"
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Preston turned from the desk. "From your penis, you idiot. That
is the organ we're examining, isn't it?"
"Yes, I know. But which — I mean, did you want me to — "
His eyes widened and his face went dark red. "Good Lord," he
exclaimed. "I've never had a patient ask me a thing like that.
Never! What kind of a place do you think this is? What sort of
creature are you?"
My eyes grew moist as we stood staring at one another. Finally
he was able to control his rage long enough to speak again.
"Simply urinate in the container, young man. Or, in language
with which I am sure you are more familiar, piss into the thing.
Take a bloody leak in it."
I closed the door, did as he asked, and returned to the outer
room. I avoided Preston's eyes as I held out the container.
"Stop thrusting that at me," he said. "Do you think I intend to
touch it? Just stand there and hold it whilst I fill out these forms.
First, give me your name and your London address — "
"What do you need that for?"
" — then I'll want the name and location of the person — I use
the word advisedly — from whom you could have contracted this
disease."
"Please," I said. "I'll give you the information about myself if
you insist, but I wouldn't want to — "
"I'm afraid you have no choice. There are such things as regulations, you know. All I have to do is pick up this phone and you'll
find yourself answering a good many more questions than I have
here. Furthermore, I shall tell them what you suggested when I
asked for a urine sample."
I looked at him without saying anything. The bottle in my hand
seemed to weigh about twenty pounds.
"All right. Your name and address . . . "
I told him everything he wanted to know, including the name of
the prostitute and the streetcorner where I had met her. I did not
add that I had been a virgin when she approached me. Then Preston gave me a label to fasten to the container and told me I would
have to take it to another part of the building for an analysis.
"Room 750. Take the elevator just down the hall and don't
dawdle on the way. I'll phone them, so they'll be expecting you."
I hurried out into the corridor and up to the seventh floor, where
I found the room without any difficulty. The door was open and a
nurse who reminded me of an American Indian was sitting behind
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a counter just inside. The remainder of the huge room was lined
with laboratory benches and equipment, at which about fifty men
and women were occupied.
"Pardon me," I said. "I was told to bring this up here to be
tested."
The nurse nodded and finished the sentence she was writing before smiling pleasantly up at me. As she lifted her pen, I saw that
she was composing a personal letter. She opened her wide mouth
and was about to speak when the phone at her elbow began buzzing.
"Excuse me," she said. "Hello, Reynolds here. Yes . . . yes, he just
walked in . . . Oh, is that so? Hmmm . . . He did, did he? Good
Heavens . . . yes, I'll take care of it immediately."
She replaced the phone and glared up at me. "That was Preston
down in Examinations," she said.
I lowered my eyes, then heard her push back her chair and
looked up to see her towering over me. At first I thought she must
be standing on something, for she was easily four or five inches over
six feet. Then she walked out from behind the counter and I saw
that she was simply a gigantic woman.
"Give me that thing and wait here," she snapped.
I handed her the container and watched her disappear toward
the centre of the noisy room. Then I turned back to the counter
and was wondering what Preston had told her when I noticed the
salutation on the top of her letter.
"Dearest Paul," it said, and I suddenly had an overwhelming
urge to read the rest of it, to find out whether the amazon was
actually writing a love letter.
I made certain no one was looking at me, then quickly reached
out and turned the letter so it faced my way. "Dearest Paul," I
read, "I hardly know how to begin." At that moment something
made me glance toward the nearest row of tables, around the corner
of which the nurse had reappeared and was watching me.
It was a hopeless gesture, but I couldn't think of anything else to
do except gently turn the letter back around.
"Take your hands off that this instant!" she screamed.
I backed toward the doorway, but with three or four huge strides
she had moved around me and blocked my way.
"How dare you! How dare you lay your dirty fingers on someone
else's property?" She still shouted, despite the fact that our faces
were only a foot or so apart. All of the other sounds in the room
had come to an abrupt halt and I could feel everyone staring at us.

My neck hurt from looking almost straight up at her, but I was
afraid to lower my gaze for fear of bumping my chin against her
starched bosom.
"Sorry," I finally managed, "I thought it was a um — a form I
was supposed to sign. Thought I'd just — "
"Lies!" she said, snatching the letter and crumpling it in her big
fist. "But they won't do you any good now. We know all about
you."
She turned and swiftly moved to a door I hadn't noticed before,
then rapped firmly and disappeared inside. I was about to run into
the corridor when I began wondering what she had meant when
she said they knew all about me. Was she referring to what Preston
had told her — or was it something concerning the urine sample?
Did it mean they had found that I was in fact diseased?
She returned while I stood there hesitating. "I've told Dr. Scoobie
about your behaviour. He wants to see you in his office immediately," she said, pointing to the door she had left ajar.
"But my examination? I still don't know — "
"I advise you to get in there quickly. The doctor is not used to
being kept waiting."
I went to the door, upon which the words "Director of Pathology" were lettered. "Come in," a voice called in response to my
timid knock. I stepped onto a thick rug that ran the length and
breadth of the room. The place was beautifully furnished and at
first glance appeared empty, but then I noticed a gray-haired old
man nearly dwarfed by the wide mahogany desk he was sitting
behind.
"Won't you have a seat?" he said, indicating a leather sofa along
one of the walls. "Now what seems to be the trouble?"
"I'm really sorry about the incident out there, Dr. Scoobie. I
assure you, I — "
"Oh that," he said, waving a hand. "Don't concern yourself
about that. What was it again? She thought you were reading a
note or something that belonged to her?"
"It was a letter. But I was only — "
"Yes, yes, of course. I hope you'll excuse Reynolds. She occasionally has these fits of pique. An admirable person otherwise, but then
these infrequent outbursts are easy enough to understand, aren't
they? I mean since the poor thing has obviously never been had."
I peered in his direction, but due to the glare from the large window behind him I could see only the silhouette of a small round
head.
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"I see what you mean," I said, assuming I had not heard him
correctly.
"But enough of Reynolds. I'm far more interested in hearing
about you. Would you like to tell me how it happened?"
I drew my first relaxed breath since Preston had walked in on
me downstairs. "Well, doctor, I don't know how much you know
about my case, but I've had this itching for about — "
"Yes, of course. We'll come to that, but let's start at the beginning, shall we? Now just where were you when this contact was
made?"
"Pardon me?"
"I asked where you were. Were you at her apartment, in a hotel,
in an automobile, an alley, a clump of bushes, a phone booth —
precisely where did the act occur?"
"Well, as a matter of fact, it was in her apartment, but isn't it
more important when it took place?"
"Now I wonder if you could be more specific. For example, were
you on a bed, a sofa, the floor, on the kitchen table, in the bathtub?"
"The bathtub?"
"Ah, but perhaps you preferred a closet that night. Or possibly
the shower stall, with the cold water splashing down. Or on top of
the stereo set with the volume turned on full — "
"It was in bed, Dr. Scoobie, and I'm afraid I don't see what all
this — "
"In bed. Fine, now exactly what position were you in. By that I
mean were you lying face to face, or was she perhaps on her elbows
and knees — "
I stood and walked forward until I could see his face. He was
smiling, but his flushed cheeks and the look in his eyes did not suggest levity.
"Doctor," I said, "I came to this hospital for help — "
"Of course you did. And help you shall receive, if you will just
make yourself comfortable and answer a few questions. There's no
one here but the two of us, so what possible harm can there be in
telling me a few simple details. Now, did you say she was lying on
her stomach, or were you perhaps both — "
"I didn't say. And I do not intend to. Why, you're no doctor,
you're nothing but a filthy — "
Dr. Scoobie pointed a childishly pink finger at me. "I warn you
to remember whom you are addressing, young man. I happen to be
the head pathologist of this institution."
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I turned and went to the door, while, behind me Scoobie's voice
rose until it was almost a shriek. "Come back here. Why are you
putting on this act? I know what you really are. Come back, I
say — "
Then I was in the outer room again. Reynolds was looking the
other way; however, as I was about to move past her counter,
someone grabbed my arm, I expected to see Dr. Scoobie leering up
at me, but instead I found myself looking at a lovely dark-haired
girl wearing a tight-fitting student nurse's uniform. She moved
closer until one of her breasts was touching my elbow.
"Look," she murmured, holding up an envelope, "I have something here that should interest you. I'll wait for you in the hallway."
She gave me a wink and was gone. I started to follow, but Reynolds had seen me.
"Out so soon? Well, I trust Dr. Scoobie set you straight on a few
things?"
"He certainly did," I told her. "Now about the analysis of my — "
"That has been completed. The results are being sent down to
Preston."
"You mean I have to go back there?" But at that moment her
phone began buzzing and, afraid that it was Scoobie telling her to
stop me, I left the room and began walking toward the elevator.
"Not that way," someone whispered. It was the young student
nurse. She was standing against the wall just outside room 750.
"Come on," she said, taking my hand and pulling me in the
other direction. We turned a corner and stood waiting for the staff
elevator. As soon as we were inside she began to laugh. The top two
buttons of her uniform were undone and I could see an inch or so
of her cleavage.
"You sure had that Reynolds bitch hoppin'," she said, her eyes
wet with laughter.
"That envelope you told me I'd be interested in," I said. "Is it by
any chance the lab report on me?"
Her smile became coy. "Well, love, it might be. And then again
it mightn't."
"Look, I know it is. You were told to take it down to Preston in
Examinations. The thing is, I wonder if you could do me a favour
first. You see, I'd rather not go back to Preston if I can avoid
it — "
"So you want me to show it to you before I deliver it to him."
I nodded. The girl took two steps toward me, then slowly moved
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her eyes from my face down the front of my body until they rested
on the front of my trousers. Meanwhile the elevator came to a stop.
I noticed that we had passed the first floor and were in the basement."
"Come along, love," she whispered. "Let's go somewhere and
talk about doing favours for one another."
"Why not show it to me here? I only want to see it for a second."
The girl had already left the elevator, however, and was quickly
moving down the corridor. Then she stopped and went into a room.
I hurried after her and almost knocked her over as she stood waiting for me to enter before closing the door. She smiled and squeezed
my arm reassuringly.
"Well, love, you've been having a difficult time of it, haven't
you?"
"You do have the report for Preston, don't you?"
She winked and patted her hip pocket, where I saw a flat square
shape interrupt the smooth tightness of her uniform. I held out my
hand, but she laughed and backed away.
"Please, just let me see it for a moment," I said, following her.
"I realize it's probably against the rules, but no one would have to
know."
She continued moving away from the door. It was apparent that
we were in a laundry storage room. There were piles of clean towels
and bedding along three of the walls; against the other was a stainless-steel container, about four feet wide and perhaps six feet long.
The girl stopped in front of this and motioned for me to look inside.
At first I thought it might have something to do with the lab report,
but then I saw that it was simply filled with soiled sheets and pillowcases.
Suddenly the girl stepped in front of me and started fumbling
with my belt buckle. When I backed away, she began unfastening
the buttons of her uniform.
"What are you doing?" I asked her.
"In there," she said, nodding at the steel container. "Why don't
you climb in there and take off your clothes?"
She pulled her arms out of the uniform and it slid to the floor
at her feet. Then she moved against me, put her arms around my
neck, and pushed me against the rim of the container. She wrapped
her legs around mine until I was supporting her entire weight.
"Don't say anything," she said. "I can't wait any longer. Just
throw me in there and climb in after me. Oh hurry, I want to feel
those sheets against my skin."
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"But they're all — "
"I know. Think of all the sick flesh that has bled and sweated
onto them. Think about the tears and the foul, putrid breaths that
have touched those pillow-cases. Concentrate on those things, my
darling. Open yourself to the — "
"Stop it. Get away from me."
"Hurry," she whispered, "we can burrow underneath — "
"No, no — I'm not like that," I shouted, pulling on her arms
with all my might. "Let me go. Please •— "
I lost my balance and we fell to the floor on top of her discarded
uniform. As we struggled I saw that her mouth and eyes had gone
wild. Then I felt my hand touch something flat and smooth, and
with a sudden effort I twisted free of her and stood clutching the
envelope.
"Don't look at it," she pleaded. "It'll only confirm what you suspect. They always do."
But I had already begun ripping the envelope open. I took out a
blue slip of paper and was turning it around when the girl jumped
to her feet.
"Blue! But that can't be. That means the tests were negative."
"You mean I'm not — "
"That's right. There was nothing wrong with your little sample."
I stared at her. She picked up her uniform, and as she began
putting it on I noticed for the first time what a truly lovely creature
she was.
"Well, what are you standing there drooling about?" she said.
"Nothing. I mean, er — don't you still want to — "
Her laugh was loud and metallic. She finished buttoning the uniform and turned away from me as she pulled up her stockings and
smoothed them along her legs. Then, after quickly pushing her hair
back into place, she walked past me and paused at the door.
"If I were you," she said, "I'd get that precious report up to
Preston pretty quick. It was due about five minutes ago, and he's
going to be upset enough that you wasted his time over nothing."
She left the room and I heard the angry click of her heels moving
up the corridor. By the time I reached the doorway she was out of
sight.
I hurried up the stairs to the first floor. Then, as I was approaching Preston's office, I saw a door leading outside and realized that I
did not really have to deliver the lab report. Instead, I opened my
hand, allowed it to flutter to the floor, and walked outside into the
afternoon sunshine.
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T O BE P O E T
(translated from the Spanish of Manuel Pacheco by George Bowering)

