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annual Governor General's Literary Award °
The Lives of Girls and Women (1971) ’
Been Meaning to Tell You (1974) 8
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Friend of My Youth (1986) '

A Wilderness Station (1994) "

The Love of a Good Woman (1998)
Open Secrets (1994) *

Runaway (2004) 14

The View from Castle Rock (2007)
The Bear Came over the Mountain '®

Away from Her (2006). 7
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A member of the western Goths that invaded the '*

Roman Empire in the fourth century A.D. and settled in
France and Spain, establishing a monarchy that
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Alice Munro

The Bear Came Over the Mountain
By: Alice Munro, December 27, 1999

Fiona lived in her parents’ house, in the town where she
and Grant went to university. It was a big, bay-windowed
house that seemed to Grant both luxurious and disorderly,
with rugs crooked on the floors and cup rings bitten into the
table varnish. Her mother was Icelandic—a powerful
woman with a froth of white hair and indignant far-left
politics. The father was an important cardiologist, revered
around the hospital but happily subservient at home, where
he would listen to his wife’s strange tirades with an absent-
minded smile. Fiona had her own little car and a pile of
cashmere sweaters, but she wasn’t in a sorority, and her
mother’s political activity was probably the reason. Not
that she cared. Sororities were a joke to her, and so was
politics—though she liked to play “The Four Insurgent
Generals” on the phonograph, and sometimes also the
“Internationale,” very loud, if there was a guest she thought
she could make nervous. A curly-haired gloomy-looking
foreigner was courting her—she said he was a Visigoth—
and so were two or three quite respectable and uneasy
young interns. She made fun of them all and of Grant as
well. She would drolly repeat some of his small-town
phrases. He thought maybe she was joking when she
proposed to him, on a cold bright day on the beach at Port
Stanley. Sand was stinging their faces and the waves
delivered crashing loads of gravel at their feet.

“Do you think it would be fun—" Fiona shouted. “Do you
think it would be fun if we got married?”
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He took her up on it, he shouted yes. He wanted never to be
away from her. She had the spark of life.

Just before they left their house Fiona noticed a mark on
the kitchen floor. It came from the cheap black house shoes
she had been wearing earlier in the day.

“I thought they’d quit doing that,” she said in a tone of
ordinary annoyance and perplexity, rubbing at the gray
smear that looked as if it had been made by a greasy
crayon.

She remarked that she’d never have to do this again, since
she wasn’t taking those shoes with her.

“I guess I'1l be dressed up all the time,” she said. “Or semi-
dressed up. It’ll be sort of like in a hotel.”

She rinsed out the rag she’d been using and hung it on the
rack inside the door under the sink. Then she put on her
golden-brown, fur-collared ski jacket, over a white
turtleneck sweater and tailored fawn slacks. She was a tall,
narrow-shouldered woman, seventy years old but still
upright and trim, with long legs and long feet, delicate
wrists and ankles, and tiny, almost comical-looking ears.
Her hair that was as light as milkweed fluff had gone from
pale blond to white somehow without Grant’s noticing
exactly when, and she still wore it down to her shoulders,
as her mother had done. (That was the thing that had
alarmed Grant’s own mother, a small-town widow who
worked as a doctor’s receptionist. The long white hair on
Fiona’s mother, even more than the state of the house, had
told her all she needed to know about attitudes and
politics.) But otherwise Fiona, with her fine bones and
small sapphire eyes, was nothing like her mother. She had a
slightly crooked mouth, which she emphasized now with
red lipstick—usually the last thing she did before she left
the house.

She looked just like herself on this day—direct and vague
as in fact she was, sweet and ironic.

Over a year ago, Grant had started noticing so many little
yellow notes stuck up all over the house. That was not
entirely new. Fiona had always written things down—the
title of a book she’d heard mentioned on the radio or the
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jobs she wanted to make sure she got done that day. Even
her morning schedule was written down. He found it
mystifying and touching in its precision: 7 a.m. yoga.
7:30-7:45 teeth face hair. 7:45— 8:15 walk. 8:15 Grant and
breakfast.”

The new notes were different. Stuck onto the kitchen
drawers—Cutlery, Dishtowels, Knives. Couldn’t she just
open the drawers and see what was inside?

Worse things were coming. She went to town and phoned
Grant from a booth to ask him how to drive home. She
went for her usual walk across the field into the woods and
came home by the fence line—a very long way round. She
said that she’d counted on fences always taking you
somewhere.

It was hard to figure out. She’d said that about fences as if
it were a joke, and she had remembered the phone number
without any trouble.

“I don’t think it’s anything to worry about,” she said. “I
expect I’'m just losing my mind.”

He asked if she had been taking sleeping pills.

“If I am I don’t remember,” she said. Then she said she was
sorry to sound so flippant. “I’'m sure I haven’t been taking
anything. Maybe I should be. Maybe vitamins.”

Vitamins didn’t help. She would stand in doorways trying
to figure out where she was going. She forgot to turn on the
burner under the vegetables or put water in the
coffeemaker. She asked Grant when they’d moved to this
house.

“Was it last year or the year before?”

“It was twelve years ago,” he said.

“That’s shocking.”

“She’s always been a bit like this,” Grant said to the doctor.
He tried without success to explain how Fiona’s surprise
and apologies now seemed somehow like routine courtesy,
not quite concealing a private amusement. As if she’d
stumbled on some unexpected adventure. Or begun playing
a game that she hoped he would catch on to.
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“Yes, well,” the doctor said. “It might be selective at first.
We don’t know, do we? Till we see the pattern of the
deterioration, we really can’t say.”

In a while it hardly mattered what label was put on it.
Fiona, who no longer went shopping alone, disappeared
from the supermarket while Grant had his back turned. A
policeman picked her up as she was walking down the
middle of the road, blocks away. He asked her name and
she answered readily. Then he asked her the name of the
Prime Minister.

“If you don’t know that, young man, you really shouldn’t
be in such a responsible job.”

He laughed. But then she made the mistake of asking if
he’d seen Boris and Natasha. These were the now dead
Russian wolthounds she had adopted many years ago, as a
favor to a friend, then devoted herself to for the rest of their
lives. Her taking them over might have coincided with the
discovery that she was not likely to have -children.
Something about her tubes being blocked, or twisted—
Grant could not remember now. He had always avoided
thinking about all that female apparatus. Or it might have
been after her mother died. The dogs’ long legs and silky
hair, their narrow, gentle, intransigent faces made a fine
match for her when she took them out for walks. And Grant
himself, in those days, landing his first job at the university
(his father-in-law’s money welcome there in spite of the
political taint), might have seemed to some people to have
been picked up on another of Fiona’s eccentric whims, and
groomed and tended and favored—though, fortunately, he
didn’t understand this until much later.

There was a rule that nobody could be admitted to
Meadowlake during the month of December. The holiday
season had so many emotional pitfalls. So they made the
twenty-minute drive in January. Before they reached the
highway the country road dipped through a swampy hollow
now completely frozen over.

Fiona said, “Oh, remember.”

Grant said, “I was thinking about that, too.”

“Only it was in the moonlight,” she said.
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She was talking about the time that they had gone out
skiing at night under the full moon and over the black-
striped snow, in this place that you could get into only in
the depths of winter. They had heard the branches cracking
in the cold.

If she could remember that, so vividly and correctly, could
there really be so much the matter with her? It was all he
could do not to turn around and drive home.

There was another rule that the supervisor explained to
him. New residents were not to be visited during the first
thirty days. Most people needed that time to get settled in.
Before the rule had been put in place, there had been pleas
and tears and tantrums, even from those who had come in
willingly. Around the third or fourth day they would start
lamenting and begging to be taken home. And some
relatives could be susceptible to that, so you would have
people being carted home who would not get on there any
better than they had before. Six months or sometimes only
a few weeks later, the whole upsetting hassle would have to
be gone through again.

“Whereas we find,” the supervisor said, “we find that if
they’re left on their own the first month they usually end up
happy as clams.”

They had in fact gone over to Meadowlake a few times
several years ago to visit Mr. Farquhar, the old bachelor
farmer who had been their neighbor. He had lived by
himself in a drafty brick house unaltered since the early
years of the century, except for the addition of a
refrigerator and a television set. Now, just as Mr.
Farquhar’s house was gone, replaced by a gimcrack sort of
castle that was the weekend home of some people from
Toronto, the old Meadowlake was gone, though it had
dated only from the fifties. The new building was a
spacious, vaulted place, whose air was faintly, pleasantly
pine-scented. Profuse and genuine greenery sprouted out of
giant crocks in the hallways.

Nevertheless, it was the old Meadowlake that Grant found
himself picturing Fiona in, during the long month he had to
get through without seeing her. He phoned every day and
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hoped to get the nurse whose name was Kristy. She seemed
a little amused at his constancy, but she would give him a
fuller report than any other nurse he got stuck with.

Fiona had caught a cold the first week, she said, but that
was not unusual for newcomers. “Like when your kids start
school,” Kristy said. “There’s a whole bunch of new germs
they’re exposed to and for a while they just catch
everything.”

Then the cold got better. She was off the antibiotics and she
didn’t seem as confused as she had been when she came in.
(This was the first Grant had heard about either the
antibiotics or the confusion.) Her appetite was pretty good
and she seemed to enjoy sitting in the sunroom. And she
was making some friends, Kristy said.

If anybody phoned, he let the machine pick up. The people
they saw socially, occasionally, were not close neighbors
but people who lived around the country, who were retired,
as they were, and who often went away without notice.
They would imagine that he and Fiona were away on some
such trip at present.

Grant skied for exercise. He skied around and around in the
field behind the house as the sun went down and left the
sky pink over a countryside that seemed to be bound by
waves of blue-edged ice. Then he came back to the
darkening house, turning the television news on while he
made his supper. They had usually prepared supper
together. One of them made the drinks and the other the
fire, and they talked about his work (he was writing a study
of legendary Norse wolves and particularly of the great
wolf Fenrir, which swallows up Odin at the end of the
world) and about whatever Fiona was reading and what
they had been thinking during their close but separate day.
This was their time of liveliest intimacy, though there was
also, of course, the five or ten minutes of physical
sweetness just after they got into bed— something that did
not often end in sex but reassured them that sex was not
over yet.

In a dream he showed a letter to one of his colleagues. The
letter was from the roommate of a girl he had not thought
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of for a while and was sanctimonious and hostile,
threatening in a whining way. The girl herself was someone
he had parted from decently and it seemed unlikely that she
would want to make a fuss, let alone try to kill herself,
which was what the letter was elaborately trying to tell him
she had done.

He had thought of the colleague as a friend. He was one of
those husbands who had been among the first to throw
away their neckties and leave home to spend every night on
a floor mattress with a bewitching young mistress—coming
to their offices, their classes, bedraggled and smelling of
dope and incense. But now he took a dim view.

“I wouldn’t laugh,” he said to Grant—who did not think he
had been laughing. “And if I were you I'd try to prepare
Fiona.”

So Grant went off to find Fiona in Meadowlake—the old
Meadowlake—and got into a lecture hall instead.
Everybody was waiting there for him to teach his class.
And sitting in the last, highest row was a flock of cold-eyed
young women all in black robes, all in mourning, who
never took their bitter stares off him, and pointedly did not
write down, or care about, anything he was saying.

Fiona was in the first row, untroubled. “Oh phooey,” she
said. “Girls that age are always going around talking about
how they’ll kill themselves.”

He hauled himself out of the dream, took pills, and set
about separating what was real from what was not.

There had been a letter, and the word “rat” had appeared in
black paint on his office door, and Fiona, on being told that
a girl had suffered from a bad crush on him, had said pretty
much what she said in the dream. The colleague hadn’t
come into it, and nobody had committed suicide. Grant
hadn’t been disgraced. In fact, he had got off easy when
you thought of what might have happened just a couple of
years later. But word got around. Cold shoulders became
conspicuous. They had few Christmas invitations and spent
New Year’s Eve alone. Grant got drunk, and without its
being required of him—also, thank God, without making
the error of a confession—he promised Fiona a new life.
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Nowhere had there been any acknowledgment that the life
of a philanderer (if that was what Grant had to call
himself—he who had not had half as many conquests as the
man who had reproached him in his dream) involved acts
of generosity, and even sacrifice. Many times he had
catered to a woman’s pride, to her fragility, by offering
more affection—or a rougher passion—than anything he
really felt. All so that he could now find himself accused of
wounding and exploiting and destroying self-esteem. And
of deceiving Fiona—as, of course, he had. But would it
have been better if he had done as others had done with
their wives, and left her? He had never thought of such a
thing. He had never stopped making love to Fiona. He had
not stayed away from her for a single night. No making up
elaborate stories in order to spend a weekend in San
Francisco or in a tent on Manitoulin Island. He had gone
easy on the dope and the drink, and he had continued to
publish papers, serve on committees, make progress in his
career. He had never had any intention of throwing over
work and marriage and taking to the country to practice
carpentry or keep bees.

But something like that had happened, after all. He had
taken early retirement with a reduced pension. Fiona’s
father had died, after some bewildered and stoical time
alone in the big house, and Fiona had inherited both that
property and the farmhouse where her father had grown up,
in the country near Georgian Bay.

It was a new life. He and Fiona worked on the house. They
got cross-country skis. They were not very sociable but
they gradually made some friends. There were no more
hectic flirtations. No bare female toes creeping up under a
man’s pants leg at a dinner party. No more loose wives.

Just in time, Grant was able to think, when the sense of
injustice had worn down. The feminists and perhaps the sad
silly girl herself and his cowardly so-called friends had
pushed him out just in time. Out of a life that was in fact
getting to be more trouble than it was worth. And that
might eventually have cost him Fiona.
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On the morning of the day when he was to go back to
Meadowlake, for the first visit, Grant woke early. He was
full of a solemn tingling, as in the old days on the morning
of his first planned meeting with a new woman. The feeling
was not precisely sexual. (Later, when the meetings had
become routine, that was all it was.) There was an
expectation of discovery, almost a spiritual expansion. Also
timidity, humility, alarm.

There had been a thaw. Plenty of snow was left, but the
dazzling hard landscape of earlier winter had crumbled.
These pocked heaps under a gray sky looked like refuse in
the fields. In the town near Meadowlake he found a florist’s
shop and bought a large bouquet. He had never presented
flowers to Fiona before. Or to anyone else. He entered the
building feeling like a hopeless lover or a guilty husband in
a cartoon.

“Wow. Narcissus this early,” Kristy said. “You must’ve
spent a fortune.” She went along the hall ahead of him and
snapped on the light in a sort of pantry, where she searched
for a vase. She was a heavy young woman who looked as if
she had given up on her looks in every department except
her hair. That was blond and voluminous. All the puffed-up
luxury of a cocktail waitress’s style, or a stripper’s, on top
of such a workaday face and body.

“There now,” she said, and nodded him down the hall.
“Name’s right on the door.”

So it was, on a nameplate decorated with bluebirds. He
wondered whether to knock, and did, then opened the door
and called her name.

She wasn’t there. The closet door was closed, the bed
smoothed. Nothing on the bedside table, except a box of
Kleenex and a glass of water. Not a single photograph or
picture of any kind, not a book or a magazine. Perhaps you
had to keep those in a cupboard.

He went back to the nurses’ station. Kristy said, “No?”
with a surprise that he thought perfunctory. He hesitated,
holding the flowers. She said, “O.K., O.K.—let’s set the
bouquet down here.” Sighing, as if he were a backward
child on his first day at school, she led him down the hall
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toward a large central space with skylights which seemed
to be a general meeting area. Some people were sitting
along the walls, in easy chairs, others at tables in the
middle of the carpeted floor. None of them looked too bad.
Old—some of them incapacitated enough to need
wheelchairs—but decent. There had been some unnerving
sights when he and Fiona visited Mr. Farquhar. Whiskers
on old women’s chins, somebody with a bulged-out eye
like a rotted plum. Dribblers, head wagglers, mad
chatterers. Now it looked as if there’d been some weeding
out of the worst cases.

“See?” said Kristy in a softer voice. “You just go up and
say hello and try not to startle her. Just go ahead.”

He saw Fiona in profile, sitting close up to one of the card
tables, but not playing. She looked a little puffy in the face,
the flab on one cheek hiding the corner of her mouth, in a
way it hadn’t done before. She was watching the play of
the man she sat closest to. He held his cards tilted so that
she could see them. When Grant got near the table she
looked up. They all looked up—all the players at the table
looked up, with displeasure. Then they immediately looked
down at their cards, as if to ward off any intrusion.

But Fiona smiled her lopsided, abashed, sly, and charming
smile and pushed back her chair and came round to him,
putting her fingers to her mouth.

“Bridge,” she whispered. “Deadly serious. They’re quite
rabid about it.” She drew him toward the coffee table,
chatting. “I can remember being like that for a while at
college. My friends and I would cut class and sit in the
common room and smoke and play like cutthroats. Can I
get you anything? A cup of tea? I’'m afraid the coffee isn’t
up to much here.”

Grant never drank tea.

He could not throw his arms around her. Something about
her voice and smile, familiar as they were, something about
the way she seemed to be guarding the players from him—
as well as him from their displeasure—made that
impossible.
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“I brought you some flowers,” he said. “I thought they’d do
to brighten up your room. I went to your room but you
weren’t there.”

“Well, no,” she said. “I’'m here.” She glanced back at the
table.

Grant said, “You’ve made a new friend.” He nodded
toward the man she’d been sitting next to. At this moment
that man looked up at Fiona and she turned, either because
of what Grant had said or because she felt the look at her
back.

“It’s just Aubrey,” she said. “The funny thing is I knew him
years and years ago. He worked in the store. The hardware
store where my grandpa used to shop. He and I were
always kidding around and he couldn’t get up the nerve to
ask me out. Till the very last weekend and he took me to a
ballgame. But when it was over my grandpa showed up to
drive me home. I was up visiting for the summer. Visiting
my grandparents—they lived on a farm.”

“Fiona. I know where your grandparents lived. It’s where
we live. Lived.”

“Really?” she said, not paying her full attention because the
cardplayer was sending her his look, which was one not of
supplication but of command. He was a man of about
Grant’s age, or a little older. Thick coarse white hair fell
over his forehead and his skin was leathery but pale,
yellowish-white like an old wrinkled-up kid glove. His long
face was dignified and melancholy and he had something
of the beauty of a powerful, discouraged, elderly horse. But
where Fiona was concerned he was not discouraged.

“I better go back,” Fiona said, a blush spotting her newly
fattened face. “He thinks he can’t play without me sitting
there. It’s silly, I hardly know the game anymore. If I leave
you now, you can entertain yourself? It must all seem
strange to you but you’ll be surprised how soon you get
used to it. You’ll get to know who everybody is. Except
that some of them are pretty well off in the clouds, you
know—you can’t expect them all to get to know who you
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She slipped back into her chair and said something into
Aubrey’s ear. She tapped her fingers across the back of his
hand.

Grant went in search of Kristy and met her in the hall. She
was pushing a cart with pitchers of apple juice and grape
juice.

“Well?” she said.

Grant said, “Does she even know who I am?”” He could not
decide. She could have been playing a joke. It would not be
unlike her. She had given herself away by that little
pretense at the end, talking to him as if she thought perhaps
he was a new resident. If it was a pretense.

Kristy said, “You just caught her at sort of a bad moment.
Involved in the game.”

“She’s not even playing,” he said.

“Well, but her friend’s playing. Aubrey.”

“So who is Aubrey?”

“That’s who he is. Aubrey. Her friend. Would you like a
juice?”

Grant shook his head.

“Oh look,” said Kristy. “They get these attachments. That
takes over for a while. Best buddy sort of thing. It’s kind of
a phase.”

“You mean she really might not know who I am?”

“She might not. Not today. Then tomorrow—you never
know, do you? You’ll see the way it is, once you’ve been
coming here for a while. You’ll learn not to take it all so
serious. Learn to take it day by day.”

Day by day. But things really didn’t change back and forth
and he didn’t get used to the way they were. Fiona was the
one who seemed to get used to him, but only as some
persistent visitor who took a special interest in her. Or
perhaps even as a nuisance who must be prevented,
according to her old rules of courtesy, from realizing that
he was one. She treated him with a distracted, social sort of
kindness that was successful in keeping him from asking
the most obvious, the most necessary question: did she
remember him as her husband of nearly fifty years? He got
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the impression that she would be embarrassed by such a
question—embarrassed not for herself but for him.

Kristy told him that Aubrey had been the local
representative of a company that sold weed killer “and all
that kind of stuff” to farmers. And then when he was not
very old or even retired, she said, he had suffered some
unusual kind of damage.

“His wife is the one takes care of him, usually at home. She
just put him in here on temporary care so she could get a
break. Her sister wanted her to go to Florida. See, she’s had
a hard time, you wouldn’t ever have expected a man like
him—they just went on a holiday somewhere and he got
something, like some bug that gave him a terrible high
fever? And it put him in a coma and left him like he is
now.”

Most afternoons the pair could be found at the card table.
Aubrey had large, thick-fingered hands. It was difficult for
him to manage his cards. Fiona shuffled and dealt for him
and sometimes moved quickly to straighten a card that
seemed to be slipping from his grasp. Grant would watch
from across the room her darting move and quick laughing
apology. He could see Aubrey’s husbandly frown as a wisp
of her hair touched his cheek. Aubrey preferred to ignore
her, as long as she stayed close.

But let her smile her greeting at Grant, let her push back
her chair and get up to offer him tea—showing that she had
accepted his right to be there—and Aubrey’s face took on
its look of sombre consternation. He would let the cards
slide from his fingers and fall on the floor to spoil the
game. And Fiona then had to get busy and put things right.
If Fiona and Aubrey weren’t at the bridge table they might
be walking along the halls, Aubrey hanging on to the
railing with one hand and clutching Fiona’s arm or
shoulder with the other. The nurses thought that it was a
marvel, the way she had got him out of his wheelchair.
Though for longer trips—to the conservatory at one end of
the building or the television room at the other—the
wheelchair was called for.
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In the conservatory, the pair would find themselves a seat
among the most lush and thick and tropical-looking
plants—a bower, if you liked. Grant stood nearby, on
occasion, on the other side of the greenery, listening.
Mixed in with the rustle of the leaves and the sound of
plashing water was Fiona’s soft talk and her laughter. Then
some sort of chortle. Aubrey could talk, though his voice
probably didn’t sound as it used to. He seemed to say
something now—a couple of thick syllables.

Take care. He’s here. My love.

Grant made an effort, and cut his visits down to
Wednesdays and Saturdays. Saturdays had a holiday bustle
and tension. Families arrived in clusters. Mothers were
usually in charge; they were the ones who kept the
conversation afloat. Men seemed cowed, teen-agers
affronted. No children or grandchildren appeared to visit
Aubrey, and since they could not play cards—the tables
being taken over for ice-cream parties—he and Fiona
stayed clear of the Saturday parade. The conservatory was
far too popular then for any of their intimate conversations.
Those might be going on, of course, behind Fiona’s closed
door. Grant could not manage to knock when he found it
closed, though he stood there for some time staring at the
Disney-style nameplate with an intense, a truly malignant
dislike.

Or they might be in Aubrey’s room. But he did not know
where that was. The more he explored this place the more
corridors and seating spaces and ramps he discovered, and
in his wanderings he was still apt to get lost. One Saturday
he looked out a window and saw Fiona—it had to be her—
wheeling Aubrey along one of the paved paths now cleared
of snow and ice. She was wearing a silly wool hat and a
jacket with swirls of blue and purple, the sort of thing he
had seen on local women at the supermarket. It must be
that they didn’t bother to sort out the wardrobes of the
women who were roughly the same size and counted on the
women not to recognize their own clothes anyway. They
had cut her hair, too. They had cut away her angelic halo.
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On a Wednesday, when everything was more normal and
card games were going on again and the women in the
Crafts Room were making silk flowers or costumed dolls—
and when Aubrey and Fiona were again in evidence, so that
it was possible for Grant to have one of his brief and
friendly and maddening conversations with his wife—he
said to her, “Why did they chop off your hair?”

Fiona put her hands up to her head, to check.

“Why—I never missed it,” she said.

When Grant had first started teaching Anglo-Saxon and
Nordic literature he got the regular sort of students in his
classes. But after a few years he noticed a change. Married
women had started going back to school. Not with the idea
of qualifying for a better job, or for any job, but simply to
give themselves something more interesting to think about
than their usual housework and hobbies. To enrich their
lives. And perhaps it followed naturally that the men who
taught them these things became part of the enrichment,
that these men seemed to these women more mysterious
and desirable than the men they still cooked for and slept
with.

Those who signed up for Grant’s courses might have a
Scandinavian background or they might have learned
something about Norse mythology from Wagner or
historical novels. There were also a few who thought he
was teaching a Celtic language and for whom everything
Celtic had a mystic allure. He spoke to such aspirants fairly
roughly from his side of the desk.

“If you want to learn a pretty language go and learn
Spanish. Then you can use it if you go to Mexico.”

Some took his warning and drifted away. Others seemed to
be moved in a personal way by his demanding tone. They
worked with a will and brought into his office, into his
regulated satisfactory life, the great surprising bloom of
their mature female compliance, their tremulous hope of
approval.

He chose a woman named Jacqui Adams. She was the
opposite of Fiona—short, cushiony, dark-eyed, effusive. A
stranger to irony. The affair lasted for a year, until her
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husband was transferred. When they were saying goodbye
in her car, she began to shake uncontrollably. It was as if
she had hypothermia. She wrote to him a few times, but he
found the tone of her letters overwrought and could not
decide how to answer. He let the time for answering slip
away while he became magically and unexpectedly
involved with a girl who was young enough to be Jacqui’s
daughter.

For another and more dizzying development had taken
place while he was busy with Jacqui. Young girls with long
hair and sandalled feet were coming into his office and all
but declaring themselves ready for sex. The cautious
approaches, the tender intimations of feeling required with
Jacqui were out the window. A whirlwind hit him, as it did
many others. Scandals burst wide open, with high and
painful drama all round but a feeling that somehow it was
better so. There were reprisals; there were firings. But those
fired went off to teach at smaller, more tolerant colleges or
Open Learning Centers, and many wives left behind got
over the shock and took up the costumes, the sexual
nonchalance of the girls who had tempted their men.
Academic parties, which used to be so predictable, became
a minefield. An epidemic had broken out, it was spreading
like the Spanish flu. Only this time people ran after
contagion, and few between sixteen and sixty seemed
willing to be left out.

That was exaggeration, of course. Fiona was quite willing.
And Grant himself did not go overboard. What he felt was
mainly a gigantic increase in well-being. A tendency to
pudginess which he had had since he was twelve years old
disappeared. He ran up steps two at a time. He appreciated
as never before a pageant of torn clouds and winter sunsets
seen from his office window, the charm of antique lamps
glowing between his neighbors’ living-room curtains, the
cries of children in the park, at dusk, unwilling to leave the
hill where they’d been tobogganing. Come summer, he
learned the names of flowers. In his classroom, after being
coached by his nearly voiceless mother-in-law (her
affliction was cancer in the throat), he risked reciting the

AA



A4

majestic and gory Icelandic ode, the Hofudlausn, composed
to honor King Erik Blood-axe by the skald whom that king
had condemned to death.

Fiona had never learned Icelandic and she had never shown
much respect for the stories that it preserved—the stories
that Grant had taught and written about. She referred to
their heroes as “old Njal” or “old Snorri.” But in the last
few years she had developed an interest in the country itself
and looked at travel guides. She read about William
Morris’s trip, and Auden’s. She didn’t really plan to travel
there. She said there ought to be one place you thought
about and knew about and maybe longed for but never did
get to see.

Nonetheless, the next time he went to Meadowlake, Grant
brought Fiona a book he’d found of nineteenth-century
watercolors made by a lady traveller to Iceland. It was a
Wednesday. He went looking for her at the card tables but
didn’t see her. A woman called out to him, “She’s not here.
She’s sick.”

Her voice sounded self-important and excited—pleased
with herself for having recognized him when he knew
nothing about her. Perhaps also pleased with all she knew
about Fiona, about Fiona’s life here, thinking it was maybe
more than he knew.

“He’s not here, either,” she added.

Grant went to find Kristy, who didn’t have much time for
him. She was talking to a weepy woman who looked like a
first-time visitor.

“Nothing really,” she said, when he asked what was the
matter with Fiona. “She’s just having a day in bed today,
just a bit of an upset.”

Fiona was sitting straight up in the bed. He hadn’t noticed,
the few times that he had been in this room, that this was a
hospital bed and could be cranked up in such a way. She
was wearing one of her high-necked maidenly gowns, and
her face had a pallor that was like flour paste.

Aubrey was beside her in his wheelchair, pushed as close to
the bed as he could get. Instead of the nondescript open-
necked shirts he usually wore, he was wearing a jacket and
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tie. His natty-looking tweed hat was resting on the bed. He
looked as if he had been out on important business.
Whatever he’d been doing, he looked worn out by it. He,
too, was gray in the face.

They both looked up at Grant with a stony grief-ridden
apprehension that turned to relief, if not to welcome, when
they saw who he was. Not who they thought he’d be. They
were hanging on to each other’s hands and they did not let
go.

The hat on the bed. The jacket and tie.

It wasn’t that Aubrey had been out. It wasn’t a question of
where he’d been or whom he’d been to see. It was where he
was going.

Grant set the book down on the bed beside Fiona’s free
hand.

“It’s about Iceland,” he said. “I thought maybe you’d like
to look at it.”

“Why, thank you,” said Fiona. She didn’t look at the book.
“Iceland,” he said.

She said, “Ice-land.” The first syllable managed to hold a
tinkle of interest, but the second fell flat. Anyway, it was
necessary for her to turn her attention back to Aubrey, who
was pulling his great thick hand out of hers.

“What is it?”’ she said. “What is it, dear heart?”

Grant had never heard her use this flowery expression
before.

“Oh all right,” she said. “Oh here.” And she pulled a
handful of tissues from the box beside her bed. Aubrey had
begun to weep.

“Here. Here,” she said, and he got hold of the Kleenex as
well as he could and made a few awkward but lucky swipes
at his face. While he was occupied, Fiona turned to Grant.
“Do you by any chance have any influence around here?”
she said in a whisper. “I’ve seen you talking to them...”
Aubrey made a noise of protest or weariness or disgust.
Then his upper body pitched forward as if he wanted to
throw himself against her. She scrambled half out of bed
and caught him and held on to him. It seemed improper for
Grant to help her.
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“Hush,” Fiona was saying. “Oh, honey. Hush. We’ll get to
see each other. We’ll have to. I'll go and see you. You’ll
come and see me.”

Aubrey made the same sound again with his face in her
chest and there was nothing Grant could decently do but
get out of the room.

“I just wish his wife would hurry up and get here,” Kristy
said when he ran into her. “I wish she’d get him out of here
and cut the agony short. We’ve got to start serving supper
before long and how are we supposed to get her to swallow
anything with him still hanging around?”

Grant said, “Should I stay?”

“What for? She’s not sick, you know.”

“To keep her company,” he said.

Kristy shook her head.

“They have to get over these things on their own. They’ve
got short memories, usually. That’s not always so bad.”
Grant left without going back to Fiona’s room. He noticed
that the wind was actually warm and the crows were
making an uproar. In the parking lot a woman wearing a
tartan pants suit was getting a folded-up wheelchair out of
the trunk of her car.

Fiona did not get over her sorrow. She didn’t eat at
mealtimes, though she pretended to, hiding food in her
napkin. She was being given a supplementary drink twice a
day—someone stayed and watched while she swallowed it
down. She got out of bed and dressed herself, but all she
wanted to do then was sit in her room. She wouldn’t have
had any exercise at all if Kristy, or Grant during visiting
hours, hadn’t walked her up and down in the corridors or
taken her outside. Weeping had left her eyes raw-edged and
dim. Her cardigan—if it was hers—would be buttoned
crookedly. She had not got to the stage of leaving her hair
unbrushed or her nails uncleaned, but that might come
soon. Kristy said that her muscles were deteriorating, and
that if she didn’t improve they would put her on a walker.
“But, you know, once they get a walker they start to depend
on it and they never walk much anymore, just get wherever
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it is they have to go,” she said to Grant. “You’ll have to
work at her harder. Try to encourage her.”

But Grant had no luck at that. Fiona seemed to have taken a
dislike to him, though she tried to cover it up. Perhaps she
was reminded, every time she saw him, of her last minutes
with Aubrey, when she had asked him for help and he
hadn’t helped her.

He didn’t see much point in mentioning their marriage
now.

The supervisor called him in to her office. She said that
Fiona’s weight was going down even with the supplement.
“The thing is, I'm sure you know, we don’t do any
prolonged bed care on the first floor. We do it temporarily
if someone isn’t feeling well, but if they get too weak to
move around and be responsible we have to consider
upstairs.”

He said he didn’t think that Fiona had been in bed that
often.

“No. But if she can’t keep up her strength she will be.
Right now she’s borderline.”

Grant said that he had thought the second floor was for
people whose minds were disturbed.

“That, too,” she said.

The street Grant found himself driving down was called
Blackhawks Lane. The houses all looked to have been built
around the same time, perhaps thirty or forty years ago.
The street was wide and curving and there were no
sidewalks. Friends of Grant and Fiona’s had moved to
places something like this when they began to have their
children, and young families still lived here. There were
basketball hoops over garage doors and tricycles in the
driveways. Some of the houses had gone downhill. The
yards were marked by tire tracks, the windows plastered
with tinfoil or hung with faded flags. But a few seemed to
have been kept up as well as possible by the people who
had moved into them when they were new—people who
hadn’t had the money or perhaps hadn’t felt the need to
move on to some place better.
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The house that was listed in the phone book as belonging to
Aubrey and his wife was one of these. The front walk was
paved with flagstones and bordered by hyacinths that stood
as stiff as china flowers, alternately pink and blue.

He hadn’t remembered anything about Aubrey’s wife
except the tartan suit he had seen her wearing in the
parking lot. The tails of the jacket had flared open as she
bent into the trunk of the car. He had got the impression of
a trim waist and wide buttocks.

She was not wearing the tartan suit today. Brown belted
slacks and a pink sweater. He was right about the waist—
the tight belt showed she made a point of it. It might have
been better if she didn’t, since she bulged out considerably
above and below.

She could be ten or twelve years younger than her husband.
Her hair was short, curly, artificially reddened. She had
blue eyes—a lighter blue than Fiona’s—a flat robin’s-egg
or turquoise blue, slanted by a slight puffiness. And a good
many wrinkles, made more noticeable by a walnut-stain
makeup. Or perhaps that was her Florida tan.

He said that he didn’t quite know how to introduce himself.

“T used to see your husband at Meadowlake. I'm a regular
visitor there myself.”

“Yes,” said Aubrey’s wife, with an aggressive movement
of her chin.

“How is your husband doing?”

The “doing” was added on at the last moment.

“He’s O.K.,” she said.

“My wife and he struck up quite a close friendship.”

“I heard about that.”

“I wanted to talk to you about something if you had a
minute.”

“My husband did not try to start anything with your wife if
that’s what you’re getting at,” she said. “He did not molest
her. He isn’t capable of it and he wouldn’t anyway. From
what I heard it was the other way round.”

Grant said, “No. That isn’t it at all. I didn’t come here with
any complaints about anything.”
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“Oh,” she said. “Well, I'm sorry. I thought you did. You
better come in then. It’s blowing cold in through the door.
It’s not as warm out today as it looks.”

So it was something of a victory for him even to get inside.
She took him past the living room, saying, “We’ll have to
sit in the kitchen, where I can hear Aubrey.”

Grant caught sight of two layers of front-window curtains,
both blue, one sheer and one silky, a matching blue sofa
and a daunting pale carpet, various bright mirrors and
ornaments. Fiona had a word for those sort of swooping
curtains—she said it like a joke, though the women she’d
picked it up from used it seriously. Any room that Fiona
fixed up was bare and bright. She would have deplored the
crowding of all this fancy stuff into such a small space.
From a room off the kitchen—a sort of sunroom, though
the blinds were drawn against the afternoon brightness—he
could hear the sounds of television.

The answer to Fiona’s prayers sat a few feet away,
watching what sounded like a ballgame. His wife looked in
at him.

She said, “You O.K.?” and partly closed the door.

“You might as well have a cup of coffee,” she said to
Grant. “My son got him on the sports channel a year ago
Christmas. I don’t know what we’d do without it.”

On the kitchen counters there were all sorts of contrivances
and appliances—coffeemaker, food processor, knife
sharpener, and some things Grant didn’t know the names or
uses of. All looked new and expensive, as if they had just
been taken out of their wrappings, or were polished daily.
He thought it might be a good idea to admire things. He
admired the coffeemaker she was using and said that he
and Fiona had always meant to get one. This was
absolutely untrue—Fiona had been devoted to a European
contraption that made only two cups at a time.

“They gave us that,” she said. “Our son and his wife. They
live in Kamloops. B.C. They send us more stuff than we
can handle. It wouldn’t hurt if they would spend the money
to come and see us instead.”
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Grant said philosophically, “I suppose they’re busy with
their own lives.”

“They weren’t too busy to go to Hawaii last winter. You
could understand it if we had somebody else in the family,
closer at hand. But he’s the only one.”

She poured the coffee into two brown-and-green ceramic
mugs that she took from the amputated branches of a
ceramic tree trunk that sat on the table.

“People do get lonely,” Grant said. He thought he saw his
chance now. “If they’re deprived of seeing somebody they
care about, they do feel sad. Fiona, for instance. My wife.”
“I thought you said you went and visited her.”

“I do,” he said. “That’s not it.”

Then he took the plunge, going on to make the request he’d
come to make. Could she consider taking Aubrey back to
Meadowlake, maybe just one day a week, for a visit? It was
only a drive of a few miles. Or if she’d like to take the time
off—Grant hadn’t thought of this before and was rather
dismayed to hear himself suggest it—then he himself could
take Aubrey out there, he wouldn’t mind at all. He was sure
he could manage it. While he talked she moved her closed
lips and her hidden tongue as if she were trying to identify
some dubious flavor. She brought milk for his coffee and a
plate of ginger cookies.

“Homemade,” she said as she set the plate down. There
was challenge rather than hospitality in her tone. She said
nothing more until she had sat down, poured milk into her
coffee, and stirred it.

Then she said no.

“No. I can’t do that. And the reason is, I'm not going to
upset him.”

“Would it upset him?” Grant said earnestly.

“Yes, it would. It would. That’s no way to do. Bringing
him home and taking him back. That would just confuse
him.”

“But wouldn’t he understand that it was just a visit?
Wouldn’t he get into the pattern of it?”

“He understands everything all right.” She said this as if he
had offered an insult to Aubrey. “But it’s still an
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interruption. And then I’ve got to get him all ready and get
him into the car, and he’s a big man, he’s not so easy to
manage as you might think. I’ve got to maneuver him into
the car and pack his chair and all that and what for? If I go
to all that trouble I’d prefer to take him someplace that was
more fun.”

“But even if I agreed to do it?” Grant said, keeping his tone
hopeful and reasonable. “It’s true, you shouldn’t have the
trouble.”

“You couldn’t,” she said flatly. “You don’t know him. You
couldn’t handle him. He wouldn’t stand for you doing for
him. All that bother and what would he get out of it?”

Grant didn’t think he should mention Fiona again.

“It’d make more sense to take him to the mall,” she said.
“Or now the lake boats are starting to run again, he might
get a charge out of going and watching that.”

She got up and fetched her cigarettes and lighter from the
window above the sink.

“You smoke?” she said.

He said no, thanks, though he didn’t know if a cigarette
was being offered.

“Did you never? Or did you quit?”

“Quit,” he said.

“How long ago was that?”

He thought about it.

“Thirty years. No—more.”

He had decided to quit around the time he started up with
Jacqui. But he couldn’t remember whether he quit first, and
thought a big reward was coming to him for quitting, or
thought that the time had come to quit, now that he had
such a powerful diversion.

“I’ve quit quitting,” she said, lighting up. “Just made a
resolution to quit quitting, that’s all.”

Maybe that was the reason for the wrinkles. Somebody—a
woman—had told him that women who smoked developed
a special set of fine facial wrinkles. But it could have been
from the sun, or just the nature of her skin—her neck was
noticeably wrinkled as well. Wrinkled neck, youthfully full
and uptilted breasts. Women of her age usually had these
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contradictions. The bad and good points, the genetic luck or
lack of it, all mixed up together. Very few kept their beauty
whole, though shadowy, as Fiona had done. And perhaps
that wasn’t even true. Perhaps he only thought that because
he’d known Fiona when she was young. When Aubrey
looked at his wife did he see a high-school girl full of scorn
and sass, with a tilt to her blue eyes, pursing her fruity lips
around a forbidden cigarette?

“So your wife’s depressed?” Aubrey’s wife said. “What’s
your wife’s name? I forget.”

“It’s Fiona.”

“Fiona. And what’s yours? I don’t think I was ever told
that.”

Grant said, “It’s Grant.”

She stuck her hand out unexpectedly across the table.
“Hello, Grant. I’'m Marian.”

“So now we know each other’s names,” she said, “there’s
no point in not telling you straight out what I think. I don’t
know if he’s still so stuck on seeing your—on seeing Fiona.
Or not. I don’t ask him and he’s not telling me. Maybe just
a passing fancy. But I don’t feel like taking him back there
in case it turns out to be more than that. I can’t afford to
risk it. I don’t want him upset and carrying on. I’ve got my
hands full with him as it is. I don’t have any help. It’s just
me here. I'm it.”

“Did you ever consider—I’m sure it’s very hard for you—"
Grant said. “Did you ever consider his going in there for
good?”

He had lowered his voice almost to a whisper but she did
not seem to feel a need to lower hers.

“No,” she said. “I’'m keeping him right here.”

Grant said, “Well. That’s very good and noble of you.” He
hoped the word “noble” had not sounded sarcastic. He had
not meant it to be.

“You think so?” she said. “Noble is not what I'm thinking
about.”

“Still. It’s not easy.”

“No, it isn’t. But the way I am, I don’t have much choice. I
don’t have the money to put him in there unless I sell the
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house. The house is what we own outright. Otherwise I
don’t have anything in the way of resources. Next year I'll
have his pension and my pension, but even so I couldn’t
afford to keep him there and hang on to the house. And it
means a lot to me, my house does.”

“It’s very nice,” said Grant.

“Well, it’s all right. I put a lot into it. Fixing it up and
keeping it up. I don’t want to lose it.”

“No. I see your point.”

“The company left us high and dry,” she said. “I don’t
know all the ins and outs of it but basically he got shoved
out. It ended up with them saying he owed them money and
when I tried to find out what was what he just went on
saying it’s none of my business. What I think is he did
something pretty stupid. But I'm not supposed to ask so I
shut up. You’ve been married. You are married. You know
how it is. And in the middle of me finding out about this
we’re supposed to go on this trip and can’t get out of it.
And on the trip he takes sick from this virus you never
heard of and goes into a coma. So that pretty well gets him
off the hook.”

Grant said, “Bad luck.”

“I don’t mean he got sick on purpose. It just happened.
He’s not mad at me anymore and I’m not mad at him. It’s
just life. You can’t beat life.”

She flicked her tongue in a cat’s businesslike way across
her top lip, getting the cookie crumbs. “I sound like I'm
quite the philosopher, don’t I? They told me out there you
used to be a university professor.”

“Quite a while ago,” Grant said.

“I bet I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “You’re
thinking there’s a mercenary type of a person.”

“I’m not making judgments of that sort. It’s your life.”
“You bet it is.”

He thought they should end on a more neutral note. So he
asked her if her husband had worked in a hardware store in
the summers, when he was going to school.

“I never heard about it,” she said. “I wasn’t raised here.”
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Grant realized he’d failed with Aubrey’s wife. Marian. He
had thought that what he’d have to contend with would be a
woman’s natural sexual jealousy—or her resentment, the
stubborn remains of sexual jealousy. He had not had any
idea of the way she might be looking at things. And yet in
some depressing way the conversation had not been
unfamiliar to him. That was because it reminded him of
conversations he’d had with people in his own family. His
relatives, probably even his mother, had thought the way
Marian thought. Money first. They had believed that when
other people did not think that way it was because they had
lost touch with reality. That was how Marian would see
him, certainly. A silly person, full of boring knowledge and
protected by some fluke from the truth about life. A person
who didn’t have to worry about holding on to his house and
could go around dreaming up the fine generous schemes
that he believed would make another person happy. What a
jerk, she would be thinking now.