To be poet is to be blue and green, bloody and pallid, clean and
manured.
To be poet is to throw yourself against the wall of mist that words
build between men.
T o be poet is to throw the stone of truth thru the plate glass
windows of Carnival-Religion, Carnival-Morality and CarnivalPatriotism, as long as they cover up crime and protect tyrants.
To be poet is to sink all ships, burn all bridges, and go on writing
over the water.
To be poet is to strip the soul naked till it is a book of blank
pages, and let life write over them: ALL Y O U R R E S O U N D INGS.
To be poet is to write the radiogram of the flower, the lips of the
dew, the flight of the pigeons, the light of the dawn.
To be poet is to caress children, open bird cages, and feel in your
hand the callouses of the soul.
To be poet is to be amazed by a head of wheat, by a drop of
water, by the bees, by grass; and not to be amazed by supersonic
machines, by atomic bombs, by death rays, by those guided crime
missiles invented by men for the markets of destruction.
To be poet is to touch money as you touch smoke, and above all,
to be poet is to go down to the huts where the tongue of hunger
stretches out its skin, and proclaim to the history of progress the
bitterness of empty stomachs.
To be poet is to feel a sleepwalking archangel swimming the
rivers of your veins.

M A N U E L PACHECO is a young poet who works in a library in Badajoz, Spain.
He has published in many Latin American magazines, including Pajaro Cascabel, where "Ser Poeta" first appeared. GEORGE BOWERING is a Canadian
poet, fiction writer, critic, editor, and teacher. His interest in poetry, he says,
has swung away from the question of form, and is turning toward the political,
"especially the voices of the Latin Americans and others who see poetry as a
flowergun to aim back at the world-power cannons."
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SER

POETA

Ser poeta es ser azul verde, ensangrentado y palido, limpio y
estiercol.
Ser poeta es desnudarse en llaga insomne de alarido como una
antena de carne para recoger los latidos del mundo.
Ser poeta es luchar contra el muro de niebla que las palabras
ponen entre los hombres.
Ser poeta es tirar la piedra de la verdad contra los escaparates
del Carnaval-Religion, Carnaval-Moral y Carnaval-Patria, mientras
estos principios sirvan para arropar el crimen y mantener a los
tiranos.
Ser Poeta es hundir todos los barcos, quemar todos los puentes y
seguir escribiendo sobre el agua.
Ser poeta es desnudarse el alma como un libro de paginas en
bianco y dejar que la vida escriba sobre ellas: TODAS SUS
RESONANCIAS.
Ser poeta es describir el radiograma de la flor, los labios del rocio,
el vuelo de las palomas, la luz del alba.
Ser poeta es acariciar a los nifios, abrirle la jaula a los pajaros y
sentir en las manos el contacto de los callos del alma.
Ser poeta es asombrarse de la espiga, de la gota de agua, de las
abejas, de la yerba; y no sentir asombro le dos aparatos supersonicos, de las bombas atomicas, del rayo de la muerte ni de esos
cohetes criminalmente teledirigidos inventados por los hombres para
las ferias de las destrucciones.
Ser poeta es tocar el dinero como se toca el humo, y ante todo,
ser poeta es bajar hasta las chozas donde la lengua del hambre
extiende su piel y denunciar a la historia del progreso la hiel de los
estomagos vacios.
Ser poeta es tener un arcangel sonambulo navegando los rios de
las venas.
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Starscape
HANK OLSEN

started giggling at Wednesday-night-meeting because
Mr. Travers the cucumber farmer had fallen asleep and was snoring so loud you couldn't hear Miss Mavis' whispery voice as she
preached. Mama said, dry as the well, "No bread puddin', Shep,
for you and Dulcie." Dulcie and I were, suddenly, that sad.
After meeting we stood outside hugging ourselves as Miss Mavis
looked shame on us in her soft way that went straight through you
like my scythe through grass out wild-haying. But Sister Velasquez,
the lady who had come up here from El Paso, more than a hundred miles, patted us on our shamed heads. She looked clear as a
DULCTE AND I
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star at mama and said, "They are not so very wicked. Mrs. Greener,
you must win your children now. One day they will be gone — "
She stopped so strangely. My twin sister and I just stared at her.
What she had said lingered drear and lost and maybe looking for
friends.
The willows and chapparal brush were blowing hard. A dry
thistle clump rustled. The south Texas sun was yellow as old man
Connerten's malaria face, except no age-spots. Sunset was a clear,
heaving sea of yellow-grey.
I looked at Sister Velasquez for the first time, really. I was surprised she looked just like an Indian over here at Marysgrave.
But just then in that sweet yellow sea of wavy fight, Mama
looked humbled. It was all because the lady from El Paso was
beautiful. There was something Spanish and old about her even
though she looked young as tomorrow in a way I can't make words
at. She stiffened her haunted, smiling face. She was buck-toothed,
with silver fillings. It made her mouth seem swollen. Her eyes were
like stream water for clear, and bright dark-green in the yellow
gloaming. She stood there so I'd never forget it, in the sagey, dry
atmosphere where grit would open your face if you didn't know the
winds and outsmart them. I think I saw nearly all-everything in her
fine, firm, dreaming eyes that had a heck of a pain, too. I completely forgot she was sort of old, and like a lot of the real nicest
ladies, built like a potato sack, full-up.
She turned shyly and went away, as though she had said too
much. She walked alone in the wash of dust made by the Hunter's
wagonful of old ladies and cupboard-spinsters hugging Bibles for
dear-life and talking all-inspired about "leminade and snaps." I
sure went green with jealousy; and no bread pudding.
Mama walked primly ahead of us toward the centre of the little
town to our hops-covered shack on the boardwalk between the bank
that was silent and the tavern that still jingled. Mama did hate
them hops of beer-making. She said they were ashes in her mouth,
but the Lord always sent the shade for the righteous, so! Dulcie and
I followed miserably. We were that hungry. We'd been swimming
the slough all day, and seen a deer, too. Dulcie had fainted again.
"Temper," Mama always said, sharp. I wondered, though. That
time, Dulcie hadn't been mad at anything. I'd turned and picked
her out of the shallow water and then she'd been okay.
Mama called back on the warm, dirt-eating wind, "Hurry, Shep.
Make Dulcie get a move. Laggin'. Makin' eyes at any-kinds, even
winders." Winders was the right word for tavern-kinds, and it also
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meant slough snakes that were devils to bite your life off, just give
them a chance. I put my long arm around Ducie's young shoulder
that was sure nicely-rounding. She was getting pretty. She had such
blue eyes old guys would stumble their boots on the boardwalk and
come up bleeding, for pay.
Mama said harder now, rattling her voice a little to hide her love,
"Come along and get your bread pudding. I got some nice limes in
the cooler. Make a drink. The winder who owns the saloon give
them me. I think he's gettin' — saved, for sure. It's his livin' so
close to them's that."
Just by the shack, Dulcie reached out and swiped a ripe boysenberry off the cart of a passing Mexican who sold from door to door.
She crayoned her lips with it. So I gave her a little smack with my
hand because I thought it was a stupid time for her to go-wicked.
She started crying with shakes. She fainted again, but I caught her.
Dulcie and me sure liked each other hard, and easy got hurt by
each other. I whimpered in her ear as she came-to, "Well, don't
you even know that the devil wears Hollywood lipstick on his rear
end? Even if I do get hit for saying that word." I looked at Mama
quickly, but she hadn't heard. "Dulcie," I said urgendy, "That is
exact where lipstick began."
Dulcie blinked her big blue eyes that were bright as the blue in
the school-paint-set. She licked her lips white again. I messed her
hair all wild, but all soft.
Looking thin at me with her taffy eyes, which I had from her,
though hotter because hers were dry, Mama said, "God loved the
world, Shepherd. He likes colour, I'd smile! If he don't there's
something wrong with Him."
I was shocked. So was Dulcie. What was happening with Mama?
Inside the house Mama squeezed some limes and said, "Why,
them's bad as onions."
"Mama?" I asked eagerly, for now seemed a good time, "Who,
really, is Sister Velasquez?"
Mama never looked up, but she laughed in a funny, near-nasty
little way. I wondered why.
I sampled the limeade. It was so sour I still thought hell would
look good on the donor.
Dulcie was smarter than me. She murmured, "What does Sister
Velasquez do, Mama?" She said so innocent — but I knew Dulcie.
"Operates the laundry," Mama's crackly voice was drier than
ever. "Chinaboy died, you know. Of death, Dr. McKilligan said.
That old."
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Dulcie and I looked at each other a little while.
"She's got some kids, sounded like," I led out nervously.
Mama replied in her own way, "Take them dusty boots off the
sofa cushion or I'll switch your smart-ent. You're wreckin' the good
denim."
"Guess I'll go and see if she's got any pretty girls," I said slenderly, heeding her warning about the green switch above the stove.
Dulcie was instantly jealous. She was very pretty in a saucy way,
and knew it too well. "It's kinds like me gets in the movies like
Marlon Brando."
"He's dumb in the head-lookin'," I said, mad. "I wonder how
they took him? I'm better-lookin'. It was me pegged his eyes out on
the poster, with my .22 rifle — " I stopped quickly.
Mama just saluted me with her dry, pale-brown eyes. Then she
turned to Dulcie. "Stop them wicked dreams. Hear me? And you,
Shep," turning back on me, "you stop any ideas ever set in your
head except the good ones I put there. You're wanderin'. Miss
Mavis made me feel unworthy tonight. I decided right then you're
goin' to work in the feed store right away. You gone far enough in
school. Enough's plenty extra. Get funny ideas in the head from too
many 'maginations, and land up like Abe Lincoln, makin' wars on
good folks. I don't believe a minute he made-it. Why he died
watchin' a Hollywood, didn't he?" Mama was still a Confederate,
and a bit dated. "Time comes, you'll marry real swell, Shep. Near
any one of Sister McKleen's daughters will do you fair. Rosy or
Pansy, or Stella-Mercy. If your old man hadn't been a Plowegian,
and been Scotch instead, way back, you'd have more sense, too."
"McKleens' pick their noses and eat it, too," I revolted, carefully.
"Norway's good as Scotiand. Why not?"
"Go rub down a few hosses for Muller and you can buy Flossie
Jennings a box of snot rags for her birthday, come Friday." Mama
knew me in and out, and she was dry and tough, I can tell the
world.
"Aw Mama," I squirmed, "Sister Velasquez might have a girl—"
Mama looked at me peculiarly. "You're too white and too young,
boy." She was troubled about that, though.
Dulcie said with lip-curling envy, "You're just a bawlin' calf,
Shepherd. Not dry yet."
"Shetup, Dulcie!" Mama sent that sure as a bullet. Then she
wriggled like she had got a flea inside her dress somewheres. She
was sorry, for she knew she'd done real-tough swearing.
I shuddered. "All the same, I'm having a look at the new ones
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from El Paso, come mornin'. Down the laundry."
Dulcie had a fit of jealous passion. She fainted twice. When she
could speak she pointed her finger at me, and oh Lord she was
pretty as she said, "He ain't saved!"
"I was so!" I shouted angrily. "When I was eleven."
"Maybe too young to mean too much." Mama sucked her blackened teeth as though in agony. She had a saying, "The good Lord
made teeth, but I'd sure like to know who made dentists. Anyhow,
Mammon works in their office and writes the bills."
I snapped my fingers suddenly. "That's what it was. Sister Velasquez was real true-saved. That was her beautifulness." I dreamed
and then got excited over that.
Mama looked at me, mortally wounded like Pa when he was
picked off by the border police in the real-good smuggling times.
My young face went cement out of that lovely, steep smile which
I happened to see in the glass on the wall, by accident, as I turned
on my heel a bit. I hastened to add, "Don't worry, Mama. There's
saved, and there's saved." I made it sound maybe-ish.
Mama felt a little better.
Dulcie sulked in a corner of the sofa, stuffing herself with bread
pudding and sucking at her lime juice with a straw she'd stolen
from the icecream parlour when she'd gone in for a penny's worth
of jawbreakers.
Mama began to smile queerly. "Shepherd. I wonder. Maybe you
really should go to see Sister Velasquez in the morning. Just maybe." There was a deep mystery in it. "Maybe something funny
would happen and be of help. I seen it when she looked at you.
Too bad you are too good lookin'. Poor Marlon Brando." Mama
had a certain feelingness about her for almost anyone. She added
awfully sad-like, "I always had enough love for you to crack my
heart." She was worried, too, and she was feeling her way.
"What colour are my eyes, Mama?" I begged, though I tried to
be casual and grownup. I'd just begun to notice myself something
awful. I snuck looks in the glass, worse than Dulcie, when no one
was around. I even thought I might be the best-looking they'd had
around. My hair was right-black, short-wavy on a swell head, "with
towerin' temples," Miss Mavis had said once, "near like the tower
of Hananeel." My eyes were like burning cinnamon in a very white
bit-freckled face. Eyebrows were thin as a black pencil fine, and
a-flying. Every woman and girl turned and looked at me, and I
could hardly blame them. But I did send them hard looks because
I knew they had got out of the Bible.
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"I'll tell you the colour of your eyes, Shepherd," Dulcie laughed.
"Mushrat. Plain mushrat."
"Step on your head," I answered poignantly.
Mama studied me carefully. "Oh, brown, I guess," she said niggardly.
"Louisianne said they were like boughten whiskey 'gainst the
light, and just as whoozy. Though I never smiled or cracked my
face at all at her, but cleared out of the brush where all the other
fellas were. I gave a real cranky look at her, and said to the fellas
that if they wanted to fly-away young, speak up."
"You stay away from that young S'lomey. She's some niggra sure,
and not just Creole lies." Mama was hard as a rock, now. "Leads
you little chinacrackers in the bushes, eh?"
Dulcie stuck out her pretty pink tongue. "Yes, or she might get
you in family-way."
I ignored her, but I was spinning with pride and anger. Then I
let out my secret. "Well if you ask me, I think my eyes are fine. I
think they're bright, beautiful burning cinnamon!" I revealed my
whole heart just that once.
"Please pass the rice puddin'." Dulcie choked with laughing.
Mama came and patted my head. "You got a streak of that there
poesy. Of all things." It was a startling thought to Mama; like
leprosy.
Mama put on her nightgown in the dark hallway. Dulcie followed her in the ritual. She came out preening because she had
made a new gown out of flour sacks dyed corn-flower blue. She had
sewn in a yellow rose at the tummy.
I jumped into my bed behind the lattice on the porch, sheltered
from the boardwalk by only some hops. I slept naked, and all mosquitoes knew it.
I heard Dulcie say, "Shepherd should be made to wear drawers.
What if a lady should go by when it's mornin' light, him quilt all
faUen off?"
"Wouldn't see nothin' new, or sure as all Texas, won't be new
too long. Babies don't arrive all done up in those little sailor suits."
I smiled deeply to myself. Mama had a way with her. I slapped
mosquitoes till I was worn-in. I fell asleep listening to the wind spitting dust. A south Texas sound. Friendly, and peaceful. No harmers had ever come to this town that I'd heard about. No one locked
their doors. I saw stars big as new dimes winking at me and reminding me of Dulcie, somehow. I said very bothered, "Sure wish
I had a Velasquez girl — if there are any — away down at the
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other end of the porch, of course." Then I thought about poor
Mary who had been the daughter of the town pioneer. They had
just come when she upped and died. I always went to sleep either
feeling sorry for poor Mary and trying to think what she might
have been like, or if I didn't think of her I wondered if the Lord
might come in the night and I'd wake up in heaven. I sure liked
that.