Being up against a person like that made him feel hopeless,
exasperated, finally almost desolate. Why? Because he
couldn’t be sure of holding on to himself, against people
like that? Because he was afraid that in the end they were
right? Yet he might have married her. Or some girl like
that. If he’d stayed back where he belonged. She’d have
been appetizing enough. Probably a flirt. The fussy way she
had of shifting her buttocks on the kitchen chair, her pursed
mouth, a slightly contrived air of menace—that was what
was left of the more or less innocent vulgarity of a small-
town flirt.

She must have had some hopes when she picked Aubrey.
His good looks, his salesman’s job, his white-collar
expectations. She must have believed that she would end
up better off than she was now. And so it often happened
with those practical people. In spite of their calculations,
their survival instincts, they might not get as far as they had
quite reasonably expected. No doubt it seemed unfair.

In the kitchen the first thing he saw was the light blinking
on his answering machine. He thought the same thing he
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always thought now. Fiona. He pressed the button before
he took his coat off.

“Hello, Grant. I hope I got the right person. I just thought
of something. There is a dance here in town at the Legion
supposed to be for singles on Saturday night and I am on
the lunch committee, which means I can bring a free guest.
So I wondered whether you would happen to be interested
in that? Call me back when you get a chance.”

A woman’s voice gave a local number. Then there was a
beep and the same voice started talking again.

“I just realized I'd forgotten to say who it was. Well, you
probably recognized the voice. It’s Marian. I’'m still not so
used to these machines. And I wanted to say I realize
you’re not a single and I don’t mean it that way. I’'m not
either, but it doesn’t hurt to get out once in a while. If you
are interested you can call me and if you are not you don’t
need to bother. I just thought you might like the chance to
get out. It’s Marian speaking. I guess I already said that.
O.K. then. Goodbye.”

Her voice on the machine was different from the voice he’d
heard a short time ago in her house. Just a little different in
the first message, more so in the second. A tremor of
nerves there, an affected nonchalance, a hurry to get
through and a reluctance to let go.

Something had happened to her. But when had it
happened? If it had been immediate, she had concealed it
very successfully all the time he was with her. More likely
it came on her gradually, maybe after he’d gone away. Not
necessarily as a blow of attraction. Just the realization that
he was a possibility, a man on his own. More or less on his
own. A possibility that she might as well try to follow up.
But she’d had the jitters when she made the first move. She
had put herself at risk. How much of herself he could not
yet tell. Generally a woman’s vulnerability increased as
time went on, as things progressed. All you could tell at the
start was that if there was an edge of it then, there’d be
more later. It gave him a satisfaction—why deny it?—to
have brought that out in her. To have roused something like



a shimmer, a blurring, on the surface of her personality. To
have heard in her testy broad vowels this faint plea.

He set out the eggs and mushrooms to make himself an
omelette. Then he thought he might as well pour a drink.
Anything was possible. Was that true—was anything
possible? For instance, if he wanted to, would he be able to
break her down, get her to the point where she might listen
to him about taking Aubrey back to Fiona? And not just for
visits but for the rest of Aubrey’s life. And what would
become of him and Marian after he’d delivered Aubrey to
Fiona?

Marian would be sitting in her house now, waiting for him
to call. Or probably not sitting. Doing things to keep herself
busy. She might have fed Aubrey while Grant was buying
the mushrooms and driving home. She might now be
preparing him for bed. But all the time she would be
conscious of the phone, of the silence of the phone. Maybe
she would have calculated how long it would take Grant to
drive home. His address in the phone book would have
given her a rough idea of where he lived. She would
calculate how long, then add to that the time it might take
him to shop for supper (figuring that a man alone would
shop every day). Then a certain amount of time for him to
get around to listening to his messages. And as the silence
persisted she’d think of other things. Other errands he
might have had to do before he got home. Or perhaps a
dinner out, a meeting that meant he would not get home at
suppertime at all.

What conceit on his part. She was above all things a
sensible woman. She would go to bed at her regular time
thinking that he didn’t look as if he’d be a decent dancer
anyway. Too stiff, too professorial.

He stayed near the phone, looking at magazines, but he
didn’t pick it up when it rang again.

“Grant. This is Marian. I was down in the basement putting
the wash in the dryer and I heard the phone and when I got
upstairs whoever it was had hung up. So I just thought I
ought to say I was here. If it was you and if you are even
home. Because I don’t have a machine, obviously, so you



couldn’t leave a message. So I just wanted. To let you
know.” The time was now twenty-five after ten.

“Bye.”

He would say that he’d just got home. There was no point
in bringing to her mind the picture of his sitting here
weighing the pros and cons.

Drapes. That would be her word for the blue curtains—
drapes. And why not? He thought of the ginger cookies so
perfectly round that she had to announce they were
homemade, the ceramic coffee mugs on their ceramic tree,
a plastic runner, he was sure, protecting the hall carpet. A
high-gloss exactness and practicality that his mother had
never achieved but would have admired—was that why he
could feel this twinge of bizarre and unreliable affection?
Or was it because he’d had two more drinks after the first?
The walnut-stain tan—he believed now that it was a tan—
of her face and neck would most likely continue into her
cleavage, which would be deep, crépey-skinned, odorous
and hot. He had that to think of as he dialled the number
that he had already written down. That and the practical
sensuality of her cat’s tongue. Her gemstone eyes.

Fiona was in her room but not in bed. She was sitting by
the open window, wearing a seasonable but oddly short and
bright dress. Through the window came a heady warm blast
of lilacs in bloom and the spring manure spread over the
fields.

She had a book open in her lap.

She said, “Look at this beautiful book I found. It’s about
Iceland. You wouldn’t think they’d leave valuable books
lying around in the rooms. But I think they’ve got the
clothes mixed up—I never wear yellow.”

“Fiona,” he said.

“Are we all checked out now?” she said. He thought the
brightness of her voice was wavering a little. “You’ve been
gone a long time.”

“Fiona, I’ve brought a surprise for you. Do you remember
Aubrey?”



She stared at Grant for a moment, as if waves of wind had
come beating into her face. Into her face, into her head,
pulling everything to rags. All rags and loose threads.
“Names elude me,” she said harshly.

Then the look passed away as she retrieved, with an effort,
some bantering grace. She set the book down carefully and
stood up and lifted her arms to put them around him. Her
skin or her breath gave off a faint new smell, a smell that
seemed to Grant like green stems in rank water.

“I'm happy to see you,” she said, both sweetly and
formally. She pinched his earlobes, hard.

“You could have just driven away,” she said. “Just driven
away without a care in the world and forsook me.
Forsooken me. Forsaken.”

He kept his face against her white hair, her pink scalp, her
sweetly shaped skull.

He said, “Not a chance.” ¢
www.newyorker.com/archive/1999/12/27/1999 12 27 110 TNY LIBR
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Dimension
By Alice Munro, June 5, 2006

Doree had to take three buses—one to Kincardine, where
she waited for one to London, where she waited again, for
the city bus out to the facility. She started the trip on a
Sunday at nine in the morning. Because of the waiting
times between buses, it took her until about two in the
afternoon to travel the hundred-odd miles. All that sitting,
either on buses or in the depots, was not a thing she should
have minded. Her daily work was not of the sitting-down
kind.

She was a chambermaid at the Comfort Inn. She scrubbed
bathrooms and stripped and made beds and vacuumed rugs
and wiped mirrors. She liked the work—it occupied her
thoughts to a certain extent and tired her out so that she
could sleep at night. She was seldom faced with a really
bad mess, though some of the women she worked with
could tell stories to make your hair curl. These women
were older than her, and they all thought that she should try
to work her way up. They told her that she should get
trained for a job behind the desk, while she was still young
and decent-looking. But she was content to do what she
did. She didn’t want to have to talk to people.

None of the people she worked with knew what had
happened. Or, if they did, they didn’t let on. Her picture
had been in the paper—they’d used the photo he took of
her with all three kids, the new baby, Dimitri, in her arms,
and Barbara Ann and Sasha on either side, looking on. Her
hair had been long and wavy and brown then, natural in
curl and color, as he liked it, and her face bashful and
soft—a reflection less of the way she was than of the way
he wanted to see her.

Since then, she had cut her hair short and bleached and
spiked it, and she had lost a lot of weight. And she went by
her second name now: Fleur. Also, the job they had found
for her was in a town a good distance away from where she
used to live.
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This was the third time she had made the trip. The first two
times he had refused to see her. If he did that again she
would just quit trying. Even if he did see her, she might not
come again for a while. She was not going to go overboard.
She didn’t really know what she was going to do.

On the first bus she was not too troubled. Just riding along
and looking at the scenery. She had grown up on the coast,
where there was such a thing as spring, but here winter
jumped almost directly into summer. A month ago there
had been snow, and now it was hot enough to go bare-
armed. Dazzling patches of water lay in the fields, and the
sunlight was pouring down through naked branches.

On the second bus she began to feel jittery, and she
couldn’t help trying to guess which of the women around
her might be going to the same place. They were women
alone, usually dressed with some care, maybe to make
themselves look as if they were going to church. The older
ones looked as if they were going to strict old-fashioned
churches where you had to wear a skirt and stockings and
some sort of hat, while the younger ones might have
belonged to a livelier congregation, which accepted pants
suits, bright scarves, earrings, and puffy hairdos. When you
took a second look, you saw that some of the pants-suit
women were quite as old as the others.

Doree didn’t fit into either category. In the whole year and
a half that she had been working she had not bought herself
a single new piece of clothing. She wore her uniform at
work and her jeans everywhere else. She had got out of the
way of wearing makeup because he hadn’t allowed it, and
now, though she could have, she didn’t. Her spikes of corn-
colored hair didn’t suit her bony bare face, but it didn’t
matter.

On the third bus she got a seat by the window, and tried to
keep herself calm by reading the signs—both the
advertising and the street signs. There was a certain trick
she had picked up, to keep her mind occupied. She took the
letters of whatever word her eyes lit on, and she tried to see
how many new words she could make out of them.
“Coffee,” for instance, would give you “fee,” and then
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“foe,” and “off” and “of,” and “shop” would provide “hop”
and “sop” and “so” and—wait a minute—"“posh.” Words
were more than plentiful on the way out of the city, as they
passed billboards, monster stores, car lots, even balloons
moored on roofs to advertise sales.

Doree had not told Mrs. Sands about her last two attempts,
and probably wouldn’t tell her about this one, either. Mrs.
Sands, whom she saw on Monday afternoons, spoke of
moving on, though she always said that it would take time,
that things could not be hurried. She told Doree that she
was doing fine, that she was gradually discovering her own
strength.

“I know those words have been done to death,” she said.
“But they’re still true.”

She blushed at what she heard herself say—death—but did
not make it worse by apologizing.

When Doree was sixteen—that was seven years ago—
she’d gone to visit her mother in the hospital every day
after school. Her mother was recovering from an operation
on her back, which was said to have been serious but not
dangerous. Lloyd was an orderly. He and Doree’s mother
had in common the fact that they were both old hippies—
though Lloyd was actually a few years the younger—and
whenever he had time he’d come in and chat with her about
the concerts and protest marches they’d both attended, the
outrageous people they’d known, drug trips that had
knocked them out, that sort of thing.

Lloyd was popular with the patients, because of his jokes
and his sure, strong touch. He was stocky and broad-
shouldered and authoritative enough to be sometimes taken
for a doctor. (Not that he was pleased by that—he held the
opinion that a lot of medicine was a fraud and a lot of
doctors were jerks.) He had sensitive reddish skin and light
hair and bold eyes.

He kissed Doree in the elevator and told her that she was a
flower in the desert. Then he laughed at himself, and said,
“How original can you get?”

“You’re a poet and don’t know it,” she said, to be kind.
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One night her mother died suddenly, of an embolism.
Doree’s mother had a lot of women friends who would
have taken Doree in—and she stayed with one of them for
a time—but the new friend Lloyd was the one Doree
preferred. By her next birthday she was pregnant, then
married. Lloyd had never been married before, though he
had at least two children whose whereabouts he was not
certain of. They would have been grown up by then,
anyway. His philosophy of life had changed as he got
older—he believed now in marriage, constancy, and no
birth control. And he found the Sechelt Peninsula, where he
and Doree lived, too full of people these days—old friends,
old ways of life, old lovers. Soon he and Doree moved
across the country to a town they picked from a name on
the map: Mildmay. They didn’t live in town; they rented a
place in the country. Lloyd got a job in an ice-cream
factory. They planted a garden. Lloyd knew a lot about
gardening, just as he did about house carpentry, managing a
woodstove, and keeping an old car running.

Sasha was born.

“Perfectly natural,” Mrs. Sands said.

Doree said, “Is it?”

Doree always sat on a straight-backed chair in front of the
desk, not on the sofa, which had a flowery pattern and
cushions. Mrs. Sands moved her own chair to the side of
the desk, so that they could talk without any kind of barrier
between them.

“I’ve sort’ve been expecting you would,” she said. “I think
it’s what I might have done, in your place.”

Mrs. Sands would not have said that in the beginning. A
year ago, even, she’d have been more cautious, knowing
how Doree would have revolted, then, at the idea that
anybody, any living soul, could be in her place. Now she
knew that Doree would just take it as a way, even a humble
way, of trying to understand.

Mrs. Sands was not like some of them. She was not brisk,
not thin, not pretty. Not too old, either. She was about the
age that Doree’s mother would have been, though she did
not look as if she’d ever been a hippie. Her graying hair
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was cut short and she had a mole riding on one cheekbone.
She wore flat shoes and loose pants and flowered tops.
Even when they were of a raspberry or turquoise color
these tops did not make her look as if she really cared what
she put on—it was more as if somebody had told her she
needed to smarten herself up and she had obediently gone
shopping for something she thought might do that. Her
large, kind, impersonal sobriety drained all assaulting
cheerfulness, all insult, out of those clothes.

“Well, the first two times I never saw him,” Doree said.
“He wouldn’t come out.”

“But this time he did? He did come out?”

“Yes, he did. But I wouldn’t hardly have known him.”
“He’d aged?”

“I guess so. I guess he’s lost some weight. And those
clothes. Uniforms. I never saw him in anything like that.”
“Wasn’t he once an orderly?”

“It wasn’t the same.”

“He looked to you like a different person?”

“No.” Doree caught at her upper lip, trying to think what
the difference was. He’d been so still. She had never seen
him so still. He hadn’t even seemed to know that he should
sit down opposite her. Her first words to him had been
“Aren’t you going to sit down?” And he had said, “Is it all
right?”

“He looked sort of vacant,” she said. “I wondered if they
had him on drugs?”

“Maybe something to keep him on an even keel. Mind you,
I don’t know. Did you have a conversation?”

Doree wondered if it could be called that. She had asked
him some stupid ordinary questions. How was he feeling?
(O.K)) Did he get enough to eat? (He thought so.) Was
there any place where he could walk if he wanted to?
(Under supervision, yes. He guessed you could call it a
place. He guessed you could call it walking.)

She’d said, “You have to get fresh air.”

He’d said, “That’s true.”
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She’d nearly asked him if he had made any friends. The
way you ask your kid about school. The way, if your kids
went to school, you would ask them.

“Yes. Yes,” Mrs. Sands said, nudging the ready box of
Kleenex forward. Doree didn’t need it; her eyes were dry.
The trouble was in the bottom of her stomach. The heaves
Mrs. Sands just waited, knowing enough to keep her hands
off.

And, as if he’d detected what she was on the verge of
saying, Lloyd had told her that there was a psychiatrist who
came and talked to him every so often.

“I tell him he’s wasting his time,” Lloyd said. “I know as
much as he does.”

That was the only time that he had sounded to Doree
anything like himself.

All through the visit her heart had kept thumping. She’d
thought she might faint or die. It cost her such an effort to
look at him, to get him into her vision as this thin and gray,
diffident yet cold, mechanically moving yet uncodrdinated
man.

She had not said any of this to Mrs. Sands. Mrs. Sands
might have asked—tactfully—whom she was afraid of.
Herself or him? But she wasn’t afraid.

When Sasha was one and a half, Barbara Ann was born,
and, when Barbara Ann was two, they had Dimitri. They
had named Sasha together, and then they made a pact that
he would name the boys and she would name the girls.
Dimitri was the first one to be colicky. Doree thought that
he was maybe not getting enough milk, or that her milk
was not rich enough. Or too rich? Not right, anyway. Lloyd
had a lady from the La Leche League come and talk to her.
Whatever you do, the lady said, you must not put him on a
supplementary bottle. That would be the thin edge of the
wedge, she said, and pretty soon you would have him
rejecting the breast altogether. She spoke as if that would
be a major tragedy.

Little did she know that Doree had been giving him a
supplement already. And it seemed to be true that he
preferred that—he fussed more and more at the breast. By
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three months he was entirely bottle-fed, and then there was
no way to keep it from Lloyd. She told him that her milk
had dried up, and she’d had to start supplementing. Lloyd
squeezed one breast after the other with frantic
determination and succeeded in getting a couple of drops of
miserable-looking milk out. He called her a liar. They
fought. He said that she was a whore like her mother.

All those hippies were whores, he said.

Soon they made up. But whenever Dimitri was fretful,
whenever he had a cold, or was afraid of the older
children’s pet rabbit, or still hung on to chairs at the age
when his brother and sister had been walking unsupported,
the failure to breast-feed was recalled.

The first time Doree had gone to Mrs. Sands’s office, one
of the other women there had given her a pamphlet. On the
front of it was a gold cross and words made up of gold and
purple letters: “When Your Loss Seems Unbearable . . .”
Inside, there was a softly colored picture of Jesus and some
finer print that Doree did not read.

In her chair in front of the desk, still clutching the
pamphlet, Doree began to shake. Mrs. Sands had to pry it
out of her hand.

“Did somebody give you this?” Mrs. Sands said.

Doree said, “Her,” and jerked her head at the closed door.
“You don’t want it?”

“When you’re down is when they’ll try and get at you,”
Doree said, and then realized that this was something her
mother had said, when some ladies with a similar message
came to visit her in the hospital. “They think you’ll fall on
your knees and then it’ll be all right.”

Mrs. Sands sighed.

“Well,” she said. “It’s certainly not that simple.”

“Not even possible,” Doree said.

“Maybe not.”

They never spoke of Lloyd, in those days. Doree never
thought of him if she could help it, and then only as if he
were some terrible accident of nature.

“Even if I believed in that stuff,” she said—meaning what
was in the pamphlet—*“it would only be so that . . .” She
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meant to say that such a belief would be convenient
because she could then think of Lloyd burning in Hell, or
something of that sort, but she was unable to go on,
because it was just too stupid to talk about. And because of
a familiar impediment, that was like a hammer hitting her
in the belly.

Lloyd thought that their children should be educated at
home. This was not for religious reasons—going against
dinosaurs and cavemen and monkeys and all that—but
because he wanted them to be close to their parents and to
be introduced to the world carefully and gradually, rather
than thrown into it all at once. “I just happen to think they
are my kids,” he said. “I mean they are our kids, not the
Department of Education’s kids.”

Doree wasn’t sure that she could handle this, but it turned
out that the Department of Education had guidelines, and
lesson plans that you could get from your local school.
Sasha was a bright boy who practically taught himself to
read, and the other two were still too little to learn much
yet. In the evenings and on weekends Lloyd taught Sasha
about geography and the solar system and the hibernation
of animals and how a car runs, covering each subject as the
questions came up. Pretty soon Sasha was ahead of the
school plans, but Doree picked them up anyway and put
him through the exercises right on time so that the law
would be satisfied.

There was another mother in the district doing
homeschooling. Her name was Maggie and she had a
minivan. Lloyd needed his car to get to work, and Doree
had not learned to drive, so she was glad when Maggie
offered her a ride to the school once a week to turn in the
finished exercises and pick up the new ones. Of course they
took all the children along. Maggie had two boys. The
older one had so many allergies that she had to keep a strict
eye on everything he ate—that was why she taught him at
home. And then it seemed that she might as well keep the
younger one there as well. He wanted to stay with his
brother and he had a problem with asthma, anyway
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How grateful Doree was then, comparing her healthy three.
Lloyd said that it was because she’d had her children when
she was still young, while Maggie had waited until she was
on the verge of menopause. He was exaggerating how old
Maggie was, but it was true that she had waited. She was
an optometrist. She and her husband had been partners, and
they hadn’t started their family until she could leave the
practice and they had a house in the country.

Maggie’s hair was pepper-and-salt, cropped close to her
head. She was tall, flat-chested, cheerful, and opinionated.
Lloyd called her the Lezzie. Only behind her back, of
course. He kidded with her on the phone but mouthed at
Doree, “It’s the Lezzie.” That didn’t really bother Doree—
he called lots of women Lezzies. But she was afraid that
the kidding would seem overly friendly to Maggie, an
intrusion, or at least a waste of time.

“You want to speak to the ole lady. Yeah, I got her right
here. She’s rubbing my work pants up and down the scrub
board. See, I only got the one pair of pants. Anyway, I
believe in keeping her busy.”

Doree and Maggie got into the habit of shopping for
groceries together, after they’d picked up the papers at the
school. Then sometimes they got take-out coffees at Tim
Horton’s and took the children to Riverside Park. They sat
on a bench while Sasha and Maggie’s boys raced around or
hung from the climbing contraptions, and Barbara Ann
pumped on the swing and Dimitri played in the sandbox.
Or they sat in the mini, if it was cold

. They talked mostly about the children, and things they
cooked, but somehow Doree found out about how Maggie
had trekked around Europe before training as an
optometrist and Maggie found out how young Doree had
been when she got married. Also about how easily she had
become pregnant at first, and how she didn’t so easily
anymore, and how that made Lloyd suspicious, so that he
went through her dresser drawers looking for birth-control
pills—thinking she must be taking them on the sly.

“And are you?” Maggie asked.

Doree was shocked. She said she wouldn’t dare.
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“I mean, I’d think that was awful to do, without telling him.
It’s just kind of a joke when he goes looking for them.”
“Oh,” Maggie said.

And one time Maggie said, “Is everything all right with
you? I mean in your marriage? You’re happy?”

Doree said yes, without hesitation. After that she was more
careful about what she said. She saw that there were things
that she was used to that another person might not
understand. Lloyd had a certain way of looking at things;
that was just how he was. Even when she’d first met him,
in the hospital, he’d been like that. The head nurse was a
starchy sort of person, so he’d called her Mrs. Bitch-out-of-
hell, instead of her name, which was Mrs. Mitchell

. He said it so fast that you could barely catch on. He’d
thought that she picked favorites, and he wasn’t one of
them. Now there was somebody he detested at the ice-
cream factory, somebody he called Suck-stick Louie. Doree
didn’t know the man’s real name. But at least that proved
that it wasn’t only women who provoked him.

Doree was pretty sure that these people weren’t as bad as
Lloyd thought, but it was no use contradicting him. Perhaps
men just had to have enemies, the way they had to have
their jokes. And sometimes Lloyd did make the enemies
into jokes, just as if he were laughing at himself. She was
even allowed to laugh with him, as long as she wasn’t the
one who started the laughing.

She hoped that he wouldn’t get that way about Maggie. At
times she was afraid she saw something of the sort coming.
If he prevented her from riding to the school and the
grocery store with Maggie it would be a big inconvenience.
But worse would be the shame. She would have to make up
some stupid lie, to explain things. But Maggie would
know—at least she would know that Doree was lying, and
she would interpret that, probably, as meaning that Doree
was in a worse situation than she really was. Maggie had
her own sharp no-nonsense way of looking at things

Then Doree asked herself why she should care, anyway,
what Maggie might think. Maggie was an outsider, not
even somebody Doree felt particularly comfortable with. It
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was Lloyd and Doree and their family that mattered. Lloyd
said that, and he was right. The truth of things between
them, the bond, was not something that anybody else could
understand and it was not anybody else’s business. If Doree
could watch her own loyalty it would be all right.

It got worse, gradually. No direct forbidding, but more
criticism. Lloyd coming up with the theory that Maggie’s
boys’ allergies and asthma might be Maggie’s fault. The
reason was often the mother, he said. He used to see it at
the hospital all the time. The overcontrolling, usually
overeducated mother.

“Some of the time kids are just born with something,”
Doree said, unwisely. “You can’t say it’s the mother every
time.”

“Oh. Why can’t 1?”

“I didn’t mean you. I didn’t mean you can’t. I meant
couldn’t they be born—"

“Since when are you such a medical authority?”

“I didn’t say I was.”

“No. And you’re not.”

Bad to worse. He wanted to know what they talked about,
she and Maggie.

“I don’t know. Nothing, really.”

“That’s funny. Two women riding in a car. First I heard of
it. Two women talking about nothing. She is out to break us
up.”

“Who is? Maggie?”

“I’ve got experience of her kind of woman.”

“What kind?”

“Her kind.”

“Don’t be silly.”

“Careful. Don’t call me silly.”

“What would she want to do that for?”

“How am I supposed to know? She just wants to do it. You
wait. You’ll see. She’ll get you over there bawling and
whining about what a bastard I am.”

And in fact it turned out as he had said. At least it would
certainly have looked that way, to Lloyd. She did find
herself at around ten o’clock one night in Maggie’s kitchen,

\RaY%



YZA

sniffling back her tears and drinking herbal tea. Maggie’s
husband had said, “What the hell?” when she knocked—
she heard him through the door. He hadn’t known who she
was. She’d said, “I’'m really sorry to bother you—" while
he stared at her with lifted eyebrows and a tight mouth.
And then Maggie had come.

Doree had walked all the way there in the dark, first along
the gravel road that she and Lloyd lived on, then on the
highway. She headed for the ditch every time a car came,
and that slowed her down considerably. She did take a look
at the cars that passed, thinking that one of them might be
Lloyd. She didn’t want him to find her, not yet, not till he
was scared out of his craziness. Other times she had been
able to scare him out of it herself, by weeping and howling
and even banging her head on the floor, chanting, “It’s not
true, it’s not true, it’s not true,” over and over. Finally he
would back down. He would say, “O.K., O.K. I’ll believe
you. Honey, be quiet. Think of the kids. I'll believe you,
honest. Just stop.”

But tonight she had pulled herself together just as she was
about to start that performance. She had put on her coat and
walked out the door, with him calling after her, “Don’t do
this. I warn you!”

Maggie’s husband had gone to bed, not looking any better
pleased about things, while Doree kept saying, “I’m sorry.
I’m so sorry, barging in on you at this time of the night.”
“Oh, shut up,” Maggie said, kind and businesslike. “Do you
want a glass of wine?”

“I don’t drink.”

“Then you’d better not start now. I’'ll get you some tea. It’s
very soothing. Raspberry-camomile. It’s not the kids, is it?”
“No.”

Maggie took her coat and handed her a wad of Kleenex for
her eyes and nose. “Don’t try to tell me yet. We’ll soon get
you settled down.”

Even when she was partway settled down Doree didn’t
want to blurt out the whole truth, and let Maggie know that
she herself was at the heart of the problem. More than that,
she didn’t want to have to explain Lloyd. No matter how
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worn out she got with him, he was still the closest person in
the world to her, and she felt that everything would
collapse if she were to bring herself to tell someone exactly
how he was, if she were to be entirely disloyal.

She said that she and Lloyd had got into an old argument
and she was so sick and tired of it that all she’d wanted was
to get out. But she would get over it, she said. They would.
“Happens to every couple sometime,” Maggie said.

The phone rang then, and Maggie answered.

“Yes. She’s O.K. She just needed to walk something out of
her system. Fine. O.K. then, I'll deliver her home in the
morning. No trouble. O.K. Good night.

“That was him,” she said. “I guess you heard.”

“How did he sound? Did he sound normal?”

Maggie laughed. “Well, I don’t know how he sounds when
he’s normal, do I? He didn’t sound drunk.”

“He doesn’t drink, either. We don’t even have coffee in the
house.”

“Want some toast?”

In the morning, early, Maggie drove her home. Maggie’s
husband hadn’t left for work yet, and he stayed with the
boys.

Maggie was in a hurry to get back, so she just said, “Bye-
bye. Phone me if you need to talk,” as she turned the
minivan around in the yard.

It was a cold morning in early spring, snow still on the
ground, but there was Lloyd sitting on the steps without a
jacket on.

“Good morning,” he said, in a loud, sarcastically polite
voice. And she said good morning, in a voice that
pretended not to notice his.

He did not move aside to let her up the steps.

“You can’t go in there,” he said.

She decided to take this lightly.

“Not even if I say please? Please.”

He looked at her but did not answer. He smiled with his
lips held together.

“Lloyd?” she said. “Lloyd?”

“You better not go in.”
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“I didn’t tell her anything, Lloyd. I’'m sorry I walked out. I
just needed a breathing space, I guess.”

“Better not go in.”

“What’s the matter with you? Where are the kids?”

He shook his head, as he did when she said something he
didn’t like to hear. Something mildly rude, like “holy shit”
“Lloyd. Where are the kids?”

He shifted just a little, so that she could pass if she liked.
Dimitri still in his crib, lying sideways. Barbara Ann on the
floor beside her bed, as if she’d got out or been pulled out.
Sasha by the kitchen door—he had tried to get away. He
was the only one with bruises on his throat. The pillow had
done for the others.

“When I phoned last night?”” Lloyd said. “When I phoned,
it had already happened.

“You brought it all on yourself,” he said.

The verdict was that he was insane, he couldn’t be tried. He
was criminally insane—he had to be put in a secure
institution.

Doree had run out of the house and was stumbling around
the yard, holding her arms tight across her stomach as if
she had been sliced open and was trying to keep herself
together. This was the scene that Maggie saw, when she
came back. She had had a premonition, and had turned the
minivan around in the road. Her first thought was that
Doree had been hit or kicked in the stomach by her
husband. She could make nothing out of the noises Doree
was making. But Lloyd, who was still sitting on the steps,
moved aside courteously for her, without a word, and she
went into the house and found what she was now expecting
to find. She phoned the police.

For some time Doree kept stuffing whatever she could grab
into her mouth. After the dirt and grass it was sheets or
towels or her own clothing. As if she were trying to stifle
not just the howls that rose up but the scene in her head.
She was given a shot of something, regularly, to quiet her
down, and this worked. In fact she became very quiet,
though not catatonic. She was said to be stabilized. When
she got out of the hospital and the social worker brought
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her to this new place, Mrs. Sands took over, found her
somewhere to live, found her a job, established the routine
of talking with her once a week. Maggie would have come
to see her, but she was the one person Doree could not
stand to see. Mrs. Sands said that that feeling was natural—
it was the association. She said that Maggie would
understand.

Mrs. Sands said that whether or not Doree continued to
visit Lloyd was up to her. “I'm not here to approve or
disapprove, you know. Did it make you feel good to see
him? Or bad?”

“I don’t know.”

Doree could not explain that it had not really seemed to be
him she was seeing. It was almost like seeing a ghost. So
pale. Pale loose clothes on him, shoes that didn’t make any
noise—probably slippers—on his feet. She had the
impression that some of his hair had fallen out. His thick
and wavy, honey-colored hair.

There seemed to be no breadth to his shoulders, no hollow
in his collarbone where she used to rest her head.

What he had said, afterward, to the police—and it was
quoted in the newspapers—was “I did it to save them the
misery.”

What misery?

“The misery of knowing that their mother had walked out
on them,” he said.

That was burned into Doree’s brain and maybe when she
decided to try to see him it had been with the idea of
making him take it back. Making him see, and admit, how
things had really gone.

“You told me to stop contradicting you or get out of the
house. So I got out of the house.”

“I only went to Maggie’s for one night. I fully intended to
come back. I wasn’t walking out on anybody.”

She remembered perfectly how the argument had started.
She had bought a tin of spaghetti that had a very slight dent
in it. Because of that it had been on sale and she had been
pleased with her thriftiness. She had thought that she was
doing something smart. But she didn’t tell him that, once
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he had begun questioning her about it. For some reason
she’d thought it better to pretend that she hadn’t noticed.
Anybody would notice, he said. We could have all been
poisoned. What was the matter with her? Or was that what
she had in mind? Was she planning to try it out on the kids
or on him?

She had told him not to be crazy.

He had said that it wasn’t him who was crazy. Who but a
crazy woman would buy poison for her family?

The children had been watching from the doorway of the
front room. That was the last time she’d seen them alive.

So was that what she had been thinking—that she could
make him see, finally, who it was that was crazy?

When she realized what was in her head, she should have
got off the bus. She could have got off even at the gates,
with the few other women who plodded up the drive. She
could have crossed the road and waited for the bus back to
the city. Probably some people did that. They were going to
make a visit and then decided not to. People probably did
that all the time.

But maybe it was better that she had gone on, and seen him
so strange and wasted. Not a person worth blaming for
anything. Not a person. He was like a character in a dream.
She had dreams. In one dream she had run out of the house
after finding them, and Lloyd had started to laugh in his old
easy way, and then she had heard Sasha laughing behind
her and it had dawned on her, wonderfully, that they were
all playing a joke.

“You asked me if it made me feel good or bad when I saw
him? Last time, you asked me?”

“Yes, I did,” Mrs. Sands said.

“I had to think about it.”

“Yes.”

“I decided it made me feel bad. So I haven’t gone again.”

It was hard to tell with Mrs. Sands, but the nod she gave
seemed to show some satisfaction or approval.

So when Doree decided that she would go again, after all,
she thought that it was better not to mention it. And since it
was hard not to mention whatever happened to her—there
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being so little, most of the time—she phoned and cancelled
her appointment. She said that she was going on a holiday.
They were getting into summer, when holidays were the
usual thing. With a friend, she said.

“You aren’t wearing the jacket you had on last week.”
“That wasn’t last week.”

“Wasn’t it?”

“It was three weeks ago. The weather’s hot now. This is
lighter but I don’t really need it. You don’t need a jacket at
all.”

He asked about her trip, what buses she’d had to take from
Mildmay.

She told him that she wasn’t living there anymore. She told
him where she lived, and about the three buses.

“That’s quite a trek for you. Do you like living in a bigger
place?”

“It’s easier to get work there.”

“So you work?”

She had told him last time about where she lived, the buses,
where she worked.

“I clean rooms in a motel,” she said. “I told you.”

“Yes. Yes. I forgot. I'm sorry. Do you ever think about
going back to school? Night school?”

She said that she did think about it but never seriously
enough to do anything. She said that she didn’t mind the
work she was doing.

Then it seemed as if they could not think of anything more
to say.

He sighed. He said, “Sorry. Sorry. I guess I'm not so used
to conversation.”

“So what do you do all the time?”

“I guess I read quite a bit. Kind of meditate. Informally.”
“Oh.”

“I appreciate you coming here. It means a lot to me. But
don’t think you have to keep it up. I mean, just when you
want to. Just come when you want to. If something comes
up, or if you don’t feel like it— What I’'m trying to say is,
just the fact that you could come at all, that you even came
once, that’s a bonus for me. Do you get what I mean?”
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She said yes, she thought so.

He said that he didn’t want to interfere with her life.
“You’re not,” she said.

“Was that what you were going to say? I thought you were
going to say something else.”

In fact, she had almost said, What life?

No, she said, not really, nothing else.

“Good.”

Three more weeks and she got a phone call. It was Mrs.
Sands herself on the line, not one of the women in the
office.

“Oh, Doree. I thought you might not be back yet. From
your holiday. So you are back?”

“Yes,” Doree said, trying to think where she could say she
had been.

“But you hadn’t got around to arranging another
appointment?”

“No. Not yet.”

“That’s O.K. I was just checking. You are all right?”

“I'm all right.”

“Fine. Fine. You know where I am if you ever need me.
Ever just want to have a talk.”

“Yes.”

“So take care.”

She hadn’t mentioned Lloyd, hadn’t asked if the visits had
continued. Well, of course, Doree had said that they
weren’t going to. But Mrs. Sands was pretty good, usually,
about sensing what was going on. Pretty good at holding
off, too, when she understood that a question might not get
her anywhere. Doree didn’t know what she would have
said, if asked—whether she would have backtracked and
told a lie or come out with the truth. She had gone back, in
fact, the very next Sunday after he more or less told her that
it didn’t matter whether she came or not.

He had a cold. He didn’t know how he’d got it.

Maybe he had been coming down with it, he said, the last
time he saw her, and that was why he’d been morose.
Morose. She seldom had anything to do, nowadays, with
anyone who used a word like that, and it sounded strange to
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her. But he had always had a habit of using such words,
and of course at one time they hadn’t struck her as they did
now.

“Do I seem like a different person to you?” he asked.

“Well, you look different,” she said cautiously. “Don’t 1?7”
“You look beautiful,” he said sadly.

Something softened in her. But she fought against it.

“Do you feel different?” he asked. “Do you feel like a
different person?”

She said she didn’t know. “Do you?”

He said, “Altogether.”

Later in the week a large envelope was given to her at
work. It had been addressed to her care of the motel. It
contained several sheets of paper, with writing on both
sides. She didn’t think at first of its being from him—she
somehow had the idea that people in prison were not
allowed to write letters. But, of course, he was a different
sort of prisoner. He was not a criminal. He was only
criminally insane.

There was no date on the document and not even a “Dear
Doree.” It just started talking to her in such a way that she
thought it had to be some sort of religious invitation:

People are looking all over for the solution. Their minds are
sore (from looking). So many things jostling around and
hurting them. You can see in their faces all their bruises
and pains. They are troubled. They rush around. They have
to shop and go to the laundromat and get their hair cut and
earn a living or pick up their welfare checks. The poor ones
have to do that and the rich ones have to look hard for the
best ways to spend their money. That is work too. They
have to build the best houses with gold faucets for their hot
and cold water. And their Audis and magical toothbrushes
and all possible contraptions and then burglar alarms to
protect against slaughter and all neigh neither rich nor poor
have any peace in their souls. I was going to write
“neighbor” instead of “neither,” why was that? I have not
got any neighbor here. Where I am at least people have got
beyond a lot of confusion. They know what their
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possessions are and always will be and they don’t even
have to buy or cook their own food. Or choose it. Choices

are eliminated.
All we that are here can get is what we can get out of our
own minds.

At the beginning all in my head was purturbation (Sp?).
There was everlasting storm, and I would knock my head
against cement in the hope of getting rid of it. Stopping my
agony and my life. So punishments were meted. I got hosed
down and tied up and drugs introduced in my bloodstream.
I am not complaining either, because I had to learn there is
no profit in that. Nor is it any different from the so-called
real world, in which people drink and carry on and commit
crimes to eliminate their thoughts which are painful.

And often they get hauled off and incarcerated but it is not
long enough for them to come out on the other side. And
what is that? It is either total insanity or peace.
Peace. I arrived at peace and am still sane. I imagine
reading this now you are thinking I am going to say
something about God Jesus or at any rate Buddha as if I
had arrived at a religious conversion. No. I do not close my
eyes and get lifted up by any specific Higher Power. I do
not really know what is meant by any of that. What I do is
Know Myself. Know Thyself is some kind of
Commandment from somewhere, probably the Bible so at
least in that I may have followed Christianity. Also, To Thy
Own Self Be True—I have attempted that if it is in the
Bible also. It does not say which parts—the bad or the
good—to be true to so it is not intended as a guide to
morality. Also Know Thyself does not relate either to
morality as we know it in Behavior. But Behavior is not
really my concern because I have been judged quite
correctly as a person who cannot be trusted to judge how he
should behave and that is the reason I am here. Back to the
Know part in Know Thyself. I can say perfectly soberly
that I know myself and I know the worst I am capable of
and I know that I have done it. I am judged by the World as
a Monster and I have no quarrel with that, even though I
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might say in passing that people who rain down bombs or
burn cities or starve and murder hundreds of thousands of
people are not generally considered Monsters but are
showered with medals and honors, only acts against small
numbers being considered shocking and evil. This being
not meant as an excuse but just observation. What I Know
in Myself is my own Evil. That is the secret of my comfort.
I mean I know my Worst. It may be worse than other
people’s worst but in fact I do not have to think or worry
about that. No excuses. I am at peace. Am I a Monster? The
World says so and if it is said so then I agree. But then I
say, the World does not have any real meaning for me. I am
My Self and have no chance to be any other Self. I could
say that I was crazy then but what does that mean? Crazy.
Sane. I am I. I could not change my I then and I cannot
change it now.

Doree, if you have read this far, there is one special thing I
want to tell you about but cannot write it down. If you ever
think of coming back here then maybe I can tell you. Do
not think I am heartless. It isn’t that I wouldn’t change
things if I could but I can’t.

I am sending this to your place of work which I remember
and the name of the town so my brain is working fine in
some respects.

She thought that they would have to discuss this piece of
writing at their next meeting and she read it over several
times, but she could not think of anything to say. What she
really wanted to talk about was whatever he had said was
impossible to put in writing. But when she saw him again
he behaved as if he had never written to her at all. She
searched for a topic and told him about a once famous
folksinger who had stayed at the motel that week. To her
surprise he knew more than she did about the singer’s
career. It turned out that he had a television, or at least
access to one, and watched some shows and, of course, the
news, regularly. That gave them a bit more to talk about,
until she could not help herself.
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“What was the thing you couldn’t tell me except in
person?”

He said that he wished she hadn’t asked him. He didn’t
know if they were ready to discuss it.

Then she was afraid that it would be something she really
could not handle, something unbearable, such as that he
still loved her. “Love” was a word she could not stand to
hear.

“O.K.,” she said. “Maybe we’re not.”

Then she said, “Still, you better tell me. If I walked out of
here and was struck down by a car then I would never
know, and you would never have the chance to tell me
again.”

“True,” he said.

“So what is it?”

“Next time. Next time. Sometimes I can’t talk anymore. I
want to but I just dry up, talking.”

I have been thinking of you Doree ever since you left and
regret I disappointed you. When you are sitting opposite
me I tend to get more emotional than perhaps I show. It is
not my right to go emotional in front of you, since you
certainly have the right more than me and you are always
very controlled. So I am going to reverse what I said before
because I have come to the conclusion I can write to you

after all better than I can talk.
Now where do 1 start?
Heaven exists.

That is one way but not right because I never believed in
Heaven and Hell, etc. As far as I was concerned that was
always a pile of crap. So it must sound pretty weird of me
to bring up the subject now.

I will just say then: I have seen the children.
I  have seen them and talked to  them.
There. What are you thinking at the moment? You are
thinking well, now he is really round the bend. Or, it’s a
dream and he can’t distinguish a dream, he doesn’t know
the difference between a dream and awake. But I want to
tell you I do know the difference and what I know is, they
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exist. I say they exist, not they are alive, because alive
means in our particular Dimension, and I am not saying
that is where they are. In fact I think they are not. But they
do exist and it must be that there is another Dimension or
maybe innumerable Dimensions, but what I know is that I
have got access to whatever one they are in. Possibly I got
hold of this from being so much on my own and having to
think and think and with such as I have to think about. So
after such suffering and solitude there is a Grace that has
seen the way to giving me this reward. Me the very one that
deserves it the least to the world’s way of thinking.

Well if you have kept reading this far and not torn this to
pieces you must want to know something. Such as how
they are. They are fine. Really happy and smart. They don’t
seem to have any memory of anything bad. They are maybe
a little older than they were but that is hard to say. They
seem to understand at different levels. Yes. You can notice
with Dimitri that he has learned to talk which he was not
able to do. They are in a room I can partly recognize. It’s
like our house but more spacious and nicer. I asked them
how they were being looked after and they just laughed at
me and said something like they were able to look after
themselves. I think Sasha was the one who said that.
Sometimes they don’t talk separately or at least I can’t
separate their voices but their identities are quite clear and I
must say, joyful.

Please don’t conclude that I am crazy. That is the fear that
made me not want to tell you about this. I was crazy at one
time but believe me I have shed all my old craziness like
the bear sheds his coat. Or maybe I should say the snake
sheds his skin. I know that if I had not done that I would
never have been given this ability to reconnect with Sasha
and Barbara Ann and Dimitri. Now I wish that you could
be granted this chance as well because if it is a matter of
deserving then you are way ahead of me. It may be harder
for you to do because you live in the world so much more
than I do but at least I can give you this information—the
Truth—and in telling you I have seen them hope that it will
make your heart lighter.
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Doree wondered what Mrs. Sands would say or think, if
she read this letter. Mrs. Sands would be careful, of course.
She would be careful not to pass any outright verdict of
craziness but she would carefully, kindly, steer Doree
around in that direction. Or you might say she wouldn’t
steer—she would just pull the confusion away so that
Doree would have to face what would then seem to have
been her own conclusion all along. She would have to put
the whole dangerous nonsense—this was Mrs. Sands
speaking—out of her mind.

That was why Doree was not going anywhere near her.
Doree did think that he was crazy. And in what he had
written there seemed to be some trace of the old bragging.
She didn’t write back. Days went by. Weeks. She didn’t
alter her opinion but she still held on to what he’d written,
like a secret. And from time to time, when she was in the
middle of spraying a bathroom mirror or tightening a sheet,
a feeling came over her. For almost two years she had not
taken any notice of the things that generally made people
happy, such as nice weather or flowers in bloom or the
smell of a bakery. She still did not have that spontaneous
sense of happiness, exactly, but she had a reminder of what
it was like. It had nothing to do with the weather or
flowers. It was the idea of the children in what he had
called their Dimension that came sneaking up on her in this
way, and for the first time brought a light feeling to her, not
pain.

In all the time since what had happened had happened, any
thought of the children had been something she had to get
rid of, pull out immediately like a knife in her throat. She
could not think their names, and if she heard a name that
sounded like one of theirs she had to pull that out, too.
Even children’s voices, their shrieks and slapping feet as
they ran to and from the motel swimming pool, had to be
banished by a sort of gate that she could slam down behind
her ears. What was different now was that she had a refuge
she could go to as soon as such dangers rose anywhere
around her.
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And who had given it to her? Not Mrs. Sands—that was for
sure. Not in all those hours sitting by the desk with the
Kleenex discreetly handy.

Lloyd had given it to her. Lloyd, that terrible person, that
isolated and insane person.

Insane if you wanted to call it that. But wasn’t it possible
that what he said was true—that he had come out on the
other side? And who was to say that the visions of a person
who had done such a thing and made such a journey might
not mean something?

This notion wormed its way into her head and stayed there.
Along with the thought that Lloyd, of all people, might be
the person she should be with now. What other use could
she be in the world—she seemed to be saying this to
somebody, probably to Mrs. Sands—what was she here for
if not at least to listen to him?

I didn’t say “forgive,” she said to Mrs. Sands in her head. I
would never say that. I would never do it.

But think. Aren’t I just as cut off by what happened as he
is? Nobody who knew about it would want me around. All
I can do is remind people of what nobody can stand to be
reminded of.

Disguise wasn’t possible, not really. That crown of yellow
spikes was pathetic.

So she found herself travelling on the bus again, heading
down the highway. She remembered those nights right after
her mother had died, when she would sneak out to meet
Lloyd, lying to her mother’s friend, the woman she was
staying with, about where she was going. She remembered
the friend’s name, her mother’s friend’s name. Laurie

Who but Lloyd would remember the children’s names now,
or the color of their eyes? Mrs. Sands, when she had to
mention them, did not even call them children, but “your
family,” putting them in one clump together.

, to see it rock across the empty Sunday-morning highway
in front of them and plunge into the ditch. And to see
something even stranger: the driver of the truck flying
through the air in a manner that seemed both swift and
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slow, absurd and graceful. He landed in the gravel at the
edge of the pavement, on the opposite side of the highway.
The other passengers didn’t know why the driver had put
on the brakes and brought them to a sudden uncomfortable
stop. And at first all that Doree thought was, How did he
get out? That young man or boy, who must have fallen
asleep at the wheel. How did he fly out of the truck and
launch himself so elegantly into the air?

“Fellow right in front of us,” the driver said to his
passengers. He was trying to speak loudly and calmly, but
there was a tremor of amazement, something like awe, in
his voice. “Just plowed across the road and into the ditch.
We’ll be on our way again as soon as we can and in the
meantime please don’t get out of the bus.”

As if she had not heard that, or had some special right to be
useful, Doree got out behind him. He did not reprimand
her.

“Goddam asshole,” he said as they crossed the road and
there was nothing in his voice now but anger and
exasperation. “Goddam asshole kid, can you believe it?”
The boy was lying on his back, arms and legs flung out,
like somebody making an angel in the snow. Only there
was gravel around him, not snow. His eyes were not quite
closed. He was so young, a boy who had shot up tall before
he even needed to shave. Possibly without a driver’s
license.

The driver was talking on his phone.

“Mile or so south of Bayfield, on 21, east side of the road.”
A trickle of pink foam came out from under the boy’s head,
near the ear. It did not look like blood at all, but like the
stuff you skim off the strawberries when you’re making
jam.

Doree crouched down beside him. She laid a hand on his
chest. It was still. She bent her ear close. Somebody had
ironed his shirt recently—it had that smell.

No breathing.

But her fingers on his smooth neck found a pulse.

She remembered something she’d been told. It was Lloyd
who had told her, in case one of the children had an
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accident and he wasn’t there. The tongue. The tongue can
block the breathing, if it has fallen into the back of the
throat. She laid the fingers of one hand on the boy’s
forehead and two fingers of the other hand under his chin.
Press down on the forehead, press up on the chin, to clear
the airway. A slight firm tilt.

If he still didn’t breathe she would have to breathe into
him.

She pinches the nostrils, takes a deep breath, seals his
mouth with her lips, and breathes. Two breaths and check.
Two breaths and check.

Another male voice, not the driver’s. A motorist must have
stopped. “You want this blanket under his head?” She
shook her head tightly. She had remembered something
else, about not moving the victim, so that you would not
injure the spinal cord. She enveloped his mouth. She
pressed his warm fresh skin. She breathed and waited. She
breathed and waited again. And a faint moisture seemed to
rise against her face.

The driver said something but she could not look up. Then
she felt it for sure. A breath out of the boy’s mouth. She
spread her hand on the skin of his chest and at first she
could not tell if it was rising and falling, because of her
own trembling.

Yes. Yes.

It was a true breath. The airway was open. He was
breathing on his own. He was breathing.

“Just lay it over him,” she said to the man with the blanket.
“To keep him warm.”

“Is he alive?” the driver said, bending over her.

She nodded. Her fingers found the pulse again. The
horrible pink stuff had not continued to flow. Maybe it was
nothing important. Not from his brain.

“I can’t hold the bus for you,” the driver said. “We’re
behind schedule as it is.”

The motorist said, “That’s O.K. I can take over.”

Be quiet, be quiet, she wanted to tell them. It seemed to her
that silence was necessary, that everything in the world
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outside the boy’s body had to concentrate, help it not to
lose track of its duty to breathe.

Shy but steady whiffs now, a sweet obedience in the chest.
Keep on, keep on.

“You hear that? This guy says he’ll stay and watch out for
him,” the driver said. “Ambulance is coming as fast as they
can.”

“Go on,” Doree said. “I’ll hitch a ride to town with them
and catch you on your way back tonight.”

He had to bend to hear her. She spoke dismissively,
without raising her head, as if she were the one whose
breath was precious.

“You sure?” he said.

Sure.

“You don’t have to get to London?”

No. ¢
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Passion
By Alice Munro — March 22,2004

When Grace goes looking for the Traverses’ summer
house, in the Ottawa Valley, it has been many years
since she was in that part of the country. And, of
course, things have changed. Highway 7 now avoids
towns that it used to go right through, and it goes
straight in places where, as she remembers, there used
to be curves. This part of the Canadian Shield has
many small lakes, which most maps have no room to
identify. Even when she locates Sabot Lake, or thinks
she has, there seem to be too many roads leading into
it from the county road, and then, when she chooses
one, too many paved roads crossing it, all with names
that she does not recall. In fact, there were no street
names when she was here, more than forty years ago.
There was no pavement, either—just one dirt road
running toward the lake, then another running rather
haphazardly along the lake’s edge.

Now there is a village. Or perhaps it’s a suburb,
because she does not see a post office or even the
most unpromising convenience store. The settlement
lies four or five streets deep along the lake, with
houses strung close together on small lots. Some of
them are undoubtedly summer places—the windows
already boarded up, as they always were for the
winter. But many others show all the signs of year-
round habitation—habitation, in many cases, by
people who have filled the yards with plastic gym sets
and outdoor grills and training bikes and motorcycles
and picnic tables, where some of them sit now having
lunch or beer on this warm September day. There are
other people, not so visible—students, maybe, or old
hippies living alone—who have put up flags or sheets
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of tinfoil for curtains. Small, mostly decent, cheap
houses, some fixed to withstand the winter and some
not.

Grace would have turned back if she hadn’t caught
sight of the octagonal house with the fretwork along
the roof and doors in every other wall. The Woods
house. She has always remembered it as having eight
doors, but it seems there are only four. She was never
inside, to see how, or if, the space is divided into
rooms. Mr. and Mrs. Woods were old—as Grace is
now—and did not seem to be visited by any children
or friends. Their quaint, original house now has a
forlorn, mistaken look. Neighbors with their ghetto
blasters and their half-dismembered vehicles, their
toys and washing, are pushed up against either side of
1t.

It is the same with the Travers house, when she finds
it, a quarter of a mile farther on. The road goes past it
now, instead of ending there, and the houses next
door are only a few feet away from its deep,
wraparound veranda.

It was the first house of its kind that Grace had ever
seen—one story high, the roof continuing without a
break out over that veranda, on all sides—a style that
makes you think of hot summers. She has since seen
many like it, in Australia.

It used to be possible to run from the veranda across
the dusty end of the driveway, through a sandy,
trampled patch of weeds and wild strawberries, and
then jump—no, actually, wade—into the lake. Now
Grace can hardly even see the lake, because a
substantial house—one of the few regular suburban
houses here, with a two-car garage—has been built
across that very route.
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What was Grace really looking for when she
undertook this expedition? Perhaps the worst thing
would have been to find exactly what she thought she
was after—the sheltering roof, the screened windows,
the lake in front, the stand of maple and cedar and
balm-of-Gilead trees behind. Perfect preservation, the
past intact, when nothing of the kind could be said of
herself. To find something so diminished, still
existing but made irrelevant—as the Travers house
now seems to be, with its added dormer windows, its
startling blue paint—might be less hurtful in the long
run.

And what if it had been gone altogether? She might
have made a fuss, if anybody had come along to listen
to her; she might have bewailed the loss. But mightn’t
a feeling of relief have passed over her, too, of old
confusions and obligations wiped away?

Mr. Travers had built the house—that is, he’d had it
built—as a surprise wedding present for Mrs. Travers.
When Grace first saw it, it was perhaps thirty years
old. Mrs. Travers’s children were widely spaced:
Gretchen, twenty-eight or twenty-nine, already
married and a mother herself; Maury, twenty-one,
going into his last year of college; and then there was
Neil, in his mid-thirties. But Neil was not a Travers.
He was Neil Borrow. Mrs. Travers had been married
before, to a man who had died. For a few years, she
had earned her living, and supported her child, as a
teacher of business English at a secretarial school. Mr.
Travers, when he referred to this period in her life
before he’d met her, spoke of it as a time of hardship
almost like penal servitude, something that would
barely be made up for by a whole lifetime of comfort,
which he would happily provide.
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Mrs. Travers herself didn’t speak of it that way at all.
She had lived with Neil in a big old house broken up
into apartments, not far from the railway tracks in the
town of Pembroke, and many of the stories she told at
the dinner table were about events there, about her
fellow-tenants, and the French-Canadian landlord,
whose harsh French and tangled English she imitated.
The stories could have had titles, like the stories by
James Thurber that Grace had read in “The Anthology
of American Humor,” found unaccountably on the
library shelf at the back of her grade-ten classroom.
The Night Old Mrs. Cromarty Got Out on the Roof.
How the Postman Courted Miss Flowers. The Dog
Who Ate Sardines.

Mr. Travers never told stories and had little to say at
dinner, but if he came upon you looking, for instance,
at the fieldstone fireplace he might say, “Are you
interested in rocks?” and tell you how he had
searched and searched for that particular pink granite,
because Mrs. Travers had once exclaimed over a rock
like that, glimpsed in a road cut. Or he might show
you the not really unusual features that he personally
had added to the house—the corner cupboard shelves
swinging outward in the kitchen, the storage space
under the window seats. He was a tall, stooped man
with a soft voice and thin hair slicked over his scalp.
He wore bathing shoes when he went into the water
and, though he did not look fat in his clothes, a
pancake fold of white flesh slopped over the top of his
bathing trunks.

Grace was working that summer at the hotel at
Bailey’s Falls, just north of Sabot Lake. Early in the
season, the Travers family had come to dinner there.
She had not noticed them—it was a busy night, and
they were not at one of her tables. She was setting up
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a table for a new party when she realized that
someone was waiting to speak to her.

It was Maury. He said, “I was wondering if you
would like to go out with me sometime.”

Grace barely looked up from shooting out the
silverware. She said, “Is this a dare?” Because his
voice was high and nervous, and he stood there
stiffly, as if forcing himself. And it was known that
sometimes a party of young men from the cottages
would dare one another to ask a waitress out. It
wasn’t entirely a joke—they really would show up, if
accepted, though sometimes they only meant to park,
without taking you to a movie or even for coffee. So it
was considered rather shameful, rather hard up, of a
girl to agree.

“What?” he said painfully, and then Grace did stop
and look at him. It seemed to her that she saw the
whole of him in that moment, the true Maury. Scared,
fierce, innocent, determined.

“0.K.,” she said quickly. She might have meant,
O.K., calm down, I can see it’s not a dare. Or, O.K.,
I'll go out with you. She herself hardly knew which.
But he took it as agreement, and at once arranged—
without lowering his voice, or noticing the looks that
he was getting from the diners around them—to pick
her up after work the following night.

He did take her to the movies. They saw “Father of
the Bride.” Grace hated it. She hated girls like
Elizabeth Taylor’s character—spoiled rich girls of
whom nothing was ever asked but that they wheedle
and demand. Maury said that it was just a comedy,
but she told him that that was not the point. She could
not quite make clear what her point was. Anybody
would have assumed that it was because she worked
as a waitress and was too poor to go to college, and
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because, if she wanted that kind of wedding, she
would have to save up for years to pay for it herself.
(Maury did think this, and was stricken with respect
for her, almost with reverence.)

She could not explain or even quite understand that it
wasn’t jealousy she felt; it was rage. And not because
she couldn’t shop like that or dress like that but
because that was what girls were supposed to be like.
That was what men—people, everybody—thought
they should be like: beautiful, treasured, spoiled,
selfish, pea-brained. That was what a girl had to be, to
be fallen in love with. Then she’d become a mother
and be all mushily devoted to her babies. Not selfish
anymore, but just as pea-brained. Forever.

Grace was fuming about this while sitting beside a
boy who had fallen in love with her because he had
believed—instantly—in the integrity and uniqueness
of her mind and soul, had seen her poverty as a
romantic gloss on that. (He would have known she
was poor not just because of her job but because of
her strong Ottawa Valley accent.)

He honored her feelings about the movie. Indeed, now
that he had listened to her angry struggles to explain,
he struggled to tell her something in turn. He said he
saw now that it was not anything so simple, so
feminine, as jealousy. He saw that. It was that she
would not stand for frivolity, was not content to be
like most girls. She was special.

Grace was wearing a dark-blue ballerina skirt, a white
blouse, through whose eyelet frills the upper curve of
her breasts was visible, and a wide rose-colored
elasticized belt. There was a discrepancy, no doubt,
between the way she presented herself and the way
she wanted to be judged. But nothing about her was
dainty or pert or polished, in the style of the time. A
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bit ragged around the edges, in fact. Giving herself
Gypsy airs, with the very cheapest silver-painted
bangles, and the long, wild-looking, curly dark hair
that she had to put into a snood when she waited on
tables.

Special.

He told his mother about her, and his mother said,
“You must bring this Grace of yours to dinner.”

It was all new to her, all immediately delightful. In
fact, she fell in love with Mrs. Travers, almost exactly
as Maury had fallen in love with her, though it was
not in her nature, of course, to be as openly
dumbfounded, as worshipful, as he was.

Grace had been brought up by her aunt and uncle,
really her great-aunt and great-uncle. Her mother had
died when she was three years old, and her father had
moved to Saskatchewan, where he now had another
family. Her stand-in parents were kind, even proud of
her. But they were not given to conversation. The
uncle made his living caning chairs, and he had taught
Grace how to cane so that she could help him and
eventually take over the business when his eyesight
failed. But then she had got the job at Bailey’s Falls
for the summer, and though it was hard for him—and
for her aunt as well—to let her go, they believed that
she needed a taste of life before she settled down.

She was twenty years old and had just finished high
school. She should have finished a year earlier, but
she had made an odd choice. In the very small town
where she lived—it was not far from Mrs. Travers’s
Pembroke—there was nevertheless a high school that
offered five grades, to prepare students for the
government exams and what was then called senior
matriculation. It was never necessary to study all the
subjects offered, and at the end of her first year in
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grade thirteen—what should have been her final
year—Grace took examinations in history and botany
and zoology and English and Latin and French,
receiving unnecessarily high marks. But there she was
in September, back again, proposing to study physics
and chemistry, trigonometry, geometry, and algebra,
though these subjects were considered particularly
hard for girls. She did creditably well in all three
branches of mathematics and in the sciences, though
her results were not as spectacular as they had been
the year before. She thought, then, of teaching herself
Greek and Spanish and Italian and German, so that
she could try those exams the following year—those
subjects were not taught by any teacher at her
school—but the principal took her aside and told her
that this was getting her nowhere, since she was not
going to be able to go to college, and, anyway, no
college required such a full plate. Why was she doing
it? Did she have any plans?

No, Grace said, she just wanted to learn everything
you could learn for free. Before she started her career
of caning.

It was the principal who knew the manager of the inn
at Bailey’s Falls and said that he would put in a word
for her if she wanted to try for a summer waitressing
job. He, too, mentioned getting “a taste of life.”

So even the man in charge of learning in that place
did not believe that learning had to do with life. He
thought that what she had done was crazy, as
everyone else did.

Except Mrs. Travers, who had been sent to business
college, instead of a real college, in order to make
herself useful, and who now wished like anything, she
said, that she had crammed her mind first with what
was useless.
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By trading shifts with another girl, Grace managed to
get Sundays off, from breakfast on. This meant that
she always worked late on Saturdays. In effect, it
meant that she had traded time with Maury for time
with Maury’s family. She and Maury could never see
a movie now, never have a real date. Instead, he
would pick her up when she got off work, around
eleven at night, and they would go for a drive, stop
for ice cream or a hamburger—Maury was scrupulous
about not taking her into a bar, because she was not
yet twenty-one—then end up parking somewhere.
Grace’s memories of these parking sessions—which
might last till one or two in the morning—proved to
be much hazier than her memories of sitting at the
Traverses’ round dining table or, after everybody had
finally got up and moved, with coffee or fresh drinks,
on the tawny leather sofa or the cushioned wicker
chairs at the other end of the room. (There was never
any fuss about doing the dishes; a woman Mrs.
Travers called “the able Mrs. Abel” would come in
the morning.)

Maury always dragged cushions onto the rug and sat
there. Gretchen, who never dressed for dinner in
anything but jeans or Army pants, usually sat cross-
legged in a wide chair. Both she and Maury were big
and broad-shouldered, with something of their
mother’s good looks—her wavy caramel-colored hair,
warm hazel eyes, easily sun-browned skin. Even, in
Maury’s case, her dimple. (The other waitresses
called Maury “cute” and “hunky,” and respected
Grace somewhat more since she had got him.) Mrs.
Travers, however, was barely five feet tall, and under
her bright muumuus seemed not fat but sturdily
plump, like a child who hasn’t stretched up yet. And
the shine, the intentness, of her eyes, the gaiety that
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was always ready to break out in them, had not been
inherited. Nor had the rough red, almost a rash, on her
cheeks, which was probably a result of going out in
any weather without thinking about her complexion,
and which, like her figure, like her muumuus, showed
her independence.

There were sometimes guests, in addition to Grace, on
these Sunday evenings. A couple, maybe a single
person as well, usually close to Mr. and Mrs.
Travers’s age, and not unlike them. The women
would be eager and witty, and the men quieter,
slower, more tolerant. These people told amusing
stories, in which the joke was often on themselves.
(Grace has been an engaging talker for so long now
that she sometimes gets sick of herself, and it’s hard
for her to remember how novel these dinner
conversations once seemed to her. On the rare
occasions when her aunt and uncle had had company,
there had been only praise of and apology for the
food, discussion of the weather, and a fervent wish for
the meal to be finished as soon as possible.)

After dinner at the Travers house, if the evening was
cool enough, Mr. Travers lit a fire, and they played
what Mrs. Travers called “idiotic word games,” for
which, in fact, people had to be fairly clever to win.
Here was where somebody who had been rather quiet
at dinner might begin to shine. Mock arguments could
be built up in defense of preposterous definitions.
Gretchen’s husband, Wat, did this, and so, after a bit,
did Grace, to Mrs. Travers’s and Maury’s delight
(with Maury calling out, to everyone’s amusement but
Grace’s, “See? I told you. She’s smart”). Mrs. Travers
herself led the way in this making up of ridiculous
words, insuring that the play did not become too
serious or any player too anxious.
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The only time there was a problem was one evening
when Mavis, who was married to Mrs. Travers’s son
Neil, came to dinner. Mavis and Neil and their two
children were staying nearby, at her parents’ place
down the lake. But that night she came by herself—
Neil was a doctor, and he was busy in Ottawa that
weekend. Mrs. Travers was disappointed, but she
rallied, calling out in cheerful dismay, “But the
children aren’t in Ottawa, surely?”

“Unfortunately not,” Mavis said. “But they’re
thoroughly awful. They’d shriek all through dinner.
The baby’s got prickly heat, and God knows what’s
the matter with Mikey.”

She was a slim, suntanned woman in a purple dress,
with a matching wide purple band holding back her
dark hair. Handsome, but with little pouches of
boredom or disapproval hiding the corners of her
mouth. She left most of her dinner untouched on her
plate, explaining that she had an allergy to curry.

“Oh, Mavis. What a shame,” Mrs. Travers said. “Is
this new?”

“Oh, no. I’ve had it for ages, but I used to be polite
about it. Then I got sick of throwing up half the
night.”

“If you’d only told me . . . What can we get you?”
“Don’t worry about it. I'm fine. I don’t have any
appetite anyway, what with the heat and the joys of
motherhood.”

She lit a cigarette.

Afterward, in the game, she got into an argument with
Wat over a definition he’d used, and when the
dictionary proved it acceptable she said, “Oh, I'm
sorry. I guess I'm just outclassed by you people.” And
when it came time for everybody to hand in their own
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word on a slip of paper for the next round she smiled
and shook her head. “I don’t have one.”

“Oh, Mavis,” Mrs. Travers said.

And Mr. Travers said, “Come on, Mavis. Any old
word will do.”

“But I don’t have any old word. I'm sorry. I just feel
stupid tonight. The rest of you just play around me.”
Which they did, everybody pretending that nothing
was wrong, while she smoked and continued to smile
her determined, unhappy smile. In a little while she
got up and said that she couldn’t leave her children on
their grandparents’ hands any longer. She’d had a
lovely and instructive visit, and now she had to go
home.

“I must give you an Oxford dictionary next
Christmas,” she said to nobody in particular before
she left, with a merry, bitter little laugh. The
Traverses’ dictionary, which Wat had used, was an
American one.

When she was gone, none of them looked at one
another. Mrs. Travers said, “Gretchen, do you have
the strength to make us all a pot of coffee?” And
Gretchen went off to the kitchen, muttering, “What
fun. Jesus wept.”

“Well. Her life is trying,” Mrs. Travers said. “With
the two little ones.”

On Wednesdays, Grace got a break between clearing
breakfast and setting up dinner, and when Mrs.
Travers found out about this she started driving up to
Bailey’s Falls to bring her down to the lake for those
free hours. Maury would be at work then—he was
spending the summer with the road gang repairing
Highway 7—and Wat would be in his office in
Ottawa and Gretchen would be off with the children,
swimming or rowing on the lake. Usually Mrs.
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Travers herself would announce that she had
shopping to do or letters to write, and she would leave
Grace alone in the big, cool, shaded living-dining
room, with its permanently dented leather sofa and
crowded bookshelves.

“Read anything that takes your fancy,” Mrs. Travers
said. “Or curl up and go to sleep, if that’s what you’d
like. It’s a hard job—you must be tired. I'll make sure
you’re back on time.”

Grace never slept. She read. She barely moved, and
her bare legs below her shorts became sweaty and
stuck to the leather. Quite often she saw nothing of
Mrs. Travers until it was time for her to be driven
back to work.

In the car, Mrs. Travers would not start any sort of
conversation until enough time had passed for
Grace’s thoughts to have shaken loose from whatever
book she had been in. Then she might mention having
read it herself, and say what she had thought of it—
but always in a way that was both thoughtful and
lighthearted. For instance, she said, of “Anna
Karenina,” “I don’t know how many times I’ve read
it, but I know that first I identified with Kitty, and
then it was Anna—oh, it was awful with Anna—and
now, you know, the last time, I found myself
sympathizing with Dolly. When she goes to the
country, you know, with all those children, and she
has to figure out how to do the washing, there’s the
problem about the washtubs—I suppose that’s just
how your sympathies change as you get older.
Passion gets pushed behind the washtubs. Don’t pay
any attention to me, anyway. You don’t, do you?”

“I don’t know if I pay much attention to anybody.”
Grace was surprised at herself, wondered if she
sounded conceited. “But I like listening to you talk.”
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Mrs. Travers laughed. “I like listening to myself, too.”
Somehow, by the middle of the summer Maury had
begun to talk about their being married. This would
not happen for quite a while, he said—not until after
he was qualified and working as an engineer—but he
spoke of it as something that she, as well as he, must
be taking for granted. “When we are married,” he’d
say, and, instead of questioning or contradicting him,
Grace would listen curiously.

When they were married, they would have a place on
Sabot Lake. Not too close to his parents, not too far
away. It would be just a summer place, of course. The
rest of the time they would live wherever his work
might take them. It could be anywhere—Peru, Iraq,
the Northwest Territories. Grace was delighted by the
idea of such travels—rather more than she was by the
idea of what he spoke of, with a severe pride, as “our
own home.” None of this seemed at all real to her, but
then the idea of helping her uncle, of taking on the life
of a chair-caner in the town and in the very house
where she had grown up, had never seemed real,
either.

Maury kept asking her what she had told her aunt and
uncle about him, when she was going to take him
home to meet them. In fact, she had said nothing in
her brief weekly letters, except to mention that she
was “going out with a boy who works around here for
the summer.” She might have given the impression
that he worked at the hotel.

It wasn’t as if she had never thought of getting
married. That possibility had been in her mind, along
with the life of caning chairs. In spite of the fact that
nobody had ever courted her, she had felt sure that it
would happen someday, and in exactly this way—
with the man making up his mind immediately. He

yoa



Y7

would see her and, having seen her, he would fall in
love. In her imagination, he was handsome, like
Maury. Passionate, like Maury. Pleasurable physical
intimacies followed.

But this was the thing that had not happened. In
Maury’s car, or out on the grass under the stars, she
was willing. And Maury was ready, but not willing.
He felt that it was his responsibility to protect her.
And the ease with which she offered herself threw
him off balance. He sensed, perhaps, that it was
cold—a deliberate offering that he could not
understand and that did not fit in at all with his
notions of her. She herself did not realize how cold
she was—she believed that her show of eagerness
would lead to the pleasures she knew about, in
solitude and in her imagination, and she felt that it
was up to Maury to take over. Which he would not
do.

These sieges left them both disturbed and slightly
angry or ashamed, so that they could not stop kissing,
clinging, and using fond words to make it up to each
other as they said good night. It was a relief to Grace
to be alone, to get into bed in the hotel dormitory and
blot the last couple of hours out of her mind. And she
thought it must be a relief to Maury, too, to be driving
down the highway by himself, rearranging his
impressions of his Grace so that he could stay
wholeheartedly in love with her.

Most of the waitresses left after Labor Day, to go
back to school or college. But the hotel was going to
stay open till October, for Thanksgiving, with a
reduced staff—Grace among them. There was talk,
this year, of opening again in early December for a
winter season, or at least a Christmas season, but
nobody on the kitchen or dining-room staff seemed to
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know if this would really happen. Grace wrote to her
aunt and uncle as if the Christmas season were a
certainty and they should not expect her back anytime
Soon.

Why did she do this? It was not as if she had other
plans. Maury was in his final year at college. She had
even promised to take him home at Christmas to meet
her family. And he had said that Christmas would be
a good time to make their engagement formal. He was
saving up his summer wages to buy her a diamond
ring.

She, too, had been saving her wages, so that she
would be able to take the bus to Kingston, to visit him
during his school term.

She spoke of this, promised it, so easily. But did she
believe, or even wish, that it would happen?

“Maury is a sterling character,” Mrs. Travers said.
“Well, you can see that for yourself. He will be a
dear, uncomplicated man, like his father. Not like his
brother. Neil is very bright. I don’t mean that Maury
isn’t—you certainly don’t get to be an engineer
without a brain or two in your head—but Neil is . . .
He’s deep.” She laughed at herself. “Deep
unfathomable caves of ocean bear— What am I
talking about? For a long time, Neil and I didn’t have
anybody but each other. So I think he’s special. I
don’t mean he can’t be fun. But sometimes people
who are the most fun can be melancholy, can’t they?
You wonder about them. But what’s the use of
worrying about your grown-up children? With Neil I
worry a lot, with Maury only a tiny little bit. And
Gretchen I don’t worry about at all. Because women
have always got something, haven’t they, to keep
them going?”’
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The house on the lake was never closed up till
Thanksgiving. Gretchen and the children had to go
back to Ottawa, of course, for school. And Maury had
to go to Kingston. Mr. Travers could come out only
on weekends. But Mrs. Travers had told Grace that
she wusually stayed on, sometimes with guests,
sometimes by herself.

Then her plans changed. She went back to Ottawa
with Mr. Travers in September. This happened
unexpectedly—the Sunday dinner that week was
cancelled.

Maury explained that his mother got into trouble, now
and then, with her nerves. “She has to have a rest,” he
said. “She has to go into the hospital for a couple of
weeks or so, and they get her stabilized. She always
comes out fine.”

Grace said that Mrs. Travers was the last person she
would have expected to have such troubles. “What
brings it on?”

“I don’t think they know,” Maury said. But after a
moment he added, “Well. It could be her husband. I
mean, her first husband. Neil’s father. What happened
with him, et cetera.”

What had happened was that Neil’s father had killed
himself.

“He was unstable, I guess. But I don’t know if it even
is that. It could be her age, and female problems and
all that sort of thing. But it’s O.K.—they can get her
straightened out easy now, with drugs. They’ve got
terrific drugs. Don’t worry about it.”

By Thanksgiving, as Maury had predicted, Mrs.
Travers was out of the hospital and feeling well.
Thanksgiving dinner would take place at the lake, as
usual. And it was being held on Sunday, instead of
Monday—that was also customary, to allow for the
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packing up and closing of the house. And it was
fortunate for Grace, because Sunday was still her day
off.

The whole family would be there, even Neil and
Mavis and their children, who were staying at
Mavis’s parents’ place. No guests—unless you
counted Grace.

By the time Maury brought her down to the lake on
Sunday morning, the turkey was already in the oven.
The pies were on the kitchen counter—pumpkin,
apple, wild blueberry. Gretchen was in charge of the
kitchen, as coordinated a cook as she was an athlete.
Mrs. Travers sat at the kitchen table, drinking coffee
and working on a jigsaw puzzle with Gretchen’s
younger daughter, Dana.

“Ah, Grace,” she said, jumping up for an embrace—
the first time she had ever done this—and with a
clumsy motion of her hand scattering the jigsaw
pieces.

Dana wailed, “Grand-ma,” and her older sister, Janey,
who had been watching critically, scooped up the
pieces.

“We can easy put them back together,” she said.
“Grandma didn’t mean to.”

“Where do you keep the cranberry sauce?” Gretchen
asked.

“In the cupboard,” Mrs. Travers said, still squeezing
Grace’s arms and ignoring the destroyed puzzle.
“Where in the cupboard?”

“Oh. Cranberry sauce,” Mrs. Travers said. “Well, I
make it. First I put the cranberries in a little water.
Then I keep it on low heat—no, I think I soak them
first—"

“Well, I haven’t got time for all that,” Gretchen said.
“You mean you don’t have any canned?”
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“I guess not. I must not have, because I make it.”

“I’1l have to send somebody to get some.”

“Dear, it’s Thanksgiving,” Mrs. Travers said gently.
“Nowhere will be open.”

“That place down the highway, it’s always open.”
Gretchen raised her voice. “Where’s Wat?”

“He’s out in the rowboat,” Mavis called from the back
bedroom. She made it sound like a warning, because
she was trying to get her baby to sleep. “He took
Mikey out in the boat.”

Mavis had driven over in her own car, with Mikey
and the baby. Neil was coming later—he had some
phone calls to make.

And Mr. Travers had gone golfing.

“It’s just that I need somebody to go to the store,”
Gretchen said. She waited, but no offer came from the
bedroom. She raised her eyebrows at Grace. “You
can’t drive, can you?”

Grace said no.

Mrs. Travers sat down, with a gracious sigh.

“Well,” Gretchen said. “Maury can drive. Where’s
Maury?”

Maury was in the front bedroom looking for his
swimming trunks, though everybody had told him that
the water was too cold for swimming. He said that the
store would not be open.

“It will be,” Gretchen said. “They sell gas. And if it
isn’t there’s that one just coming into Perth—you
know, with the ice-cream cones.”

Maury wanted Grace to come with him, but the two
little girls, Janey and Dana, were begging her to come
see the swing that their grandfather had put up under
the Norway maple at the side of the house.

As Grace was going down the steps, she felt the strap
of one of her sandals break. She took both shoes off
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and walked without difficulty on the sandy soil,
across the flat-pressed plantain and the many curled
leaves that had already fallen.

First she pushed the children in the swing, then they
pushed her. It was when she jumped off, barefoot, that
one leg crumpled and she let out a yelp of pain, not
knowing what had happened.

It was her foot, not her leg. The pain had shot up from
the sole of her left foot, which had been cut by the
sharp edge of a clamshell.

“Dana brought those shells,” Janey said. “She was
going to make a house for her snail.”

“He got away,” Dana said.

Gretchen and Mrs. Travers and even Mavis had come
running out of the house, thinking that the cry had
come from one of the children.

“She’s got a bloody foot,” Dana said. “There’s blood
all over the ground.”

Janey said, “She cut it on a shell. Dana left those
shells here—she was going to build a house for Ivan.
Ivan her snail.”

A basin was brought out, with water to wash the cut
and a towel, and everyone asked how much it hurt.
“Not too bad,” Grace said, limping to the steps, with
both girls competing to hold her up and generally
getting in her way.

“Oh, that’s nasty,” Gretchen said. “But why weren’t
you wearing your shoes?”

“Broke her strap,” Dana and Janey said together, as a
wine-colored convertible swerved neatly into the
parking space by the house.

“Now, that is what I call opportune,” Mrs. Travers
said. “Here’s the very man we need. The doctor.”
This was Neil—the first time that Grace had ever seen
him. He was tall, thin, impatient.
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“Your bag,” Mrs. Travers cried gaily. “We’ve already
got a case for you.”

“Nice piece of junk you’ve got there,” Gretchen said.
“New?”

Neil said, “Piece of folly.”

“Now the baby’s awake,” Mavis said, with a sigh of
unspecific accusation. She went back into the house.
“Don’t tell me you haven’t got it with you,” Mrs.
Travers said. But Neil swung a doctor’s bag out of the
back seat, and she said, “Oh, yes, you have. That’s
good. You never know.”

“You the patient?” Neil said to Dana. “What’s the
matter? Swallow a toad?”

“It’s her,” Dana said with dignity. “It’s Grace.”

“I see. She swallowed the toad.”

“She cut her foot.”

“On a clamshell,” Janey said.

Neil said, “Move over,” to his nieces, and sat on the
step below Grace. He carefully lifted the foot and
said, “Give me that cloth or whatever,” then blotted
away the blood to get a look at the cut. Now that he
was so close to her, Grace noticed a smell that she had
learned to identify over the summer, working at the
inn—the smell of liquor edged with mint.

“Hurts?” he asked.

Grace said, “Some.”

He looked briefly, though searchingly, into her face.
Perhaps wondering if she had caught the smell and
what she had thought about it.

“I bet. See that flap? We have to get under there and
make sure it’s clean, then I'll put a stitch or two in it.
I’ve got some stuff I can rub on it, so that won’t hurt
as much as you might think.” He looked up at
Gretchen. “Hey. Let’s get the audience out of the way
here.”
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He had not spoken a word, as yet, to his mother, who
now said again what a good thing it was that he had
come along just when he did.

“Boy Scout,” he said. “Always prepared.”

His hands didn’t feel drunk, and his eyes didn’t look
it. Nor did he look like the jolly uncle he had
impersonated when he talked to the children, or the
purveyor of reassuring patter he had chosen to be with
Grace. He had a high pale forehead, a crest of tight
curly gray-black hair, bright gray but slightly sunken
eyes, high cheekbones, and rather hollowed cheeks. If
his face relaxed, he would look sombre and hungry.
When the cut had been dealt with, Neil said that he
thought it would be a good idea to run Grace into
town, to the hospital. “For an anti-tetanus shot.”

“It doesn’t feel too bad,” Grace said.

Neil said, “That’s not the point.”

“I agree,” Mrs. Travers said. ‘“Tetanus—that’s
terrible.”

“We shouldn’t be long,” he said. “Here. Grace?
Grace, I'll get you to the car.” He held her under one
arm. She had strapped on the good sandal, and
managed to get her toes into the other, so that she
could drag it along. The bandage was very neat and
tight.

“I’ll just run in,” he said, when she was sitting in the
car. “Make my apologies.”

Mrs. Travers came down from the veranda and put
her hand on the car door.

“This is good,” she said. “This is very good. Grace,
you are a godsend. You’ll try to keep him away from
drinking today, won’t you? You’ll know how to do
it.”

Grace heard these words, but didn’t give them much
thought. She was too dismayed by the change in Mrs.
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Travers, by what looked like an increase in bulk, a
stiffness in her movements, a random and rather
frantic air of benevolence. And a faint crust showing
at the corners of her mouth, like sugar.

The hospital was three miles away. There was a
highway overpass above the railway tracks, and they
took this at such speed that Grace had the impression,
at its crest, that the car had lifted off the pavement and
they were flying. There was hardly any traffic, so she
wasn’t frightened, and anyway there was nothing she
could do.

Neil knew the nurse who was on duty in Emergency,
and after he had filled out a form and let her take a
passing look at Grace’s foot (“Nice job,” she said
without interest) he was able to go ahead and give the
tetanus shot himself. (“It won’t hurt now, but it could
later.”) Just as he finished, the nurse came back into
the cubicle and said, “There’s a guy in the waiting
room who wants to take her home.”

She said to Grace, “He says he’s your fiancé.”

“Tell him she’s not ready yet,” Neil said. “No. Tell
him we’ve already gone.”

“I said you were in here.”

“But when you came back,” Neil said, “we were
gone.”

“He said he was your brother. Won’t he see your car
in the lot?”

“But I parked out back in the doctors’ lot.”

“Pret-ty trick-y,” the nurse said, over her shoulder.
And Neil said to Grace, “You didn’t want to go home
yet, did you?”

“No,” Grace said, as if she’d seen the word written in
front of her, on the wall. As if she were having her
eyes tested.
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Once more she was helped to the car, sandal flopping
from the toe strap, and settled on the creamy
upholstery. They took a back street out of the lot, an
unfamiliar way out of town.

She knew that they wouldn’t see Maury. She did not
think of him. Still less of Mavis.

Describing this passage, this change in her life, later
on, Grace might say—she did say—that it was as if a
gate had clanged shut behind her. But at the time
there was no clang—acquiescence simply rippled
through her, and the rights of those left behind were
smoothly cancelled out.

Her memory of this day remained clear and detailed
for a long time, though there was a variation in the
parts of it she dwelled on.

And even in some of those details she must have been
wrong.

First they drove west, on Highway 7. In Grace’s
recollection, there was not another car on the
highway, and their speed approached the flight on the
highway overpass. This cannot have been true—there
must have been people on the road, people on their
way home from church that Sunday morning, or on
their way to spend Thanksgiving with their families.
Neil must have slowed down when driving through
villages, and around the many curves on the old
highway. She was not used to driving in a convertible
with the top down, wind in her eyes, taking charge of
her hair. It gave her the illusion of constant perfect
speed—not frantic but miraculous, serene.

And though Maury and Mavis and the rest of the
family had been wiped from her mind, some scrap of
Mrs. Travers did remain, hovering, delivering in a
whisper and with a strange, shamed giggle, her last
message.
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You’ll know how to do it.

Grace and Neil did not talk, of course. As she
remembers it, you would have had to scream to be
heard. And what she remembers is, to tell the truth,
hardly distinguishable from her idea, her fantasies at
that time, of what sex should be like. The fortuitous
meeting, the muted but powerful signals, the nearly
silent flight in which she herself figured more or less
as a captive. An airy surrender, her flesh nothing now
but a stream of desire.

They stopped, finally, in Kaladar, and went into the
hotel—the old hotel that is still there. Taking her
hand, kneading his fingers between hers, slowing his
pace to match her uneven steps, Neil led her into the
bar. She recognized it as a bar, though she had never
been in one before. (Bailey’s Falls Inn did not yet
have a license, so drinking was done in people’s
rooms, or in a rather ramshackle night club across the
road.) This bar was just as she would have expected—
a big, dark, airless room, with the chairs and tables
rearranged in a careless way after a hasty cleanup, the
smell of Lysol not erasing the smell of beer, whiskey,
cigars, pipes, men.

A man came in from another room and spoke to Neil.
He said, “Hello there, Doc,” and went behind the bar.
It occurred to Grace that it would be like this
everywhere they went—people would know Neil.
“You know it’s Sunday,” the man said in a stern,
almost shouting voice, as if he wanted to be heard out
in the parking lot. “I can’t sell you anything in here on
a Sunday. And I can’t sell anything to her, ever. She
shouldn’t even be in here. You understand that?”

“Oh, yes, sir. Yes, indeed, sir,” Neil said. “I heartily
agree, sir.”
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While both men were talking, the man behind the bar
had taken a bottle of whiskey from a hidden shelf and
poured some into a glass and shoved it across the
counter to Neil.

“You thirsty?” he asked Grace. He was already
opening a Coke. He gave it to her without a glass.
Neil put a bill on the counter, and the man shoved it
away.

“I told you,” he said. “Can’t sell.”

“What about the Coke?” Neil said.

“Can’t sell.”

The man put the bottle away. Neil drank what was in
the glass very quickly. “You’re a good man,” he said.
“Spirit of the law.”

“Take the Coke along with you. Sooner she’s out of
here the happier I’ll be.”

“You bet,” Neil said. “She’s a good girl. My sister-in-
law. Future sister-in-law. So I understand.”

“Is that the truth?”

They didn’t go back to Highway 7. Instead, they took
the road north, which was not paved but was wide
enough and decently graded. The drink seemed to
have affected Neil’s driving in the opposite way than
it was supposed to. He had slowed down to the
seemly, even cautious rate that this road required.
“You don’t mind?” he said.

Grace said, “Mind what?”

“Being dragged into any old place.”

“No.”

“I need your company. How’s your foot?”

“It’s fine.”

“It must hurt some.”

“Not really. It’s O.K.”
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He picked up the hand that was not holding the Coke
bottle, pressed the palm of it to his mouth, gave it a
lick, and let it drop.

“Did you think I was abducting you for fell
purposes?”’

“No,” Grace lied, thinking how like his mother that
word was. Fell.

“There was a time when you would have been right,”
he said, just as if she had answered yes. “But not
today. I don’t think so. You're safe as a church
today.”

The changed tone of his voice, which had become
intimate, frank, and quiet, and the memory of his lips
pressed, his tongue flicked, across her skin, affected
Grace to such an extent that she was hearing the
words but not the sense of what he was telling her.
She could feel a hundred flicks of his tongue, a dance
of supplication, all over her skin. But she thought to
say, “Churches aren’t always safe.”

“True. True.”

“And I’m not your sister-in-law.”

“Future. Didn’t I say future?”

“I’m not that, either.”

“Oh. Well. 1T guess I'm not surprised. No. Not
surprised.”

Then his voice changed again, became businesslike.
“I'm looking for a turnoff up here, to the right.
There’s a road I ought to recognize. Do you know this
country at all?”

“Not around here, no.”

“Don’t know Flower Station? Ompah? Poland? Snow
Road?”