When morning came I was still here, and I jumped into my
faded blue shirt and pants. I moved away sly as a slough snake
when the sun was a big lemon being sucked by the dusty plowed
earth over in Haworth's nut grove on Elfie's Hill. I clumped along
the walk, stomach rumbling. I said, "Shetup guts." But I was sorry
I had sworn. I asked forgiveness.
Already, when I got to the corner of Hilly and Bucket streets, the
laundry door was wide open in the white sunlight. I marched right
in. I felt like a man the first time in my life. But then in the dark
store I got so scared I didn't know what to say. I just didn't say it.
But I took off my shirt, which was clean, and handed it to the
woman in the dark there, that was a sweet-smelling kind. "Wash
'er good. Pay you when I get 'er." I thought it was Sister Velasquez.
When my eyes got used to the dark I opened my mouth so wide
you'd think there was rolled oats mush close. A darn wasp roared
in, went in my mouth, speared me through the heart, sailed out
again. I yelled.
The prettiest little thing I'd ever seen reached out and grabbed
me very sweetly near the bellybutton. I felt like fainting; not from
bee-sting. The girl smelled like small blue and yellow violets from
the burned-over patch in the woods by the slough.
"Carmel," a voice came clearly. It was Sister Velasquez. A brown
velvet curtain parted, and the little stout woman came to us. The
hands of the girl dropped from my bare flesh; soft, small hands like
a child's.
"It isn't Lolo. This is a young man called Shepherd. I am sure
he will not mind that you love him — as you have." There was a
rich knowledge, a depth of wisdom in that statement.
The girl Carmel disappeared in the back of the shop, face trembling, gleaming with something cold, like fear. Through the brown
velvet wall she went like velvet, out of sight.
Sister Velasquez spoke to me gently. "Carmel is in great trouble,
young Shepherd. She never leaves the laundry living quarters except
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after dark, and then she tries to cross the river, but it is deep, it is
swift, and she swims poorly. She thought you were her brother. She
can't quite believe what has happened. She was sure he would come
in some early morning, as he did back in the city. They were great
friends, Carmel and Lolo."
"She is sure pretty enough to eat uncook."
Then I saw the tragedy, stark through her humour at my remark.
I felt I had to help her, and so I told her quite gaily, in my own
stupid way, "Well, whatever's the matter, my own Dad got shot by
Rangers for smuggling the border, away back when. That was before I don't know. I'm whole sixteen and nearly seventeen now, so
it's a long time ago. But Pa died in Mama's arms singing brusharbor. He got gathered real-good at 'the beautiful the beautiful the
river.' Mr. Masters told me there were enough Turners, McKleens
and Hunters by him when he died to make a flyin' wedge into
straight-heaven. But Mama is funny and she's called poor Pa a Plowegian ever since. Mama has brought Dulcie and me up firm, because of Pa. We can't never chew chicklets. Slavishy. Want more."
She looked at me. Her dark green eyes gleamed. "Oh Shepherd.
Young Shepherd! It is a miracle. Even the bee-sting. When you
yelled in pain you almost screamed, and she thought it was Lolo.
But I saw when she was embracing your waist she knew you were
another, and yet in one instant she loved you. You are like an angel,
in a certain way. You are very loving, and transparent."
I didn't know what she meant by the last word.
Breathlessly I replied, "Well, I could take Carmel for a stroll,
sometime — but it's best in daylight, and on the main street, too.
Honest, I don't like Louisianne any! Because she isn't just as wholesome as coffee, I can tell you, even if she is I don't just know what.
Huh? Can I take Carmel?" I felt the sweetness of God in the whole
world all of a sudden. I fussed with my hands and with empty air.
Sister Velasquez sounded radiant as the white sun shoving in the
door. "I would love to think so, except — "
I hung my head at that awful sadness she had in her. I started
crying, darn chest heaving like an uncinched saddle. "Dulcie is
right. I'll sleep with thingamagings on, after this." It was a stupiddumb thing to say, but I was thinking how pure Sister Velasquez
was, and that I wasn't just awful — so, lately.
She murmured liquidly in her Spanish, which I had picked up
because I was awful smart, "He is very handsome, truly. But he is
more. He is tender-hearted. He has eyes like a fine fire. Eyes of
Christ in His glory, as it is told in the Book of Revelations."
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I was so glad and surprised I couldn't even blink. After a bit I
murmured, "Who in all-Texas is Lolo?"
"Lolo? Carlo, really. He was the twin brother of the girl you
saw."
"Well, what happened?" A flash of warning nearly blinded me.
She asked so very mournfully, "Carlo Velasquez?"
A knife sunk into my thick hide. Tears gushed down my cheeks.
I had sure sprung a leak this morning. But I had to say it out loud,
"You don't mean him who was the worst murderer in Texas, all in
one night, and got the — " I stopped, remembering the famous
execution.
Her swollen mouth moved slightly. But her stocky frame never
moved though she reached down and scratched her bare leg; a nervous habit. I'd seen her do it before a few times. "It was my fault.
I was a dance-girl in a cheap tavern, to draw in men by seduction.
The children had no father, as others. I was ignorant and poor and
without faith, from my early days, though I had, as I remember, a
devout grandmother in Mexico at whom people laughed, in the
time of Diaz. When Lolo went bad I knew I was wrong. I left the
tavern and went to work in a laundry. But it was too late. By the
laundry there was a little Pentecostal mission church. One night
after work I slipped in there, and I found God, so simply."
In an instant she had changed, and her inward beauty came
again and seemed to fold me, too, in perfect peace and happiness
so I wanted to shout and kick my heels, except it was so humbling.
"Lookit! I got hay fever. No feed store for me. Tell mama I have
gone off to wicked El Paso. Where the pay is so higher, like she
always quarrels about with any-kinds."
"What do you mean?" She was puzzled.
"I am going to El Paso and get a job at something real geewhizz.
Carmel can come, too. I promise I'll look after her, and never stop
saying prayers if she grabs me again — " I took my discarded shirt
and started moving toward the back as Sister Velasquez led the
way.
The girl was huddling there in a corner.
I went back to her and I took her two hands and kissed the tip
of her small sweetly-curved nose. She started laughing. Her mother
started yatting away in Spanish faster than I could follow.
Carmel looked at me with her great black eyes that were ruby in
the light. Her face was very pale, her hair a red-gold. A certain
Spanish type I'd seen before.
I took her hand in mine. We started walking out the back way.
105

But Sister Velasquez ran after us and put a small wad of money in
my shirt pocket. "Take the Greyhound, and find decent rooms,
Shepherd. Young Shepherd."
I called back gaily, "Save money and hitchhike. I've got a way
with me. Probably they'll pay me for taking the room. And I am
so smart I can do anything. So we'll see you, after — " I waved at
her, and so did Carmel who was very shy otherwise. But the woman
stood alone there, sealed in her strange, beautiful grace. My eyes
were wet as the girl holding my hand smiled deficiously as we faced
south.

When we came back to Marysgrave, Carmel was holding my
hand, but she did it with greater ease, for she was my wife. We'd
been gone for nearly a year and we had done well in the crops. I
had been made boss of about a million braceros. We had come back
just for holidays, but our hearts were full of longing for our loved
ones. We talked of nothing else as I drove my car, the latest model,
up north. I had just bought it. I kept on remembering how Mama
had such a way with her. She even knew when she was beat. Her
worst humiliation of all wasn't Pa, but Lydia Peck. "She can shout
louder than me," Mama admitted ruefully, after a shoutin'-spell
glory-service, once, but she made a comeback when she added,
"More sail."
In the rear-view mirror I glanced at Carmel's honey hair, black
eyes, baby dimples in a white but blushy skin.
We drew up before the little laundry. We went in.
There was Sister Velasquez, just as that morning we had left,
when our eyes got used to the dark. But there was snow in her
black hair. Winter had been here. Mother and daughter embraced
in Spanish and liquid, not just liquid Spanish.
I beat it right away. I heard the older woman call, "Young Shepherd." But I had a pain to see my own again, my Mama, and my
pretty Dulcie, my precious Dulcie.
I went down the boardwalk till I came to the hops shack.
Inside there was no sign of habitation. It seemed they had been
gone for years, from the dust and airlessness. A great pain gagged
my throat. I yelped their names. And silence.
I went back to the laundry. Sister Velasquez knew the fear on
my face. Carmel was playing with a hound on the boardwalk. I
looked deep at Sister Velasquez. She gently pushed me in a wicker
chair. Mystically, almost, she said, "Your mother married the man
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who owned the tavern. They have a fancy cocktail joint now. In
Houston. So I have heard."
Abashed, but casting it off, I cried, "Dulcie?"
"She died — " She told me this with great difficulty. "A heart
seizure, a few hours after you left. Just after I convinced her it was
true that you had gone." The woman began to pray, very profoundly.
Terror nearly slew me. I rocked on my heels; the fancy new
boots. It struck me I had been a crazy, thoughtless kid, selfish, and
inhuman with ego. I hadn't even said goodbye to them. It had been
my fault.
"Why?" I cried raggedly.
"Why anything? Is it not enough that it is so? Is God not
greater?"
I studied her, saw the complete tragedy and the serenity that controlled it. I had no case against God, no argument. The El Paso
dance-girl was attorney for both Life and the Creator of it. She
absolutely confirmed both, and she was sure of the verdict.
"How about Mama? How does she look?" I ventured grimly. My
loves had gone and taken most of my fife with them and I felt
stripped.
"She no longer looks dried-up. I think she is enjoying herself for
the first time in her fife — " It was subtle. She left it there.
Evening fell, and it was Wednesday-meeting-night. I walked to
the meeting hall alone. Children I remembered scampered and
cried welcomes at me. It was so sweet. The regulars came in secondhand cars now. Prosperity around here for the first time in history;
all in the last year.
I sat down in the back, for I dared not sit where Mama and
Dulcie and I had always sat. But on those very chairs, through my
tears, I saw Sister Velasquez and Carmel my beautiful young wife.
Carmel held a baby chick with a broken leg in a splint. Just like
her. And the chick was me. Carmel seemed to know our way of
meeting — of course, I had told her, and showed her many times
— and now she led out with a new gospel-chorus, without any signal, without visible leadership, "His Name is Wonderful."
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G E O R G E BLAKE
UNO, SHE SMELLED very sweet. That was the first thing. Dos, she
spoke with confidence. That was the second. If he could have only
one he would choose her smell, for more and more he could smell
himself in the confessional. Not the onions or the garlic. Those he
did not mind for from the beginning he had smelled himself so.
Now it was his great age. It was waiting for him even in his bed.
It was in each shoe for he smelled each before placing them side by
side under his bed each night and before putting them on in the
dawn. It even woke him at night just as he neared the top of the
montana. It was also in his underwear. Even freshly washed by la
senora Frasquita it was there. Most of all it was in the confessional
large and dark and patient. It did not come directly from under
this arm nor that, though it was very much alive under either. He
liked her voice assuredly but it was her sweet smell that he prized. If
she smelled so he did not even mind that he could not understand
a word she was saying.