She had not heard of them.

“There’s somebody I want to see.”
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A turn was made, to the right, with some dubious
mutterings on his part. There were no signs. This road
was narrower and rougher, with a one-lane plank-
floored bridge. The trees of the hardwood forest laced
their branches overhead. The weather had been
strangely warm this year, and the leaves were still
green, except for the odd one here and there that
flashed out like a banner. There was a feeling of
sanctuary. For miles, Neil and Grace were quiet, and
there was still no break in the trees, no end to the
forest. But then Neil broke the peace.

He said, “Can you drive?” And when Grace said no
he said, “I think you should learn.”

He meant right then. He stopped the car, got out, and
came around to her side, gesturing to her to move
behind the wheel.

“No better place than this.”

“What if something comes?”

“Nothing will. And we can manage if it does. That’s
why I picked a straight stretch.”

He did not bother explaining anything about how cars
ran—he simply showed her where to put her feet, and
made her practice shifting the gears, then said, “Now
go, and do what I tell you.”

The first leap of the car terrified her. She ground the
gears, and she thought he would put an end to the
lesson immediately, but he just laughed. He said,
“Whoa, easy. Easy. Keep going,” and she did. He did
not comment on her steering, except to say, “Keep
going, keep going, keep on the road, don’t let the
engine die.”

“When can I stop?” she said.

“Not till I tell you how.”

He made her keep driving until they came out of the
tunnel of trees, and then he instructed her about the
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brake. As soon as she had stopped, she opened the
door so that they could trade sides, but he said, “No.
This is just a breather. Soon you’ll be getting to like
it.” And when they started again she began to see that
he might be right. Her momentary surge of
confidence almost took them into a ditch. Still, he
laughed when he had to grab the wheel, and the
lesson continued.

She drove for what seemed like miles, and even
went—slowly—around several curves. Then he said
that they had better switch back, because he could not
get a feeling of direction unless he was driving.

He asked how she felt now, and though she was
shaking all over she said, “O.K.”

He rubbed her arm from shoulder to elbow and said,
“What a liar.” But did not touch her, beyond that, did
not let any part of her feel his mouth again.

He must have got his feeling of direction back when
they came to a crossroads some miles on, for he
turned left, and the trees thinned out and they climbed
a rough road up to a village, or at least a roadside
collection of buildings. A church and a store, neither
of them open to serve their original purposes but
probably lived in, to judge by the vehicles around
them and the sorry-looking curtains in the windows.
There were a couple of houses in the same state, and,
behind one of them, a barn that had fallen in on itself,
with old dark hay bulging out between its cracked
beams like swollen innards.

Neil exclaimed in celebration at the sight of this
place, but did not stop there.

“What a relief,” he said. “What—a—relief. Now I
know. Thank you.”

“Me?”
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“For letting me teach you to drive. It calmed me
down.”

“Calmed you down?” Grace said. “Really?”

“True as I live.” Neil was smiling, but he did not look
at her. He was busy looking from side to side, across
the fields that lay along the road after it had passed
through the village. He was talking as if to himself.
“This is it. Got to be it. Now we know.”

And so on, till he turned onto a lane that didn’t go
straight but wound around through a field, avoiding
rocks and patches of juniper. At the end of the lane
was a house, in no better shape than the houses in the
village.

“Now, this place,” he said, “this place I am not going
to take you into. I won’t be five minutes.”

He was longer than that. She sat in the car, in the
shade. The door to the house was open—just the
screen door closed. The screen had mended patches in
it, newer wire woven in with the old. Nobody came to
look at her, not even a dog. And now that the car had
stopped, the day filled up with an unnatural silence.
Unnatural because on such a hot afternoon you would
expect the buzzing and chirping of insects in the grass
and in the juniper bushes. Even if you couldn’t see
them, their noise would seem to rise out of everything
growing on the earth, as far as the horizon. But it was
too late in the year, maybe too late even to hear geese
honking as they flew south. At any rate, she didn’t
hear any.

It seemed that they were up on top of the world here.
The field fell away on all sides; only the tips of the
trees were visible, because they grew on lower
ground.

Whom did Neil know, who lived in this house? A
woman? It didn’t seem possible that the sort of
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woman he would want could live in a place like this,
but then there was no end to the strangeness that
Grace could encounter today. No end to it.

Once, this had been a brick house, but someone had
begun to take the brick walls down. Plain wooden
walls had been bared underneath, and the bricks that
had covered them were roughly piled in the yard,
maybe waiting to be sold. The bricks left on the wall
in front of her formed a diagonal line, a set of steps,
and Grace, with nothing else to do, leaned back to
count them. She did this both foolishly and seriously,
the way you would pull petals off a flower, but not
with any words so blatant as He loves me, he loves
me not.

Lucky. Not. Lucky. Not. That was all she dared.

She found that it was hard to keep track of the bricks
arranged in this zigzag fashion, especially since the
line flattened out above the door.

Then she knew. What else could it be? A bootlegger’s
place. She thought of the bootlegger in the town
where her aunt and uncle lived—a raddled, skinny old
man, morose and suspicious. He sat on his front step
with a shotgun on Halloween night. And he painted
numbers on the sticks of firewood stacked by his door
so he’d know if any were stolen. She thought of
him—or this one—dozing in the heat, in his dirty but
tidy room (she knew that it would be that way by the
mended patches in the screen), getting up from his
creaky cot or couch, covered with a stained quilt that
some woman related to him, some woman now dead,
had made long ago.

Not that she had ever been inside the bootlegger’s
house, but the partitions were thin, back home,
between the threadbare ways of living that were
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respectable and those that were not. She knew how
things were.

How strange that she’d thought of becoming one of
them—a Travers. Marrying Maury. A kind of
treachery, it would be. But not a treachery to be riding
with Neil, because he wasn’t fortunate—he knew
some of the things that she did.

And then in the doorway it seemed that she could see
her uncle, stooped and baffled, looking out at her, as
if she had been away for years and years. As if she
had promised to come home and then had forgotten
about it, and in all this time he should have died but
he hadn’t.

She struggled to speak to him, but he was lost. She
was waking up, moving. She was in the car with Neil,
on the road again. She had been asleep with her
mouth open and she was thirsty. He turned to her for a
moment, and she noticed, even with the wind blowing
around them, a fresh smell of whiskey.

“You awake? You were fast asleep when I came out
of there,” he said. “Sorry—I had to be sociable for a
while. How’s your bladder?”

That was a problem she had been thinking about, in
fact, while she was waiting. She had seen a toilet
behind the house, but had felt shy about getting out
and walking to it.

He said, “This looks like a possible place,” and
stopped the car. She got out and walked in among
some blooming goldenrod and Queen Anne’s lace and
wild asters, to squat down. He stood in the flowers on
the other side, with his back to her. When she got into
the car, she saw the bottle, on the floor beside her
feet. More than a third of its contents seemed already
to be gone.

He saw her looking.
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“Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I just poured some in
here.” He held up a flask. “Easier when I’m driving.”
On the floor there was also another Coca-Cola. He
told her to look in the glove compartment for a bottle
opener.

“It’s cold!” she said in surprise.

“Icebox. They cut ice off the lakes in the winter and
store it in sawdust. He keeps it under the house.”

“I thought I saw my uncle in the doorway of that
house,” she said. “But I was dreaming.”

“You could tell me about your uncle. Tell me about
where you live. Your job. Anything. I just like to hear
you talk.”

There was a new strength in his voice, and a change
in his face, but it wasn’t the manic glow of
drunkenness. It was as if he’d been sick—not terribly
sick, just down, under the weather—and was now
wanting to assure her that he was better. He capped
the flask and laid it down and reached for her hand.
He held it lightly, a comrade’s clasp.

“He’s quite old,” Grace said. “He’s really my great-
uncle. He’s a caner—that means he canes chairs. I
can’t explain that to you, but I could show you how, if
we had a chair to cane—"

“I don’t see one.”

She laughed, and said, “It’s boring, really.”

“Tell me about what interests you, then. What
interests you?”

She said, “You do.”

“Oh. What about me interests you?” His hand slid
away.

“What you’re doing now,” Grace said determinedly.
“Why.”

“You mean drinking? Why I’'m drinking?” The cap
came off the flask again. “Why don’t you ask me?”
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“Because I know what you’d say.”

“What’s that? What would I say?”

“You’d say, ‘What else is there to do?” Or something
like that.”

“That’s true,” he said. “That’s about what I'd say.
Well, then you’d try to tell me why I was wrong.”
“No,” Grace said. “No. I wouldn’t.”

When she’d said that, she felt cold. She had thought
that she was serious, but now she saw that she’d been
trying to impress him, to show that she was as
worldly as he was, and in the middle of that she had
come on a rock-bottom truth, a lack of hope that was
genuine, reasonable, everlasting. There was no
comfort in what she saw, now that she could see it.
Neil said, “You wouldn’t? No. You wouldn’t. That’s
arelief. You are a relief, Grace.”

In a while he said, “You know, I’'m sleepy. Soon as
we find a good spot I'm going to pull over and go to
sleep. Just for a little while. Would you mind that?”
“No. I think you should.”

“You’ll watch over me?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

The spot he found was in a little town called Fortune.
There was a park on the outskirts, beside a river, and
a gravelled space for cars. He settled the seat back,
and at once fell asleep. Evening had come on as it did
now, around suppertime, proving that this wasn’t a
summer day after all. A short while ago, people had
been having a Thanksgiving picnic here—there was
still some smoke rising from the outdoor fireplace,
and the smell of hamburgers in the air. The smell did
not make Grace hungry, exactly—it made her
remember being hungry, in other circumstances.
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Some dust had settled on her, with all the stopping
and starting of her driving lesson. She got out and
washed her hands and her face as well as she could, at
an outdoor tap. Then, favoring her cut foot, she
walked slowly to the edge of the river, saw how
shallow it was, with reeds breaking the surface. A
sign there warned that profanity, obscenity, or vulgar
language was forbidden in this place and would be
punished.

She tried the swings, which faced west. Pumping
herself high, she looked into the clear sky—faint
green, fading gold, a fierce pink rim at the horizon.
Already the air was getting cold.

She had thought that it was touch. Mouths, tongues,
skin, bodies, banging bone on bone. Inflammation.
Passion. But that wasn’t what she’d been working
toward at all. She had seen deeper, deeper into him
than she could ever have managed if they’d gone that
way.

What she saw was final. As if she were at the edge of
a flat dark body of water that stretched on and on.
Cold, level water. Looking out at such dark, cold,
level water, and knowing that it was all there was.

It wasn’t the drinking that was responsible. Drinking,
needing to drink—that was just some sort of
distraction, like everything else, from the thing that
was waiting, no matter what, all the time.

She went back to the car and tried to rouse him. He
stirred but wouldn’t waken. So she walked around
again to keep warm, and to practice the easiest way
with her foot—she understood now that she would be
working again, serving breakfast in the morning.

She tried once more, talking to him urgently. He
answered with various promises and mutters, and
once more he fell asleep. By the time it was really
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dark she had given up. Now, with the cold of night
settled in, some other facts became clear to her: that
they could not remain here, that they were still in the
world, after all, that she had to get back to Bailey’s
Falls.

With some difficulty, she got him over into the
passenger seat. If that did not wake him, it was clear
that nothing could. It took her a while to figure out
how the headlights went on, and then she began to
move the car, jerkily, slowly, back onto the road.

She had no idea of directions, and there was not a soul
on the street to ask. She just kept driving, to the other
side of the town, and there, most blessedly, was a sign
pointing the way to Bailey’s Falls, among other
places. Only nine miles.

She drove along the two-lane highway, never at more
than thirty miles an hour. There was little traffic.
Once or twice a car passed her, honking, and the few
she met honked also. In one case, it was probably
because she was going so slowly, and, in the other,
because she did not know how to dim the lights.
Never mind. She couldn’t stop to get her courage up
again. She had to just keep going, as he had said.
Keep going.

At first she did not recognize Bailey’s Falls, coming
upon it in this unfamiliar way. When she did, she
became more frightened than she had been in all the
nine miles. It was one thing to drive in unknown
territory, another to turn in at the inn gates.

He was awake when she stopped in the parking lot.
He didn’t show any surprise at where they were, or at
what she had done. In fact, he told her, the honking
had woken him, miles back, but he had pretended to
be still asleep, because the important thing was not to
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startle her. He hadn’t been worried, though. He’d
known that she would make it.

She asked if he was awake enough to drive now.
“Wide awake. Bright as a dollar.”

He told her to slip her foot out of its sandal, and he
pressed it here and there, before saying, “Nice. No
heat. No swelling. Your arm hurt from the shot?
Maybe it won’t.” He walked her to the door, and
thanked her for her company. She was still amazed to
be safely back. She hardly realized that it was time to
say goodbye.

As a matter of fact, she does not know, to this day, if
those words were spoken or if he only caught her,
wound his arms around her, held her so tightly, with
such continuous, changing pressure that it seemed as
if more than two arms were needed, as if she were
surrounded by him, his body strong and light,
demanding and renouncing all at once, telling her that
she was wrong to give up on him, everything was
possible, but then again that she was not wrong, he
meant to stamp himself on her and go.

Early in the morning, the manager knocked on the
dormitory door, calling for Grace.

“Somebody on the phone,” he said. “Don’t bother
getting up—they just wanted to know if you were
here. I said I'd go and check. O.K. now.”

It would be Maury, she thought. One of them,
anyway. But probably Maury. Now she’d have to deal
with Maury.

When she went down to serve breakfast—wearing
running shoes, one loosely laced—she heard about the
accident. A car had gone into a bridge abutment
halfway down the road to Sabot Lake. It had been
rammed right in—it was totally smashed and burned
up. There were no other cars involved, and apparently
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no passengers. The driver would have to be identified
by dental records. Or probably had been, by this time.
“One hell of a way,” the manager said. “Better to go
and cut your throat.”

“It could’ve been an accident,” said the cook, who
had an optimistic nature. “Could’ve just fell asleep.”
“Yeah. Sure.”

Her arm hurt now, as if it had taken a wicked blow.
She couldn’t balance her tray, and had to carry it in
front of her, using both hands instead.

She did not have to deal with Maury face to face. He
wrote her a letter.

Just say he made you do it. Just say you didn’t want
to go.

She wrote back five words. I did want to go.

She was going to add, I'm sorry, but stopped herself.
Mr. Travers came to the inn to see her a few days
later. He was polite and businesslike, firm, cool, not
unkind. She saw him now in circumstances that let
him come into his own. A man who could take
charge, who could tidy things up. He said that it was
very sad, they were all very sad, but alcoholism was a
terrible thing. When Mrs. Travers was a little better,
he was going to take her on a trip, a vacation,
somewhere warm.

Then he said that he had to be going. He had many
things to do. As he shook her hand to say goodbye, he
put an envelope into it.

“We both hope you’ll make good use of this,” he said.
The check was for a thousand dollars. Immediately
she thought of sending it back or tearing it up, and
sometimes even now she thinks that that would have
been a grand thing to do. But in the end, of course,
she was not able to do it. In those days, it was enough
money to insure her a start in life.
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Free Radicals
By Alice Munro, February 11. 2008

At first, people kept phoning, to make sure that Nita was
not too depressed, not too lonely, not eating too little or
drinking too much. (She had been such a diligent wine
drinker that many forgot that she was now forbidden to
drink at all.) She held them off, without sounding nobly
grief-stricken or unnaturally cheerful or absent-minded or
confused. She said that she didn’t need groceries; she was
working through what she had on hand. She had enough of
her prescription pills and enough stamps for her thank-you
notes.

Her closer friends probably suspected the truth—that she
was not bothering to eat much and that she threw out any
sympathy note she happened to get. She had not even
informed the people who lived at a distance, to elicit such
notes. Not Rich’s ex-wife in Arizona or his semi-estranged
brother in Nova Scotia, though those two might have
understood, perhaps better than the people near at hand,
why she had proceeded with the non-funeral as she had
done.

Rich had told her that he was going to the village, to the
hardware store. It was around ten o’clock in the morning,
and he had just started to paint the railing of the deck. That
is, he’d been scraping it to prepare for the painting, and the
old scraper had come apart in his hand.

She hadn’t had time to wonder about his being late. He’d
died bent over the sidewalk sign that stood in front of the
hardware store offering a discount on lawnmowers. He
hadn’t even managed to get into the store. He’d been
eighty-one years old and in fine health, aside from some
deafness in his right ear. His doctor had checked him over
only the week before. Nita was to learn that the recent
checkup, the clean bill of health, cropped up in a surprising
number of the sudden-death stories that she was now
presented with. “You’d almost think that such visits ought
to be avoided,” she’d said.
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She should have spoken like this only to her close and
fellow bad-mouthing friends, Virgie and Carol, women
around her own age, which was sixty-two.

Her younger friends found this sort of talk unseemly and
evasive. At first, they had crowded in on Nita. They had
not actually spoken of the grieving process, but she had
been afraid that at any moment they might start.

As soon as she got on with the arrangements, of course, all
but the tried and true had fallen away. The cheapest box,
into the ground immediately, no ceremony of any kind. The
undertaker had suggested that this might be against the law,
but she and Rich had had their facts straight. They’d got
their information almost a year before, when the diagnosis
of her cancer became final.

“How was I to know he’d steal my thunder?” she’d said.
People had not expected a traditional service, but they had
looked forward to some kind of contemporary affair.
Celebrating the life. Playing his favorite music, holding
hands together, telling stories that praised Rich while
touching humorously on his quirks and forgivable faults.
The sort of thing that Rich had said made him puke.

So it was dealt with privately, and soon the stir, the
widespread warmth that had surrounded Nita melted away,
though some people, she supposed, were likely still saying
that they were concerned about her. Virgie and Carol didn’t
say that. They said only that she was a selfish bloody bitch
if she was thinking of conking out now, any sooner than
was necessary. They would come around, they said, and
revive her with Grey Goose.

She assured them that she wasn’t, though she could see a
certain logic to the idea.

Thanks to the radiation last spring, her cancer was at
present in remission—whatever that actually meant. It did
not mean gone. Not for good, anyway. Her liver was the
main theatre of operations and as long as she stuck to
nibbles it did not complain. It would only have depressed
her friends to remind them that she couldn’t have wine, let
alone vodka.
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Rich died in June. Now here it is midsummer. She gets out
of bed early and washes herself and dresses in anything that
comes to hand. But she does dress and wash, and she
brushes her teeth and combs her hair, which has grown
back decently, gray around her face and dark at the back,
the way it was before. She puts on lipstick and pencils her
eyebrows, which are now very scanty, and out of her
lifelong respect for a narrow waist and moderate hips she
checks on the achievements she has made in that direction,
though she knows that the proper word for all parts of her
now might be “scrawny.”

She sits in her usual ample armchair, with piles of books
and unopened magazines around her. She sips cautiously
from the mug of weak herbal tea that is now her substitute
for coffee. At one time, she thought that she could not live
without coffee, but it turned out that it was really just the
large warm mug she wanted in her hands, that was the aid
to thought or whatever it was she practiced through the
procession of hours, or of days.

This was Rich’s house. He’d bought it when he was with
his first wife, Bett. It had been intended as a weekend
place, closed up in the winter. Two tiny bedrooms, a lean-
to kitchen, half a mile from the village. But soon Rich had
begun working on it, learning carpentry, building a wing
for two new bedrooms and a bathroom and another wing
for his study, turning the original house into an open-plan
living room, dining room, kitchen. Bett had become
interested; she’d claimed in the beginning not to understand
why he’d bought such a dump, but practical improvements
always engaged her, and she bought matching carpenter’s
aprons. She’d needed something to become involved in,
having finished and published the cookbook that had
occupied her for several years. They’d had no children.

And at the same time that Bett had been busy telling people
that she’d found her role in life as a carpenter’s helper, and
that it had brought her and Rich much closer, Rich had
been falling in love with Nita. She’d worked in the
registrar’s office of the university where he taught
medieval literature. The first time they’d made love was
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amid the shavings and sawn wood of what was to become
the house’s central room with its arched ceiling, on a
weekend when Bett had stayed in the city. Nita had left her
sunglasses behind—not on purpose, though Bett, who
never forgot anything, could not believe that. The usual
ruckus followed, trite and painful, and ended with Bett
going off to California, then Arizona, Nita quitting her job
at the suggestion of the registrar, and Rich missing out on
becoming dean of arts. He took early retirement, sold the
city house. Nita did not inherit the smaller carpenter’s
apron, but she read her books cheerfully in the midst of
construction and disorder, made

rudimentary dinners on a hot plate, and went for long
exploratory walks, coming back with ragged bouquets of
tiger lilies and wild carrot, which she stuffed into empty
paint cans. Later, when she and Rich had settled down, she
felt somewhat embarrassed to think how readily she had
played the younger woman, the happy home-wrecker, the
lissome, laughing, tripping ingénue. She was really a rather
serious, physically awkward, self-conscious woman, who
could recite not just the kings but the queens of England,
and knew the Thirty Years’ War backward, but was shy
about dancing in front of people and would never learn, as
Bett had, to get up on a stepladder.

The house had a row of cedars on one side and a railway
embankment on the other. The railway traffic had never
amounted to much, and by now there were only a couple of
trains a month. Weeds were lavish between the tracks. One
time, when she was on the verge of menopause, Nita had
teased Rich into making love up there—not on the ties, of
course, but on the narrow grass verge beside them—and
they had climbed down inordinately pleased with
themselves.

She thought carefully, every morning when she first took
her seat, of the places where Rich was not. He was not in
the smaller bathroom, where his shaving things still were,
along with the prescription pills for various troublesome
but not serious ailments which he’d refused to throw out.
Nor was he in the bedroom, which she had just tidied and
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left. Not in the larger bathroom, which he had entered only
to take tub baths. Or in the kitchen, which had become
mostly his domain in the last year. He was of course not out
on the half-scraped deck, ready to peer jokingly in the
window—through which she might, in earlier days, have
pretended to be alarmed at the sight of a peeping tom.

Or in the study. That was where, of all places, his absence
had to be most often verified. At first, she had found it
necessary to go to the door and open it and stand there,
surveying the piles of paper, the moribund computer, the
overflowing files, the books lying open or face down, as
well as crowded on the shelves. Now she could manage just
by picturing these things.

One of these days, she would have to enter the room. She
thought of it as invading. She would have to invade her
dead husband’s mind. This was one possibility that she had
never considered. Rich had seemed to her such a tower of
efficiency and competence, so vigorous and firm a presence
that she had always believed, quite unreasonably, that he
would survive her. Then, in the last year, this had become
not a foolish belief at all but in both their minds, she
thought, a certainty.

She would deal with the cellar first. It really was a cellar,
not a basement. Planks made walkways over the dirt floor,
and the small high windows were hung with dirty cobwebs.
There was nothing down there that she ever needed. Just
Rich’s half-filled paint tins, boards of various lengths, tools
that were either usable or ready to be discarded. She had
opened the door and gone down the steps just once since
Rich had died, to see that no lights had been left on, and to
assure herself that the fuse switches were there, with labels
written beside them to tell her which controlled what.
When she came up, she had bolted the door as usual, on the
kitchen side. Rich used to laugh about that habit of hers,
asking what she thought might get in, through the stone
walls and elf-size windows, to menace them.

Nevertheless, the cellar would be easier to start on; it would
be a hundred times easier than the study.
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She did make up the bed and tidy her own little messes in
the kitchen or the bathroom, but in general the impulse to
take on any wholesale sweep of housecleaning was beyond
her. She could barely throw out a twisted paper clip or a
fridge magnet that had lost its attraction, let alone the dish
of Irish coins that she and Rich had brought home from a
trip fifteen years ago. Everything seemed to have acquired
its own peculiar heft and strangeness.

Carol or Virgie phoned every day, usually toward supper-
time, when they must have thought her solitude was least
bearable. She told them that she was O.K.; she would come
out of her lair soon. She just needed this time to think and
read. And eat and sleep.

It was true, too, except for the part about reading. She sat in
her chair surrounded by her books without opening one of
them. She had always been such a reader—that was one
reason, Rich had said, that she was the right woman for
him; she could sit and read and let him alone—but now she
couldn’t stick to it for even half a page.

She hadn’t been just a once-through reader, either. “The
Brothers Karamazov,” “The Mill on the Floss,” “The
Wings of the Dove,” “The Magic Mountain,” over and
over. She would pick one up, planning to read that one
special passage, and find herself unable to stop until the
whole thing was redigested. She read modern fiction, too.
Always fiction. She hated to hear the word “escape” used
about fiction. She once might have argued, not just
playfully, that it was real life that was the escape. But real
life had become too important to argue about.

And now, most strangely, all that was gone. Not just with
Rich’s death but with her own immersion in illness. She
had thought that the change was temporary and the magic
of reading would reappear once she was off certain drugs
and exhausting treatments.

But apparently not.

Sometimes she tried to explain why, to an imaginary
inquisitor.

“I got too busy.”

“So everybody says. Doing what?”
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“Too busy paying attention.”

“To what?”

“I mean thinking.”

“What about?”

“Never mind.”

One morning, after sitting for a while, she decided that it
was a very hot day. She should get up and turn on the fans.
Or she could, with more environmental responsibility, try
opening the front and back doors and letting the breeze, if
there was any, blow through the house.

She unlocked the front door first. And even before she had
allowed half an inch of morning light to show itself she was
aware of a dark stripe cutting that light off.

There was a young man standing outside the screen door,
which was hooked.

“Didn’t mean to startle you,” he said. “I was looking for a
doorbell or something. I gave a little knock on the frame
here, but I guess you didn’t hear me.”

“Sorry,” she said.

“I’'m supposed to look at your fuse box. If you could tell
me where it is.”

She stepped aside to let him in. She took a moment to
remember.

“Yes. In the cellar,” she said. “T’ll turn the light on. You’ll
see it.”

He shut the door behind him and bent to take off his shoes.
“That’s all right,” she said. “It’s not as if it’s raining.”
“Might as well, though. I make it a habit. Could leave you
dust tracks insteada mud.”

She went into the kitchen, not able to sit down again until
he left the house.

She opened the cellar door for him as he came up the steps.
“0.K.?” she said. “You found it O.K.?”

“Fine.”

She was leading him toward the front door, then realized
that there were no footsteps behind her. She turned and saw
him still standing in the kitchen.

“You don’t happen to have anything you could fix up for
me to eat, do you?”
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There was a change in his voice—a crack in it, a rising
pitch that made her think of a television comedian doing a
rural whine. Under the kitchen skylight, she saw that he
wasn’t as young as she’d thought. When she’d opened the
door, she had been aware only of a skinny body, the face
dark against the morning glare. The body, as she saw it
now, was certainly skinny but more wasted than boyish,
affecting a genial slouch. His face was long and rubbery,
with prominent light-blue eyes. A jokey look, but a
persistence, too, as if he generally got his way.

“See, I happen to be a diabetic,” he said. “I don’t know if
you know any diabetics, but the fact is when you get
hungry you got to eat. Otherwise your system goes all
weird. I shoulda ate before I came in here, but I let myself
get in a hurry. You mind if I sit down?”

He was already sitting down at the kitchen table.

“You got any coffee?”

“I have tea. Herbal tea, if you’d like that.”

“Sure. Sure.”

She measured tea into a strainer, plugged in the kettle, and
opened the refrigerator.

“I don’t have much on hand,” she said. “I have some eggs.
Sometimes I scramble an egg and put ketchup on it. Would
you like that? I have some English muffins I could toast.”
“English, Irish, Yukoranian, I don’t care.”

She cracked a couple of eggs into the pan, broke up the
yolks, and stirred them with a cooking fork, then sliced a
muffin and put it into the toaster. She got a plate from the
cupboard, set it down in front of him. Then a knife and fork
from the cutlery drawer.

“Pretty plate,” he said, holding it up as if to see his face in
it. Just as she turned her attention back to the eggs she
heard it smash on the floor.

“Oh, mercy me,” he said in a new voice, a squeaky and
definitely nasty voice. “Look what I gone and done.”

“It’s all right,” she said, knowing now that nothing was.
“Musta slipped through my fingers.”
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She got down another plate, set it on the counter until she
was ready to put the toasted muffin halves and the eggs
smeared with ketchup on top of it.

He had stooped down, meanwhile, to gather up the pieces
of broken china. He held up one piece that had broken so
that it had a sharp point to it. As she set his meal down on
the table, he scraped the point lightly down his bare
forearm. Tiny beads of blood appeared, at first separate,
then joining to form a string.

“It’s O.K.,” he said. “It’s just a joke. I know how to do it
for a joke. If I'd’ve wanted to be serious, we wouldn’t’ve
needed no ketchup, eh?”

There were still some pieces on the floor that he had
missed. She turned away, thinking to get the broom, which
was in a closet near the back door. He caught her arm in a
flash.

“You sit down. You sit right here while I'm eating,” he
said. He lifted the bloodied arm to show it to her again.
Then he made a sandwich out of the muffin and the eggs
and ate it in a very few bites. He chewed with his mouth
open. The kettle was boiling.

“Tea bag in the cup?” he said.

“Yes. It’s loose tea, actually.”

“Don’t you move. I don’t want you near that kettle, do 17”
He poured boiling water through the strainer into the cup.
“Looks like hay. Is that all you got?”

“I'm sorry. Yes.”

“Don’t go on saying you’re sorry. If it’s all you got, it’s all
you got. You never did think I come here to look at the fuse
box, did you?”

“Well, yes,” Nita said. “T did.”

“You don’t now. You scared?”

She chose to consider this not as a taunt but as a serious
question.

“I don’t know. I'm more startled than scared, I guess. I
don’t know.”

“One thing. One thing you don’t need to be scared of. I'm
not going to rape you.”
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“I hardly thought so.”

“You can’t never be too sure.” He took a sip of the tea and
made a face. “Just because you’re an old lady. There’s all
kinds out there—they’ll do it to anything. Babies or dogs
and cats or old ladies. Old men. They’re not fussy. Well, I
am. [’m not interested in getting it any way but normal and
with some nice lady I like and what likes me. So rest
assured.”

Nita said, “Thank you for telling me.”

He shrugged, but seemed pleased with himself.

“That your car out front?”

“My husband’s car.”

“Husband? Where’s he?”

“He’s dead. I don’t drive. I meant to sell it, but I haven’t
yet.”

What a fool, what a fool she was to tell him that.

“20047”

“I think so. Yes.”

“For a second I thought you were going to try and trick me
with the husband stuff. Wouldn’t’ve worked, though. I can
smell it if a woman’s on her own. I know it the minute I
walk in a house. Minute she opens the door. Instinct. So it
runs O.K.? You know the last time he drove it?”

“The seventeenth of June. The day he died.”

“Got any gas in it?”

“I would think so.”

“Nice if he filled it up right before. You got the keys?”
“Not on me. I know where they are.”

“O.K.” He pushed his chair back, hitting one of the pieces
of china. He stood up, shook his head in some kind of
surprise, sat down again.

“I'm wiped. Gotta sit a minute. I thought it’d be better
when I'd ate. I was just making that up about being a
diabetic.”

She shifted in her chair and he jumped.

“You stay where you are. I'm not that wiped I couldn’t
grab you. It’s just that I walked all night.”

“I was only going to get the keys.”
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“You wait till I say. I walked the railway track. Never seen
a train. I walked all the way to here and never seen a train.”
“There’s hardly ever a train.”

“Yeah. Good. I went down in the ditch going around some
of them half-assed little towns. Then it come daylight and I
was still O.K., except where it crossed the road and I took a
run for it. Then I looked down here and seen the house and
the car, and I said to myself, ‘That’s it.’ I coulda took my
old man’s car, but I got some brains left in my head.”

She knew that he wanted her to ask what he had done. She
was also sure that the less she knew the better it would be
for her.

Then, for the first time since he had entered the house, she
thought of her cancer. She thought of how it freed her, put
her out of danger.

“What are you smiling about?”

“I don’t know. Was I smiling?”

“I guess you like listening to stories. Want me to tell you a
story?”

“I’d rather you’d leave.”

“I will leave. First, I'll tell you a story.”

He put his hand in a back pocket. “Here. Want to see a
picture? Here.”

It was a photograph of three people, taken in a living room
with closed floral curtains as a backdrop. An old man—not
really old, maybe in his sixties—and a woman of about the
same age were sitting on a couch. A very large younger
woman was sitting in a wheelchair drawn up close to one
end of the couch and a little in front of it. The old man was
heavy and gray-haired, with eyes narrowed and mouth
slightly open, as if he were asthmatic, but he was smiling as
well as he could. The old woman was much smaller, with
dyed brown hair and lipstick. She was wearing what used
to be called a peasant blouse, with little red bows at the
wrists and neck. She smiled determinedly, even a bit
frantically, her lips stretched over perhaps bad teeth.

But it was the younger woman who monopolized the
picture. Distinct and monstrous in a bright muumuu, her
dark hair done up in a row of little curls along her forehead,
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cheeks sloping into her neck. And, in spite of all that bulge
of flesh, an expression of some satisfaction and cunning.
“That’s my mother and that’s my dad. And that’s my sister,
Madelaine. In the wheelchair. She was born funny. Nothing
no doctor or anybody could do for her. And ate like a pig.
There was bad blood between her and me since ever I
remember. She was five years older than me and she just
set out to torment me. Throwing anything at me she could
get her hands on and knocking me down and trying to run
over me with her fuckin’ wheelchair. Pardon my French.”
“It must have been hard for you. And for your parents.”
“Huh. They just rolled over and took it. They went to this
church, see, and this preacher told them she was a gift from
God. They took her with them to church and she’d fuckin’
howl like a fuckin’ cat in the back yard and they’d say,
‘Oh, she’s tryin’ to make music, oh, God fuckin’ bless her.’
Excuse me again.

“So I never bothered much with sticking around home, you
know. I went and got my own life. That’s all right, I says,
I’'m not hanging around for this crap. I got my own life. I
got work. I nearly always got work. I never sat around on
my ass drunk on government money. On my rear end, I
mean. I never asked my old man for a penny. I’d get up and
tar a roof in the ninety-degree heat, or I'd mop the floors in
some stinkin’ old restaurant or go grease-monkey for some
rotten cheatin’ garage. I'd do it. But I wasn’t always up for
taking their shit, so I wasn’t lasting too long. That shit that
people are always handing people like me, and I couldn’t
take it. I come from a decent home. My dad worked till he
got too sick—he worked on the buses. I wasn’t brought up
to take shit. O.K., though—never mind that. What my
parents always told me was ‘The house is yours. The house
is all paid up and it’s in good shape and it’s yours.” That’s
what they told me. “We know you had a hard time here
when you were young, and if you hadn’t had such a hard
time you coulda got an education, so we want to make it up
to you how we can.” Then not long ago I’m talking to my
dad on the phone and he says, ‘Of course, you understand
the deal.” So I’'m, ‘What deal?’ He says, ‘It’s only a deal if

YYy¥



Yyo

you sign the papers that you will take care of your sister as
long as she lives. It’s only your home if it’s her home, too,’
he says.

“Jesus. I never heard that before. I never heard that was the
deal before. I always thought the deal was that when they
died she’d go into a home. And it wasn’t going to be my
home.

“So I told my old man that wasn’t the way I understood it,
and he says, ‘It’s all sewed up for you to sign, and if you
don’t want to sign it you don’t have to. If you do sign it,
your Aunt Rennie will be around to keep an eye on you, so
when we’re gone you see you stick to the arrangements.’
Yeah, my Aunt Rennie. She’s my mom’s youngest sister
and she is one prize bitch. Anyway, he says, ‘“Your Aunt
Rennie will be keeping an eye on you,” and suddenly I just
switched. I said, ‘Well, I guess that’s the way it is and I
guess it is only fair.

O.K. OK. Is it all right if I come over and eat dinner with
you this Sunday?’ ‘Sure,” he says. ‘Glad you have come to
look at it the right way. You always fire off too quick,” he
says. ‘At your age you ought to have some sense.” ‘Funny
you should say that,” I says to myself.

“So over I go, and Mom has cooked chicken. Nice smell
when I first go into the house. Then I get the smell of
Madelaine, just her same old awful smell. I don’t know
what it is, but even if Mom washes her every day it’s there.
But I acted very nice. I said, “This is an occasion. I should
take a picture.” I told them I had this wonderful new
camera that developed right away and they could see the
picture. ‘Right off the bat, you can see yourself—what do
you think of that?” And I got them all sitting in the front
room just the way I showed you. Mom, she says, ‘Hurry
up. I have to get back in my kitchen.” ‘Do it in no time,’ I
says. So I take their picture and she says, ‘Come on, now,
let’s see how we look,” and I say, ‘Hang on, just be patient,
it’ll only take a minute.” And while they’re waiting to see
how they look I take out my nice little gun and bin-bang-
barn I shoot the works of them.
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“Then I took another picture and I went out to the kitchen
and ate up some of the chicken and didn’t look at them no
more. I kind of had expected Aunt Rennie to be there, but
Mom said she had some church thing. I would’ve shot her,
too, just as easy.

“So lookie here. Before and after.”

The man’s head had fallen sideways, the woman’s
backward. Their expressions were blown away. The sister
had fallen forward, so there was no face to be seen, just her
great flowery swathed knees and dark hair with its
elaborate and outdated coiffure.

“I coulda just sat there feelin’ good for a week. I felt so
relaxed. But I didn’t stay past dark. I made sure I was all
cleaned up and I finished off the chicken and I knew I
better get out. I was prepared for Aunt Rennie walkin’ in,
but I got out of the mood I’d been in and I knew I’d have to
work myself up to do her. I just didn’t feel like it no more.
One thing, my stomach was so full. It was a big chicken,
and I ate it all instead of packin’ it with me, because I was
scared the dogs would smell it and cut up a fuss when I
went by the back lanes like I figured to do. I thought that
chicken inside of me would do me for a week. Yet look
how hungry I was when I got to you.”

He glanced around the kitchen. “I don’t suppose you got
anything to drink here, do you? That tea was awful.”

“There might be some wine,” she said. “I don’t know—I
don’t drink anymore.”

“You A.A.?””

“No. It just doesn’t agree with me.”

She got up and found that her legs were shaking. Of course.
“I fixed up the phone line before I come in here,” he said.
“Just thought you ought to know.”

Would he get careless and more easygoing as he drank, or
meaner and wilder? How could she tell? She found the
wine without having to leave the kitchen. She and Rich
used to drink red wine every day in reasonable quantities
because it was supposed to be good for your heart. Or bad
for something that was not good for your heart. In her
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fright and confusion, she was not able to think what that
was called.

Because she was frightened. Certainly. Her cancer was not
going to be any help to her at the present moment, none at
all. The fact that she was going to die within a year refused
to cancel out the fact that she might die now.

He said, “Hey, this is the good stuff. No screwtop. Haven’t
you got no corkscrew?”

She moved toward a drawer, but he jumped up and put her
aside, not too roughly.

“Uh-uh, I get it. You stay away from this drawer. Oh my,
lots of good stuff in here.”

He put the knives on the seat of his chair, where she would
never be able to grab them, and used the corkscrew. She
did not fail to see what a wicked instrument it could be in
his hands, but there was not the least possibility that she
herself would ever be able to use it.

“I’'m just getting up for glasses,” she said, but he said no.
“No glass,” he said. “You got any plastic?”

“No.”

“Cups, then. I can see you.”

She set down two cups and said, “Just a very little for me.”
“And me,” he said, businesslike. “I gotta drive.” But he
filled his cup to the brim. “I don’t want no cop stickin’ his
head in to see how I am.”

“Free radicals,” she said.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It’s something about red wine. It either destroys them
because they’re bad or builds them up because they’re
good—I can’t remember.”

She drank a sip of the wine and it didn’t make her feel sick,
as she had expected. He drank, still standing. She said,
“Watch for those knives when you sit down.”

“Don’t start kidding with me.”

He gathered the knives and put them back in the drawer
and sat.

“You think I'm dumb? You think I'm nervous?”

She took a big chance. She said, “T just think you haven’t
ever done anything like this before.”
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“Course I haven’t. You think I'm a murderer? Yeah, I
killed them, but I'm not a murderer.”

“There’s a difference,” she said.

“You bet.”

“I know what it’s like. I know what it’s like to get rid of
somebody who has injured you.”

“Yeah?”

“I have done the same thing you did.”

“You never.” He pushed back his chair but did not stand.
“Don’t believe me if you don’t want to,” she said. “But I
did it.”

“Hell, you did. How’d you do it, then?”

“Poison.”

“What are you talkin’ about? You make them drink some
of that fuckin’ tea or what?”

“It wasn’t a them—it was a her. There’s nothing wrong
with the tea. It’s supposed to prolong your life.”

“Don’t want my life prolonged if it means drinkin’ junk
like that. They can find out poison in a body when it’s
dead, anyway.”

“I’'m not sure that’s true of vegetable poisons. Anyway,
nobody would have thought to look. She was one of those
girls who had rheumatic fever as a child and coasted along
on it, couldn’t play sports or do anything much, always
having to sit down and have a rest. Her dying was not any
big surprise.”

“What she ever done to you?”

“She was the girl my husband was in love with. He was
going to leave me and marry her. He had told me. I’d done
everything for him. He and I were working on this house
together. He was everything I had. We hadn’t had any
children, because he didn’t want them. I learned carpentry
and I was frightened to get up on ladders, but I did it. He
was my whole life. And he was going to kick me out for
this useless whiner who worked in the registrar’s office.
Everything we’d worked for was going to go to her. Was
that fair?”

“How would a person get poison?”
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“I didn’t have to get it. It was right in the back garden.
Here. There was a rhubarb patch from years back. There’s
a perfectly adequate poison in the veins of rhubarb leaves.
Not the stalks—the stalks are what we eat, they’re fine—
but the thin little red veins in the big rhubarb leaves,
they’re poisonous. I knew about this, but I didn’t know
exactly how much it would take to be effective, so what I
did was more in the nature of an experiment. Various
things were lucky for me. First, my husband was away at a
symposium in Minneapolis. He might have taken her along,
of course, but it was summer holidays and she had to keep
the office going. Another thing, though—she might not
have been absolutely on her own. There might have been
another person around. And she might have been
suspicious of me. I had to assume that she didn’t know I
knew. She had come to dinner at my house; we were
friendly. I had to count on my husband’s being the kind of
person who puts everything off, who would tell me to see
how I took it but not yet tell her that he had done so. So
then you say, Why get rid of her? He might still have been
thinking of staying with me? No. And he would have kept
her on somehow. And even if he didn’t our life had been
poisoned by her. She’d poisoned my life, so I had to poison
hers.

“I baked two tarts. One had the poison in it and one didn’t.
I drove down to the university and got two cups of coffee
and went to her office. There was nobody there but her. I
told her I’d had to come into town, and as I was passing the
campus I’d seen this nice little bakery that my husband was
always talking about, so I dropped in and bought a couple
of tarts and two cups of coffee. I’d been thinking of her all
alone when the rest of them got to go on their holidays, and
of me all alone with my husband in Minneapolis. She was
sweet and grateful. She said that it was very boring for her
at the office, and the cafeteria was closed, so she had to go
over to the science building for coffee and they put
hydrochloric acid in it. Ha-ha. So we had our little party.”
“I hate rhubarb,” he said. “It wouldn’t have worked with

9

me.
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“It did with her. I had to take a chance that it would work
fast, before she realized what was wrong and had her
stomach pumped. But not so fast that she would associate it
with me. I had to be out of the way and so I was. The
building was deserted, and as far as I know to this day
nobody saw me arrive or leave. Of course, I knew some
back ways.”

“You think you’re smart. You got away scot-free.”

“But so have you.”

“What I done wasn’t so underhanded as what you done.”

“It was necessary to you.”

“You bet it was.”

“Mine was necessary to me. I kept my marriage. He came
to see that she wouldn’t have been good for him, anyway.
She’d have got sick on him, almost certainly. She was just
the type. She’d have been nothing but a burden to him. He
saw that.”

“You better not have put nothing in them eggs,” he said.
“You did, you’ll be sorry.”

“Of course I didn’t. It’s not something you’d go around
doing regularly. I don’t actually know anything about
poison. It was just by chance that I had that one little piece
of information.”

He stood up so suddenly that he knocked over his chair.
She noticed that there was not much wine left in the bottle.
“I need the keys to the car.”

She couldn’t think for a moment.

“Keys to the car. Where’d you put them?”

It could happen. As soon as she gave him the keys, it could
happen. Would it help to tell him that she was dying of
cancer? How stupid. It wouldn’t help at all. Death in the
future would not keep her from talking today.