He hoped that it was enough that he repeated her words in a
way that allowed her to believe that he understood.
"We're staying in Santander but I didn't want to go to confession there," she said confidently in her language.
"Si, Santander." So she was from that place he did not like any
more because of the tourists.
"So Fred, that's my sweety, he said why don't you go over to
that little church in Somo, see?"
"Si, Somo." It was nice she had come to his village bringing her
smell. He would like to ask her if she liked the montana beyond Las
Horas. He dreamed much of the montana at night and also during
siesta in the garden. If he could only climb to the top once more he
might not smell his great age. The wind would blow it away.
"Fred he really didn't really want me to come. You know how
men are but he said well if it makes you feel better go ahead."
"Si, ahead." He went once to the beach to experiment. But the
wind from the sea was not the same as the great winds that blew
from the high montanas from the north.
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"Fred's waiting for me over at the Cafe Polio. He wouldn't come.
He used to be catholic. You know how they are when they used to
be catholic?"
"Si, si, catholic." The young priest from Madrid had once said
to him riding back on the ferry from Santander, What are you staring at? He had said simply, The montana.
"So I got on that little ferry and here I am. Boy, am I hot."
"Si, hot." You call that a montana, the young priest had said.
The seminary in Madrid is higher than that hill. He had never been
to Madrid so he could not make a comparison. Besides, perhaps he
was wrong. Yet, in the past year the montana had seemed to loom
higher.
"See my trouble is, are you listening, father?, my trouble, what
you would call my sin is Fred."
"Si, Fred. Ah, Fred." Besides the young priest was educated and
he had no wish to argue with him even about his doing push-ups in
the garden when he tried to take his siesta.
"See I'm from Pearl River. You know Pearl River? In New
York?"
"New York? Si, si." Why should he be annoyed that the young
priest did push-ups making him nervous during siesta. But why this
passion for the push-ups? To be fit of course. But why be fit? He
did not climb the montana.
"And Fred he worked in this hardware store in town you know
bolts and things and Norwood, that's my husband, he met Fred on
his bowling team."
"Si, bowling." He had never done the push-ups when young. He
had climbed the montana.
"So Norwood, that's my husband, he brought Fred home for beer
one night and that's when it all began. I guess what you'd say is
that I'm living in sin. I got nothing against Norwood it's just that
Fred and me we hit it off. I mean Norwood gave me everything. A
dishwasher, a car of my own, one of them Falcons, an electric can
opener and one of them electric tooth brushes I mean I got everything. But Fred, I just can't tell you. What I wanna know is hasn't
a person got the right to love?"
"Si, love. Ah, love." How rapid she spoke and how sweet her
smell.
"So Fred and me left. He sends his wife money for the kids
though. And we're just going to have ourselves a ball till the cash
runs out. Oh I know it's wrong. But the way things are today all
them niggers moving in and marching and that Lyndon Johnson.
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I mean if Liz and Richard can find happiness why can't me and
Fred? Am I wrong, Father, am I wrong?"
"Si, wrong." How confident she was. It could not be very bad.
"Forgive me, Father."
"Cinco Hail to Maria." Five was a safe number.
"You mind tapping out how many, Father?"
"Cinco, cinco." Why was she rapping? Ah, cinco. He rapped five
times.
"That's all, Father?"
"Si, all."
"You know, Father, you're not so bad. You make me feel good
all over like I just had a bath or something. Why wait'll I tell Fred.
He'll want to come to see you himself I bet."
In the garden the young priest was doing push-ups. "Who was
it?" he asked, not stopping.
"A tourist from New York," he answered.
"And you understood?"
"One can tell from the voice."
"How?" not stopping.
"From the tone."
"How? What did she say?" stopping.
He could smell it on him again very strong. It would stay with
him now and fie down with him when he retired.
"How can you tell? Someday you will make a grave error," beginning again.
"I have faith." Was he in training? What could it be?
That night he was disturbed at prayer by the young priest rapping on his bedroom door. The young priest was pale in the face
and out of breath as he never was even when doing the push-ups.
"You have made a grave error, Father. They have gone off to
live in sin at the Ritz in Madrid!"
"They? The Ritz in Madrid?"
"The Ritz, the Ritz, a posh hotel in Madrid. Don't you know
anything?"
"Whom do you mean, my son?"
"They, that Fred and that female. At the Cafe Polio a party!
They were drinking to you! Wait till the Bishop! Here!"
"What is this?"
"A Spanish-English Dictionary."
"Is what she said as bad in translation?"
"Worse! Worse! Look it u p ! "
He stood by the window in the moonlight and began to look up
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the words he remembered. Bolts. Ah, what is wrong with bolts?
Bowling? Very innocent. Falcon? Strange, she did not sound like
a hunter with birds. Looking out of the window he saw the young
priest doing push-ups vigorously in the garden. It made him tired
even to watch. He did not want to retire for he knew it would follow him and lie close. He closed the dictionary, undressed, knelt and
finished his prayers and eased between the sheets. The dictionary
lay on the windowsill in the moonlight. He tried to remember other
words he had found which she used. Can opener, is that bad?
Toothbrush, also run by electricity. It was difficult to conceive. Still,
the young priest said, living in sin. But she spoke so confidently.
Perhaps the evil had to do with all those things she possessed. The
young priest must not have understood. And she smelled so sweet.
"I smell you too," he said to the thing which now crept against
his back without even rustling the sheets.
He smelled only the thing which was of himself and yet separate.
He could not smell the night or the scent of the garden. It crawled
over and breathed into his face.
"Are you listed in the dictionary too?" he said.
Although the dictionary was very fat he knew it was not. He
knew what squatted on his chest could never be translated.

Two Poems by Robert Huff
A DAY OFF A T TWILIGHT
Dusk. And the ornamental Chinese cock
Is hunching up this hill I'm halfway down.
If you're winged too, I hear, we'll have a talk
About the plight of wounded animals.
And then before I know it's out: And how!
A thorny hillside and a talking bird,
Sure ringers any time that isn't now,
Aren't fooling me about a living thing —
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Quaint muffled gongs that miff my classroom mouth,
One leaping dolphin-shape fixed in the stair,
Those lithe dreams (all dear Babbitt's) swimming south •
The lot bell-tongued as any trowel's slip.
Which might leave mortar fishy anywhere.
So injured ego echoes up the hill.
So flukes, imaginary, flipped my air
In motion when, eyes egghead in ascent,
I climbed the third flight tardy yesterday —
Tomorrow, grinning, clean-cut row on row;
Behind, the chalktalk's scribbled: Stay away! •—•
And now, on sick call hiding out, to think
This ring-necked rainbow rooster of my will
Talks about healing old affinities,
Beckons beyond the thornbush down there still,
As if the mind were not unnatural.