“Nobody knows what I’ve told you,” she said. “You are the
only person I’ve told.”

A fat lot of good that might do. The whole advantage she
had presented to him had probably gone right over his
head.

“Nobody knows yet,” he said, and she thought, Thank God.
He’s on the right track. He does realize. Does he realize?
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Thank God, maybe.

“The keys are in the blue teapot.”

“Where? What the fuck blue teapot?”

“At the end of the counter—the lid got broken, so we used
it to just throw things in—"

“Shut up. Shut up or I'll shut you up for good.” He tried to
stick his fist in the blue teapot, but it would not go in.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he cried, and he turned the teapot over
and banged it on the counter, so that not only did the car
keys and house keys and various coins and a wad of old
Canadian Tire money fall out on the floor but pieces of
blue pottery hit the boards.

“With the red string on them,” she said faintly.

He kicked things about for a moment before he picked up
the proper keys.

“So what are you going to say about the car?” he said.
“You sold it to a stranger. Right?”

The import of this did not come to her for a moment. When
it did, the room quivered. Going to say. “Thank you,” she
said, but her mouth was so dry that she was not sure any
sound came out.

It must have, though, for he said, “Don’t thank me yet. I
got a good memory. Good long memory. You make that
stranger look nothin’ like me. You don’t want them goin’
into graveyards diggin® up dead bodies. You just
remember, a word outta you and there’ll be a word outta
me.”

She kept looking down. Not stirring or speaking, just
looking at the mess on the floor.

Gone. The door closed. Still she didn’t move. She wanted
to lock the door, but she couldn’t move. She heard the
engine start, then die. What now? He was so jumpy, he’d
do everything wrong. Then again, starting, starting, turning
over. The tires on the gravel. She walked trembling to the
phone and found that he had told the truth: it was dead.
Beside the phone was one of their many bookcases. This
one held mostly old books, books that had not been opened
for years. There was “The Proud Tower.” Albert Speer.
Rich’s books.
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“A Celebration of Familiar Fruits and Vegetables.” “Hearty
and Elegant Dishes and Fresh Surprises,” assembled,
tested, and created by Bett Underhill.

Once Rich had got the kitchen finished, Nita had made the
mistake for a while of trying to cook like Bett. For a rather
short while, because it turned out that Rich hadn’t wanted
to be reminded of all that fuss, and she herself hadn’t had
enough patience for so much chopping and simmering. But
she had learned a few things that surprised her. Such as the
poisonous aspects of certain familiar and generally benign
plants.

She should write to Bett.

Dear Bett, Rich is dead and I have saved my life by
becoming you.

But what would Bett care that her life had been saved?
There was only one person really worth telling.

Rich. Rich. Now she knew what it was to miss him. Like
having the air sucked out of the sky.

She told herself that she could walk down to the village.
There was a police office in the back of the Township Hall.
She should get a cell phone.

But she was so shaken, so deeply tired that she could
hardly stir a foot. She had first of all to rest.

She was wakened by a knock on her still unlocked door. It
was a policeman, not the one from the village but one of
the provincial traffic police. He asked if she knew where
her car was.

She looked at the patch of gravel where it had been parked.
“It’s gone,” she said. “It was over there.”

“You didn’t know it was stolen? When did you last look
out and see it?”

“It must have been last night.”

“The keys were left in it?”

“I suppose they must have been.”

“I have to tell you it’s been in a bad accident. A one-car
accident just this side of Wallenstein. The driver rolled it
down into the culvert and totalled it. And that’s not all.
He’s wanted for a triple murder. That’s the latest we heard,
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anyway. Murder in Mitchellston. You were lucky you
didn’t run into him.”

“Was he hurt?”

“Killed. Instantly. Serves him right.”

There followed a kindly stern lecture. Leaving keys in the
car. Woman living alone. These days you never know.
Never know. ¢

Y¥Y



Y¥Y

Y¥Y



29l 5 o) o5



YY¢

@0 sldlogs

Yoo et ‘9)39'0 u‘“ﬂ

4_76)—*-7'—\\&._:.,[_,4,2_, &JA w55 sla Mﬂj“sl;;
e S e 0y S5 Sy A4S 34,0000 Vgere
le_u) ‘QH‘) LSLQ G’j'-\-’l.v.‘ —s.)s_? (rg—)wo)aﬁ)o‘))?

) Sally '*

Loy ) 48 Gl b (5 05 sl PJ&@\.L:\J slee e aad devilled eggs 101
3 3m 5 8 e 5 e g 5 Jisle o gepdlen ;) O astie S, Ol 5 A e
iﬁ o s Bl L

YY?¢



YYv

W Sl 2oz e - g SLSSS (x>
PN NP PP SRS XY Y P g WX AP
ey 0,5 (o dinmy ST g Ghog5 sl (Sadys
4o 590 o (pm Cel b @S g)3jle lis jo (6 h
Sl el (Sl sldlgd ol ooyl SosS
loal ol a5 8l 0 ST (285 Ll 052 00y 5 (2850 i
— ewe)E M S — i o Ll Jalwy o,
oSl 0,5 ol el gl ailo gz Bg,b (6 anad
L 0905 oo & 5 O Of Sdgiens 5 9500 5]
s Jlo 2z 2SS hr T g S B Ll
72909 Slsz e e ;0 5l &5 By CiF oo
G35y 4505 e liz C8F oM T opai ]y o
Sl B P 5 ezl Wl (o0 9 09h (oo el
3,50 sl

OS5 0 s |y Dy (LS e pe o s

iy S a5 el opl e G )3 oIS (cod 0 yFna
sl SB 5o Wlis

2 oS llg s laasl el 4 S5 Sy

3 by o sadsh idip 5K (o iad e ) 5 ad el Kool-Aid '
Ll GRa S ABe 3 ) 50

e (s dalidilar 33 Can (db ) ol s = Nasal ol bourgeois gentilhomme '
DAl VPV e SaS0)F Gl 50l (i 4 Caand ey o aus sia 4 S s ) ol

YYv



Y¥A

o T ¥ . ,
= Db gl 4 il g (>gled 9095 aslis,

0 5 9 ol o o 50 uS bl gz ais,
A9 g o-.\.n.\.s)f).b ‘) L?uTLde.?usé.wdsu.a‘ LS‘)'.’

5 ommp = 95l e e Jlgenl ol o le aiz L]
odis Blo (g oola S a9 ol 5,5 5l ol 7>
S92 Lirdle 3,5 Sl sl a5 aamdl ol — (b,
g_ii) skl 59, Joe LS»L..; b QT Je L5"'"“’L° Ny =
D¢y ol Aldgs (g lwl A el g 00l
Gaos — sledlosS blasl
W‘@J?gso;@ﬁ&d?cﬂb‘ﬁ"
ll?’.\-@b\.}

sl s el (oo s g oole Sl SR 05
93,00 )18 oty ol S5 5y (59, Sz (nf &5 degd (o0
Sl gl acsls o 51 ol o 6l alilas loles Ual
o=l lablie jo (g, das al_olidl Lo a5 a5 il
A =355 o Sl G 5k ) WSS

oz o5 Dl SO ojluil 4 sl (aes sl Al
oManJJo)M)‘dSWLA‘SAG»LQSUJAAdSﬁf))J
45 035 g e 5 Wil Gloe @ 0 @ Sl il

Gl s a5 o) 6 4w b Kiua ol 5248 351 Geomorphologie '™
A€ e Camy Ll
Osler Bluff '

Y¥A



Y¥4

S o S (g A (o0 ax S Al laiz &
s oo iz 45 Gl audd 5 Cos (e 9, <0
Sga5 yai 0300

Sool (oo dlls (b g & iy 9 S5 ey 4 S (sloo
"9995] " Wgd (o0 45

il g S Ledib ol " iS5 05 a1 Lt ST
Sy oatd e Sy e oSl 0 5LS G
coils by asalal iealy an uSIT g Mol " oS Lyl
IR0 A4S ogm aditas Lall g 0y (oo ) S Soy e
ol Sty G D9 walsBs (59,0 ailny SIS
azm als L Gl a SOl 5l i o 208 (g 008
5 el ol ol plwl el agS Llawg s | Llglus
D3 Glge ;0 1) Gl aSGBg B iS5 G sa) Sy
9 9Ty, o 4ad,e ol LS o Lol a5 auo il 095
ol Gpas LB 1515 4 a5 03,F o |, (gl oS
S—lp gl lao 5 o a5l iy jeie 0l e
Slois jor S g jlaia b ol oS (o0 Slivlyn
Bl )5 @ 05 Su3 ol 3 b5l g Jgene

o35 SLals g (o a5 5,5k 950 poles (3l i
o b bkl o plaalp &5 ol ol wo 57 JLss |

Savanna '%

Y¥4



Yoo

S G 3 Sy s 09 e p3lez S dleo ! ]
o) Gl Gosd 5 bl plewl 5l ol
o 38,5 0k 3 LBly (1SS 5l ey g Wilss 18 1) 4y
6 Vb s, YL 5l as wo | Ll wel oo o S5 )
Oll 50 = 08 (o gy e il S50 (o
S FeS (50955 9 e 3 il b ol

A Eg - (IBlAS ey (59, | Ulgle aSiol pame 4
RPN

RT3 I VOV SOV L S W

"oy eble o 1y Giyles gl po S ST S LS
"l ol a5 0 )lgs 5 0595 "

e ool Cass b g ey o5 cans S (g9, | Lyl
03,5 Juz w1 a5 3515 (55b el 0,8 5L 1) S Sy
Sl by Ledlsd gty a5 0,5 (gl oaiiSolis o ol Lol 0y
I3 lgile 51 e 55, 1, il 0,8

ol Sl alolddl i el ais ob e s a4 " cdS CuS

" '

G a bl o pp ey d
" oob Sl weas uWS.I—I
"Caiign gl 00,9l ax Ll slp " S Ll 4y LuSUT
&3y 532l sleloiws . of (sl o 0"l - JsS”
".CMLQJ—‘

Yoo



AR

& o 09,91 ,3 1, 1ol ] CuS aS 84y atiae LWSIT al
KJCRPPYS CRNTY odal s 4 Al (b Gl o
ui»_oi)-bjo.\) l.2|9l_.»—09_.53‘5¢oo1o Lt‘jl.wd.t).».wd).b
6oL s SO L ailinl j0 o8 0,5 o 1) s
PSS 0,8 e dilay > don a0 weo e pla]
= oLy obe sl iy g b (oo alldye et
Sy sl JSie S 09 iS5l ol S o WSUT L0l

wlouUa.wu...moLg)..fJS.uj

a2 pll Wb aS Cavn oo )5 g MicaS L
= 55 -2 pll Wb aS cans b5 o1 51 (SO el "
" o3 pole s a8 1, ol tudles

" o55 s 195 e 4505 walsS 0951, I cal
(a8 i) S Jgrdies 95u 1, S5 S
B8 (o AP (nleled wn (SonB o95 )n] JsS
Py Sendlys (o0 B g5 (o0 9 iz (o0 (e N pS
)Ja‘;wlsxuﬁslgdas}‘saéwwﬂTg.M%
1y oilalds o SIT iogy (o0 L w2 b 51 051 55 45

AR



Yoy

g (B STl gz sl ol aised ST 5 ade e
S5 1 ez gl o 5,8 o g5 |y S5 Sy o1
ol 45 510 (L (£98 )0 sl o lialaS” aS 020 0
9 gl aS sl o wle e lielaS g sacy oo
O Ay gk 4 a5 S gl plaslas g a5 ls cewgo
] 00,05 g o e

o Cuiy il cuST ey aslol LISl asC Il o
o ) ol yiy S oo plad 1) el 5l 5 wilgo
AiS S e gl ) ] caseie bV Ll asl
a2y gt @ 4 Sl ol dz ww Sy Wiz a5 WS (s
Sl 8 355 5l gz el (od o)l 4o 350 ST
Sod Ly ol g asle Ly il )0 sz a5 0,5 o
S 0 5 by 4 a Sl 50 005 (o LS ho55
Ylots! S o b9 Lel S oo Gome S
Epo 055 bslo 5 0,55 o ey b sl ailian
o S LSS 5 winS (ool ]) Soz 5 5 e g
IR RY

(Sl (Sl pusrs wY S Sore Sow g5 oo WS
SIS 6ym ) dmgy i Ailg (o 0l S a5 &S
o albails gl e (LS aS ol sl oo
Y a1y 59,35 (oo (Fume S (e S DT 09

S5 Y 5l aly e ol ile o bl 33 ssy (0

Yov



Yoy

Ko w55 )l (o Giale b jslienasS (5
oly Joogs Jool a4 Ol 05 o0 oo s JOan
ogee Sall 28 slo Y 505 o 5L 1, LSl
Sasils oo |y (050 smo Ngd o Jog oo @

"ol o W S o ailil cas

o el 5 Wgd (o0 Jog e S350 aens slo Y
3o 9 9b (oo sloml Ll jo (SLdSs am g W,
i) 0 958 9 odd alSh Jlo Lggelee

Dol e S o cuS

"san b s "

" parhl ot e sS e
oald Jauia 0g5unes a5 (5 9k iiled (69, iwd Gl,.,
508 o ol gl b WSUT ol Cbblge wugS oo Al
e S Sodan 4 gl S el | L lais
a5

= S Sl 90 il cnl a8 Ol 4 Llgl
Al S bl asilys (oo gl da s (ol 550 b 09
=05l e 095 E9)l A Dl Wlg (oo (e ST Bse
iliny 8 obled 51 SLSS e ]y ol 5 0)ls Ig 055
Jozi 1y o anlagsl JS& GusUT ST ams 515 55 59,
Call g S (Niwswy dod ol a5 Wil o o S
Oy Sl 4y (255 lsliny a5 ol o ) (ol

Yoy



Yoy

Iy ol S wilgs oo g 0l )3 (= ol il s sl i) (S i
S oo |y 5 nl g S 90 T

S Sl g oo |y il 4055 s aSilipan
Ot ST 5 08 o0 o5l g Do (Jg s ooz
a0 )5 Gloco e 090 (0 05,35 3l ol s wily 4l
sl iy ol oo 03 5 il s

"oldl cus bl cus

el oo pold e (e ol oy

= Jol olow jlaS 350 walss 5l (nl p adeen o
il oo |y 5 ghio ol aSiyl 5l Ll o el
g oolusl Blasl 31 .09 colidl sl ax a5 cudls
S 4z a5 adl ooy Al dle b 5 am e p S
sdel CiS 1w ol g Lisg & g S a5 Ll w5
— Sl oad jedam ain Lads Candily o ol Lol
(55 LS (9,5 Liis JlogS 5y o il
-u:’%—; 085S Sadl i (508 Cadl(JlasS

59 ooludl e S sledlsl (gg, ,& Goe ;0 09 0055
YU |y 095 aulisS 0 0l oo T clls 1, isliws L
= G ol S oS (0 B wliple Gl alss
25 oo Gosrn R ks S

e b Spsle |y azm Sl (oo S i @

G g 5 1y 9l 9 0t Gty S Sy biles 2l 92

Yoy



Yoo

M Mgy g 09 e (0 D95 e 5L Liblge g
J\ojjwl,ld,,go;‘so)wligcm&bwbu&"
FURIPN IV DU SC L SV gL S PRI S
0981 G9rn Ll ) cuS g (S o e ol
.-bf&éw
Wu)oub_bwu_e)wwud,lmwbu
299 ol wls Soais e 0 S as o 1) olib Sewn
)‘gbso)_{u‘)s‘sm‘-@}éyow)s‘@ﬂ—‘
Gl ag glax,LL, Q.SJT RVRAY ‘_;ljo)o’é,.?o)o
S9) b = Gk Gl -0 S > o Glal
g 9,05 (§,Sw pad di il ol g 5,500 b
D550 G 1) Gl n5 a0 48 5 ead

B sleiil 45 ple ally — aegd Y| ol
= ol w4y Slygiws ol 3 L glogs 00, |y Gres
S Cendlys oo (b dz ST g S w1 b e oG]
S92 Semly (o0 4z Canils (oo Lol dopls uled >
asly 055 5 -%o90 Lileily (g9, Ly — o iy (o g5

Yoo



Yo

elayl a4 JlogS S slo allyy aSuls oS5y (6 4 (S5
a8 S L e Sl sy (oo e (58 s il
S 50 09 Olsl gl 4 00,55 55 (565 e

Vet Lrtyl (e et Lriyl (e 7 105 o s

&35 = Uydle abwg el (o Vb oy, b oS cuS
aS 59 ,£Y (gl dom py Al 00llS 05w 5l (6l o LS
o b Ll g oo Sler 5l (s 4 900
Slsl 5> b slagil el (oo Dlops S S (S
9010 i 1y by Sl ) ol 59 Jeou (AU
dod b5 bl Voo (aSl (59, 2 etSps S5 sbm
o558 il o a8 uSIT SaS b il a5 b il o0l
gl b e ot VLT ol eo,S o S 5l eaS oy
A (oo 5k S W ) Giletar g oldl ribies (59, Coty
28, o 3l o)led 5 Wz e Al A e
Lo dg oy g o5 gy oS 51 SIT (2
Lo asal, | Vagy Kol lice Lo 4 5 23,5 xox
Dgm S b g0 ,0 ails J3ls colm a o) lan
Dgmd WD (ZBS iSs aS jshiles by SlSE 5l S
.ofoa..;’so})i{oél,;

50 09— a8, leys Ul a4 oS ol pen a5 L 4y 28
2 S 08 o Zadlpe iy g sl 5l WSUT 4>

Collingwood Hospital 7

Yo



Yov

©shl o LT "ogm o cblse aids o wb bl
"0 JIosS 5l g sl

aSsl ool ass Sglite Wb ol 0,5 S8« uSIT 0,90,0
= 30 SIS ey |y O alisd SO i by
asiS |y ol ool Maab ool oS aiee ol g Wy,
IR

g il slizel las 4y a8 S das 5l e (6155 S8
ol aS ol o BIF ol — cls slasel ( WSIT oSS )
Slas lis giod, e

D9 5 durydo g (iny olo I A4S dgr (55900 S sl
= 900 0 )5 (o pled g ed A5 ) gl sy
o0 4ol flio (glo 059l Al Gsdid gl Lo AilS T
S ol ) & yeiS — [gdiS g laydl Tlal ) SO
.d}.v

S50 S gk 45 oS Ol palgt o ol wcas
"o e bl

e gl 209 00ls pews a1 gl Coali 0,90 g olas
o P 5 s g e S 0,5 (o0 )L, i
a8 S oyl 4 e (2B e g og o g
190 2z 4 jshz CaS o gl 4y g 4SS (6,500 WS

Yov



YoA

L e b B L sl pli 4.0l Cd Cews
o Ll 0 Sl (ooi oS g Sl> Ol Rl
5955 2 Ll o)l o e a5 (- stanpliaS il
Rz 2d) pliz ol a g sl o) By oy oSl
e il LS b e 5 s

Mgl T SKals plip ' e S

1A ;2 50,5 aez dp 050 S £,h S g
ol T aSST o anls bl ol aiilys o a8 S|
0SS STl 4y Cdged 90,10 g (S (30,5 Camyo
WSS e didls ax oS

ool Cawd 1, plolis Lo a5 0iS o0 ;S8 gl " waS L
"ol

WS e E A0 S G () A gl 2l
= 108 4 ez of5 S Bt e 6 G JSB
5 s oS (o0 908 ol 5l (6l golie o Ll e

.Q‘ )L’};’é‘ EY ‘.‘,.15 o')’)

Al e adls il nHebrides '%

a5 @8 s n pallal e S8 G gia 5y (LS Ll aTristan da Cunha '
i Sl

Al 35 (e shS Av e cal T s 538l 50 (5l 3aChatham Island ''°

o 8 Eod e a1 O (bl 4S 28 (sl 3 5 ) 3»Christmas Island '
AP

G wlea ) S sla dia 0483w (e sildl )3 5l mDesolation Island '
A3 e bl 4

bl il Jlad 50 5 4l 3»Chatham Island '

YoA



Yod

el Lo 4y ol aSul 1 i o5 S8 ey @ Sl
000 (Sl 5o LigS 1o (b 5 51 5925000 50 (omsiye
Losil 5l e o (o0 ool 97m olf39)8 ,0 (S35 0
oo alss (L 0 sz 5o eebie laaasl o6 bl
il yioms 5 iy iddel o Sl e jake oy
o e g o8 b il aiog (6,500 ()8 Slagrse aiile
Wiz et 95 latsT (2Bg Ll W) (o0 (LSS
ol sl an s ulgs e aen Lo ,as Lyl o Jlo
A8,

P9 1T Aed 33,5 5 dujde & CanlyS S (SBg el
Ulglows L e (o0 oty b i ity oo Lol e
D2 00 I 5 3b AlS 5 SUjas oS S 05 ol
U Lok e (glondil St s )0 dden oS o by
olp g 2090 By plp pdehg ol 9 ad (o0 J3U
B3y g o5 4LIS LS Ulsls (gl ol a5 0,51 oo 50215
et oo e 1) B (Jais 0g 00,56

Sl | ol (Fas a5 oy )bl 5Ky 0 (S
"ol Gle g il L Mol

Ay g 4 Mz, ST oo s yska 4 ) cal
Sl oo WSl Caslias corge j9in g ailughl
Oz Ges JlogS SLisys g adol> l iy (2>
25 oo Pl (Sloas

yod



Y7o

s Sl eosa ok ol oS ieles eSS
o,5 Ay

O3 (bbbl Jiingd Canl (o0 45 WsS (o gl "
"ols ol |, il

"ol Bl |y Ao po e (gl "

oS o) i |y ol i

g aigel 5l @legr (28, Glleyes 4 ciS (B
G0 el SBe all, clls aSU pole (o all, 4
oS p S DS oo pl (S 5 |y coly i, SO
e ST Az )R

oS gl el bl cus & I o ole i 5l e Ll
e — ol T ol Uy s slesl o S — azmslis
el 0y (o0 B> (258 Jolgw 0 (38 5l ol &5 28
4S WS (oo el 0y0le g 0 45 (B ey ol
Gl Sy 6 Al )5 j0 ol oy w0 s @
= O Sl )3 Cawyd 55,55 b (5 ang> LIS
) ol asiyl (sl 28 Ll 4 Gisnes gl eSUT 0,8
LS 5 gl A5 CiS v i csS Ll il 5 IS
Al Ly sl oo 50 050 (9 sy 5 S 2, b
O a SOl o o G Bl valgS ek ol )| sog5
gy 0 5 (g s |y 5l g S ol s 4 Sy ST

Y7o



\RA

Sy 5] gzl 5l b aS cas gl bl 8l
KPR

3,5 Blyel ST gl 1y 28 s 5 28y (85 Sl

Jit o alys o gl ol al> o S opl U aS caS
LS A ]y oo

RV PR RN JRPUICE SO A BUOIIPK O VI S PN
o (589 9 WS (o0 (S s xS a5 3g iS5 oS
FUL S UWIP S S [PPSR L S IR WL vey U g PP
3,5 S8 oS adls s cnl 00l s 5751l
WSje gl 4 wls el ], B plas Glal s 318
S8l a8 xS a4y CuS A4S 09 00wy e 9 -0
o s Jlo o 4 sl 53 gy e 4251 45 55
DS

ARSI UR S PSRN HRVIRY | PURNCI I GO I
30,5 1o g aS g atulgs Ll 5l Ll casls 1) Ls,alls
o Lol 5l 88 gl —uiaas Cas ) 095w Ll jo 4l o,
o) ol s e SIT gL 2 Jie el adS
Mo S R R

s e el SE G Lass S L

L 00,5 0,5 ol ax b oog xS a5 0g aiasS S
099 1y Ghysle g 50y aSil 5l sl o9y 00,5 oy Gliwgs

Needels '*

\RA



Yoy

S AlgBS @0 (g g 09,5 S Jadl-las g el
ele g 5ol b hyole g 50y a5 bl ooy asHl L
OB (S i sz gl (Bge 3 Nog johax
WS> aSh WilHAS o aS (gl Sy o)l j0 4 og iy
—0, 5 ool ax — 05 o bl 4z A aigail e

Ol b
) Giog oS A el o Feas polany S ST
2 e aS Ceul l pyplaie WS Gugee (Aaleld
Giimwgy S (bl ey b peiigee b S5 S el
g Sl ol gt (e age e DS 0, ol (s,
e 31 5,1 5o Liwld 1 ol ailes a5 SO as)
Sgd g0 08I0 ol el b a b B9 - (p— 0yl o il (S
5 el sl den 10 9w 9 09y Dl 4o 45
Sl 90 Sl oS GBS pho £95 50 35290 S
OLE (5 0ged (nl o (SRS g S (o0lt &5 jshailes
G 45 (g5 Lol wily 5 81,5 ity ayls giol
oo 9 1) 0L (99929, 45 pl 48 0l (e 45T el

"

Go.ercu Lf‘?” P R 9o )‘ ".Ca.w| Slies 9‘ " iy VWSJ—‘
"l sad wld e olge 3l Jhse

n <., " s Ja.,.us s
" "
Qd& U.,S.w Sy90 4O

\RAf



Yoy

o B a4z o)l ;0 ol (oot 958 o el &S 5z
aiie Slg aSiliz ;508 ey -l —ede G2 -
Ol ojlan S gl Slein a1 g y0ks o 1) &l Sa;
ooyl )0 48 G Gz ol oo Of Blse 5 (3l
S S8

T Stiley jadz e glas s L

s 4 s Siile, LS 5 55y ol 1
"o p2let o dS S G Oyl s (g0le 4y
Dol S 4S5 lad (( Slgpo b — ael aelsl o
G390 S o i gl aS caf e — anlids |,
ol a5 1) o el ALild o dad Gl 009y Clig>
4 8 ol S he 6 a2 Lyl wsS e (hos5
Gl gl g Cml ool o i s 5yl Hem SO wuls
1) ol a5 (oS g wlgs Jl3Sulow (50l adeen (lon
) ol alaile a5 5 0l wils )8y yiy0le g oo cpl JSlo &
RS ! 5o

" ead 0ol) 0,bgs pe Wllamd ol o wls " g
3,5 b WS

TosS s b ol e "

Ll ke T g M eSS T S (L

N el 1) jehite ol (e ils (i "

B gl 51 aS 0 g Pl o slael Gie b ask

R4



4

28, g andy 4y Ulglu o (Spy and) 4 2y
SeBhe (gl (raej ) 4y ol (b (5 (SSL e L
A b gliis cands Glgr g b 0l Sl
G (5 0 50 b wiz e — 2uS pliz o)l jo WS
P SNy cdly 6 Ko b ol S LY cus as
(edls oo aS 1) DLy 5l (g ks ol 45 caS L o S
opsle oty el ol den ol aSl g sl 00,57 gl ,8
adl o 1y sledl oss gl aSule canl sags GBleall

Dy

Yioi| wilay awlgsd o gl 45 (S dod a5 S LSl
Lo aly 5l 50590 jo Slyses, 511, gl uSIT 5 cpgopials
s by o iz ool S8y g (o Ll 5 0 Gl
S L o) oyl g o e iy e S
Sl plis ogy Griletar iy Ol

PRI SR I PPCET SRREC NS
Dy Oy 09 00

" ptenlss el (Bl ekl sl oils e "

oy o3l gl aSS (6,8 cils s a S oiS
S gl ang SUS cubls Hlas )0 5 0g oud Caniil
&1 plhgmasils jl cadly (oo g s 5l S5 4
Sg— oiily aslul 5l as Jloy Jie waledy  Jluall

4



Y7o

e )08 Culgs o LS ol gl hsmasls 51wl
53100 gl an (s (A L 09 Gy ol a5 Cdly s
Ol du a9l g aily od G w oyly0 aS oS

REX PPN FUNONY
odliinl (18 pnSe 50 (5355 (339 sl ol Sl Sl (oo
L oyd ol o po ad (S s w5, ol 51asS
Ol L obyshew slo 050 Sl b (nlS 5o (b
it jlans s s (Jla S (oS b (oulids ()
Jlo )3 Gomej Sl 3,55 5 5l g oud Y Y ol
| S35 0,8 5 iols S st a5 pl,T Lugildl 5 (S, 5]
G5 0t 5 et 5l oslizal Sl Sl o izl
S oLl o cedls b Cdgel oo | Siale anudls |
GleelidS ) ) Bee )0 45 b y0 g il B
o 0030 550 a5 (gl ol sleSins b Slassl asgy
obes 5o Ll gas Gl bz a2 o)l 1,8 il
5 Sy e 5SS SVsb 6 b kel
1 ol sl sl 05 o1 058y 0 5l 9 Qe 9 0
o 5l olen Sblse L g aslay LT oyl o 48 casls
2 Oz a5 il o oo az STl e i
Sl g0d a5 Wogs ! L a jo g9 liwgd !
o=l Gl ST s (e Ll L s o 5

Y7o



Yee

2 055 b1y GlolenSe g b (gus Jouor w28, pliw ) lay

8y oo shaslo il @ 0g 1,8 a5 (639, 9 00
st S 51 mly 0 o 5 0g bl o 31 Gl
4 9 O wwndis i ol plp 50 (o 0l (59, 55,95 )0
2y oo oS5 (sl Al gl (gm0 (BT g3 sy
= b Sl (oo gl a5 09 (sl adhate )3 (5i9m 51
Of w2555 0,8 pleisls a5 alajy, yo il cul
LS 9 Lo o0 5 D9)5 sl )T L o (oop LS
o 050 o0l CigSw pB e guS ojlail 4y gdels
95 B9 Lartie dm (FBsS e slalie Gl
Ol ISl S VLo o s bas o5 eSS
9 39— 4B (e LS (pedjo () 8 slelerS L
L 9,5 Cummo )93 (o0 ool 2le nl 51 )15 505
S5 alag p (Yl (canad Gledlei T o o5 o0y
L asog ool cwo 5l lsls asls Yl g wis S
B gl asog eads 4 BliS UL 50y el
VLo (oS a4z 0,5 S8 (03 gl le (lalo
et 9 LS (0555 Ao jolatios ple (ASer
(ol lwangd g b oad ools g8 05l 0 ColSs o

03,5 (o0

Yee



\RA

o By A AlS 5 s, al ST 5 e il 515
Sldl e slasl Yl clils oS 0 e o ol 9
55 Ghpals | Gseinsh o

Sy blglo 05 S5y pals cando & 5l o &

g ole (63,5 gy 1y sesl

gy O3 sl Sled sl p T (sim T gl
"e0,S Ligels Lol g

FoS =S (oo Gl Y1 (e )l e = Soys 4"
o Yl caS gl ok pass 1y ol Giow adBs iy
Tpas ) oLl sl ol

g 05y S (50 rBs) il Tk a3

oy o)l s G il 0,5 0 ST s & "
L 09 000 a5 oilo ced =09 0,1 (69, , G aiS
S g (S Gl (o0 g (093 S Lol (003
NV (53,8 (g, 35 oo

"4.1.3 n
Oloxsle JoIs @y gl pay (oo byd gt (oo o] o>
" s,

"aias e ol Ll Lakad "
ol U NP S-S SPE S WPV SN W FRSCU SOOI IR SO "

5 oS colo il eolgils —utog 00,5 Cusro DS

\RA



YA

abd 1y o als (IS aisg bxlye Jlo v sga> 10 )8
"osd oo il

2,5 ML SS 4 g9 phd i il

2o o ol Sl a e ls (e Moy S50 b Ll
b et 0)lugd |y old i o 45 olgs ol Sl oilss
Mgl 5O o

Gl & ol — g aslizs agu |y 3,0l 55,8 Ulgle
lmsﬂwlm—aﬁjpr&ﬂwsﬁsoy
ay aSl @ 09 oilaS | ol (B0 Sy LT Sog 4z ol
SO pl e )5 oo Zl9n3l (6993 So)ls 5Ls il eolgils
ol =0, = WU, gl easl cadlgy 0gr (il 00
a5 05 Sz Oled o 0l 35 95 o Sy Sl
Sgdo Bl oy anas
‘)5|o)l_t)-b)_‘:>4_o.®usl_wd_~.0.®«_{.a(5b3¢y;~5
0, 50wl of 5l Canlgs so AT (gaz den 05 aidl o
el o, 5 oo Sy culs g, o ldle gl sl o
3,5 S8 5 05 dlBdS 0,5 oo )5 Ll a5 SlesLs
o Llglw adl ogy 00,5 s LLS o )L (pas oS

YA



Y74

g ol wld o5 SO CuS ez 9 jsle bu ) 5l cuddlys
"\mw;yﬁd{" c&_».OS/LgL.«J

4S G Gao (ol 4 e il SO 55 510k ol "
RCIIE yohiol ol eiST Jl> o 4y Sty ST ais ol o5
u?" 4—‘>uw-’u9-> "

" My s $951 sk

".>9_3 aas Llglw " i LS VI Lo " WDg aias
Al 0943 ~09 ol 9 00 8 cnl 5o O sl
sl SO wis Sle of b ogs aiwles Llglu 5l ol asiol>
O (o L;L.,.&‘Lsalj)‘sl.t.ab_g

2 i o bl M oo glate |y ] e wS
8 S e o las salel o)l e 4 Llgl a5
".‘_“_Q

DS (597 SG g S

ol st 501 ) o33y 5 53 (Gade codiie )5l )OS S A Hare Krishna '
Ly Slas Uiy A_J\.{n‘)g

Y74



YV

5 99 033 aalijg, ,0 1) (uSIT gd oS aS S cus
aS mbio jl wSIT 05 co i 0g0 o plasl 0,5 S&
el oo g gy 00ld bl (po) 990 0

Syl 50 Gl Wil Cailgs o aS sy o S
Ll ocs e 00y s g iz 151 g ool o alal,
= ol 4z 45 g S il a4 Sy 5l iy oLy
fauly solwl o g8 0 vales

6995 ml 4 9,5 (o055 3558 ol — &5 0y aiS Ll
WAl x0> o2 90 A5 Mo odlgils ol 8l ady o e
AL Al cuS el a5

'

"d_; uj—’>‘ " R ’r")..\.& djl

.;)y °~¥t-“’)i‘51**‘°)l‘.)°wﬁfr“
ool A 0 SISOl G e Gz 0,5 (o0 e (e

" "’/‘d‘%'
O Y N IRV IR O PSS PCT U

'

By 9 00 S5 e o o 9 9wl c )b
A S gl o oS ol Sl 4 as sl g0l
O 9 ddlgr (e ST e wlo Wy 0 655 s0be

ey o0 5l 5l a8 oieS

ol Dl L

"ok Cand Calgs"

YV



ARA

LECINO PRI JOF &

5 By plon o 1) o athe Sy (b @i (0 S8 e &
NSS4z 95 45 9 (o gl g i (o0 Llen
S STy 1y G (S Wl ol edblse o5 I
"eeslul sy

ol aly pylo as Sledllol Lol .asy sod By (00,90 o "
gamin Sleidn ;0 85 jo2 (nl el Go (s Y
ogh (o0 omd pasuin Sledl b g

S5 2l SO o opl oS by sblel e
Gl g Jomsl St oo a5 GLS i oS olx]
0035 S5) CuiS AS 09y Jrdigr  Juw aiiS o colail
Cesloly wgiia |y Liulas a5 cuilad Hob hogsu ol oy
Sela b 4l ol o | (58, 5% Jaull gios 5l &
Slgm 0S8 SHL 1 bl g g e STl abgoee 4
S 1y i g o stoma olSis] Sy & 5 355 550
393 8,5 (0

Lol wio 1o 3 <0 Somsl jo ]y ol as cudls jUaml Lo
st 3 1y s 45 55l pplize Vlazol 35 o]
sy Sl lidgy jo 9 ) Yo b aly 5l Lo iy (o0
o ol g aBle QLLl po e (92 g ABg g 0D

olan ol St blsy clos 5 oS e pac bl

ARA



Yvy

ot g ] 51 a8 gl dilate p3ye S Ciily  pwlio!
O e lalps 5o LS (Sl jo Lol ol
o L G ST (o 550 gl aiz e anilg oS
(6o pling b wia | oS 0 aS 60,5 oo ;S80S
Sty s Sl S g il slo o 55,
20,5 (oo Sl al b disg duli 3 pe iz g he (63959
ax 51 068 b, leisle o] adl . sog el b
i ol A s gy 005 003 Kts (59, SO g
abls e Gl b pi e aS Slo e U o)S (o oSS
ad g ol 5 plansls iy Baa b b oz o
g g e ;0 Camex Slolill

"l

el ol b a5 egl Bykay g 0 aily aly (555 Gloye 51 (S
ey i 5 S o o Ty ey S o Sl
wile iyl o sl cS ol a5

& At 45 W an Lol wlly s Wb oy az e L
4SSl g i) (oo L iS5 eullS ple Lo e
09— Sl &S jole gl g 00l polas aS Y S
253,57 (o0 0SS ailiwgs 9,97 p (> g oS b e
ST sl ol gy odiiani 0puy SLiS ol S
Dy (5 S e Sy LS hlp S el g
g ey Lad 5 oS S 5 0 9y ol s

Yvy



Yvy

Wl (o0 (SPtn 45 35 0ligS (gusu ol sl yinlege
9 99 odm p S5, elS iy s |y alege dax
sl 0l (e GLi 09: a5 G5l 5 e 1) ) (i 62
S oale Cuws il e lass bass

Cilad wp il o) 5 Lo — 0,iS5 peel o I, ol cuS
]y ol U csliE L ety oy ], (2ikias ol Ll
gy CanlyS (oo 45 (o

TS sl " AS a e S
@l cm gl aSoyloloon ) g9 4 lse b eaas
Dgs 00yl puo

o 35 A4S S 9 i1 s 0l o] Sy "
S sy (0 2 S oo 280 K0 Bl b go S
Uiy o P Sl S5ts o8

"Cae,08 o g g ST aASulmlen 1 aalo L LI
L ION-SPUCIWE [ SPNIPUCOV PESR P 5§ S VPP
lplazs s 5 5 ol SUjlas L ol ey | L]
Lo aSaly s (gl aline = (3ls (1,55 3ss gl .
slylgl ol 3o Sl s 5 el Ssly S o
a0l " s a5 le bl lexsly " S L
wdle " b " asdls

"o Blss s le g S,

Yvy



YVv¥

S oS o WL e ol 05 o0 B> Sl b
ooy am adlyi g Lol L anS Jie iy (o0 B> 0l
A0S liawebl 0,5 (A8g5 oS 9 0S5 0 Cotro >,
J)_> S o )‘Sn.fw‘ IRV ‘) ud)}‘sj.mdf
5,10 jelaie g an oo sl o ylan aS Lo b o)
pad gl oylg0 aST G (59, 5l ASSloren iy 008 Cdo
Sl oS e ST e liws ol cails o p
3‘ Q)j)jﬁ u;l.ws." ‘).o ,.‘.ow"'..." ‘wws—-b}g
s sadle i3 ) S

g 0wl iow M3 il 55,0 2 ul
Gagywuuo;@,ﬁgw.”.a"‘ww
Lol 08,5 L )Vl i Ll ot o1 o 6502 L (e
Lo

4S iz | piilo o3l ".rw‘ 5 Slay oo Wds ess
PS5 S8 g po sl (o0 50 e S 3,5 oo srw Ul
"N oo iy .ﬁ)l.'xig Sog> Ju 13

Slady aiz ladd ol ys gsl> a5 0y oo &l 51 (S
Lt (35 LS

YVv¥



Yva

= 4S5 ]y 0 a8 ciS et 0o e @y "
Qlﬁgasofou@&l?m}a‘mx@.uf‘mlo
D o0 o] Aol

Bl so oo by py g aiog Lide e &S lo ass
Lol L5 090 aldl 0gs ooz 1> dad cod o 02,0 S92
N RPCESNIWPNS K SPURT RS 00 BV B P BRYVW |
Dy dlBunl 0 Sdwg 5 low

gl sl elosl adS col (S 0,0 ax 51"
SOl Dja8 b alal) 0 gz 4 Spogd Al 0
b omliemarls i) Byl (o 05 (oo b oS (oo
s 3yliwd o3ls cad 0 9L G lgin

o A il gl aly Blbl wls )5 o f) L canls 4
Sy

Gz 4 g ool bl 4y cuty (650 st o) bl o
25 oo Ji s, s,

Sls oo el o pole Y Sl o S s
"¢ S o pyole

92 S ah CS Glao )0 i SG azgie L
Cosdo b aS 09 olous jo pl sl wls wdlows il
Wil Glolas o gl boyes 00,5 o a5 (5 L]

Suls 3,9

Marnie ''¢

Yvo



Yvée

WSz e oy ol v ele M s L
Sl lis CeligS AT S jo (Savgye ol 00,58 04
D555 0y |,y Siledis Ll

S S| oiS cuS el bl atie ol Sy "
"L,;Z)Lo AR | (o

= D> )0 5 sy o Lo oS Bpole ) S

Qﬂl_.f‘é\_lg:d_wao‘)o‘)su Qf“"ﬁ)_’w‘U&MW

Selsu Lol ol (e 5 i | 58], S 4 e
A0y Ald ) 12,0 S e g o Al g b dkliyg, (5 00y
ey o0 09 il STl | Lkl aes eSS
o Sy ] oS @1 s oyl g o
4> ol oo Yo s 1) pl pylo Cole hads o s
QIR PON

B sl sl o5 (oo consd 5" e (s
Loay culs STl cusls oo 3l cuo slo idgy o)
= 0,5 e So adl fEdS el (W ]
D P Slizel 5l 58

D9 )bl S e Cide o Gl aly waz ol G
boiz (535S oY S cayad joe S 5 K

Sg 53Ul o s, 1S, )lacx,,_i’;‘_gm

Steve '’

Yve



Yvy

aod Ly azies Jlas L b Jais " oiS cus
) o Nl oad gez blr an o LT 5L Ll
"t Sl e ol eantS b oS gl Juio
ot o ST L

=l IS e S Az Mg az g eiS Lo
"l ol s b il oy o s

4S5y oS 2 e s oo ol ol S
e ool o0

=S gp by L cdS asd e oS g o "
= B a5 (hlos Lo pledgs 52 mgd (oo Coles
Lo gy o aslizy, o oS (o0 28l3L o554 oS
Camslg )0 9 ol (o0 o2 il o5 Sy lni] o5 SO L
TS o Sarn |y seses sl

R RVELIRPCON FESP TRV

Tobls

ez 45 0l o el Gl ln gt slr 4z
WSy sz y2 oyl O Sl gy S50 48 i) o0

"?‘525 < g_:és} 93'

'

Yvy



YVA

LS ol a8 el 6,50 5l ol (o0 slgd0 40
pog L il a8 S (siez Ol po S (o pog> ST WS
aobas cw o b ass glpcwyo po5 o J>
IS SRUNICIIN K. SN FISNR R PRSI SR O
= Y0 08 (o5 (oS (g Bl e sl (sagede
Lo oS o e(p- "5 Yo S0 oy > b o5l
et oSl ygat So oS S g ol Wl e
—oglogl = L Lo 5l Spgm it (onS 4z 513) (o0
395 (s> Ygars whwp " po Jlo" 4 ey 519000 Jlo
) JSI g9 o5 mjlo bxil o (pamd b g 050 (o0 2>

1

Sorel pls oo TS (o0 9 WS (0 e (p T (e
S Sy ooty ) 0)5 G wilgi ad —09l s pl Az
Ly S e el g 0l A5 gs e e
Lo ain oy, Ll 45 pain (oo Lo s oo o8 Bl e
G do,e S8 09d (oo linlagy bl asy il ooy auaul
Sl Ok ) e (50 o 5 955 (0 S5 (LS Ll
Lo a8 atogdy 0185 (003 35,0 oS (o0 )15 (JLa0g>
ol Alis 50035 (ai 50wl sl | L]
51 s Lo Mol 6 5% 5 o o
(510 59l s 4

M

U o (U Y () s adbule (516 5) s Loonie 18

YVA



Yva

355 s p2,5 ;S8 pliz @ po S Sl ] Ladé e
Sawgd ST (ooly S8 e (Sl (o0 5 09 (ilS (5o
"l

pashiie oolidl sl Lok (Faij y az il ealys oo
" —ﬁaT dagis] & Sl oyl

o e (S Lol )

TS oo b ol & el o

Sz ol el J9 oo e L Y1 e S oss
" b & S b & S o plul ol Jlo Can o e
"?QT 3 e "ol aslol f

Lossy ol ol 5l Gl SO1 51 Gl Soils (0 4z 00
P oo I Gl )3 g A Tl dale Jre L]
Aol do oS (os 950 e 0)bgd 15 45T (6395 .05
595 o= el ol & (gl aBdle — A% Bl jo g s
Sy 95 Ladly 0 o (S5l o0 Gy 45 5k o
(e o LS 53 95 e 5 SLS )3 (e (S5 (oo
S Ll 5o 15 pitles 5950l L (Sl (o0

a5 po) S8 o col l pysline 20,85 S8 Ty

"
— 094' °‘)‘:'.'“’) u;..ds

Jonah '

Yva



YA«

"

PS8 pasles alig, jo ey She o)l 0 (S8 b
o Alyi (oo gl 093 po)S S8 fewlnS Jgy 095 oS
o ook (FSals b edS (o o) e 4
d=le ST jghien wo 4l M po 57 ]S pogs
! altas a2l Wb Gl Loyl o5 po)5 SE oo (0 "
" Ul g Grale e g i d ep e o 55

Tor sk

"6l edye boas; g5 aS Cadls cod gl "

o S8 emlyS o pog> gl p)ls e (S5 (o0 BT
O 9 Seplaz g3 sl |y Usy piax! ol o (5
G Sy aSial 950 )0 oS oLl S8 S5 (e
oolil o1 51 il (oo Ly 00lgils Joy (30,5 ;58 o35
o] 45 lriiss alledss Yoo sl dasgusg s ] oS
",

TS el (o0

"ol o i) ol 48 sl ol altas

n P w“ o e n
2 (28 ¢ A pidlyl oo

YA



YA

Lol (8 03 5l Lo oS (503 (28 Ll Lo €08 "
P35> JLo dm pgm b (e i S (oed ool
§elss o ogms (6, MEe T Ol Al S s

Mo ySase "

= Sl 03,5 )18 ol 45705 S8 w2, ol (B
s als sl slas ol aaS oy iy 0 S cudly
0 85 o (oo (s ol 4 WS | I ol el
S ol Jio ol s ity bl g us ad o )ligs |, 4
Ol & (aly g oad Ly rdle ot asbe 5l iy
g by 03 5EE oS gl ot 5l 45 cu2dS el
o Ll g (o g (285 09 o8

Gy oylo b o g pols oo plonil (6,5 0yl ki "
a8 e pl)T e dden gl 05 oo

S 09 sy el by b sl el g5 S L
e 58|

"lasls el ol "

S az (80 75 a5 3y o> el og s k4"
"8 S oo

"lasls poly Lalal "

' '

Loty |y (S5 45 (50,5 o0 xRS g

YA



YAY

'

o) 50 7 e (e St e (SN e (S
Oy e s A (e 5l ogaie az a5 ol ik ot
sk S 39,0 500 b bl ez e Cedlie e
el 55l jshanl $aiS Culio e 15l JISal
= &S B e ol (Sl el by Laid
"pllris pacegd |y nl o (28 5l S

"¢ iy §

7B pi5 ) 590 ) allalszogs slajez of (e Litadas
S Sz o ()] 5 05 SaS @l (o yskaz 035 (o0
el gy pagie e aS 05 S8

RACBUNSUEES N

el ool iy (e a5 (25 S8 ST 000 (ood Coal”
(G o S 000 (o0d Coen

Tpat e e

Juis (o 55 (0 558 5108 G895 o (g0 Senl "
5= JWs e pied ¢ Joo JLis (re a8l et 95 g
o s S aply S s Dl (S5 S, 5 s ot
o oolatul ) ailiast byl cpe oyl Ciwgs a5 16
95 45 (I (oo e Sl [ plyS o e b oS
Sz Ao oy (20 Ol 1) ogs Slgi oo Laidd

O i B> (2 (S L ol (oo (or Vg (e

YAY



YAY

O S (oo LBly oS (o0 upp (pasid LU 5| Ygens
LS s e

"l "

S Gz oS S St (S o0l o Iz
wlelS 59 50 (30 Sl (pgate als S ol falal,
S oo gl

Lss b e0j #9050 588 e (g &1 o oS L
i oo o>

D9y sy Ly a5 olidl (il oy 4y aS oSS

98l 5l 598 (b as Sl (558 (oo ans
pewlin 20 dalol |y G pl wilg god (po Sy0g
RPN ploul Wb as g )ls oo I

ely > Lo ogy JalS €950 S5 pylo o (o " 28 s
o

"9 eudlgt wled jo Lo aS ¢S 5SS, 1"
ORI SN IR IICR Y
Ol 0)ligs S (oo lay 1) al) amr 09y (o0 (S
OO Jlom Ledy 09,5 o Vleia b les (S
Sb g olye QU0 Geie 45 B 095 09,8 g ke
Sl e

e b bl caogs Jlo 5l cdg ol o 1) deg> oy
fol BYL a8 ol

YAY



YAY

el vz v (oo |y ol 45 Cal Jletigs 40§
= S Lo iSe sl cun pSaly jo Ailiwgs
g 0l ABy i Lo, ce sdllas | Lol o oS
58 By b 01,5 5 3295 gl o danie ek Yl
Pl slae e (85 588 G S o
Ay oo Gaile Hlatie adds wim alol

ouds o) il 4 05 o wliaz 03] o0yl i
23° Slegond 1 5 ooy 1) GtS (ageS ()] 5 90,5 5
Sy 1y Bpan gyl on e Lol ez o 1) 0 a5l
3l oghaz 45 355 05l olo 59, po g Taiag 4Ll e
ot 9051 (oo o8 Mo Slogzge ()1 51 Sy o b Gl
2SS 5l phe 8 LS (S 49 4l el sl
Togs 00,5 bl

= o WL w gl s o bl 0e5 ol il Ay el
S o5L5 (glié g jaed sla dizele (gl of 5 S 0 e
Ehe LS9 ) 983 (o0 g i gl 4 0gl 05 (oo

..5).:.0.3 u‘)bd.o?w
Sz S @ sy S (9 Wl (0 ol Sz S g

ST L asdl css (Sog8 ol a5 Sy ol & e o

o 50,50 o 3l gl atdl b, cod SIS Jhog5u

(e 2 g e 2l Egdge 43535 S puds

YAY



YAO

szl S oSSl ) S b Jse e i
"ogm aas L S5 05 0,5l Ceway 0l ame
D90 08,55 Sy 1y s ol sl

ol il il ol lany o8 jes 4l g (See 5 ol
Sl 00 gl lclil ol jaid ol WS Joo S @ |y
=2l Fs b9, otz — w g Y 0,50 s )8l 4 a8
olasg Sl pl ole s

YAO



YA?

Deep-Holes
By Alice Munro, June 30,2008

Sally packed devilled eggs—something she usually hated
to take on a picnic, because they were so messy. Ham
sandwiches, crab salad, lemon tarts—also a packing
problem. Kool-Aid for the boys, a half bottle of Mumm’s
for herself and Alex. She would have just a sip, because she
was still nursing. She had bought plastic champagne
glasses for the occasion, but when Alex spotted her
handling them he got the real ones—a wedding present—
out of the china cabinet. She protested, but he insisted, and
took charge of them himself, the wrapping and packing.
“Dad is really a sort of bourgeois gentilhomme,” Kent
would say to Sally a few years later, when he was in his
teens and acing everything at school, so sure of becoming
some sort of scientist that he could get away with spouting
French around the house.

“Don’t make fun of your father,” Sally said mechanically.
“I’'m not. It’s just that most geologists seem so grubby.”
The picnic was in honor of Alex’s publishing his first solo
paper, in Zeitschrift fiir Geomorphologie. They were going
to Osler Bluff because it figured largely in his research, and
because Sally and the children had never been there.

They drove a couple of miles down a rough country road—
having turned off the highway and then off a decent
unpaved country road—and found a place for cars to park,
with no cars in it at present. A sign was painted on a board
and needed retouching: “CAUTION. DEEP-HOLES.”

Why the hyphen? Sally thought. But who cares?

The entrance to the woods looked quite ordinary and
unthreatening. Sally understood, of course, that these
woods were on top of a high bluff, and she expected a
daunting lookout somewhere. She did not expect the danger
that had to be skirted almost immediately in front of them.
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Deep chambers, really, some the size of a coffin, some
much bigger than that, like rooms cut out of the rocks.
Corridors zigzagging between them, and ferns and mosses
growing out of the walls. Not enough greenery, however, to
make any sort of cushion over the rubble below. The path
went meandering between them, over hard earth and
shelves of not quite level rock.

“Oooeee,” came the cry of the boys, Kent and Peter, nine
and six years old, running ahead.

“No tearing around in here,” Alex called. “No stupid
showing off, you hear me? You understand? Answer me.”
They said O.K., and he proceeded, carrying the picnic
basket and apparently believing that no further fatherly
warning was necessary. Sally stumbled after him faster
than was easy for her, with the diaper bag and the baby,
Savanna. She couldn’t slow down till she had her sons in
sight, saw them trotting along taking sidelong looks into
the black crevasses, still making exaggerated but discreet
noises of horror. She was nearly crying with exhaustion
and alarm and some familiar sort of seeping rage.

The lookout did not appear until they had followed the dirt-
and-rock path for what seemed to her like half a mile, and
was probably a quarter mile. Then there was a brightening,
an intrusion of sky, and her husband halted ahead. He gave
a cry of arrival and display, and the boys hooted with true
astonishment. Sally, emerging from the woods, found them
lined up on an outcrop above the treetops—above several
levels of treetops, as it turned out—with the summer fields
spread far below in a shimmer of green and yellow.

As soon as she put Savanna down on her blanket, she
began to cry.

“Hungry,” Sally said.

Alex said, “I thought she got her lunch in the car.”

“She did. But she’s hungry again.”

She got Savanna latched on to one side and with her free
hand unfastened the picnic basket. This was not how Alex
had envisioned things. But he gave a good-humored sigh
and retrieved the champagne glasses from their wrappings
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in his pockets, placing them on their sides on a patch of
grass.

“Glug glug. I'm thirsty, too,
immediately imitated him.

“Glug glug. Me, too. Glug glug.”
“Shut up,” Alex said.

Kent said, “Shut up, Peter.”
Alex said to Sally, “What did you bring for them to drink?”
“Kool-Aid, in the blue jug. The plastic glasses are in a
napkin on top.”

Of course, Alex believed that Kent had started that
nonsense not because he was really thirsty but because he
was crudely excited by the sight of Sally’s breast. He
thought it was high time that Savanna was transferred to
the bottle—she was nearly six months old. And he thought
Sally was far too casual about the whole procedure,
sometimes going around the kitchen doing things with one
hand while the infant guzzled. With Kent sneaking peeks
and Peter referring to Mommy’s milk jugs. That came from
Kent, Alex said. Kent was a troublemaker and the
possessor of a dirty mind.

“Well, I have to do things,” Sally said.

“That’s not one of the things you have to do. You could
have her on the bottle tomorrow.”

“I will soon. Not quite tomorrow, but soon.”

But here she is, still letting Savanna and the milk jugs
dominate the picnic.

The Kool-Aid is poured, then the champagne. Sally and
Alex touch glasses, with Savanna between them. Sally has
her sip and wishes she could have more. She smiles at Alex
to communicate this wish, and maybe the idea that it would
be nice to be alone with him. He drinks his champagne,
and, as if her sip and smile were enough to soothe him, he
starts in on the picnic. She points out which sandwiches
have the mustard he likes and which have the mustard she
and Peter like and which are for Kent, who likes no
mustard at all.

While this is going on, Kent manages to slip behind her and
finish up her champagne. Peter must have seen him do this,

29

Kent said, and Peter
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but for some peculiar reason he does not tell on him. Sally
discovers what has happened some time later and Alex
never knows about it at all, because he soon forgets that
there was anything left in her glass and packs it neatly
away with his own, while telling the boys about dolostone.
They listen, presumably, as they gobble up the sandwiches
and ignore the devilled eggs and crab salad and grab the
tarts.

Dolostone, Alex says, is the thick caprock they can see.
Underneath it is shale, clay turned into rock, very fine, fine-
grained. Water works through the dolostone and when it
gets to the shale it just lies there; it can’t get through the
thin layers. So the erosion—that’s the destruction of the
dolostone—is caused as the water works its way back to its
source, eats a channel back, and the caprock develops
vertical joints. Do they know what “vertical” means?

“Up and down,” Kent says lackadaisically.

“Weak vertical joints, and they get to lean out and then
they leave crevasses behind them and after millions of
years they break off altogether and go tumbling down the
slope.”

“I have to go,” Kent says.

“Go where?”

“I have to go pee.”

“Oh, for God’s sake, go.”

“Me, too,” Peter says.

Sally clamps her mouth down on the automatic injunction
to be careful. Alex looks at her and approves of the
clamping down. They smile faintly at each other.

Savanna has fallen asleep, her lips slack around the nipple.
With the boys out of the way, it’s easier to detach her. Sally
can burp her and settle her on the blanket, without worrying
about an exposed breast. If Alex finds the sight
distasteful—she knows he dislikes the whole conjunction
of sex and nourishment, his wife’s breasts turned into
udders—he can look away, and he does.

As she buttons herself up, there comes a cry, not sharp but
lost, diminishing, and Alex is on his feet before she is,
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running along the path. Then a louder cry getting closer.
It’s Peter.

“Kent falled in. Kent falled in.”

His father yells, “I’m coming.”

Sally will always believe that she knew at once—even
before she heard Peter’s voice, she knew what had
happened. If an accident had happened, it would not be to
her six-year-old, who was brave but not inventive, not a
showoff. It would be to Kent. She could see exactly how—
peeing into a hole, balancing on the rim, teasing Peter,
teasing himself.

He was alive. He was lying far down in the rubble at the
bottom of the crevasse, but he was moving his arms,
struggling to push himself up. Struggling so feebly. One leg
caught under him, the other oddly bent.

“Can you carry the baby?” she said to Peter. “Go back to
the picnic and put her on the blanket and watch her. That’s
my good boy. My good strong boy.”

Alex was on his way into the hole, scrambling down,
telling Kent to stay still. Getting down in one piece was just
possible. It would be getting Kent out that was hard.

Should she run to the car and see if there was a rope? Tie
the rope around a tree trunk? Maybe tie it around Kent’s
body so she could lift him when Alex raised him up to her?
There wouldn’t be a rope. Why would there be a rope?
Alex had reached him. He bent and lifted him. Kent gave a
beseeching scream of pain. Alex draped him around his
shoulders, Kent’s head hanging down on one side and
useless legs—one so unnaturally protruding—on the other.
He rose, stumbled a couple of steps, and while still hanging
on to Kent dropped back down to his knees. He had
decided to crawl and was making his way—

Sally understood this now—to the rubble that partly filled
the far end of the crevasse. He shouted some order to her
without raising his head, and though she could not make
out any word she knew what he wanted. She got up off her
knees—why was she on her knees?—and pushed through
some saplings to that edge of the rim, where the rubble
came to within perhaps three feet of the surface. Alex was
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still crawling along with Kent dangling from him like a
shot deer.

She called, “I’m here. I’'m here.”

Kent would have to be raised up by his father, pulled to the
solid shelf of rock by his mother. He was a skinny boy,
who had not yet reached his first spurt of growth, but he
seemed as heavy as a bag of cement. Sally’s arms could not
do it on the first try. She shifted her position, crouching
instead of lying flat on her stomach, and with the full
power of her shoulders and chest and with Alex supporting
and lifting Kent’s body from beneath they heaved him
over. Sally fell back with him in her arms and saw his eyes
open, then roll back in his head as he fainted again.

When Alex had clawed his way out, they collected the
other children and drove to the Collingwood Hospital.
There seemed to be no internal injury. Both legs were
broken. One break was clean, as the doctor put it. The other
leg was shattered.

“Kids have to be watched every minute in there,” he said
sternly to Sally, who had gone into the examining room
with Kent while Alex managed Peter and Savanna.
“Haven’t they got any warning signs up?”

With Alex, she thought, he would have spoken differently.
“That’s the way boys are. Turn your back and they’re
tearing around where they shouldn’t be,” he would have
said.

Her gratitude—to God, whom she did not believe in, and to
Alex, whom she did—was so immense that she resented
nothing.

It was necessary for Kent to spend the next six months out
of school, strung up for the first few weeks in a rented
hospital bed. Sally picked up and turned in his school
assignments, which he completed in no time. Then he was
encouraged to go ahead with Extra Projects. One of these
was “Travels and Explorations—Choose Your Country.”

“I want to pick somewhere nobody else would pick,” he
said.

The accident and the convalescence seemed to have
changed him. He acted older than his age now, less antic,
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more serene. And Sally told him something that she had not
told to another soul. She told him how she was attracted to
remote islands. Not to the Hawaiian Islands or the Canaries
or the Hebrides or the Isles of Greece, where everybody
wanted to go, but to small or obscure islands that nobody
talked about and that were seldom, if ever, visited.
Ascension, Tristan da Cunha, Chatham Island and
Christmas Island and Desolation Island and the Faeroes.
She and Kent began to collect every scrap of information
they could find about these places, not allowing themselves
to make anything up. And never telling Alex what they
were doing.

“He would think we were off our heads,” Sally said.
Desolation Island’s main boast was of a vegetable, of great
antiquity, a unique cabbage. They imagined worship
ceremonies for it, costumes, and cabbage parades in its
honor.

Sally told her son that, before he was born, she had seen
footage on television of the inhabitants of Tristan da Cunha
disembarking at Heathrow Airport, having all been
evacuated, owing to a great volcanic eruption on their
island. How strange they had looked, docile and dignified,
like creatures from another century. They must have
adjusted to England, more or less, but when the volcano
quieted down, a couple of years later, they almost all
wanted to go home.

When Kent went back to school, things changed, of course,
but he still seemed mature for his age, patient with
Savanna, who had grown venturesome and stubborn, and
with Peter, who always burst into the house as if on a gale
of calamity. And he was especially courteous to his father,
bringing him the paper that he had rescued from Savanna
and carefully refolded, pulling out his chair at dinnertime.
“Honor to the man who saved my life,” he might say, or
“Home is the hero.”

He said this rather dramatically, though not at all
sarcastically, yet it got on Alex’s nerves. Kent got on his
nerves, had done so even before the deep-hole drama.

yay



yay

“Cut that out,” Alex said, and complained privately to
Sally.

“He’s saying you must have loved him, because you
rescued him.”

“Christ, I"d have rescued anybody.”

“Don’t say that in front of him. Please.”

When Kent got to high school, things with his father
improved. He chose to focus on science. He picked the
hard sciences, not the soft earth sciences, and even this
roused no opposition in Alex. The harder the better.

But after six months at college Kent disappeared. People
who knew him a little—there did not seem to be anyone
who claimed to be a friend—said that he had talked of
going to the West Coast. A letter came, just as his parents
were deciding to go to the police. He was working at a
Canadian Tire in a suburb just north of Toronto. Alex went
to see him there, to order him back to college. But Kent
refused, said that he was very happy with his job, and was
making good money, or soon would be, when he got
promoted. Then Sally went to see him, without telling
Alex, and found him jolly and ten pounds heavier. He said
it was the beer. He had friends now.

“It’s a phase,” she said to Alex when she confessed the
visit. “He wants to get a taste of independence.”

“He can get a bellyful of it, as far as I'm concerned.”

Kent had not said where he was living, and when she made
her next visit to Canadian Tire she was told that he had
quit. She was embarrassed—she thought she caught a smirk
on the face of the employee who told her—and she did not
ask where Kent had gone. She assumed he would get in
touch, anyway, as soon as he had settled again.

He did write, three years later. His letter was mailed in
Needles, California, but he told them not to bother trying to
trace him there—he was only passing through. Like
Blanche, he said, and Alex said, “Who the hell is
Blanche?”

“Just a joke,” Sally said. “It doesn’t matter.”

Kent did not say where he had been or whether he was
working or had formed any connections. He did not
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apologize for leaving his parents without any information
for so long, or ask how they were, or how his brother and
sister were. Instead, he wrote pages about his own life. Not
the practical side of his life but what he believed he should
be doing—what he was doing—with it.

“It seems so ridiculous to me,” he said, “that a person
should be expected to lock themselves into a suit of clothes.
I mean, like the suit of clothes of an engineer or doctor or
geologist, and then the skin grows over it, over the clothes,
I mean, and that person can’t ever get them off. When we
are given a chance to explore the whole world of inner and
outer reality and to live in a way that takes in the spiritual
and the physical and the whole range of the beautiful and
the terrible available to mankind, that is pain as well as joy
and turmoil. This way of expressing myself may seem
over-blown to you, but one thing I have learned to give up
is intellectual pridefulness—"

“He’s on drugs,” Alex said. “You can tell a mile off. His
brain’s rotted with drugs.”

In the middle of the night he said, “Sex.”

Sally was lying beside him, wide awake.

“What about sex?”

“It’s what makes you do what he’s talking about—become
a something-or-other so that you can earn a living. So that
you can pay for your steady sex and the consequences.
That’s not a consideration for him.”

Sally said, “My, how romantic.”

“Getting down to basics is never very romantic. He’s not
normal is all I’'m trying to say.”

Further on in the letter—or the rampage, as Alex called it—
Kent said that he had been luckier than most people, in
having had what he called his “near-death experience,”
which had given him perhaps an extra awareness, and he
would be forever grateful to his father, who had lifted him
back into the world, and to his mother, who had lovingly
received him there.

He wrote, “Perhaps in those moments I was reborn.”

Alex groaned.

“No. I won’t say it.”
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“Don’t,” Sally said. “You don’t mean it.”

“I don’t know whether I do or not.”

That letter, signed with love, was the last they heard from
him.

Peter went into medicine, Savanna into law.

To her own surprise, Sally became interested in geology.
One night, in a trusting mood after sex, she told Alex about
the islands—though not about her fantasy that Kent was
now living on one or another of them. She said that she had
forgotten many of the details she used to know, and that
she should look all these places up in the encyclopedia,
where she had first got her information. Alex said that
everything she wanted to know could probably be found on
the Internet now. Surely not something so obscure, she
said, and he got her out of bed and downstairs, and there in
no time, before her eyes, was Tristan da Cunha, a green
plate in the South Atlantic Ocean, with information galore.
She was shocked and turned away, and Alex, who was
disappointed in her, asked why.

“I don’t know. Maybe I don’t want it so real.”

He said that she needed something to do. He had just
retired from teaching at the time and was planning to write
a book. He needed an assistant and he could not call on
graduate students now as he had been able to when he was
still on the faculty. (She didn’t know if this was true or
not.) She reminded him that she knew nothing about rocks,
and he said never mind that, he could use her for scale, in
the photographs.

So she became the small figure in black or bright clothing,
contrasting with the ribbons of Silurian or Devonian rock
or with the gneiss formed by intense compression, folded
and deformed by clashes of the North American and the
Pacific plates to make the present continent. Gradually she
learned to use her eyes and apply her knowledge, till she
could stand in an empty suburban street and realize that far
beneath her shoes was a crater filled with rubble that had
never been seen, because there had been no eyes to see it at
its creation or through the long history of its being made
and filled and hidden and lost. Alex did such things the
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honor of knowing about them, and she admired him for
that, although she knew enough not to say so. They were
good friends in these last years, which she didn’t know
were their last years. He went into the hospital for an
operation, taking his charts and photographs with him, and
on the day he was supposed to come home he died.

This was in the summer, and that fall there was a dramatic
fire in Toronto. Sally sat in front of her television watching
coverage of the fire for a while. It was in a district that she
knew, or used to know, in the days when its nineteenth-
century buildings were inhabited by hippies, with their tarot
cards and beads and paper flowers the size of pumpkins.
Later, the vegetarian restaurants had been transformed into
expensive bistros and boutiques. Now a block of those
nineteenth-century buildings was being wiped out, and the
newsman was bemoaning this, speaking of the people who
lived in old-fashioned apartments above the shops and had
now lost their homes or were being dragged out of harm’s
way onto the street.

He didn’t mention the landlords of the buildings, Sally
thought, who were probably getting away with substandard
wiring, as well as with epidemics of cockroaches, bedbugs,
not to be complained about by the deluded or the fearful
poor.

She sometimes felt Alex talking in her head these days, and
that was surely what was happening now. She turned off
the television.

No more than ten minutes later, the phone rang. It was
Savanna.

“Mom. Have you got your TV on? Did you see?”

“You mean the fire? I did have it on, but I turned it off.”
“No. Did you see—I'm looking for him right now—I saw
him not five minutes ago. . . . Mom, it’s Kent. Now I can’t
find him. But I saw him.”

“Is he hurt? I’'m turning it on now. Was he hurt?”

“No, he was helping. He was carrying one end of a
stretcher. There was a body on it—I don’t know if it was
dead or just hurt. But Kent. It was him. You could even see
him limping. Have you got it on now?”
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“Yes.”

“O.K. I'll calm down. I bet he went back into the building.”
“But surely they wouldn’t allow—"

“He could be a doctor, for all we know. Oh, fuck, now
they’re talking to that same old guy they talked to before—
his family owned some business for a hundred years. Let’s
hang up and just keep our eyes on the screen. He’s sure to
come in range again.”

He didn’t. The footage began to repeat itself.

Savanna phoned back. “I’'m going to get to the bottom of
this. I know a guy that works on the news. I can get to see
that shot again. We have to find out.”

Savanna had never known her brother very well—she had
been nine when he left—so what was all the fuss about?
Had her father’s death made her feel the need of family?
She should marry soon, Sally thought. She should have
children. But she had such a stubborn streak when she set
her mind on something. Her father had told her when she
was ten years old that she could gnaw an idea to the bone—
she ought to be a lawyer. And, from then on, that was what
she had said she would be.

It was Kent, and within a week Savanna had found out all
about him. No. Change that to found out all he wanted her
to know. He had been living in Toronto for years. He had
often passed the building where Savanna worked and
thought he had spotted her a couple of times on the street.
Of course, she wouldn’t have recognized him, because he
was wearing a kind of robe.

“A Hare Krishna?” Sally said.

“Oh, Mom, if you’re a monk it doesn’t mean you’re a Hare
Krishna. Anyway, he’s not that now.”

“So what is he?”

“He says he lives in the present. So I said, “Well, don’t we
all, nowadays,” and he said no, he meant in the real
present.”

“Where we are now,” he had said, and Savanna had said,
“You mean, in this dump?” Because it was—the coffee
shop where he had asked her to meet him was a dump.
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“I see it differently,” he said, but then he said he had no
objection to her way of seeing it, or anybody else’s.

“Well, that’s big of you,” Savanna said, but she made a
joke of it and he sort of laughed.

He said that he had seen Alex’s obituary in the paper and
thought it was well done. He guessed Alex would have
liked the reference to his contribution to geology. He had
wondered if his own name would appear on the list of
relatives, and he was rather surprised that it was there. Had
his father told them what names he wanted listed, before he
died? he asked.

Savanna had said no—he hadn’t been planning on dying
anything like so soon. It was the rest of the family who’d
had a conference and decided that Kent’s name should be
included.

“Not Dad,” Kent had said. “Well, no.”

Then he had asked about Sally.

Sally felt a kind of inflated balloon in her chest.

“What did you say?”

“I said you were O.K., maybe at loose ends a little, you and
Dad being so close and you not having much time yet to
get used to being alone. Then he said, ‘Tell her she can
come to see me, if she wants to,” and I said I would ask
you.”

Sally didn’t reply.

“You there, Mom?”

“Did he say when or where?”

“No. I'm supposed to meet him in a week in the same place
and tell him what you said. I think he sort of enjoys calling
the shots. I thought you’d agree right away.”

“Of course I agree. Did he really risk his life in the fire?”
“He won’t talk about it. But my information is yes. He’s
quite well known, as it turns out, in certain parts of town
and by certain people.”

Sally received a note. This in itself was special, since most
people she knew used e-mail or the phone. She was glad he
hadn’t called. She did not yet trust herself to hear his voice.
The note instructed her to leave her car in the subway
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parking lot at the end of the line and take the subway to a
specified station, where he would meet her.

She expected to see him on the other side of the turnstile,
but he was not there. Probably he had meant that he would
meet her outside. She climbed the steps and emerged into
the sunlight and paused, as people hurried and pushed past
her. She had a feeling of dismay and embarrassment.
Dismay at Kent’s apparent absence and embarrassment
because she was feeling just what people from her part of
the country often felt in neighborhoods like this, though she
would never have said what they said. You’d think you
were in the Congo or India or Vietnam.

On the steps of an old bank building just beyond the
subway entrance, several men were sitting or lounging or
sleeping. It was no longer a bank, of course, though the
bank’s name was cut into the stone. She looked at the name
rather than at the men, whose slouching or reclining
postures were such a contrast to the old purpose of the
building and the rush of the crowd coming out of the
subway.

“Mom.”

One of the men on the steps got up and came toward her in
no hurry, with a slight drag of one foot, and she realized
that it was Kent and waited for him.

She would almost as soon have run away. But then she saw
that not all the men were filthy or hopeless-looking, and
that some glanced at her without menace or contempt and
even with friendly amusement, now that she had been
identified as Kent’s mother.

Kent didn’t wear a robe. He wore gray pants that were too
big for him, a T-shirt with no message on it, and a
threadbare jacket. His hair was cut so short you could
hardly see the curl. His skin was quite pale, and his thin
body made him look older than he was. He was missing
some teeth.

He did not embrace her—she did not expect him to—but he
put his hand lightly on her back to steer her in the direction
he wanted her to go.

Y44



“Do you still smoke your pipe?” she said, sniffing the air,
and remembering how he had taken up pipe smoking in
high school.

“Pipe? Oh. No. It’s the smoke from the fire you smell. We
don’t notice it anymore. I’'m afraid it’ll get stronger, where
we’re walking.”

“Are we going to go through where it was?”

“No, no. We couldn’t, even if we wanted to. They’ve got it
all blocked off. Too dangerous. Some buildings will have
to be taken down. Don’t worry—it’s O.K. where we are. A
good block and a half away from the mess.”

“Your apartment building?” she said, alert to the “we.”
“Sort of. Yes. You’ll see.”

He spoke gently, readily, yet with an effort, like someone
speaking, as a courtesy, in a foreign language. And he
stooped a little, to make sure she heard him. The slight
labor involved in speaking to her seemed something she
was meant to notice. The cost.

As they stepped off a curb he brushed her arm—perhaps he
had stumbled a little—and he said, “Excuse me.” And she
thought he gave a slight shiver.

AIDS. Why had that never occurred to her before?

“No,” he said, though she had certainly not spoken aloud.
“I'm quite well at present. I'm not H.I.V.-positive or
anything like that. I contracted malaria years ago but it’s
under control. I may be a bit run-down but nothing to
worry about. We turn here—we’re right on this block.”

We.

“I'm not psychic,” he said. “I just figured out something
that Savanna was trying to get at, and I thought I’d put you
at rest. Here we are then.”

It was one of those houses whose front doors are only a few
steps from the sidewalk.

“I’m celibate, actually,” he said, holding open the door. A
piece of cardboard was tacked up where one of its glass
panes should be.

The floorboards were bare and creaked underfoot. The
smell was complicated, all-pervasive. The smoke had got in



here, of course, but it was mixed with the odors of ancient
cooking, burned coffee, toilets, sickness, decay.

“Though ‘celibate’ might be the wrong word. That sounds
as if it had something to do with will power. I guess I
should have said ‘neuter.” I don’t think of it as an
achievement. It isn’t.”

He was leading her around the stairs and into the kitchen.
And there a gigantic woman stood with her back to them,
stirring something on the stove.

Kent said, “Hi, Marnie. This is my mom. Can you say hello
to my mom?”’

Sally noticed a change in his voice. A relaxation, honesty,
perhaps a respectfulness, that was different from the forced
lightness he adopted with her.

She said, “Hello, Marnie,” and the woman half turned,
showing a squeezed doll’s face in a loaf of flesh but not
focussing her eyes.

“Marnie is our cook this week,” Kent said. “Smells O.K.,
Marnie.”

To his mother he said, “We’ll go and sit in my sanctum,
shall we?” and led the way down a couple of steps and
along a back hall. It was hard to move there, because of the
stacks of newspapers, flyers, and magazines neatly tied.
“Got to get these out of here,” Kent said. “I told Steve this
morning. Fire hazard. Jeez, I used to just say that. Now I
know what it means.”

Jeez. She had been wondering if he belonged to some
plainclothes religious order, but if he did he surely
wouldn’t say that, would he? Of course, it could be an
order of some faith other than Christian.

His room was down some more steps, actually in the cellar.
There was a cot, a battered old-fashioned desk with
cubbyholes, a couple of straight-backed chairs with rungs
missing.

“The chairs are perfectly safe,” he said. “Nearly all our
stuff is scavenged from somewhere, but I draw the line at
chairs you can’t sit on.”

Sally seated herself with a feeling of exhaustion.



“What are you?” she said. “What is it that you do? Is this a
halfway house or something like that?”

“No. Not even quarter-way. We take in anybody that
comes.”

“Even me.”

“Even you,” he said without smiling. “We aren’t supported
by anybody but ourselves. We do some recycling with stuff
we pick up. Those newspapers. Bottles. We make a bit here
and there. And we take turns soliciting the public.”

“Asking for charity?”

“Begging,” he said.

“On the street?”

“What better place for it? On the street. And we go into
some pubs that we have an understanding with, though it is
against the law.”

“You do that yourself?”

“I could hardly ask the others to do it if I wouldn’t. That’s
something I had to overcome. Just about all of us have
something to overcome. It can be shame. Or it can be the
concept of ‘mine.” When somebody drops a ten-dollar bill,
or even a loonie, into the hat, that’s when the notion of
private ownership kicks in. Whose is it, huh? Ours or—
unh-uh—mine? If the answer comes back ‘mine,’ it usually
gets spent right away, and we have the person turning up
here smelling of booze and saying, ‘I don’t know what’s
the matter with me today—I couldn’t get a bite.” Then they
might start to feel bad later and confess. Or not confess,
never mind. We see them disappear for days—weeks—
then show up back here when the going gets too rough.
And sometimes we’ll see them working the street on their
own, never letting on that they recognize us. Never coming
back. And that’s all right, too. They’re our graduates, you
could say. If you believe in the system.”

“Kent—"

“Around here I’m Jonah.”

“Jonah?”

“I just chose it. I thought of Lazarus, but it’s too self-
dramatizing. You can call me Kent, if you like.”



“I want to know what’s happened in your life. I mean, not
so much these people—"

“These people are my life.”

“I knew you’d say that.”

“0.K., it was kind of smart-arse. But this, this is what I’ve
been doing for—seven years? Nine years? Nine years.”

She persisted. “Before that?”

“What do I know? Before that? Before that. Man’s days are
like grass, eh? Cut down and put into the oven. Listen to
me. Soon as I meet you again I start the showing-off. Cut
down and put in the oven—I’m not interested in that. I live
each day as it happens. Really. You wouldn’t understand
that. I'm not in your world, you’re not in mine. You know
why I wanted to meet you here today?”

“No. I didn’t think of it. I mean, I thought naturally maybe
the time had come—"

“Naturally. When I read about my father’s death in the
paper I thought, Well, where is the money? I thought, Well,
she can tell me.”

“It went to me,” Sally said, with flat disappointment but
great self-control. “For the time being. The house as well, if
you’re interested.”

“I thought likely that was it. That’s O.K.”

“When I die, to Peter and his boys and Savanna.”

“Very nice.”

“He didn’t know if you were alive or dead.”

“You think I'm asking for myself? You think I’'m that
much of an idiot to want the money for myself? But I did
make a mistake thinking about how I could use it.
Thinking, Family money, sure, I can use that. That’s the
temptation. Now I’'m glad, I'm glad I can’t have it.”

“I could let—"

“The thing is, though, this place is condemned—"

“I could let you borrow.”

“Borrow? We don’t borrow around here. We don’t use the
borrow system around here. Excuse me, I’ve got to go get
hold of my mood. Are you hungry? Would you like some
soup?”

“No, thanks.”



When he was gone, she thought of running away. If she
could locate a back door, a route that didn’t go through the
kitchen.

But she could not do it. It would mean that she would never
see him again. And the back yard of a house like this, built
before the days of automobiles, would have no access to
the street.

It was half an hour before he came back. He seemed a little
surprised or bewildered to find her still there.

“Sorry. I had to settle some business. And then I talked to
Marnie. She always calms me down.”

“You wrote a letter to us,” Sally said. “It was the last we
heard from you.”

“Oh, don’t remind me.”

“No, it was a good letter. It was a good attempt to explain
what you were thinking.”

“Please. Don’t remind me.”

“You were trying to figure out your life—"

“My life, my life, my progress, what all I could discover
about my stinking self. The purpose of me. My crap. My
spirituality. My intellectuality. There isn’t any inside stuff
anymore, Sally. You don’t mind if I call you Sally? It just
comes out easier. There is only outside, what you do, every
moment of your life. Since I realized this, I’ve been
happy.”

“You are? Happy?”

“Sure. I’ve let go of that stupid self stuff. I think, How can
I help? And that’s all the thinking that I allow myself.”
“Living in the present?”

“I don’t care if you think I’'m banal. I don’t care if you
laugh at me.”

“I’'m not—"

“I don’t care. Listen. If you think I'm after your money,
fine. I am after your money. Also, I am after you. Don’t
you want a different life? I’'m not saying I love you. I don’t
use stupid language. Or, I want to save you. You know you
can only save yourself. So what is the point? I don’t usually
try to get anywhere talking to people. I usually try to avoid
personal relationships. I mean I do. I do avoid them.”



Relationships.

“Why are you trying not to smile?”” he said. “Because I said
‘relationships’? That’s a cant word? I don’t fuss about my
words.”

Sally said, “I was thinking of Jesus. ‘Woman, what have I
to do with thee?’ ”

The look that leaped to his face was almost savage.

“Don’t you get tired, Sally? Don’t you get tired being
clever? I can’t go on talking this way, I’'m sorry. I’ve got
things to do.”

“So have 1,” Sally said. It was a complete lie. “We’ll be—"
“Don’t say it. Don’t say we’ll be in touch.”

“Maybe we’ll be in touch. Is that any better?”

Sally gets lost, then finds her way. The bank building
again, the same or possibly a whole new regiment of
loiterers. The subway ride, the car park, the keys, the
highway, the traffic. Then the lesser highway, the early
sunset, no snow yet, the bare trees, and the darkening
fields.

She loves this countryside, this time of year. Must she now
think herself unworthy?

The cat is glad to see her. There are a couple of messages
from friends on her machine. She heats up a single serving
of lasagna. She buys these separated, precooked, and frozen
portions now. They are quite good and not too expensive
when you think that there’s no waste. She sips from a glass
of wine during the few-minute wait.

She is shaking with anger. What is she supposed to do, go
back to the condemned house and scrub the rotten linoleum
and cook up the chicken parts that were thrown out because
they’re past the best-before date? And be reminded every
day of how she falls short of Marnie or any other afflicted
creature? All for the privilege of being useful in the life that
somebody else—Kent—has chosen?

He’s sick. He’s wearing himself out; maybe he’s dying. He
wouldn’t thank her for clean sheets and fresh food. Oh, no.
He’d rather die on that cot under a blanket with a burned
hole in it.



But a check, she can write some sort of check, not an
absurd one. Not too big or too small. He won’t help himself
with it, of course. He won’t stop despising her, of course.
Despising. No. Not the point. Nothing personal.

There is something, anyway, in having got through the day
without its being an absolute disaster. It wasn’t, was it? She
had said “maybe.” He hadn’t corrected her.

And it was possible, too, that age could become her ally,
turning her into somebody she didn’t know yet. She has
seen that look of old people, now and then—clear-sighted
but content, on islands of their own making. ¢
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Wenlock Edge
By Alice Munro, December 5, 2005

My mother had a bachelor cousin a good deal younger than
her, who used to visit us on the farm every summer. He
brought along his mother, Aunt Nell Botts. His own name
was Ernie Botts. He was a tall, florid man with a good-
natured expression, a big square face, and fair curly hair
springing straight up from his forehead. His hands, his
fingernails were as clean as soap itself; his hips were a little
plump. My name for him—when he was not around—was
Earnest Bottom. I had a mean tongue.

But I meant no harm. Or hardly any harm.

After Aunt Nell Botts died Ernie did not come to visit
anymore, but he always sent a Christmas card.

When I started college in the city where he lived, he began
a custom of taking me out to dinner every other Sunday
evening. He did this because I was a relative—it’s unlikely
that he even considered whether we were suited to
spending time together. He always took me to the same
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place, a restaurant called the Old Chelsea, which was on
the second floor of a building, looking down on Dundas
Street. It had velvet curtains, white tablecloths, little rose-
shaded lamps on the tables. It probably cost more, strictly
speaking, than he could afford, but I did not think of that,
having a country girl’s notion that all men who lived in the
city, wore a suit every day, and sported such clean
fingernails had reached a level of prosperity where
indulgences like this were a matter of course.

I always ordered the most exotic offering on the menu—
chicken vol au vent or duck a ’orange—while he always
ate roast beef. Desserts were wheeled up to the table on a
dinner wagon: a tall coconut cake, custard tarts topped with
strawberries, even out of season, chocolate-coated pastry
horns full of whipped cream. I took a long time choosing,
like a five-year-old trying to decide between flavors of ice
cream, and then on Monday I had to fast all day, to make
up for such gorging.

Ernie looked a little too young to be my father. I hoped that
nobody from the college would see us and think that he was
my boyfriend.

He inquired about my courses, and nodded solemnly when
I told him, or reminded him, that I was in Honors English
and Philosophy. He didn’t roll his eyes at the information,
the way people at home did. He told me that he had a great
respect for education and regretted that he hadn’t had the
means to continue, after high school. Instead, he had got a
job working for the Canadian National Railway, as a ticket
salesman. Now he was a supervisor.

He liked serious reading, he said, but it was not a substitute
for a college education.

I was pretty sure that his idea of serious reading would be
the Condensed Books of the Reader’s Digest, and to get
him off the subject of my studies I told him about my
rooming house. In those days, the college had no
dormitories—we all lived in rooming houses or in cheap
apartments or in fraternity or sorority houses. My room was
the attic of an old house, with generous floor space and not
much headroom.
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But, being the former maid’s quarters, it had its own
bathroom. Two other scholarship students, who were in
their final year in Modern Languages, lived on the second
floor. Their names were Kay and Beverly. In the high-
ceilinged but chopped-up rooms of the ground floor lived a
medical student who was hardly ever home, and his wife,
Beth, who was home all the time, because they had two
very young children. Beth was the house manager and rent
collector, and she was often feuding with the second-floor
girls over the way they washed their clothes in the
bathroom and hung them there to dry. When Beth’s
husband, Blake, was home he sometimes had to use that
bathroom because of all the baby stuff in the one
downstairs, and Beth said that he shouldn’t have to cope
with stockings and other intimate doodads in his face. Kay
and Beverly retorted that use of their own bathroom had
been promised when they moved in.

Why did I choose to tell this to Ernie, who flushed and said
that they should have got it in writing?

Kay and Beverly were a disappointment to me. They
worked hard at Modern Languages, but their conversation
and preoccupations seemed hardly different from those of
girls who worked in banks or offices. They did their hair up
in pincurls and polished their fingernails on Saturdays,
because that was the night they had dates with their special
boyfriends. On Sundays, they had to soothe their faces with
lotion because of the whisker-burns the boyfriends had
inflicted on them. I didn’t find either boyfriend in the least
desirable and I wondered how they could.

They said that they had once had some crazy idea of
working as intepreters at the United Nations but now they
figured they would teach high school, and with any luck get
married.

They gave me unwelcome advice.

I had got a job in the college cafeteria. I pushed a cart
around collecting dirty dishes and wiping the tables clean.
They warned me that this job was not a good idea.

“You won’t get asked out if people see you at a job like
that.”

Y7



Y7

I told Ernie about this and he said, “So, what did you say?”
I told him that I'd said I wouldn’t want to go out with
anybody who would make such a judgment, so what was
the problem?

Now I’d hit the right note. Ernie glowed; he chopped his
hands up and down in the air.

“Absolutely right,” he said. “That is absolutely the attitude
to take. Honest work. Never listen to anybody who wants
to put you down for doing honest work. Just go right ahead
and ignore them. Keep your pride. Anybody that doesn’t
like it, you tell them they can lump it.”