A R I D D L E OF T H E EYES I CAN'T A F F O R D
Looking oldfashioned in
A laundromat looking
At the mouth of your wife,
Who knows we know she knows
Her loving parts look large,
Wonder at just how far
They really go — these things —
How they do keep and are
The same in other words.
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a
twig
from
the
judas
R U T H CLAIRE WEINTRAUB

" M I R I A M , MIRIAM, my name is Miriam," she thought, over and
over. Lying in the double bed, her husband, Peter, asleep at her
side, she glanced over to the luminous clock-dial of the ivory plastic
radio. Twenty minutes to six. The night was seeping away; she
could make out the branches of the Judas tree pasted against the
window, black in the morning fog. Through the window her brother
Joe's house was emerging from the morning, like shingled rocks for
a tombstone. Her brother Joe, his crazy wife Sarah and their three
children. Pretty soon the radio would click on. Peter would wake up,
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roll over onto his side, nibble on her shoulder to say good morning.
He was always like that, sleepy-eyed and innocent, in the morning.
"I should get up, put coffee on, make some breakfast. If I got up
now I could buy some rolls."
Miriam, Miriam, my name is Miriam. She repeated it until it
was a magic formula, until the weight of her name grew — heavier
than all the world. I am the lever to move the world, but I have no
place to stand. Miriam.
Miriam. Stand on Peter, the man, on Mark, the child, on Susan,
the child, on Claudia, the woman, her eldest, too far away to stand
upon.
I must write to Claudia. I'll write to Claudia today, a letter. I
want to tell her that Mark has a paper route. And Susan's ballet
classes. I must write to Claudia.
Today I have to deliver Mark's papers for him; he has to stay
after school. Miriam, Miriam, I have to call myself Miriam.
I wonder how Claudia is. I must have a terrible memory, I can't
remember what she looks like.
Maybe if I ask her to send me a picture, she'll write a long letter
back to me.
The morning grey dissolved. One stray branch of the Judas was
beginning to blossom, the bare pink just opening, delicate bloom in
the quiet morning. The tree needed pruning, she couldn't help it if
Peter kept forgetting.
Perhaps I should send her a cutting from the tree, for the garden.
She said once that she had a garden.
If I sent it airmail, maybe it would get there before it wilted
completely.
She wanted to get up, to make breakfast for Peter, so he wouldn't
have to wait until he got to town. It was such a long ride, on the
train; she hated to make him have to wait so long.
She knew he hated commuting, at least he always said so. Sometimes, though, she got the feeling he really didn't mind. He kept
saying he wanted to move to the city, but he didn't do anything
about it. Sometimes he looked at the classified pages in the Sunday
Times, but that was all.
Besides, she didn't want to move. She was a country girl: she had
grown up in the house next door, the mausoleum where her brother
Joe now lived with his crazy wife. She had driven her father's cows
to pasture every morning, from the barn adjoining the house down
to the village green.
Most people in the town wouldn't remember that far back, but
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she had had cows, right next door, right on that very corner, where
the pipe rail kept the commuters from stepping on the grass.
Now there was a big parking lot for the commuters across the
street, and trains going all the time, early morning and at night. It
wouldn't do to have cows there, not now, with all the cars. The
noise might frighten them. Besides, there was a dairy farm down
the road, anyway, where it was less noisy. Besides, it was all left over
from the past, it wouldn't last too much longer. It couldn't.
She didn't want to move to the city. She knew the town, everyone
in it, practically. She had grown up there; there were people who
remembered her parents, who had known her when she was still in
high school, long before she had even met Peter. People who remembered when Claudia was just a baby, who still asked after her
whenever they bumped into Miriam.
How is Claudia, they would say. What's she doing?
Miriam would always tell them the same thing, that Claudia was
fine, working hard, doing well. It was no lie, after all: that was
what Claudia kept saying, whenever she wrote to Peter.
She looked at Peter. Today Kathleen was coming from the city,
with Robin. Peter was going to meet them at the station, after he
got off work. Peter would pick them up and take them home, like
tasty morsels. Miriam couldn't explain why she felt that way about
Claudia's friends, but she did.
Claudia had roomed with Kathleen, the year before she went
away. Now Kathleen roomed with Robin, in the same place. They
went to school together.
She wondered about Robin, whether or not she had ever met
Claudia. She seemed to remember having heard Robin's name before, when Claudia was at home, but she couldn't be sure. There
were always names — so many, she couldn't keep up with them,
couldn't connect them to anything. She was severed from them,
sometimes even from her own name, she was severed from.
Miriam.
The sun was coming up over the chestnut tree in her brother's
yard. Any minute the clock radio would click on; Jack Sterling
would officiate the morning.
Peter would roll over, reach out an arm, rub up against her.
He would ask her how she felt, trying not to look surprised when
she could not respond, trying to be kind when he . . . Miriam was
tired suddenly: the weight of her breasts on her chest was pressing
her into the bed, rounding her back, giving her a hump, like an old
woman.
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Her belly was slack; it had never gotten taut again, after Mark.
Joshua fit the battie of Jericho, and the walls come tumblin'
down. She thought of the song; they had played it in the hospital,
when she was having Mark.
She had let herself go, to carry Mark. After two miscarriages she
hadn't wanted to lose him, so she had done nothing all the while
she'd been pregnant with him.
She'd gotten big enough for triplets, even though Mark was only
a tiny baby. He'd weighed hardly more than the twins she'd lost,
even though she'd hardly gained an ounce with the twins.
Her slack belly was heavy just the same; she might as well have
let herself go with Claudia, ten years before.
Claudia had been wont to tease Peter, she told him he had a
middle-age spread, but really, Miriam thought he still looked young.
He didn't have a paunch at all, just beginning to get a bit flabby.
He and Claudia used to play tennis together, when Claudia had
lived at home. Claudia used to come in on Sunday mornings, to
wake Peter up for a tennis game. They played on the new courts,
up over the hill overlooking the high school. Miriam used to sit by
the fence with Mark and Susan, watching. Sometimes she would
visit Nora, who lived over the other side. They would have a second
coffee, she and Nora, while Mark and Susan played with Nora's
kids, while Claudia and Peter played tennis.
Miriam never could bring herself to wake Peter. He slept too
little anyway, she thought. And Sunday was his only day off. But
Claudia was different.
Miriam wanted to cry. She wanted to get up, to make breakfast,
but her legs were too heavy for her to move. Petrified, she struggled
against the weight of her own body, willing herself to get up, but it
was too horrid. The sweat began to run from her face; it turned
cold. Cold and clammy, she grew more frightened; suddenly she
had to stop struggling.
Lying back, she felt the weight of her heavy breasts, her mother's
teats, her slack belly sunken into her. She flung an arm up, with a
bitter crying in her, but did not move. Meekly, she waited for Peter
to wake up.
She would ask him to wake the children, make coffee for himself.
Suddenly the telephone rang. She could be sure it was Sarah,
who else would telephone then? Sarah, her brother Joe's crazy wife,
huddling hysterically at the other end of the line, wanting to talk
with Peter, or to curse, sobbing her woes at Miriam.
Miriam wanted to tell Peter that she couldn't take any more of
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it. Suddenly and furiously defiant, she wanted to tell him to make
it all stop, to do something for once and for all, make Sarah not
call in the morning, never call again. But she was afraid, and she
turned the tap of her anger until it gradually subsided. She would
not be a kvetch, a nagging Jewish housewife, just like Sarah.
Peter was fumbling for the telephone. Miriam could hear a
woman's voice, squawking like a hen being plucked.
It was Edith, Peter's sister, not Sarah. Her voice kept rising to
the pitch of hysteria; Miriam couldn't make out what she was
saying.
Peter had sat bolt upright as soon as he put the phone to his ear.
He held the receiver with one arm, cradling it to his shoulder,
shielding Miriam from the sound with his other.
"What's the matter? Peter, what's going on?"
She could hear him trying to soothe Edith, telling her to keep
calm, there was nothing he could do right away. He said he would
call her in the evening, when he got home. He was always telling
people that nothing could be done right away.
He put the phone carefully back onto the hook, then sat a
moment, thinking.
"What is it?" Miriam tried to keep herself from shouting at him.
"It's nothing. Don't get excited. Sarah's been telephoning Edith
every five minutes for the last hour. Evidentiy she'd been up all
night, trying to get a hold of someone to talk to. This morning she
finally thought of Edith. Edith must come to lunch. Joe is mistreating her and the children. She doesn't like us. Why doesn't someone
help her." He recited the list like numbers in the telephone book.
"Same things. You know, it doesn't change. The only thing is, what
to do about it. I'd like to move away from here, and let them all
get along without us to worry about." He pulled himself out of bed,
stretched, and put on his robe. His voice was matter-of-fact; there
was no betrayal of his annoyance.
"Oh, Peter, we can't!" Miriam stared at the slice between her
breasts, almost porous in her black nightgown.
"Why not?"
It was the same quarrel, the same simple quarrel, the one they
always had. The only one, really. It would be simple to move away,
why did it have to be such a complicated issue. Life was already
too full of complexities, why did they still have to make their home
life another one. Everything else was that quarrel in disguise.
Everywhere, the same problem, the same quarrel.
"You know we can't," Miriam went on, still sitting up in the
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bed. "What about Mark, he's finally found a real fife here. He's
interested in his schoolwork, he has friends who are doing the same
things he is. Susan's finally been able to make friends at ballet
school. . . . "
"She can make new friends. So can Mark. And there are other
ballet schools."
The same problem, the same quarrel, they never said the real
things any more, never argued about it any other way.
"I simply don't like living next door to your brother and his crazy
wife."
"What about your crazy wife? You manage to put up with her."
Miriam got out of bed, picked up her stockings from the armchair.
Opening her bureau drawer, she began rummaging around in the
heap of underthings.
"Miriam, please. Let's not start that. You know you're not like
Sarah." Peter got a suit from his closet, picked out a silk tie, orange
striped with grey, to go under the brown wool of the suit.
"I don't know anything of the sort. How am I different from
her? I don't keep house any better than she does. I don't raise my
children any better." She pulled the shoes she had worn the day
before from beneath the chair, with the toes of her right foot.
"Miriam, I don't want to hear you say those things. You're a
good mother; your children love you."
"Claudia . . . " she began, looking for a pair of earrings.
"Claudia lives her own life; there's nothing you can do now or
could ever have done about Claudia. Claudia does what she wants,
just as she always seems to have done. It's you that wants worrying
about." He pulled his watch onto his wrist, with an angry motion.
"That's just it. I don't want you to have to worry about me. I
don't want anyone to worry about me."
There was a timid knock at the door. It was Mark, stretching his
arms over his head, the sleeves of his pajamas too short for his
knobbly wrists and lengthening arms. "Can I come into bed?"
Susan's voice rang out. "Mommy, come in here please."
"Wait until I've finished getting dressed, dear," Miriam's voice
was suddenly tired. She felt choked.
"Mims, I'm telling you," said Peter warningly. "You mustn't
devote yourself to that child. If you cater to her every whim like
this, there's no telling how you'll spoil her. If she wants something,
she can come in here."
"Oh, Peter, really, I can do it. I'm all right now, really." But she
did not hurry herself.
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Peter called out, "Come on in here, Susan, if you want something. Mommy isn't feeling very well."
"I don't feel so good today; I don't want to get up. I don't want
to go to school today."
"What's the matter, dear?" called Miriam. "What hurts you?"
"My stomach."
Mark spoke up confidentially. "She has a gym class today with
the boys and Angelo won't dance with her, so she doesn't want to
go." He giggled.
Susan heard his undertone with the sensibility of an underdeveloped bustline — rather like a wounded animal, crying in pain
before its lair. "You shut up, Mark, you just keep out of this. I
don't want you prying into my business. Rat! Rat!"
"She just doesn't want to, Mom, she's not really sick. There's
nothing wrong with her."
"Mark, S H U T U P ! "
Peter started for the bathroom. "Mark, Susan," he called out,
"stop it, both of you. Evidently neither of you hear very well. I
simply don't want any more shouting this morning. No more nonsense, do you hear?" He raised his voice by several degrees. "Susan,
you get up and get dressed, I've heard enough from both of you to
suit me. We're not going to have any more squabbling today. If you
don't behave, I'll tell Kathleen and Robin they needn't bother coming out for the weekend. Besides, what would Kathleen say if she
knew you were worried about a gym class?"
"She'd give her a punch in the nose," Mark said, getting out of
bed. "That's what she'd do."
"Get dressed, Mark." Miriam's voice was curiously dream-like.
"Mom, are you going to do my paper route tonight? I have to
stay after for Mr. Leotta."
"Yes, Mark, I've already told you I'd do it. Now go get dressed."
"What do you mean?" Peter had heard the tail of her words as
he came from the bathroom. He hung up his robe on the back of
the door. "Why are you delivering his papers? Can't he do it when
he gets home?"
"No, that makes it too late. He has to have them all delivered by
four o'clock, and he won't be getting home until about then."
"Don't you think he ought to figure out some other way of getting his job done, so he doesn't have to depend on you?"
"Oh, Peter, really, it's such a little thing. I don't mind; I'd rather
do it for him than have him pay someone else to act as substitute
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for him. Besides, he's trying to save money for his ham radio."
Peter turned sharply. "Susan, would you stop whining? Get
dressed, I promise you'll feel fine by the time you get to school. Go
on, I'll even make you some breakfast."
"No, Peter, I'll do it. You don't have time. It won't take me but
a minute."
"You take it easy. You don't have to do everything. It only wears
you out."
"But you do so much, and I don't do anything. Nothing at all.
I just lie around and do nothing." Miriam was this time sitting in
her chair, watching Peter finish tying his tie in her vanity mirror.
She loved the way he snubbed his nose at himself, as he made the
knot fit exactly the right place beneath his collar.
"Miriam, dear, I have to go." He kissed her.
She put her hand up, but made no protest. She heard him taking
things out of the cupboards downstairs, the thunk of the refrigerator
door, but she made no move to go downstairs. She sat quietly in the
chair in their room, the small whir of the electric clock in the clock
radio whining in the brisk silence.
"Miriam, Miriam, I have the ability to call myself Miriam."
Susan went to school after some coaxing. Miriam told Mark to
have the routeman ring the bell when he dropped off the papers.
Peter brought her a pad before he left; she wanted to write to
Claudia.
The mailman came at ten. She gave him the letter she had written to Claudia but there was none from Claudia for her.
She had forgotten to ask Peter to cut her a twig from the Judas
tree, to put in the envelope with her letter to Claudia.
She went out after the routeman rang, to deliver Mark's papers.
At the end of the route, she turned down Olive Street and stopped
off at the kosher butcher to buy a roast for dinner. She didn't go
there often, but his meat was fresher. And she liked the sawdust he
sprinkled over the floor.
If Kathleen and Robin were coming that evening, she would
have to clear off the day-bed in the guest room. It was all cluttered
with sewing things.
The guest room had belonged to Claudia; it was just as Claudia
had left it. There were still some of her books on the shelf. She had
painted it white before she left; her friends had done a mural over
one wall. There were white organdy curtains at the window, a black
and white cover on the studio couch that opened into a double bed.
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It had never looked to Miriam like a room Claudia would like to
live in, but Miriam had been loathe to change it. Not just yet.
There was always the possibility that Claudia would come home for
the summer.
Miriam bought some fruit, and a rye bread. She stopped at her
brother's jewelry shop before she went home. She didn't mention
the morning call; she couldn't bring herself to do it. Joe told her
he was going to sell the jewelry shop, maybe open a variety shop.
He and some other fellow would go into partnership.
He wanted Miriam to help out the other fellow for a while, when
he went to the dealers. Miriam said she would think about it, maybe give it a try. Peter wouldn't like the idea, but she had to do
something, had to give herself something to do. She couldn't go on
this way.
"What's my name? What's my name?" She passed by the bank
building on the corner, remembered to drop the envelope in the
outside depository.
At home, she put the roast in the oven, on slow heat. She wanted
to make Yugoslavian kifle for dessert, but she was too tired. Maybe
Susan would bake a cake when she got home from school. That
way nobody would miss the kifle.
She was resting on the downstairs sofa when Susan came in.
"How was school, dear? Did you go to the gym class?"
"Yeah. That Angelo sure is awful. He's really a pest. Mom, can
I wear stockings to school?"
"No, I don't think so, Susan. You're too young. There's absolutely no reason for a sixth grader to wear stockings. Next year,
when you're in junior high school, we'll see."
"Please, Mom? All the girls are going to."
"Name one."
"Kim."
"Kim has hips to hold them up. Now go change your clothes."
She tried to change the subject. "Do you want to bake a cake for
Kathleen and Robin?"
"Gee whiz, you never let me do anything I want to do."
"Please don't whine, Susan. Just go upstairs and change your
clothes."
"Claudia . . . " Susan began.
"Claudia is another thing entirely. Besides, I don't think Claudia
wore stockings until seventh grade, either. Now," she said finally,
"do you want to bake a cake."
"All right, all right," she drawled. "But I don't think it's fair."
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"Probably it isn't. Nothing's really fair these days."
Miriam was setting the table when Peter came in with Kathleen
and Robin. Mark was upstairs, Susan had gone out to fetch icing
decorations for her cake. Kathleen introduced Robin to Miriam.
"How do you do, Robin?" said Miriam. She felt foolish, being so
formal, but something had struck her. "I'm glad you've come," she
added, more warmly.
"Thank you for having me." Her hair was clipped short, almost
like a boy's: fuzzy bangs and tiny gold earrings in her ears. Her
face was small; her eyes seemed to take up half the available space.
When she smiled her teeth shone white and even, her mouth pulled
into a dimple on one side.
"Oh God," thought Miriam, "she looks like Claudia. She had
eyes like Claudia."
Peter kissed her hello. "Are we ready to eat soon?"
"I thought we'd have a drink first, in honour of our guests."
Miriam wondered inwardly where the resemblance was. She tried
not to stare at Robin, because . . . She didn't know why. She put
the thought away. Don't worry about it, she said, don't worry.
"Are you two old enough to drink?" He turned to Kathleen.
"We are, sir." Kathleen made a deep bow, laughing. "Old enough
and able, if it be your courtesy to invite us so."
"Which would you prefer, Mims? Scotch, bourbon, or rye?" He
stood in front of the liquor closet.
"Whatever you're having."
"Scotch, then? We've some special left over from the last time
company came to dinner."
"Hmm. I'm out then," said Kathleen. "Gin's all I can stomach."
"Gin we can do. Robin?"
"Rye and ginger, if you've got the ginger." Robin had a soft
voice.
"I think so. Do we, Mims?"
"It's in the fridge." Miriam pointed from the stove. "Top shelf,
I think."
Mark came down from his room, where he had gone directly
after school, to do his homework. Clumping down the stairs, two at
a time, he announced, "I have written a letter."
Kathleen smiled. "Oh yes, that is quite a proclamation. And to
whom have you written this here letter?"
"To Claudia." Mark was very serious. "I'm sending her a copy
of my report card."
"You mean it's worth sending?" Kathleen teased him. "That re124