This speech of his, the righteousness and approval lighting
his large face, the jerky enthusiasm of his movements,
roused the first doubts in me, the first gloomy suspicion
that the warning might have some weight to it after all.
When I got home that night, there was a note from Beth
under my door, asking to talk to me. I guessed that it would
be about my hanging my coat over the bannister to dry, or
making too much noise on the stairs when Blake
(sometimes) and the babies (always) had to sleep in the
daytime.

The door opened on the scene of misery and confusion in
which it seemed that all Beth’s days were passed. Wet
laundry—diapers and smelly baby woollens—was hanging
from ceiling racks; bottles bubbled and rattled in a sterilizer
on the stove. The windows were steamed up, and the chairs
were covered with soggy cloths and soiled stuffed toys.
The bigger baby was clinging to the bars of a playpen and
letting out an accusing howl—Beth had obviously just set
him in there—and the smaller one was in a high chair, with
some mushy pumpkin-colored food spread like a rash
across his mouth and chin.

Beth peered out from all this with a tight expression of
superiority on her small flat face, as if to say that not many
people could put up with such a nightmare as well as she
could, even if the world wasn’t generous enough to give
her the least bit of credit.

“You know when you moved in,” she said, then raised her
voice to be heard over the bigger baby’s cries, “when you
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moved in I mentioned to you that there was enough space
up there for two?”

Another girl was moving in, she informed me. The new girl
would be there Tuesdays to Fridays, while she audited
some courses at the college.

“Blake will bring the daybed up tonight. She won’t take up
much room. I don’t imagine she’ll bring many clothes—she
lives in town. You’ve had it all to yourself for six weeks
now, and you’ll still have it that way on weekends.”

No mention of any reduction in the rent.

Nina actually did not take up much room. She was small,
and thoughtful in her movements—she never bumped her
head against the rafters, as I did. She spent a lot of her time
sitting cross-legged on the daybed, her brownish-blond hair
falling over her face, a Japanese kimono loose over her
childish white underwear. She had beautiful clothes—a
camel-hair coat, cashmere sweaters, a pleated tartan skirt
with a large silver pin—the sort of clothes you would see in
a magazine layout, under the headline “Outfitting Your
Junior Miss for Her New Life on Campus.” But the
moment she got back from the college she discarded her
costume for the kimono. I also changed out of my school
clothes, but in my case it was to keep the press in my skirt
and preserve a reasonable freshness in my blouse or
sweater, so I hung everything up carefully. Nina tossed her
clothes anywhere.I ate an early supper at the college as part
of my wages, and Nina always seemed to have eaten, too,
though I didn’t know where. Perhaps her supper was just
what she ate all evening—almonds and oranges and a
supply of little chocolate kisses wrapped in red or gold or
purple foil.

I asked her if she didn’t get cold, in that light kimono.
“Unh-unh,” she said. She grabbed my hand and pressed it
to her neck. “I’'m permanently warm,” she said, and in fact
she was. Her skin even looked warm, though she said that
was just a tan, and it was fading. And connected with this
skin warmth was a particular odor that was nutty or spicy,
not displeasing but not the odor of a body that was
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constantly bathed and showered. (Nor was I entirely fresh
myself, owing to Beth’s rule of two baths a week.)

I usually read until late at night. I’d thought that it might be
harder to read, with someone else in the room, but Nina
was an easy presence. She peeled her oranges and
chocolates; she laid out games of solitaire. When she had to
stretch to move a card she’d sometimes make a little noise,
a groan or grunt, as if complaining about this slight
adjustment of her body but taking pleasure in it, all the
same. Otherwise she was content, and curled up to sleep
with the light on whenever she was ready. And because
there was no special need for us to talk we soon began to
talk, and tell about our lives.

Nina was twenty-two years old and this was what had
happened to her since she was fifteen:

First, she had got herself pregnant (that was how she put it)
and married the father, who wasn’t much older than she
was. This was in a town somewhere outside Chicago. The
name of the town was Laneyville, and the only jobs there
were at the grain elevator or fixing machinery, for the boys,
and working in stores, for the girls. Nina’s ambition was to
be a hairdresser but you had to go away and train for that.
Laneyville wasn’t where she had always lived—it was
where her grandmother lived, and she lived with her
grandmother because her father had died and her mother
had got married again and her stepfather had kicked her
out.

She had a second baby, another boy, and her husband was
supposed to have a job lined up in another town so he went
off there. He was going to send for her but he never did. So
she left both children with her grandmother and took the
bus to Chicago.

On the bus she met a girl named Marcy, who, like her, was
headed for Chicago. Marcy knew a man there who owned a
restaurant and she said he would give them jobs. But when
they got to Chicago and located the restaurant it turned out
that the man didn’t own it—he’d only worked there and
he’d quit some time before. The man who did own it had an
empty room upstairs and he let them stay there in return for
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their cleaning the place up every night. They had to use the
ladies’ room in the restaurant but they weren’t supposed to
spend too much time there in the daytime—they had to
wash themselves at night.

They didn’t sleep hardly at all. They made friends with the
barman in the place across the street—he was a queer but
nice—and he let them drink ginger ale for free. They met a
man there who invited them to a party and after that they
got asked to other parties and it was during this time that
Nina met Mr. Purvis. It was he, in fact, who gave her the
name Nina. Before that, she had been June. She went to
live at Mr. Purvis’s place in Chicago.

She waited a little while before bringing up the subject of
her boys. There was so much room in Mr. Purvis’s house
that she was hoping they could live with her there. But
when she mentioned it Mr. Purvis told her that he despised
children. He did not want her to get pregnant, ever. But
somehow she did, and she and Mr. Purvis went to Japan, to
get her an abortion.

At least up until the last minute that was what she thought
she would do, but then she decided, no. She would go
ahead and have the baby.

“All right,” he said. He would pay her way back to
Chicago, but from then on she was on her own.

She knew her way around a bit by this time, and she went
to a place where they looked after you till the baby was
born, and you could have it adopted. It was born and it was
a girl and Nina named her Gemma and decided to keep her,
after all.

She knew another girl who had had a baby in this place and
kept it, and she and this girl made an arrangement that they
would work shifts and live together and raise their babies.
They got an apartment that they could afford and they got
jobs—Nina’s in a cocktail lounge—and everything was all
right. Then Nina came home just before Christmas—
Gemma was eight months old—and found the other mother
half drunk and fooling around with a man, and the baby,
Gemma, burning up with fever, too sick to even cry.
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Nina wrapped her up and took her to the hospital in a cab.
Traffic was all snarled up because of Christmas, and when
she finally got there they told her that it was the wrong
hospital, for some reason, and sent her off to another
hospital. On the way there, Gemma had a convulsion and
died.

Nina wanted to have a real burial for Gemma, not just have
her put in with some old pauper who had died (that was
what she’d heard happened to a baby’s body when you
didn’t have any money), so she went to Mr. Purvis. He was
nicer to her than she’d expected, and he paid for the casket
and the gravestone with Gemma’s name, and after it was all
over he took Nina back. He took her on a long trip to
London and Paris and a lot of other places, to cheer her up.
When they got home he shut up the house in Chicago and
moved here. He owned some property out in the country
nearby; he owned racehorses.

He asked her if she would like to get an education, and she
said she would. He said she should just sit in on some
courses to see what she’d like to study. She told him that
she’d like to live part of the time the way ordinary students
lived, and he said he thought that that could be arranged.
Hearing about Nina’s life made me feel like a simpleton.

I asked her what Mr. Purvis’s first name was.

“Arthur.”

“Why don’t you call him that?”

“It wouldn’t sound natural.”

Nina was not supposed to go out at night, except to the
college for certain specified events, such as a play or a
concert or a lecture. She was supposed to eat lunch and
dinner at the cafeteria. Though, as I said, I don’t know
whether she ever did. Breakfast was Nescafé in our room,
and day-old doughnuts I brought home from the cafeteria.
Mr. Purvis did not like the sound of this but he accepted it
as part of Nina’s imitation of the college student’s life—as
long as she ate a good hot meal once a day and a sandwich
and soup at another meal, and this was what he thought she
did. She always checked what the cafeteria was offering, so
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that she could tell him she’d had the sausages or the
Salisbury steak, and the salmon or the egg-salad sandwich.
“So how would he know if you did go out?”

Nina got to her feet, with that little sound of complaint or
pleasure, and padded over to the attic window.

“Come here,” she said. “And stay behind the curtain. See?”
A black car, parked not right across the street but a few
doors down. A streetlight caught the gleaming white hair of
the driver.

“Mrs. Winner,” Nina said. “She’ll be there till midnight. Or
later, I don’t know. If I went out, she’d follow me and hang
around wherever I went, then follow me back.”

“What if she went to sleep?”

“Not her. Or if she did and I tried anything she’d be awake
like a shot.”

Just to give Mrs. Winner some practice, as Nina put it, we
left the house one evening and took a bus to the city library.
From the bus window we watched the long black car
having to slow and dawdle at every bus stop, then speed up
to stay with us. We had to walk a block to the library, and
Mrs. Winner passed us and parked beyond the front
entrance, and watched us—we believed—in her rearview
mirror.

I wanted to see if I could check out a copy of “The Scarlet
Letter,” which was required for one of my courses. I could
not afford to buy one, and the copies at the college library
were all checked out. Also I wanted to take a book out for
Nina—the sort of book that showed simplified charts of
history.

Nina had bought the textbooks for the courses she was
auditing. She had bought notebooks and pens—the best
fountain pens of that time—in matching colors. Red for
Pre-Columbian Civilizations, blue for the Romantic Poets,
green for Victorian and Georgian English Novelists, yellow
for Fairy Tales from Basile to Andersen. She sat in the
back row at every lecture, because she thought that that was
the proper place for her. She spoke as if she enjoyed
walking through the Arts Building with the throng of other
students, finding her seat, opening her textbook at the
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specified page, taking out her pen. But her notebooks
remained empty.

The trouble was, as I saw it, that she had no pegs to hang
anything on. She did not know what Victorian meant, or
Romantic, or Pre-Columbian. She had been to Japan, and
Barbados, and many of the countries in Europe, but she
could never have found those places on a map. She
wouldn’t have known whether the French Revolution came
before or after the First World War.

I wondered how these courses had been chosen for her.
Had she liked the sound of them? Had Mr. Purvis thought
that she could master them? Or had he perhaps chosen
them cynically, so that she would soon get her fill of being
a student?

While I was looking for the book I wanted, I caught sight
of Ernie Botts. He had an armful of mysteries, which he
was picking up for an old friend of his mother’s. He had
told me that he always did that, just as he always played
checkers, on Saturday mornings, with a crony of his
father’s out in the War Veterans’ Home.

I introduced him to Nina. I had told him about her moving
in, but nothing about her former or even her present life.

He shook Nina’s hand and said that he was pleased to meet
her and asked at once if he could give us a ride home.

I was about to say no, thanks, we’d take the bus, when Nina
asked him where his car was parked.

“In the back,” he said.

“Is there a back door?”

“Yes, yes. It’s a sedan.”

“No, I meant in the library,” Nina said. “In the building.”
“Yes. Yes there is,” Ernie said, flustered. “I'm sorry, I
thought you meant the car. Yes. A back door in the library.
I came in that way myself. I'm sorry.” Now he was
blushing, and he would have gone on apologizing if Nina
had not broken in with a kind laugh.

“Well, then,” she said. “We can go out the back door. So
that’s settled. Thanks.”

Ernie drove us home. He asked if we would like to detour
to his place, for a cup of coffee or a hot chocolate.
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“Sorry, we’re sort of in a rush,” Nina said. “But thanks for
asking.”

“I guess you’ve got homework.”

“Homework, yes,” she said. “We sure do.”

I was thinking that he had never once asked me to his
house. Propriety. One girl, no. Two girls, O.K.

No black car across the street, when we said our thanks and
good nights. No black car when we looked out the attic
window. In a short time, the phone rang, for Nina, and I
heard her saying, on the landing, “Oh, no, we just went in
the library and got a book and came straight home on the
bus. There was one right away, yes. I'm fine. Absolutely.
Night-night.” She came swaying and smiling up the stairs.
“Mrs. Winner’s got herself in hot water tonight.”

One morning, Nina did not get out of bed. She said she had
a sore throat, a fever. “Touch me.”

“You always feel hot to me.”

“Today I'm hotter.”

It was a Friday. She asked me to call Mr. Purvis, to tell him
that she wanted to stay here for the weekend.

“He’ll let me. He can’t stand anybody being sick around
him—he’s a nut that way.”

Mr. Purvis wondered if he should send a doctor. Nina had
foreseen that, and told me to say that she just needed to
rest, and she’d phone him, or I would, if she got any worse.
“Well, then, tell her to take care,” he said, and thanked me
for phoning, and for being a good friend to Nina. And then,
as an afterthought, he asked me if I would like to join him
for Saturday night’s dinner. He said he found it boring to
eat alone. Nina had thought of that, too.

“If he asks you to go and eat with him tomorrow night, why
don’t you go? There’s always something good to eat on
Saturday nights—it’s special.”

The cafeteria was closed on Saturdays. The possibility of
meeting Mr. Purvis both disturbed and intrigued me.

So I agreed to dine with him—he had actually said “dine.”
When I went back upstairs, I asked Nina what I should
wear. “Why worry now? It’s not till tomorrow night.”
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Why worry, indeed? I had only one good dress, the
turquoise crépe that I had bought with some of my
scholarship money, to wear when I gave the valedictory
address at my high-school commencement exercises.

Mrs. Winner came to get me. Her hair was not white but
platinum blond, a color that to me certified a hard heart,
immoral dealings, and a long bumpy ride through the
sordid back alleys of life. Nevertheless, I opened the front
door of the car to ride beside her, because I thought that
that was the decent and democratic thing to do. She let me
do this, standing beside me, then briskly opened the back
door.

I had thought that Mr. Purvis would live in one of the
stodgy mansions surrounded by acres of lawns and
unfarmed fields north of the city. It was probably the
racehorses that had made me think so. Instead, we travelled
east through prosperous but not lordly streets, past brick
and mock-Tudor houses with their lights on in the early
dark and their Christmas lights already blinking out of the
snowcapped shrubbery. We turned in at a narrow driveway
between high hedges and parked in front of a house that I
recognized as “modern” by its flat roof and long wall of
windows and the fact that the building material appeared to
be concrete. No Christmas lights here, no lights of any
kind.

No sign of Mr. Purvis, either. The car slid down a ramp
into a cavernous basement garage; we rode an elevator up
one floor and emerged into a hallway that was dimly lit and
furnished like a living room, with upholstered straight-
backed chairs and little polished tables and mirrors and
rugs.

Mrs. Winner waved me ahead of her through one of the
doors that opened off this hallway, into a windowless room
with a bench and hooks around the walls. It was just like a
school cloakroom, except for the polish on the wood and
the carpet on the floor. “Here is where you leave your
clothes,” Mrs. Winner said.

I removed my top boots. I stuffed my mittens into my coat
pockets. I hung my coat up. Mrs. Winner stayed with me.
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There was a comb in my pocket and I wanted to fix my
hair, but not with her watching. And I did not see a mirror.
“Now the rest,” she said.

She looked straight at me to see if I understood, and, when
I appeared not to (though, in a sense, I did—I understood
but hoped I had made a mistake), she said, “Don’t worry,
you won’t be cold. The house is well heated throughout.”

I did not move to obey, and she spoke to me casually, as if
she could not be bothered with contempt. “I hope you’re
not a baby.”

I could have reached for my coat, at that point. I could have
demanded to be driven back to the rooming house. I could
even have walked back on my own. I remembered the way
we had come and, though it would have been cold, it would
have taken me less than an hour.

“Oh, no,” Mrs. Winner said, when I still did not move. “So
you’re just a bookworm. That’s all you are.”

I sat down. I removed my shoes. I unfastened and peeled
down my stockings. I stood up and unzipped then yanked
off the dress in which I had delivered the valedictory
address with its final words of Latin. Ave atque vale.

Still covered by my slip, I reached back and unhooked my
brassiere, then somehow hauled it free of my arms and
around to the front to be discarded. Next came my garter
belt, then my panties—when they were off I balled them up
and hid them under the brassiere. I put my feet back into
my shoes.

“Bare feet,” Mrs. Winner said, sighing. It seemed that the
slip was too tiresome for her to mention, but after I had
again taken my shoes off she said, “Bare. Do you know the
meaning of the word? Bare.”

I pulled the slip over my head, and she handed me a bottle
of lotion and said, “Rub yourself with this.”

It smelled like Nina. I rubbed some on my arms and
shoulders, the only parts of myself that I could touch, with
Mrs. Winner standing there watching, and then we went out
into the hall, my eyes avoiding the mirrors, and she opened
another door and I went into the next room alone.
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It had not occurred to me that Mr. Purvis might be waiting
in the same naked condition as myself, and he was not. He
wore a dark-blue blazer, a white shirt, an ascot scarf
(though I did not know it was called that at the time), and
gray slacks. He was hardly taller than I was, and he was
thin and old, mostly bald, with wrinkles in his forehead
when he smiled.

It had not occurred to me, either, that the undressing might
be a prelude to rape, or to any ceremony but supper. (And
indeed it was not, to judge by the appetizing smells in the
room and the silver-lidded dishes on the sideboard.) But
why hadn’t I thought of such a thing? Why wasn’t I more
apprehensive? It had something to do with my ideas about
old men. I thought that they were not only incapable, owing
to their unsavory physical decline, but too worn down—or
depressed—by their various trials and experiences to have
any interest left. I wasn’t stupid enough to think that my
being undressed had nothing to do with the sexual uses of
my body, but I took it more as a dare than as a preliminary
to further trespass, and my going along with it finally had
more to do with pride or some shaky recklessness than with
anything else. And that word. “Bookworm.”

Here I am, I might have wished to say, in the skin of my
body which does not shame me any more than the bareness
of my teeth. Of course that was not true, and in fact I had
broken out in a sweat, but not for fear of any violation.

Mr. Purvis shook my hand, making no sign of awareness
that I lacked clothing. He said that it was a pleasure for him
to meet Nina’s friend. Just as if I were somebody Nina had
brought home from school. Which, in a way, was true. An
inspiration to Nina, he said I was.

“She admires you very much. Now, you must be hungry.
Shall we see what they’ve provided for us?”

He lifted the lids and set about serving me. Cornish hens,
which I took to be pygmy chickens, saffron rice with
raisins, various finely cut vegetables fanned out at an angle
and preserving their color more faithfully than the
vegetables that I regularly saw. A dish of muddy-green
pickles and a dish of dark-red preserve.
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“Not too much of these,” Mr. Purvis said of the pickles and
the preserve. “A bit hot to start with.”

He ushered me back to the table, turned again to the
sideboard and served himself sparingly, and sat down.
There was a pitcher of water on the table, and a bottle of
wine. I got the water. Serving me wine in his house, he
said, would probably be classed as a capital offense. I was a
little disappointed, as I had never had a chance to drink
wine. When Ernie and I went to the Old Chelsea, he always
expressed his satisfaction that no wine or liquor was served
on Sundays. Not only did he refuse to drink, on Sunday or
on any other day, but he disliked seeing others do it.

“Now, Nina tells me,” Mr. Purvis said, “Nina tells me that
you are studying English Philosophy, but I think it must be
English and Philosophy, am I right? Because surely there is
not so great a supply of English philosophers?”

In spite of his warning, I had taken a dollop of green pickle
on my tongue and was too stunned to reply. He waited
courteously while I gulped down water.

“We start with the Greeks. It’s a survey course,” I said,
when I could speak.

“Oh yes. Greece. Well, who is your favorite Greek so far—
Oh, no, just a minute. It will fall apart more easily like
this.”

There followed a demonstration of how to separate and
remove the meat from the bones of a Cornish hen—nicely
done, and without condescension, rather as if it were a joke
we might share. “Your favorite?”

“We haven’t got to him yet—we’re doing the pre-
Socratics,” I said. “But Plato.”

“Plato is your favorite. So you read ahead, you don’t just
stay where you’re supposed to? Plato. Yes, I could have
guessed that. You like the cave?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, of course. The cave. It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”

When I was sitting down, the most flagrant part of me was
out of sight. If my breasts had been tiny and ornamental,
like Nina’s, I could have been almost at ease. Instead, they
were large and lollopy; they were like bald night creatures
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dumbfounded by the light. I tried to look at him when I
spoke, but against my will I suffered waves of flushing.
When this happened, I thought I sensed his voice changing
slightly, becoming more soothing and politely satisfied, as
if he’d just made a winning move in a game. But he went
on talking nimbly and entertainingly, telling me about a trip
he had made to Greece. Delphi, the Acropolis, the famous
light that you didn’t believe could be true but was true, the
bare bones of the Peloponnesus.

“And then to Crete—do you know about the Minoan
civilization?”

“Yes.”

“Of course you do. Of course. And you know the way the
Minoan ladies dressed?”

“Yes.”

I looked into his face this time, his eyes. I was determined
not to squirm away, not even when I felt the heat on my
throat.

“Very nice, that style,” he said almost sadly. “Very nice.
It’s odd the different things that are hidden in different eras.
And the things that are displayed.”

Dessert was vanilla custard and whipped cream, with bits
of cake in it, and raspberries. He ate only a few bites of his.
But, after failing to settle down enough to enjoy the first
course, | was determined not to miss out on anything rich
and sweet, and I fixed my appetite and attention on every
spoonful.

He poured coffee into small cups and invited me to drink it
in the library.

My buttocks made a slapping noise, as I loosened myself
from the sleek upholstery of the dining-room chair. But this
was almost covered up by the clatter of the delicate coffee
cups on the tray, in his shaky old grasp.

Libraries in houses were known to me only from books.
This one was entered through a panel in the dining-room
wall. The panel swung open without a sound, at a touch of
his raised foot. He apologized for going ahead of me, as he
had to do when he carried the coffee. To me it was a relief.
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I thought that the back of the body—not just mine but
anyone’s—was the most beastly part.

When I was seated in the chair he indicated, he gave me my
coffee. It was not as easy to sit here, out in the open, as it
had been at the dining-room table. That chair had been
covered with smooth striped silk but this one was
upholstered in some dark plush material, which prickled
me, setting off an intimate agitation.

The light in this room was brighter and the books lining the
walls seemed more prying and reproving than the dim
dining room, with its landscape paintings and light-
absorbing panels.

For a moment, as we moved from one room to the other,
I’d had some notion of a story—the sort of story I'd heard
of but that few people then got the chance to read—in
which the room referred to as a library would turn out to be
a bedroom, with soft lights and puffy cushions and all
manner of downy coverings. But the room we were in was
plainly a library. The reading lights, the books on the glass-
enclosed shelves, the invigorating smell of the coffee. Mr.
Purvis pulling out a book, riffling through its leaves,
finding what he wanted.

I knew it. In fact, I knew many of the poems by heart.

“And may I ask you please—may I ask you please—not to
cross your legs?”

My hands were trembling when I took the book from him.
“Yes,” he said. “Yes.”

He chose a chair in front of the bookcase, facing me.
“Now—"

“ ‘On Wenlock Edge the wood’s in trouble,’—”

The familiar words and rhythms calmed me down. They
took me over. Gradually I began to feel more at peace.

The gale, it plies the saplings double,

It blows so hard, ’twill soon be gone:

To-day the Roman and his trouble

Are ashes under Uricon.

Where was Uricon? Who knew?

It wasn’t really that I forgot where I was or whom I was
with or in what condition I sat there. But I had come to feel
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somewhat remote and philosophical. The thought came to
me that everybody in the world was naked, in a way. Mr.
Purvis was naked, though he wore clothes. We were all sad
bare creatures. Shame receded. I just kept turning the
pages, reading one poem and then another, then another.
Liking the sound of my voice. Until to my surprise and
almost to my disappointment—there were still wonderful
lines to come—MTr. Purvis interrupted me. He stood up; he
sighed.

“Enough, enough,” he said. “That was very nice. Thank
you. Your country accent is quite suitable. Now it’s my
bedtime.”

I handed him the book. He replaced it on the shelf and
closed the glass doors. The country accent was news to me.
“And I'm afraid it’s time to send you home.”

He opened another door, into the hallway I had seen so
long ago, at the beginning of the evening. I passed in front
of him and the door closed behind me. I may have said
good night. It is even possible that I thanked him for
dinner, and that he spoke to me a few dry words (not at all,
thank you for your company, it was very kind of you, thank
you for reading Housman) in a suddenly tired, old,
crumpled, and indifferent voice. He did not lay a hand on
me.

The same dimly lit cloakroom. The turquoise dress, my
stockings, my slip. Mrs. Winner appeared as I was
fastening my stockings. She said only one thing to me, as I
was ready to leave. “You forgot your scarf.”

And there indeed was the scarf I had knitted in Home
Economics class, the only thing I would ever knit in my
life. I had come close to abandoning it, in this place.

As I got out of the car, Mrs. Winner said, “Mr. Purvis
would like to speak to Nina before he goes to bed. If you
would remind her.”

But there was no Nina waiting to receive this message. Her
bed was made up. Her coat and boots were gone. A few of
her clothes were still hanging in the closet.

Beverly and Kay had both gone home for the weekend, so I
ran downstairs to see if Beth had any information. “I’'m

Yvo



Yv¢

sorry,” Beth, whom I never saw sorry about anything, said.
“I can’t keep track of all your comings and goings.” Then,
as I turned away, “I've asked you several times not to
thump so much on the stairs. I just got Christopher to
sleep.”

I had not made up my mind what I would say to Nina when
I got home. Would I ask her if she, too, was required to be
naked in that house—if she had known perfectly well what
sort of an evening was waiting for me? Or would I say
nothing and wait for her to ask me? And, even then, would
I say innocently that I'd eaten Cornish hen and yellow rice,
and that it was very good? That I'd read from “A
Shropshire Lad”?

Would I just let her wonder?

Now that she was gone, none of this mattered. The focus
was shifted. Mrs. Winner phoned after ten o’clock—
breaking another of Beth’s rules—and when I told her that
Nina was not there she said, “Are you sure of that?”

She said the same thing when I told her that I had no idea
where Nina had gone. “Are you sure?”

I asked her not to phone again till morning, because of
Beth’s rules and the babies’ sleep, and she said, “Well. I
don’t know. This is serious.”

When I got up in the morning, the car was parked across
the street. Later, Mrs. Winner rang the bell and told Beth
that she had been sent to check Nina’s room. Even Beth
was quelled by Mrs. Winner, who looked all around our
room, in the bathroom and the closet, even shaking out a
couple of blankets that were folded on the closet floor.

I was still in my pajamas, writing an essay on “Sir Gawain
and the Green Knight,” and drinking Nescafé.

Mrs. Winner said that she had phoned the hospitals, to see
if Nina had been taken ill, and that Mr. Purvis himself had
gone out to check several other places where she might be.
“If you know anything, it would be better to tell us,” she
said. “Anything at all.”

Then as she started down the stairs she turned and said in a
voice that was less menacing, “Is there anybody at the
college she was friendly with? Anybody you know?”
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I said that I didn’t think so.

I had seen Nina at the college only a couple of times. Once,
she was walking down the lower corridor of the Arts
Building, in the crush between classes, probably on her
way to a class of her own. The other time, she was in the
cafeteria. Both times she was alone. It was not particularly
unusual to be alone when you were hurrying from one class
to another but it was a little strange to sit alone with a cup
of coffee in the cafeteria at quarter to four in the afternoon,
when that space was practically deserted. She sat with a
smile on her face, as if to say how pleased, how privileged,
she felt to be there, how alert and ready she was to respond
to the demands of this life—as soon as she understood what
they were.

In the afternoon it began to snow. The car across the street
had to move, to make way for the snowplow. When I went
into the bathroom and caught the flutter of Nina’s kimono
on its hook on the door, I finally felt what I had been
suppressing—a true fear for Nina. I could see her,
disoriented, weeping into her loose hair, wandering around
in the snow in her white underwear instead of her camel-
hair coat, though I knew perfectly well that she had taken
the coat with her.

The phone rang just as I was about to leave for my first
class on Monday morning.

“It’s me,” Nina said, in a rushed warning, but with
something like triumph in her voice. “Listen. Please. Could
you please do me a favor?”

“Where are you? They’re looking for you.”

“Who is?”

“Mr. Purvis. Mrs. Winner.”

“Well, you’re not to tell them. Don’t tell them anything.
I’'m here.

“Where?”

“Ernest’s.”

“Ernest’s?” I said. “Ernie’s?”

“Sh-h-h. Did anybody there hear you?”

“No.”
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“Listen, could you please, please get on a bus and bring me
the rest of my stuff? I need my shampoo. I need my
kimono. I'm going around in Ernest’s bathrobe. You
should see me—I look like an old woolly brown dog. Is the
car still outside?”

I went and looked.

“Yes.”

“O.K. then, you should get on the bus and ride up to the
college just like you normally do. And then catch the bus
downtown. You know where to get off. Dundas and
Richmond. Then walk over here. Carlisle Street. Three
sixty-three. You know it, don’t you?”

“Is Ernie there?”

“No, dum-dum. He’s at work. He’s got to support us,
doesn’t he?”

Us? Was Ernie to support Nina and me?

No. Ernie and Nina. Ernie was to support Ernie and Nina.
Nina said, “Oh, please. You’re the only friend I’ve got.”

I did as directed. To fool Mrs. Winner, I stuffed Nina’s
things into my satchel. I caught the college bus, then the
downtown bus. I got off at Dundas and Richmond and
walked west to Carlisle Street. The snowstorm was over,
the sky was clear, it was a bright, windless, deep-frozen
day. The light hurt my eyes and the fresh snow squeaked
under my feet.

Half a block north, on Carlisle Street, I found the house
where Ernie had lived with his mother and father and then
with his mother and then alone. And now—how was it
possible?—with Nina.

The house looked exactly as it had when I had gone there
once or twice with my mother. A brick bungalow with a
tiny front yard, an arched living-room window with an
upper pane of colored glass. Cramped and genteel.

Nina was wrapped, just as she had said, in a man’s brown
woolly tasselled dressing gown, with the manly but
innocent Ernie smell of shaving cream and Lifebuoy soap.
She grabbed my hands, which were stiff with cold inside
my mittens.
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“Frozen,” she said. “Come on, we’ll get them into some
warm water.”

“They’re not frozen,” I said. “Just freezing.”

But she went ahead and helped me off with my things, and
took me into the kitchen and ran a bowlful of water, and
then as the blood returned painfully to my fingers she told
me how Ernest (Ernie) had come to the rooming house on
Saturday night. He was bringing a magazine that had a lot
of pictures of old ruins and castles and things that he
thought might interest me. She got herself out of bed and
came downstairs, because, of course, he would not go
upstairs, and when he saw how sick she was he said she
had to come home with him so that he could look after her.
Which he had done so well that her sore throat was
practically gone and her fever completely gone. And then
they had decided that she would stay here. She would just
stay with him and never go back to where she was before.
She seemed unwilling even to mention Mr. Purvis’s name.
“But it has to be a big huge secret,” she said. “You’re the
only one to know. Because you’re our friend and you’re the
reason we met.”

She was making coffee. “Look up there,” she said, waving
at the open cupboard. “Look at the way he keeps things.
Mugs here. Cups and saucers here. Every cup has got its
own hook. Isn’t it tidy? The house is just like that all over. I
love it.

“You’re the reason we met,” she repeated. “If we have a
baby and it’s a girl, we could name it after you.”

I held my hands round the mug, still feeling a throb in my
fingers. There were African violets on the windowsill over
the sink. His mother’s order in the cupboards, his mother’s
houseplants. The big fern was probably still in front of the
living-room window, and the doilies on the armchairs.
What Nina had said, in regard to herself and Ernie, seemed
brazen and—especially when I thought of the Ernie part of
it—abundantly distasteful.

“You’re going to get married?”

“Well.”

“You said if you have a baby.”
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“Well, you never know, we might have started that without
being married,” Nina said, ducking her head
mischievously.

“With Ernie?” I said. “With Ernie?”

“Well, there’s Ernie,” she said. “And then there’s Er-nest.”
She hugged the bathrobe around herself. “Might be
something happening already, you never know.”

“What about Mr. Purvis?”

“What about him?”

“Well, if it’s something happening already, couldn’t it be
his?”

Everything about Nina changed. Her face turned mean and
sour. “Him,” she said with contempt. “What do you want to
talk about him for? He never had it in him.”

“Oh? What about Gemma?”’

“What do you want to talk about the past for? Don’t make
me sick. That’s all dead and gone. It doesn’t matter to me
and Ernest. We’re together now. We’re in love now.”

In love. With Ernie. Ernest. Now.

“0.K.,” I 'said.

“Sorry I yelled at you. Did I yell? I'm sorry. You’re our
friend and you brought me my things and I appreciate it.
You’re Ernest’s cousin and you’re our family.”

She slipped behind me and her fingers darted into my
armpits and she began to tickle me, at first lazily and then
furiously.

“Aren’t you? Aren’t you?”

I tried to get free but I couldn’t. I went into spasms of
suffering laughter and wriggled and cried out and begged
her to stop. Which she did, when she had me quite helpless,
and both of us were out of breath.

“You’re the ticklishest person I ever met,” she said.

I had to wait a long time for the bus, stamping my feet on
the pavement. When I got to the college, I had missed my
second class, as well as the first, and I was late for my work
in the cafeteria. I changed into my green cotton uniform in
the broom closet and pushed my mop of black hair (the
worst hair in the world for showing up in food, the manager
had warned me) under a cotton snood.
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I was supposed to get the sandwiches and salads out on the
shelves before the doors opened for lunch, but now I had to
do it with an impatient line of people watching me.

I thought of what Beverly and Kay had said, about spoiling
my chances with men, marking myself off in the wrong
way. How scornful I’d been when they said it, but maybe
they’d been right, after all. It appeared that, except in
examinations, I got many things wrong.

After I'd finished cleaning up the cafeteria tables, I
changed back into my ordinary clothes and went to the
college library to work on my essay.

An underground tunnel fed from the Arts Building to the
library, and on bulletin boards around the entrance to this
tunnel were posted advertisements for movies and
restaurants and used bicycles and typewriters, as well as
notices for plays and concerts. The Music Department
announced that a free recital of songs composed to fit the
poems of the English country poets would be presented on
a date that had now passed. I had seen this notice before,
and did not have to look at it to be reminded of the names:
Herrick, Housman, Tennyson. A few steps into the tunnel
the lines began to assault me:

On Wenlock Edge the wood’s in trouble.

Had he known? Had he known that I would never think of
those lines again without feeling the prickle of the
upholstery on my bare haunches? The sticky prickly shame.
A far greater shame it seemed now than at the time. He had
got me, in spite of myself.

From far, from eve and morning

And yon twelve-winded sky,

The stuff of life to knit me

Blew hither: here am I.

No.

What are those blue remembered hills,

What s
pires, what farms are those?

No, never.
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White in the moon the long road lies

That leads me from my love.

No. No. No.

I would always be reminded of what I had done. What I
had agreed to do. Not been forced, not ordered, not even
persuaded. Agreed to do.

Nina would know. She would be laughing about it. Not
cruelly, but just the way she laughed at so many things. She
would always remind me.

Nina and Ernie. In my life from now on.

The college library was a high beautiful space, designed
and built and paid for by people who believed that those
who sat at its long tables in front of open books—even
those who were hungover, sleepy, resentful, and
uncomprehending—should have space above them, panels
of dark gleaming wood around them, high windows
bordered with Latin admonitions through which to look at
the sky. For a few years before they went into
schoolteaching or business or began to rear children, they
should have that. And now it was my turn and I would have
it, too.

“Sir Gawain and the Green Knight.”

I was writing a good essay. I would probably get an A. I
would go on writing essays and getting A’s because that
was what I could do. The people who awarded
scholarships, who built universities and libraries, would
continue to dribble out money so that I could do it.

People like Mr. Purvis.

Still, those dribbles, that charity, did not make me amount
to anything in their eyes. What I was doing here did not
really matter. Somehow I had not known that. Nina knew it
now and probably she had always known it. Ernie, too,
though he had thought it his duty to pretend otherwise. Mr.
Purvis and Mrs. Winner. Even Beth and Kay and Beverly
knew that you had to get a footing somewhere else. This
was only a game.

And I had thought it was the other way round.

Just as I had made myself believe that it was a challenge
with Mr. Purvis and that I had won, or come off equal.
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Equal?

Nina did not stay with Ernie for even one week. One day he
came home and found her gone. Gone her coat and boots,
her lovely clothes and the kimono that I had brought over.
Gone her taffy hair and her tickling and the extra warmth of
her skin and the little unh-unhs when she moved. All gone
with no explanation, not a word on paper.

Ernie was not one, however, to shut himself up and mourn.
He said so, when he phoned to tell me the news and check
on my availability for Sunday dinner. We climbed the stairs
to the Old Chelsea and he commented on the fact that this
was our last dinner before the Christmas holidays. He
helped me off with my coat and I smelled Nina’s smell.
Could it still be on his skin?

No. The source was revealed when he passed something to
me. Something like a large handkerchief.

“Just put it in your coat pocket,” he said.

Not a handkerchief. The texture was sturdier, with a slight
ribbing. An undershirt.

“I don’t want it around,” he said, and by his voice you
might have thought that it was just underwear in general
that he did not want around, never mind that it was Nina’s
and smelled of Nina.

He ordered the roast beef, and cut and chewed it with his
normal efficiency and polite appetite. I gave him the news
from home, which as usual at this time of year consisted of
the size of the snowdrifts, the number of blocked roads, the
winter havoc that gave us distinction.

After some time, Ernie said, “I went round to his house.
But there was nobody in it.”

“Whose house?”

“Her uncle’s,” he said. He knew which house it was,
because he and Nina had driven past it, after dark. There
was nobody there now, he said. They had packed up and
gone.

It had been her choice, after all. “It’s a woman’s privilege,”
he said. “Like they say, it’s a woman’s privilege to change
her mind.”
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His eyes, now that I looked into them, had a dry famished
look, and the skin around them was dark and wrinkled. He
pursed his mouth, controlling a tremor, then talked on, with
an air of trying to see all sides, trying to understand.

“It wasn’t the money. It was just that he was old and senile
and she has a soft heart. And the fact that he looked after
her when her parents were killed.”

If I stared for a moment, he didn’t notice.

“I wouldn’t have objected to us taking him in. I told her I
was used to old people. But I guess she didn’t want to put
that on me.

“It was a shock, all right, when I came home and she was
gone. But you just have to roll with the punches. Better not
to expect too much. You can’t take everything personally.”
When I went past the coats on my way to the ladies’ room,
I got the shirt out of my pocket. I stuffed it in with the used
towels.

That day in the library I had been unable to go on with Sir
Gawain. I had torn a page from my notebook and picked up
my pen and walked out. On the landing outside the library
doors there was a pay phone, and beside that hung a phone
book. I looked through the phone book and on the piece of
paper I wrote two things. They were not phone numbers but
addresses.

1648 Henfryn Street.

The other address, which I needed only to confirm, was
363 Carlisle Street.

I walked back through the tunnel to the Arts Building and
entered the little shop across from the Common Room. I
had enough change in my pocket to buy an envelope and a
stamp. I tore off the part of the paper with the Carlisle
Street address on it and put that scrap into the envelope. I
sealed the envelope and on the front of it I wrote the name
of Mr. Purvis and the address on Henfryn Street. All in
block capitals. Then I licked and fixed the stamp. I think
that in those days it would have been a four-cent stamp.

Just outside the shop was a mail chute. I slipped the
envelope into it, there in the wide lower corridor of the Arts
Building, with people passing me on their way to classes,
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on their way to have a smoke and maybe a game of bridge
in the Common Room.

Most of them on a course, as I was, of getting to know the
ways of their own wickedness.

I kept on learning things. I learned that Uricon, the Roman
camp, is now Wroxeter, a town on the Severn River.
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Runaway
By Alice Munro August 11, 2003

Carla heard the car coming before it topped the little rise in
the road that around here they called a hill. It’s her, she
thought. Mrs. Jamieson—Sylvia—home from her holiday
in Greece. From the barn door—but far enough inside that
she could not easily be seen—she watched the road where
Mrs. Jamieson would have to drive by, her place being half
a mile farther along than Clark and Carla’s

If it was somebody coming to see them, the car would be
slowing down by now. But still Carla hoped. Let it not be
her.

It was. Mrs. Jamieson turned her head once, quickly—she
had all she could do to maneuver her car through the ruts
and puddles the rain had made in the gravel—but she didn’t
lift a hand off the wheel to wave, she didn’t spot Carla.
Carla got a glimpse of a tanned arm bare to the shoulder,
hair bleached a lighter color than it had been before, more
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white now than silver-blond, and an expression that was
both exasperated and amused at her own exasperation—just
the way Mrs. Jamieson would look negotiating this road.
When she turned her head there was something like a
bright flash—of inquiry, of hopefulness—that made Carla
shrink back.

So.

Maybe Clark didn’t know yet. If he was sitting at the
computer, he would have his back to the window and the
road.

But he would have to know before long. Mrs. Jamieson
might have to make another trip—for groceries, perhaps.
He might see her then. And after dark the lights of her
house would show. But this was July and it didn’t get dark
till late. She might be so tired that she wouldn’t bother with
the lights; she might go to bed early.

On the other hand, she might telephone. Anytime now.

This was the summer of rain and more rain. They heard it
first thing in the morning, loud on the roof of the mobile
home. The trails were deep in mud, the long grass soaking,
leaves overhead sending down random showers even in
those moments when there was no actual downpour from
the sky. Carla wore a wide-brimmed old Australian felt hat
every time she went outside, and tucked her long thick
braid down her shirt.

Nobody showed up for trail rides—even though Clark and
Carla had gone around posting signs at all the campsites, in
the cafés, and on the tourist-office bulletin board, and
anywhere else they could think of. Only a few pupils were
coming for lessons, and those were regulars, not the
batches of schoolchildren on vacation or the busloads from
summer camps that had kept them going the summer
before. And even the regulars took time off for holiday
trips, or simply cancelled their lessons because of the
weather. If they called too late, Clark charged them
anyway. A couple of them had argued, and quit for good.
There was still some income from the three horses that
were boarded. Those three, and the four of their own, were
out in the field now, poking disconsolately in the grass
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under the trees. Carla had finished mucking out in the barn.
She had taken her time—she liked the rhythm of her
regular chores, the high space under the barn roof, the
smells. Now she went over to the exercise ring to see how
dry the ground was, in case the five-o’clock pupil did show
up.

Most of the steady showers had not been particularly
heavy, but last week there had come a sudden stirring and
then a blast through the treetops and a nearly horizontal
blinding rain. The storm had lasted only a quarter of an
hour, but branches still lay across the road, hydro lines
were down, and a large chunk of the plastic roofing over
the ring had been torn loose. There was a puddle like a lake
at that end of the track, and Clark had worked until after
dark digging a channel to drain it away.

On the Web, right now, he was hunting for a place to buy
roofing. Some salvage outlet, with prices that they could
afford, or somebody trying to get rid of such material,
secondhand. He would not go to Hy and Robert Buckley’s
Building Supply in town, which he called Highway
Robbers Buggery Supply, because he owed them money
and had had a fight with them.

Clark often had fights, and not just with the people he owed
money to. His friendliness, compelling at first, could
suddenly turn sour. There were places in town that he
would not go into, because of some row. The drugstore was
one such place. An old woman had pushed in front of
him—that is, she had gone to get something she’d forgotten
and come back and pushed in front, rather than going to the
end of the line, and he had complained, and the cashier had
said to him, “She has emphysema.” Clark had said, “Is that
so? I have piles myself,” and the manager had been
summoned to tell him that that remark was uncalled for.
And in the coffee shop out on the highway the advertised
breakfast discount had not been allowed, because it was
past eleven o’clock in the morning, and Clark had argued
and then dropped his takeout cup of coffee on the floor—
just missing, so they said, a child in its stroller. He claimed
that the child was half a mile away and he’d dropped the
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cup because no sleeve had been provided. They said that he
hadn’t asked for a sleeve. He said that he shouldn’t have
had to ask.

Et cetera.

“You flare up,” Carla said.

“That’s what men do.”