minds me; do you think we can find a fourth, for Sunday? Robin
brought a racquet with her."
"I'll play," interposed Mark.
"You — you couldn't even hit the ball, last time."
"That's true," said Mark, without rancour. "But Andy's been
teaching me."
"He can practise on the court, while we play," said Peter. "I'm
sure we can find a fourth between now and Sunday."
"Perhaps Miriam would like to play? I'm sure you could tone
down your hot right arm, couldn't you, Kathleen?" Robin was
holding the ice for her rye and ginger while Peter looked for a
hammer to crack it with.
"No, I don't play tennis, I'm afraid. That was Claudia's game."
"Perhaps you should learn Claudia's game." Robin turned her
gaze full upon Miriam.
"I'm too old, I guess," said Miriam uncomfortably. "I used to
play, but I just don't seem to have the energy any more. And I'm
not as agile as I used to be."
Kathleen put a signal to Robin, to cut it out. Robin sipped her
drink, in answer to Peter's cheery, "Skol, or rather, l'chayim."
The meal was a success, and Susan's cake was justly approved by
the girls. Kathleen beamed. "I knew she was talented, but this is
marvellous. Just think," she turned to Robin, "if I'd learned to
bake when I was Susan's age you wouldn't have to put up with my
terrible cooking."
"I've been doing it for a long time," said Susan modestly. "I
could even send you some, if you wanted."
"Robin would think I'd been shirking my duties," said Kathleen.
"I'd have to do the dishes, and then what would happen?"
"You'd break 'em," shouted Mark gleefully.
Miriam was a little surprised to see how well Susan acted in front
of Robin, the new-comer; how grown-up. I keep forgetting how
mature she is for her age, when she's not acting her age, she thought.
Perhaps I ought to let her wear stockings after all. But they'd look
so silly.
Before she and Peter fell asleep, she remembered to ask him
about Robin. "Don't you think she looks like Claudia?"
"Not at all. But I talked with them on the train. She didn't sound
like Claudia, so I probably couldn't see it anyway."
"But she does. Around the eyes."
"Could be. Go to sleep, dear. Tomorrow's another day."
Robin and Kathleen got up early, to take Mark and Susan for a
!25

bicycle ride: the morning custom, when Kathleen and Claudia had
been rooming together, and Claudia had brought Kathleen home
for the weekends. They went to the bakery, bought onion rolls,
bagel, cream and an assortment of cookies for the afternoon, rode
home and made coffee.
Miriam came downstairs; she let Peter sleep, even though he'd
asked to be wakened so he could work in the garden. When the
doorbell rang, Susan went to answer it. She came back, announcing
petulantly, "It's Auntie Sarah."
"Let her in, dear," said Miriam, as gently as she could.
"I don't want to. You do it." Susan picked up the loaf of bread
from the table and put it into the bread box on the counter. "I
don't want to."
Miriam went to the door. Sarah, in all her voluminous bulk,
stood at the door, behind the screen and aluminum decorative, her
blackish eyes glazed. Frightened, she croaked at Miriam, "Please
come, it's Joe."
"What's the matter, Sarah?" Miriam's response was quick, too
quick. Almost like lightning.
"I don't know," Sarah moaned at her. "Joe's had an infection in
his foot, and you know how he feels about pills, he won't take them.
Now it's gone all greenish, it smells funny, I don't know what I
should do, what if it's . . . " Her voice began to rise alarmingly.
"Did you call the doctor?"
"I can't, if I do Joe'll be angry. You'd better come with me, talk
with him, Mims, he'll listen to you."
"Sarah, my talking to Joe won't do any good. I'm no better for
what's wrong with his foot than you are. Now, why don't you call
the doctor?"
Reasoning with her was hopeless, but Miriam always tried, it was
the magic of her sympathy that she always tried, no matter how
well she knew it was impossible.
Robin and Kathleen had come up to stand behind her. She heard
Kathleen say to Robin, half-aloud, "gangrene," and she turned to
Robin. "Would you go upstairs, wake Peter, please? How he can
sleep through anything, I don't know," she said to Kathleen as
Robin bounded up the stairs. "Tell him it's Joe," she called after
Robin. "Tell him Sarah's here, would he please come down!"
Made helpless by the constant redoubling of her fears, Miriam
brought Sarah into the kitchen, poured her a cup of coffee, made
her sit down, Sarah burbling hysterically all the while. "You don't
know what it's like, living with him. I try to tell him we have to
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move, have to get away from here, but he won't listen to me. He
says we can't, we don't have enough money, he likes it here, and it
was his father's house, he owes it to his father. I don't want to die
in that house. I'll go out of my mind if I have to die in that house.
I'm a sick woman. . . . "
"Sarah, calm down." Miriam was hovering over her, patting her
back as though she were a child. "Try to keep calm. Everything
will work out by itself if you don't worry about it so much."
Peter came into the kitchen, tucking his shirt into his work trousers, Robin following behind him. "What's the matter, Sarah?"
Peter was curt, in the no-nonsense tone reserved for Sarah.
Sarah's tensions spilled into a bundle; she broke into a grand
tirade of anxiety, reiterating over and over again a list of her grievances and woes.
"I think the best thing would be to call Doctor Cameron and
have them send an ambulance for Joe, right now, before this goes
any further."
Sarah's eyes grew round, with shock. Frightened, she said, "Oh
no, he won't like that at all. He'll be very angry. Please don't!"
"It doesn't matter what he likes or doesn't like, at this point.
Things have gone far enough. He's been taking matters into his
own hands for too long. It's time someone else did something."
Peter was at the telephone before he finished speaking.
Miriam walked home with Sarah, trying to comfort her. She had
wanted Peter to do so, but she hadn't asked him. He hadn't wanted
to get himself involved in the first place. He'd wanted to do something quick, get it over with, not to have to keep going on and on
with it.
When she came back, Peter and the girls were sitting at the table,
drinking coffee. They were laughing, but Robin looked troubled,
Miriam thought. She tried to enter the conversation, tried to laugh,
but it was no use. Her brain was stuffed with Joe, with Sarah, the
doctor, Sarah's helpless children.
Robin spoke up suddenly. "I'm awfully sorry, Miriam, but I'm
afraid I have to go back to town this afternoon." She turned to
Kathleen. "Do you want to come, Jeremy might be there."
"I'd come anyway, but very well, then." Kathleen said again,
"Very well."
Miriam was startled. "But I thought you were going to spend the
whole weekend, you two. What about your tennis game?" She put
the coffee pot on the stove.
"I'd forgotten, I have a date to hear the St. John Passion at St.
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Bartholomew's this afternoon. I just have to go." Robin stood up.
"Well, if you have to, you have to. There's no getting around
t h a t . . . But I'm . . . " She looked for the words, but they were lost
in the whirlpool of the morning.
Miriam and Peter went with the girls to the train station; Mark
and Susan stayed at home. Mark made Kathleen promise to come
back soon. Robin kept silent, but she did nod cheerfully at Mark
and Susan, waving goodbye from the driveway. "Be seeing you,"
she called as she left the house.
The train pulling out of the station seemed to Mariam to take a
very long time. It was as though one more thing had happened out
from under her, as though someone had pulled a slippery rug from
beneath her jittery feet on a newly-waxed floor. The polish of the
gun metal diesel train was old, very old. Miriam felt she had been
prepared for the fall — somehow. Something in Robin's eyes had
told her.
Vaguely irritated, perhaps hurt, she turned to Peter. "Did you
notice, Peter, how much Robin is like Claudia?" Miriam's question
held a slight edge to it, almost ironic. "You could depend on her."
She squinted, trying to make out the end of the train as it went over
the last trestle.
"I wouldn't have thought so, not at all. In fact, I don't think
they look at all alike." Peter was almost stiff, his face was stretched
quite tight. Miriam noticed it; for the first time it seemed to her
that she had really seen. It's as though he were wearing a face over
his face, she thought. But Peter doesn't look like that, she argued. I
must be going crazy. Miriam, watch out for this sidewalk, you have
to step down from the sidewalk to the street.
"Hold it, Mims," Peter said. His hand on her arm was tight, the
fingers pulled at the wool of her green sweater, the dark Shetland
Claudia had given her for her birthday, the year before.
"Peter, doesn't Robin remind you of Claudia? She looks to me
just like Claudia." Miriam heard a phrase, ringing behind her ears,
but she refused to listen. In waves of sound, the deep-voiced words
came like a toll. Guilty. Guilty, rang the sound: then came the
word, Betrayal. She held her tongue.
"Don't you think so?" she asked again.
"Not at all. I don't think they even know each other. In fact, I
don't think they've ever met at all." Peter took his hand from her
arm. "Are you all right, Mims?"
He glanced at her face. "You're shaking. Your face is pale."
"No, it's nothing."
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He was concerned; he shook his head doubtfully, as though to
touch her again. "You didn't hurt yourself, did you?"
"Yes," she answered. "I mean, no." Her voice was vague. "I was
thinking about something else. Remind me to phone the doctor this
afternoon, to ask about Joe."
"Oh, Mims."
They walked home, uncomfortably. The afternoon sky was too
blue, it hurt Miriam's head. "Remind me to send Claudia a bit of
the tree, would you, Peter? I've been meaning to send her a cutting,
to plant in the garden she mentioned. You remember."
"I don't," he said affably. "Besides, it wouldn't grow, Mims, not
after all that distance. It'd undoubtedly die before it reached her,
I'm sure. But if you want, I'll cut off a twig for you. Maybe a few
branches for the house, too. That would be nice. Why don't you
make some lunch; that way I'll have time to finish trimming the
hedges." He moved towards the garage, for the hedgeclippers. His
manner was comfortable, but off-handed.
"Yes, come to think of it, I'm hungry, too. I'll make us all some
lunch." She crossed the front yard, up the porch steps. Pausing at
the front door, she pressed her nose against the wire mesh of the
screen, which smelled of rust. There was a fly buzzing in the foyer,
above her head. The sound seemed quite loud to her, almost as
though it were inside her head.
" P e t e r . . . " she began, but the word was gone before she had
finished saying it, she almost doubted it had escaped her.
"Mommy," wailed Susan from upstairs, "Mommy, Mark's bullying me!"
"Mark, behave yourself. Susan, if he's bullying you, you just go
away from him and leave him alone. It's such a beautiful day, why
don't you both go outside and help Daddy in the garden? I'll call
you when lunch is ready."
She moved from the door. Outside the air was heavy with the
afternoon, the odour of the humid air laden with magnolia was
stifling. Mark had his record player on, too loud as usual. One of
the records Claudia had left, she thought.
Lunch would have to be quick. Boiled eggs, cheese, fruit. Maybe
the kids would like bacon for sandwiches. Tomorrow, she thought,
looking up at the fly, will be better. I believe tomorrow will be better. Different. Less crazy.
Walking to the kitchen to boil eggs for lunch, she remembered to
telephone Joe's doctor, for Sarah. Sarah never remembered phone
numbers, and Sarah was afraid of Joe's doctor anyway.
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