She had not dared say anything about his row with Joy
Tucker, whom he now referred to as Joy-Fucker. Joy was
the librarian from town who boarded her horse with them, a
quick-tempered little chestnut mare named Lizzie. Joy
Tucker, when she was in a jokey mood, called her Lizzie
Borden. Yesterday, she had driven out, not in a jokey mood
at all, and complained about the roof’s not being fixed and
Lizzie looking so miserable, as if she might have caught a
chill. There was nothing the matter with Lizzie, actually.
Clark had even tried—for him—to be placating. But then it
was Joy Tucker who flared up and said that their place was
a dump, and Lizzie deserved better, and Clark said, “Suit
yourself.” Joy had not—or not yet—removed Lizzie, but
Clark, who had formerly made the mare his pet, refused to
have anything more to do with her.

The worst thing, as far as Carla was concerned, was the
absence of Flora, the little white goat who kept the horses
company in the barn and in the fields. There had been no
sign of her for two days, and Carla was afraid that wild
dogs or coyotes had got her, or even a bear.

She had dreamed of Flora last night and the night before. In
the first dream, Flora had walked right up to the bed with a
red apple in her mouth, but in the second dream—Iast
night—she had run away when she saw Carla coming. Her
leg seemed to be hurt, but she ran anyway. She led Carla to
a barbed-wire barricade of the kind that might belong on
some battlefield, and then she—Flora—slipped through it,
hurt leg and all, just slithered through like a white eel and
disappeared.

Up until three years ago, Carla had never really looked at
mobile homes. She hadn’t called them that, either. Like her
parents, she would have thought the term “mobile home”
pretentious. Some people lived in trailers, and that was all
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there was to it. One trailer was no different from another.
When she moved in here, when she chose this life with
Clark, she began to see things in a new way. After that, it
was only the mobile homes that she really looked at, to see
how people had fixed them up—the kind of curtains they
had hung, the way they had painted the trim, the ambitious
decks or patios or extra rooms they had built on. She could
hardly wait to get to such improvements herself.

Clark had gone along with her ideas for a while. He had
built new steps, and spent a lot of time looking for an old
wrought-iron railing for them. He hadn’t complained about
the money spent on paint for the kitchen and bathroom or
the material for curtains.

What he did balk at was tearing up the carpet, which was
the same in every room and the thing that she had most
counted on replacing. It was divided into small brown
squares, each with a pattern of darker brown, rust, and tan
squiggles and shapes. For a long time, she had thought that
the same squiggles and shapes were arranged the same way
in each square. Then, when she had had more time, a lot of
time, to examine them, she decided that there were four
patterns joined together to make identical larger squares.
Sometimes she could pick out the arrangement easily and
sometimes she had to work to see it.

She did this at times when Clark’s mood had weighted
down all their indoor space. The best thing then was to
invent or remember some job to do in the barn. The horses
would not look at her when she was unhappy, but Flora,
who was never tied up, would come and rub against her,
and look up with an expression that was not quite
sympathy; it was more like comradely mockery in her
shimmering yellow-green eyes.

Flora had been a half-grown kid when Clark brought her
home from a farm where he’d gone to bargain for some
horse tackle. He had heard that a goat was able to put
horses at ease and he wanted to try it. At first she had been
Clark’s pet entirely, following him everywhere, dancing for
his attention. She was as quick and graceful and
provocative as a kitten, and her resemblance to a guileless
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girl in love had made them both laugh. But as she grew
older she seemed to attach herself to Carla, and in this
attachment she was suddenly much wiser, less skittish—
she seemed capable, instead, of a subdued and ironic sort of
humor. Carla’s behavior with the horses was tender and
strict and rather maternal, but the comradeship with Flora
was quite different. Flora allowed her no sense of
superiority.

“Still no sign of Flora?” she said as she pulled off her barn
boots. Clark had posted a “lost goat” notice on the Web.
“Not so far,” he said, in a preoccupied but not unfriendly
voice. He suggested, not for the first time, that Flora might
have just gone off to find herself a billy.

No word about Mrs. Jamieson.

Carla put the kettle on. Clark was humming to himself as
he often did when he sat in front of the computer.
Sometimes he talked back to it. “Bullshit,” he might say,
replying to some challenge. He laughed occasionally, but
rarely remembered what the joke was when she asked him
afterward.

Carla called, “Do you want tea?”” And to her surprise he got
up and came into the kitchen.

“So,” he said. “So, Carla.”

“What?”

“So she phoned.”

“Who?”

“Her majesty. Queen Sylvia. She just got back.”

“I didn’t hear the car.”

“I didn’t ask you if you did.”

“So what did she phone for?”

“She wants you to go and help her straighten up the house.
That’s what she said. Tomorrow.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I told her sure. But you’d better phone up and confirm.”
Carla said, “Why do I have to, if you told her?”” She poured
their mugs of tea. “I cleaned up her house before she left. I
don’t see what there could be to do so soon.”

“Maybe some coons got in and made a mess of it while she
was gone. You never know.”
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“I don’t have to phone her right this minute. I want to drink
my tea and I want to take a shower.”

“The sooner the better.”

Carla took her tea into the bathroom.

“We have to go to the laundromat. When the towels dry
out, they still smell moldy.”

“We’re not changing the subject, Carla.”

Even after she’d got in the shower, he stood outside the
door and called to her.

“T am not going to let you off the hook, Carla.”

She thought he might still be standing there when she came
out, but he was back at the computer. She dressed as if she
were going to town—she hoped that if they could get out of
there, go to the laundromat, get a takeout at the cappuccino
place, they might be able to talk in a different way, some
release might be possible. She went into the living room
with a brisk step and put her arms around him from behind.
But as soon as she did that a wave of grief swallowed her
up—it must have been the heat of the shower, loosening
her tears—and she bent over him, crumbling and crying.

He took his hands off the keyboard but sat still.

“Just don’t be mad at me,” she said.

“I’m not mad. I hate when you’re like this, that’s all.”

“I’m like this because you’re mad.”

“Don’t tell me what I am. You’re choking me. Go and get
control of yourself. Start supper.”

That was what she did. It was obvious by now that the five-
o’clock person wasn’t coming. She got out the potatoes and
started to peel them, but her tears would not stop. She
wiped her face with a paper towel and tore off a fresh one
to take with her and went out into the rain. She didn’t go
into the barn because it was too miserable in there without
Flora. She walked along the lane back to the woods. The
horses were in the other field. They came over to the fence
to watch her, but all except Lizzie, who capered and
snorted a bit, had the sense to understand that her attention
was elsewhere.

It had started when they read the obituary, Mr. Jamieson’s
obituary, in the city paper. Until the year before, they had
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known the Jamiesons only as neighbors who kept to
themselves. She taught botany at the college forty miles
away, so she had to spend a good deal of her time on the
road. He was a poet. But for a poet, and for an old man—
perhaps twenty years older than Mrs. Jamieson—he was
rugged and active. He improved the drainage system on his
place, cleaning out the culvert and lining it with rocks. He
dug and planted and fenced a vegetable garden, cut paths
through the woods, looked after repairs on the house—not
just the sort of repairs that almost any house owner could
manage after a while but those that involved plumbing,
wiring, roofing, too.

When they read the obituary, Carla and Clark learned for
the first time that Leon Jamieson had been the recipient of a
large prize five years before his death. A prize for poetry.
Shortly afterward, Clark said, “We could’ve made him
pay.”

Carla knew at once what he was talking about, but she took
it as a joke.

“Too late now,” she said. “You can’t pay once you're
dead.”

“He can’t. She could.”

“She’s gone to Greece.”

“She’s not going to stay in Greece.”

“She didn’t know,” Carla said more soberly. “She didn’t
have anything to do with it.”

“I didn’t say she did.”

“She doesn’t have a clue about it.”

“We could fix that.”

Carla said, “No. No.”

Clark went on as if she hadn’t spoken.

“We could say we’re going to sue. People get money for
stuff like that all the time.”

“How could you do that? You can’t sue a dead person.”
“Threaten to go to the papers. Big-time poet. The papers
would eat it up. All we have to do is threaten and she’d
cave in. How much are we going to ask for?”

“You’re just fantasizing,” Carla said. “You’re joking.”

“No. Actually, I’'m not.”
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Carla said that she didn’t want to talk about it anymore, and
he said O.K. But they talked about it the next day, and the
next, and the next. He sometimes got notions like this,
which were not practicable, which might even be illegal.
He talked about them with growing excitement and then—
she wasn’t sure why—he dropped them. If the rain had
stopped, if this had turned into a normal summer, he might
have let this idea go the way of the others. But that had not
happened, and during the last month he had harped on
about the scheme as if it were perfectly feasible. The
question was how much money to ask for. Too little and
the woman might not take them seriously; she might think
they were bluffing. Too much might get her back up and
she might become stubborn.

Carla had stopped pretending she thought he was joking.
Instead, she told him that it wouldn’t work. She said that,
for one thing, people expected poets to behave that way. So
it wouldn’t be worth paying out money to cover it up.

“How do you know?” Clark said.

He said that it would work if it was done right. Carla was to
break down and tell Mrs. Jamieson the whole story. Then
Clark would move in, as if it had all been a surprise to him,
he had just found out. He would be outraged; he would talk
about telling the world. He would let Mrs. Jamieson be the
one who first mentioned money.

“You were injured. You were molested and humiliated and
I was injured and humiliated because you are my wife. It’s
a question of respect.”

Over and over again he talked to her in this way. She tried
to deflect him, but he insisted.

“Promise,” he said. “Promise.”

All this was because of what she had told him—things she
could not now retract or deny.

Sometimes he gets interested in me?

The old guy?

Sometimes he calls me into the room when she’s not there?
When she has to go out shopping and the nurse isn’t there,
either?

A lucky inspiration of hers, one that instantly pleased him.
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So what do you do then? Do you go in?

She played shy.

Sometimes.

He calls you into his room. So? Carla? So, then?

I go in to see what he wants.

So what does he want?

This was asked and told in whispers, even when there was
nobody to hear, even when they were in the neverland of
their bed. A bedtime story, in which the details were
important and had to be added to each time, with
convincing reluctance, shyness, giggles. (Dirty, dirty.) And
it was not only he who was eager and grateful. She was,
too. Eager to please and excite him, to excite herself.
Grateful every time that it still worked.

And in one part of her mind it was true: she saw the randy
old man, the bump he made in the sheet, bedridden, almost
beyond speech but proficient in sign language, indicating
his desire, trying to nudge and finger her into complicity,
into obliging stunts and intimacies. (Her refusal a necessity,
but also, perhaps, strangely, slightly disappointing to
Clark.)

Now and then came an image that she had to hammer down
lest it spoil everything. She would think of the real dim and
sheeted body, drugged and shrinking every day in its
hospital bed, glimpsed only a few times, when Mrs.
Jamieson or the visiting nurse had neglected to close the
door. She herself never actually coming closer to him than
that.

In fact, she had dreaded going to the Jamiesons’, but she
needed the money, and she felt sorry for Mrs. Jamieson,
who seemed so haunted and bewildered, as if she were
walking in her sleep. Once or twice, Carla had burst out
and done something really silly just to loosen up the
atmosphere. The kind of thing she did when clumsy and
terrified riders were feeling humiliated. She used to try it,
too, when Clark was stuck in his moods. It didn’t work
with him anymore. But the story about Mr. Jamieson had
worked, decisively.
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At the house there was nothing for Sylvia to do except open
the windows. And think—with an eagerness that dismayed
without really surprising her—of how soon she could see
Carla.

All the paraphernalia of illness had been removed. The
room that had been Sylvia and her husband’s bedroom and
then his death chamber had been cleaned out and tidied up
to look as if nothing had ever happened in it. Carla had
helped with all that, during the few frenzied days between
the crematorium and the departure for Greece. Every piece
of clothing Leon had ever worn and some things he hadn’t,
some gifts from his sisters that had never been taken out of
their packages, had been piled in the back seat of the car
and taken to the thrift shop. His pills, his shaving things,
unopened cans of the fortified drink that had sustained him
as long as anything could, cartons of the sesame-seed snaps
that had at one time been his favorite snack, the plastic
bottles full of the lotion that had eased his back, the
sheepskins on which he had lain—all of that was dumped
into plastic bags to be hauled away as garbage, and Carla
didn’t question a thing.

She never said, “Maybe somebody could use that,” or
pointed out that whole cartons of cans were unopened.
When Sylvia said, “I wish I hadn’t taken the clothes to
town. I wish I"d burned them all up in the incinerator,”
Carla showed no surprise.

They cleaned the oven, scrubbed out the cupboards, wiped
down the walls and the windows. One day Sylvia sat in the
living room going through all the condolence letters she
had received. (There was no accumulation of papers and
notebooks to be attended to, as you might have expected
with a writer, no unfinished work or scribbled drafts. He
had told her, months before, that he had pitched everything.
And no regrets.) The sloping south wall of the house was
mostly big windows. Sylvia looked up, surprised by the
watery sunlight that had come out—or possibly by the
shadow of Carla on top of a ladder, bare-legged, bare-
armed, her resolute face crowned with a frizz of dandelion
hair that was too short for her braid. She was vigorously
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spraying and scrubbing the glass. When she saw Sylvia
looking at her, she stopped and flung out her arms as if she
were splayed there, making a preposterous gargoyle-like
face. They both began to laugh. Sylvia felt this laughter
running through her like a sweet stream. She turned back to
her letters and soon decided that all these kind, genuine, or
perfunctory words, the tributes and the regrets, could go the
way of the sheepskins and the crackers.

When she heard Carla taking the ladder down, heard boots
on the deck, she was suddenly shy. She sat where she was
with her head bowed as Carla came into the room and
passed behind her, on her way to the kitchen to put the pail
and the paper towels back under the sink. She hardly
halted—she was quick as a bird—but she managed to drop
a kiss on Sylvia’s bent head. Then she went on. She was
whistling something to herself, perhaps had been whistling
the whole time.

That kiss had been in Sylvia’s mind ever since. It meant
nothing in particular. It meant Cheer up. Or Almost done. It
meant that they were good friends who had got through a
lot of depressing work together. Or maybe just that the sun
had come out. That Carla was thinking of getting home to
her horses. Nevertheless, Sylvia saw it as a bright blossom,
its petals spreading inside her with a tumultuous heat, like a
menopausal flash.

Every so often there had been a special girl student in one
of her classes—one whose cleverness and dedication and
awkward egotism, or even genuine passion for the natural
world, reminded her of her young self. Such girls hung
around her worshipfully, hoped for some sort of intimacy
they could not—in most cases—imagine, and soon got on
her nerves.

Carla was nothing like them. If she resembled anybody in
Sylvia’s life, it would have to be certain girls she had
known in high school—those who were bright but not too
bright, easy athletes but not competitive, buoyant but not
rambunctious. Naturally happy.

The day after Sylvia’s return, she was speaking to Carla
about Greece.
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“Where 1 was, this little tiny village with my two old
friends, well, it was the sort of place where the very
occasional tourist bus would stop, as if it had got lost, and
the tourists would get off and look around and they were
absolutely bewildered because they weren’t anywhere.
There was nothing to buy.”

The large-limbed, uncomfortable, dazzling girl was sitting
there at last, in the room that had been filled with thoughts
of her. She was faintly smiling, belatedly nodding.

“And at first I was bewildered, too. It was so hot. But it’s
true about the light. It’s wonderful. And then I figured out
what there was to do. There were just these few simple
things, but they could fill the day. You walk half a mile
down the road to buy some oil, and half a mile in the other
direction to buy your bread or your wine, and that’s the
morning. Then you eat some lunch under the trees, and
after lunch it’s too hot to do anything but close the shutters
and lie on your bed and maybe read. Later on, you notice
that the shadows are longer and you get up and go for a
swim. Oh,” she interrupted herself. “Oh, I forgot.”

She jumped up and went to get the present she had brought,
which in fact she had not forgotten about at all. She had not
wanted to hand it to Carla right away—she had wanted the
moment to come more naturally, and while she was
speaking she had thought ahead to the moment when she
could mention the sea, going swimming. And then say, as
she now said, “Swimming reminded me of this because it’s
a little replica, you know, it’s a little replica of the horse
they found under the sea. Cast in bronze. They dredged it
up, after all this time. It’s supposed to be from the second
century B.C.”

When Carla had come in and looked around for work to do,
Sylvia had said, “Oh, just sit down a minute. I haven’t had
anybody to talk to since I got back. Please.” Carla had sat
down on the edge of a chair, legs apart, hands between her
knees, looking somehow desolate. As if reaching for some
distant politeness, she had said, “How was Greece?”

Now she was standing, with the tissue paper crumpled
around the horse, which she had not fully unwrapped.
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“It’s said to represent a racehorse,” Sylvia said. “Making
that final spurt, the last effort in a race. The rider, too—the
boy—you can see that he’s urging the horse on to the limit
of its strength.”

She did not mention that the boy had made her think of
Carla, and she could not now have said why. He was only
ten or eleven years old. Maybe the strength and grace of the
arm that must have held the reins, or the wrinkles in his
childish forehead, the absorption and the pure effort there.
It was, in some way, like Carla cleaning the windows last
spring. Her strong legs in her shorts, her broad shoulders,
her big dedicated swipes at the glass, and then the way she
had splayed herself out as a joke, inviting or even
commanding Sylvia to laugh.

“You can see that,” Carla said, conscientiously now
examining the little bronzy-green statue. “Thank you very
much.”

“You are welcome. Let’s have coffee, shall we? I've just
made some. The coffee in Greece was strong, a little
stronger than I liked, but the bread was heavenly. Sit down
another moment, please do. You should stop me going on
and on this way. What about here? How has life been
here?”

“It’s been raining most of the time.”

“I can see that. I can see it has,” Sylvia called from the
kitchen end of the big room. Pouring the coffee, she
decided that she would keep quiet about the other gift she
had brought. It hadn’t cost her anything (the horse had cost
more than the girl could probably guess); it was only a
beautiful small pinkish-white stone that she had picked up
on the road.

“This is for Carla,” she had said to her friend Maggie, who
was walking beside her. “I know it’s silly. I just want her to
have a tiny piece of this land.”

Sylvia had already mentioned Carla to Maggie, and to
Soraya, her other friend there—telling them how the girl’s
presence had come to mean more and more to her, how an
indescribable bond had seemed to grow up between them,
and had consoled her in the awful months of last spring.
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“It was just to see somebody—somebody so fresh and full
of health coming into the house.”

Maggie and Soraya had laughed in a kindly but annoying
way.

“There’s always a girl,” Soraya said, with an indolent
stretch of her heavy brown arms, and Maggie said, “We all
come to it sometime. A crush on a girl.”

Sylvia was obscurely angered by that dated word—*“crush.”
“Maybe it’s because Leon and I never had children,” she
said. “It’s stupid. Displaced maternal love.”

But the girl was not, today, anything like the Carla that
Sylvia had been remembering, not at all the calm, bright
spirit, the carefree and generous creature who had kept her
company in Greece.

She had been almost sullen about her gift. Almost sullen as
she reached out for her mug of coffee.

“There was one thing I thought you would have liked a
lot,” Sylvia said energetically. “The goats. They were quite
small even when they were full grown. Some spotty and
some white, and they were leaping around on the rocks just
like—really like the spirits of the place.” She laughed, in an
artificial way; she couldn’t stop herself. “I wouldn’t be
surprised if they’d had wreaths on their horns. How is your
little goat? I forget her name.”

Carla said, “Flora.”

“Flora.”

“She’s gone.”

“Gone? Did you sell her?”

“She disappeared. We don’t know where.”

“Oh, I'm sorry. I'm sorry. But isn’t there a chance she’ll
turn up again?”’

No answer. Sylvia looked directly at the girl—something
that up to now she had not quite been able to do. She saw
that her eyes were full of tears, her face blotchy—in fact, it
seemed grubby—and that she was bloated with distress.
Carla didn’t do anything to avoid Sylvia’s look. She drew
her lips tight over her teeth and shut her eyes and rocked
back and forth as if in a soundless howl and then,
shockingly, she did howl. She howled and wept and gulped

077



ory

for air, and tears ran down her cheeks and snot out of her
nostrils, and she began to look around wildly for something
to wipe with. Sylvia ran and got handfuls of Kleenex.
“Don’t worry, here you are, here, you’re all right,” she said,
thinking that maybe she should take the girl in her arms.
But she had not the least wish to do that, and it might make
things worse. The girl might feel how little Sylvia wanted
to do that, how appalled she was, in fact, by this fit.

Carla said something, said the same thing again.

“Awful,” she said. “Awful.”

“No, it’s not. We all have to cry sometimes. It’s all right,
don’t worry.”

“It’s awful.”

And Sylvia could not help feeling that, with every moment
of this show of misery, the girl made herself more ordinary,
more like one of those soggy students in her—Sylvia’s—
office. Some of them cried about their marks—but that was
often tactical, a brief, unconvincing bit of whimpering. The
less frequent, real waterworks always turned out to have
something to do with a love affair, or their parents, or a
pregnancy.

“It’s not about your goat, is it?”

No. No.

“Then what is it?”

Carla said, “I can’t stand it anymore.”

What could she not stand?

It turned out to be the husband.

He was mad at her all the time. He acted as if he hated her.
There was nothing she could do right; there was nothing
she could say. Living with him was driving her crazy.
Sometimes she thought she already was crazy.

“Has he hurt you, Carla?”

No. He hadn’t hurt her physically. But he hated her. He
despised her. He could not stand it when she cried and she
could not help crying because he was so mad. She did not
know what to do.

“Perhaps you do know what to do,” Sylvia said.
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“Get away? I would if I could,” Carla began to wail again.
“I’d give anything to get away. I can’t. I haven’t any
money. I haven’t anywhere in this world to go.”

“Well. Think. Is that altogether true?” Sylvia said in her
best counselling manner. “Don’t you have parents? Didn’t
you tell me you grew up in Kingston? Don’t you have a
family there?”

Her parents had moved to British Columbia. They hated
Clark. When she ran away and got married, they didn’t care
if she lived or died.

Brothers or sisters?

One brother, nine years older. He was married and in
Toronto. He didn’t care, either. He didn’t like Clark. His
wife was a sickening snob.

“Have you ever thought of the women’s shelter?”

“They don’t want you there unless you’ve been beaten up.
And everybody would find out and it would be bad for our
business.”

Sylvia smiled gently. “Is this a time to think about that?”
Then Carla actually laughed. “I know,” she said. “I'm
insane.”

“Listen,” Sylvia said. “Listen to me. If you had the money
to go, where would you go? What would you do?”

“I would go to Toronto,” Carla said, readily enough. “But I
wouldn’t go near my brother. I'd stay in a motel or
something and I'd get a job at a riding stable.”

“You think you could do that?”

“I was working at a riding stable the summer I met Clark.
I’'m more experienced now than I was then. A lot more.”
“And all that’s stopping you is lack of money?”

Carla took a deep breath. “All that’s stopping me,” she
said.

“All right,” Sylvia said. “Now, listen to what I propose. 1
don’t think you should go to a motel. I think you should
take the bus to Toronto and go to stay with a friend of
mine. Her name is Ruth Stiles. She has a big house and she
lives alone and she won’t mind having somebody to stay.
You can stay there till you find a job. I'll help you with
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some money. There must be lots of riding stables around
Toronto.”

“There are.”

“So what do you think? Do you want me to phone and find
out what time the bus goes?”

Carla said yes. She was shivering. She ran her hands up and
down her thighs and shook her head roughly from side to
side.

“I can’t believe it,” she said. “I'll pay you back. I mean,
thank you. I’ll pay you back. I don’t know what to say.”
Sylvia was already at the phone, dialling the bus depot.
“Sh-h-h, I’'m getting the times,” she said. She listened and
hung up. “I know you will. You agree about Ruth’s? I'll let
her know. There’s one problem, though.” She looked
critically at Carla’s shorts and T-shirt. “You can’t very well
go in those clothes.”

“I can’t go home to get anything,” Carla said in a panic.
“T’ll be all right.”

“The bus will be air-conditioned. You’ll freeze. There must
be something of mine you could wear. Aren’t we about the
same height?”

“You’re ten times skinnier,” Carla said.

“I didn’t use to be.”

In the end, they decided on a brown linen jacket, hardly
worn—>Sylvia had considered it to be a mistake for herself,
the style too brusque—and a pair of tailored tan pants and a
cream-colored silk shirt. Carla’s sneakers would have to
do, because her feet were two sizes larger then Sylvia’s.
Carla went to take a shower—something she had not
bothered with, in her state of mind that morning—and
Sylvia phoned Ruth. Ruth was going to be out at a meeting
that evening, but she would leave the key with her upstairs
tenants and all Carla would have to do was ring their bell.
“She’ll have to take a cab from the bus depot, though. I
assume she’s O.K. to manage that?” Ruth said.

Sylvia laughed. “She’s not a lame duck, don’t worry. She is
just a person in a bad situation, the way it happens.”

“Well, good. I mean, good she’s getting out.”
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“Not a lame duck at all,” Sylvia said, thinking of Carla
trying on the tailored pants and linen jacket. How quickly
the young recover from a fit of despair and how handsome
the girl had looked in the fresh clothes.

The bus would stop in town at twenty past two. Sylvia
decided to make omelettes for lunch, to set the table with
the dark-blue cloth, and to get down the crystal glasses and
open a bottle of wine.

“I hope you can eat something,” she said, when Carla came
out clean and shining in her borrowed clothes. Her softly
freckled skin was flushed from the shower and her hair was
damp and darkened, out of its braid, the sweet frizz now
flat against her head. She said that she was hungry, but
when she tried to get a forkful of the omelette to her mouth
her trembling hands made it impossible.

“I don’t know why I’'m shaking like this,” she said. “I must
be excited. I never knew it would be this easy.”

“It’s very sudden,” Sylvia said judiciously. “Probably it
doesn’t seem quite real.”

“It does, though. Everything now seems really real. It’s like
the time before—that’s when I was in a daze.”

“Maybe when you make up your mind to something, when
you really make up your mind, that’s how it is. Or that’s
how it should be. Easy.”

“If you’ve got a friend,” Carla said with a self-conscious
smile and a flush spreading over her forehead. “If you’ve
got a true friend. I mean, like you.” She laid down the knife
and fork and raised her wineglass with both hands.
“Drinking to a true friend,” she said, uncomfortably. “I
probably shouldn’t even take a sip, but I will.”

“Me, too,” Sylvia said with a pretense of gaiety, but she
spoiled the moment by saying, “Are you going to phone
him? Or what? He’ll have to know. At least he’ll have to
know where you are by the time he’d be expecting you
home.”

“Not the phone,” Carla said, alarmed. “I can’t do it. Maybe
if you—"

“No,” Sylvia said. “No.”
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“No, that’s stupid of me. I shouldn’t have said that. It’s just
hard to think straight. What I maybe should do is put a note
in the mailbox. But I don’t want him to get it too soon. I
don’t want us to even drive past there when we’re going
into town. I want to go the back way. So if I write it—if I
write it, could you, could you maybe slip it in the box when
you come back?”

Sylvia agreed to this, seeing no good alternative. She
brought pen and paper and poured a little more wine. Carla
sat thinking, then wrote a few words.

I have gone away. I will be all write. These were the words
that Sylvia read when she unfolded the paper on her way
back from the bus station. She was sure that Carla knew
“right” from “write.” It was just that she had been talking
about writing a note and she was in a state of exalted
confusion. More confusion perhaps than Sylvia had
realized. The wine had brought out a stream of talk, but it
had not seemed to be accompanied by any particular grief
or upset. She had talked about the horse barn where she had
worked when she was eighteen and just out of high
school—that was where she’d met Clark. Her parents had
wanted her to go to college, and she had agreed, as long as
she could choose to be a veterinarian. She had been one of
those dorky girls in high school, one of those girls they
made rotten jokes about, but she didn’t care. All she really
wanted, and had wanted all her life, was to work with
animals and live in the country.

Clark was the best riding teacher they had—and good-
looking, too. Scads of women were after him—they would
take up riding just to get him as their teacher. She had
teased him about this, and at first he seemed to like it, but
then he got annoyed. She tried to make up for it by getting
him talking about his dream—his plan, really—to have a
riding school, a horse stable, someplace out in the country.
One day, she came in to work and saw him hanging up his
saddle and realized that she had fallen in love with him.
Maybe it was just sex. It was probably just sex.

When fall came and she was supposed to leave for college,
she refused to go. She said she needed a year off.

ovy



ovy

Clark was very smart, but he hadn’t waited even to finish
high school, and he had altogether lost touch with his
family. He thought families were like a poison in your
blood. He had been an attendant in a mental hospital, a disk
jockey on a radio station in Lethbridge, Alberta, a member
of a road crew near Thunder Bay, an apprentice barber, a
salesman in an Army-surplus store. And those were only
the jobs he had told her about.

She had nicknamed him Gypsy Rover, because of the song,
an old song her mother used to sing. And she took to
singing it around the house all the time, till her mother
knew something was up.

Last night she slept on a goose-feather bed
With silken sheets for cover.
Tonight she’ll sleep on the cold cold ground—
Beside her gypsy lo-ov-ver.

Her mother had said, “He’ll break your heart, that’s a sure
thing.” Her stepfather, who was an engineer, did not even
grant Clark that much power. “A loser,” he called him. “A
drifter.” He said this as if Clark were a bug he could just
whisk off his clothes.

Carla said, “Does a drifter save up enough money to buy a
farm, which, by the way, he has done?” He said, “I’'m not
about to argue with you.” She was not his daughter,
anyway, he added, as if that were the clincher.

So, naturally, Carla had had to run away with him. The way
her parents behaved, they were practically guaranteeing it.
“Will you get in touch with your parents after you’re
settled?” Sylvia asked. “In Toronto?”

Carla raised her eyebrows, pulled in her cheeks, and made
a saucy O of her mouth. She said, “Nope.”

Definitely a little bit drunk.

Back home, having left the note in the mailbox, Sylvia
cleaned up the dishes that were still on the table, washed
and polished the omelette pan, threw the blue napkins and
tablecloth in the laundry basket, and opened the windows.
She did this with a confusing sense of regret and irritation.
She had put out a fresh cake of apple-scented soap for the
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girl’s shower and the smell of it lingered in the house, as it
had in the air of the car.

Sometime in the last hour or so the rain had stopped. She
could not stay still, so she went for a walk along the path
that Leon had cleared. The gravel he had dumped in the
boggy places had mostly washed away. They used to go
walking every spring to hunt for wild orchids. She taught
him the name of every wildflower—all of which, except for
trillium, he forgot. He called her his Dorothy Wordsworth.
Last spring, she had gone out once, and picked him a bunch
of dogtooth violets, but he had looked at them—as he
sometimes looked at her—with mere exhaustion,
disavowal.

She kept seeing Carla, Carla stepping onto the bus. Her
thanks had been sincere but already almost casual, her
wave jaunty. She had got used to her salvation.

Around six o’clock, Sylvia put in a call to Toronto, to Ruth,
knowing that Carla probably wouldn’t have arrived yet.
She got the answering machine.

“Ruth,” Sylvia said. “Sylvia. It’s about this girl I sent you. I
hope she doesn’t turn out to be a bother to you. I hope it’ll
be all right. You may find her a little full of herself. Maybe
it’s just youth. Let me know. O.K.? O.K. Bye-bye.”

She phoned again before she went to bed but got the
machine, so she said, “Sylvia again. Just checking,” and
hung up. It was between nine and ten o’clock, not even
really dark. Ruth would still be out, and the girl would not
want to pick up the phone in a strange house. She tried to
think of the name of Ruth’s upstairs tenants. They surely
wouldn’t have gone to bed yet. But she could not remember
it. And just as well. Phoning them would have been going
too far.

She got into bed, but it was impossible, so she took a light
quilt and went out to the living room and lay down on the
sofa, where she had slept for the last three months of
Leon’s life. She did not think it likely that she would get to
sleep there, either—there were no curtains on the huge
south windows and she could tell by the sky that the moon
had risen, though she could not see it.
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The next thing she knew she was on a bus somewhere—in
Greece?—with a lot of people she did not know, and the
engine of the bus was making an alarming knocking sound.
She woke to find that the knocking was at her front door.
Carla?

Carla had kept her head down until the bus was clear of
town. The windows were tinted, nobody could see in, but
she had to guard herself against seeing out. Lest Clark
appear. Coming out of a store or waiting to cross the street,
ignorant of her abandonment, thinking this an ordinary
afternoon. No: thinking it the afternoon when their
scheme—his scheme—had been put in motion, eager to
know how far she had got with it.

Once they were out in the country, she looked up, breathed
deeply, took account of the violet-tinted fields. Mrs.
Jamieson’s presence had surrounded her with a kind of
remarkable safety and sanity, had made her escape seem
the most rational thing you could imagine—in fact, the
only self-respecting thing that a person in Carla’s shoes
could do. Carla had felt herself capable of an unaccustomed
confidence, even a mature sense of humor. She had
revealed her life to Mrs. Jamieson in a way that seemed
bound to gain sympathy and yet to be ironic and truthful.
And adapted to live up to what, as far as she could see,
were Mrs. Jamieson’s—Sylvia’s—expectations.

The sun was shining, as it had been for some time. At
lunch, it had made the wineglasses sparkle. And there was
enough of a wind blowing to lift the roadside grass, the
flowering weeds, out of their drenched clumps. Summer
clouds, not rain clouds, were scudding across the sky. The
whole countryside was changing, shaking itself loose, into
the true brightness of a July day. And as they sped along
she didn’t see much trace of the recent past—no big
puddles in the fields, showing where the seed had washed
out, no miserable spindly cornstalks or lodged grain.

It occurred to her that she should tell Clark about this—that
perhaps they had chosen what was, for some freakish
reason, a very wet and dreary corner of the country, and
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there were other places where they could have been
successful.

Or could be yet?

Then it came to her, of course, that she would not be telling
Clark anything. Never again. She would not be concerned
about what happened to him, or to the horses. If, by any
chance, Flora came back she would not hear about it.

This was her second time, leaving everything behind. The
first time had been just like the old Beatles song: she had
put a note on the table and slipped out of the house at five
o’clock in the morning to meet Clark in the church parking
lot down the street. She was even humming that song as
they rattled away. She’s leaving home, bye-bye. She
recalled now how the sun had come up behind them, how
she had looked at Clark’s hands on the wheel, at the dark
hairs on his competent forearms, and breathed in the smell
of the truck, a smell of oil and metal tools and horse barns.
The cold air of the fall morning had blown in through the
rusted seams of the sort of vehicle that nobody in her
family ever rode in, that scarcely ever appeared on the
streets where she lived. Clark’s preoccupation with the
traffic, his curt answers, his narrowed eyes, everything
about him that ignored her, even his slight irritation at her
giddy delight—all of that had thrilled her. As did the
disorder of his past life, his avowed loneliness, the
unexpectedly tender way he could have with a horse, and
with her. She saw him as the sturdy architect of the life
ahead of them, herself as a captive, her submission both
proper and exquisite.

“You don’t know what you’re leaving behind,” her mother
wrote to her, in the one letter she received and never
answered. But in those shivering moments of early-
morning flight she certainly had known what she was
leaving behind, even if she had rather a hazy idea of what
she was going to. She despised their house, their back yard,
their photo albums, their vacations, their Cuisinart, their
powder room, their walk-in closets, their underground
lawn-sprinkling system. In the brief note she left, she had
used the word “authentic.”
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I have always felt the need of a more authentic kind of life.
I know I cannot expect you to understand this.

The bus had stopped now at a gas station in the first town
on the way. It was the very station that she and Clark used
to drive to, in their early days, to buy cheap gas. In those
days, their world had included several towns in the
surrounding countryside, and they had sometimes behaved
like tourists, sampling the specialties in grimy hotel bars.
Pigs’ feet, sauerkraut, potato pancakes, beer. They would
sing all the way home like crazy hillbillies.

But after a while all outings came to be seen as a waste of
time and money. They were what people did before they
understood the realities of their lives.

She was crying now—her eyes had filled up without her
realizing it. She tried to think about Toronto, the first steps
ahead. The taxi, the house she had never seen, the strange
bed she would sleep in alone. Looking in the phone book
tomorrow for the addresses of riding stables, then getting to
wherever they were, asking for a job.

She could not picture it. Herself riding on the subway or a
streetcar, caring for new horses, talking to new people,
living among hordes of people every day who were not
Clark. A life, a place, chosen for that specific reason: that it
would not contain Clark.

The strange and terrible thing about that world of the
future, as she now pictured it, was that she would not exist
in it. She would only walk around, and open her mouth and
speak, and do this and do that. She would not really be
there. And what was strange about it was that she was
doing all this, she was riding on this bus, in the hope of
recovering herself. As Mrs. Jamieson might say—and as
she herself might have said with satisfaction—taking
charge of her own life. With nobody glowering over her,
nobody’s mood infecting her with misery, no implacable
mysterious silence surrounding her.

But what would she care about? How would she know that
she was alive?

While she was running away from him—now—Clark still
kept his place in her life. But when she was finished
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running away, when she just went on, what would she put
in his place? What else—who else—could ever be so vivid
a challenge?

She managed to stop crying but she had started to shake.
She was in a bad way and would have to take hold, get a
grip on herself. “Get a grip on yourself,” Clark had
sometimes told her, passing through a room where she was
scrunched up, trying not to weep, and that indeed was what
she must do now.

They had stopped in another town. This was the third town
away from the one where she had got on the bus, which
meant that they had passed through the second town
without her even noticing. The bus must have stopped, the
driver must have called out the name, and she had not
heard or seen anything, in her fog of fright. Soon enough,
they would reach the highway, they would be tearing along
toward Toronto.

And she would be lost.

She would be lost. What would be the point of getting into
a taxi and giving the new address, of getting up in the
morning and brushing her teeth and going into the world?
Her feet seemed now to be at some enormous distance from
her body. Her knees in the unfamiliar crisp pants were
weighted with irons. She was sinking to the ground like a
stricken horse.

Already the bus had loaded on the few passengers and
parcels that had been waiting in this town. A woman and a
baby in its stroller were waving goodbye to somebody. The
building behind them, the café that served as a bus stop,
was also in motion; a liquefying wave passed through the
bricks and windows as if they were about to dissolve. In
peril, Carla pulled her huge body, her iron limbs, forward.
She stumbled. She cried out, “Let me off.”

The driver braked. He called back irritably, “I thought you
were going to Toronto.” People gave her casually curious
looks. No one seemed to understand that she was in
anguish.

“I have to get off here.”

““There’s a washroom in the back.”
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“No. No. I have to get off.”

“I’'m not waiting. You understand that? You got luggage
underneath?”

“No. Yes. No.”

“No luggage?”

A voice in the bus said, “Claustrophobia. That’s what’s the
matter with her.”

“You sick?” the driver said.

“No. No. I just want off.”

“O.K. O.K. Fine by me.”

Come and get me. Please. Come and get me.

I will.

The door was not locked. And it occurred to Sylvia that she
should be locking it now, not opening it, but it was too late,
she had it open.

And nobody there.

Yet she was sure, sure, that the knocking had been real.

She closed the door and this time she locked it.

There was a playful sound, a tinkling tapping sound,
coming from the wall of windows. She switched the light
on, but saw nothing there, and switched it off again. Some
animal—maybe a squirrel? The French doors leading to the
patio had not been locked, either. Not even really closed,
since she had left them open an inch or so to air the house.
She started to close them, and then somebody laughed,
close by, close enough to be in the room with her.

“It’s me,” a man said. “Did I scare you?”

He was pressed against the glass of the door; he was right
beside her.

“It’s Clark,” he said. “Clark from down the road.”

She was not going to ask him in, but she was afraid to shut
the door in his face. He might grab it before she could get it
closed. She didn’t want to turn on the light, either. She
slept in a T-shirt. She should have pulled the quilt from the
sofa and wrapped it around herself, but it was too late now.
“Did you want to get dressed?”” he said. “What I got in here
could be the very things you need.”

He had a shopping bag in his hand. He thrust it at her, but
did not try to move forward with it.
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“What?” she said in a choppy voice.

“Look and see. It’s not a bomb. There, take it.”

She felt inside the bag, not looking. Something soft. And
then she recognized the buttons of the jacket, the silk of the
shirt, the belt on the pants.

“Just thought you’d better have them back,” he said.
“They’re yours, aren’t they?”

She tightened her jaw so that her teeth wouldn’t chatter. A
fearful dryness had attacked her mouth and throat.

“T understood they were yours,” he said.

Her tongue moved like a wad of wool. She forced herself to
say, “Where’s Carla?”

“You mean my wife Carla?”

Now she could see his face more clearly. She could see
how he was enjoying himself.

“My wife Carla is at home in bed. Where she belongs.”

He was both handsome and silly-looking. Tall, lean, well
built, but with a slouch that seemed artificial. A contrived,
self-conscious air of menace. A lock of dark hair falling
over his forehead, a vain little mustache, eyes that appeared
both hopeful and mocking, a boyish smile perpetually on
the verge of a sulk.

She had always disliked the sight of him—she had
mentioned her dislike to Leon, who said that the man was
just unsure of himself, just a bit too friendly. The fact that
he was unsure of himself would not make her any safer.
“Pretty worn out,” he said. “After her little adventure. You
should have seen your face—you should have seen the look
on you when you recognized those clothes. What did you
think? Did you think I’d murdered her?”

“I was surprised,” Sylvia said.

“I bet you were. After you were such a big help to her
running away.”

“I helped her—" Sylvia said with considerable effort. “I
helped her because she seemed to be in distress.”
“Distress,” he said, as if examining the word. ‘‘I guess she
was. She was in very big distress when she jumped off that
bus and got on the phone to me to come and get her. She
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was crying so hard I could hardly make out what it was she
was saying.”

“She wanted to come back?”

“Oh, yeah. You bet she wanted to come back. She was in
real hysterics to come back. She is a girl who is very up
and down in her emotions. But I guess you don’t know her
as well as I do.”

“She seemed quite happy to be going.”

“Did she really? Well, I have to take your word for it. I
didn’t come here to argue with you.”

Sylvia said nothing.

“Actually, I came here not just to return those clothes. I
came here to tell you that I don’t appreciate you interfering
in my life with my wife.”

“She is a human being,” Sylvia said, though she knew that
it would be better if she could keep quiet. “Besides being
your wife.”

“My goodness, is that so? My wife is a human being?
Really? Thank you for the information. But don’t try
getting smart with me. Sylvia.”

“I wasn’t trying to get smart.”

“Good. I'm glad you weren’t. I don’t want to get mad. I
just have a couple of important things to say to you. One
thing—that I don’t want you sticking your nose in
anywhere, anytime, in my life. Another—that I'm not
going to want her coming around here anymore. Not that
she is going to want to come, I'm pretty sure of that. She
doesn’t have too good an opinion of you at the moment.
And it’s time you learned how to clean your own house.
Now—" he said. “Now. Has that sunk in?”

“Quite sufficiently.”

“Oh, I really hope it has. I hope so.”

Sylvia said, “Yes.”

“And you know what else I think?”

“What?”

“I think you owe me something.”

“What?”

“I think you owe me—you owe me an apology.”

Sylvia said, “All right. If you think so. I'm sorry.”
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He shifted, perhaps just to put out his hand, and with the
movement of his body she shrieked.

He laughed. He put his hand on the doorframe to make sure
she didn’t close it.

“What’s that?”

“What’s what?” he said, as if she were trying out a trick
and it would not work. But then he caught sight of
something reflected in the window, and he snapped around
to look.

Not far from the house was a wide shallow patch of land
that often filled up with night fog at this time of year. The
fog was there tonight, had been there all this while. But
now the fog had changed. It had thickened, taken on a
separate shape, transformed itself into something spiky and
radiant. First, a live dandelion ball, tumbling forward, then
it condensed itself into an unearthly sort of animal, pure
white, hellbent, something like a giant unicorn rushing at
them.

“Jesus Christ,” Clark said softly. He grabbed hold of
Sylvia’s shoulder. This touch did not alarm her at all—she
accepted it with the knowledge that he did it either to
protect her or to reassure himself.

Then the vision exploded. Out of the fog, and out of the
magnifying light—now revealed to be that of a car
travelling along this back road, probably in search of a
place to park—out of this appeared a white goat. A little
dancing white goat, hardly bigger than a sheepdog.

Clark let go. He said, “Where the Christ did you come
from?”

“It’s your goat,” Sylvia said. “Isn’t it your goat?”

“Flora,” he said. “Flora.”

The goat had stopped a yard or so away from them, had
turned shy, and hung her head.

“Flora,” Clark said. “Where the hell did you come from?
You scared the shit out of us.”

Us.

Flora came closer but still did not look up. She butted
against Clark’s legs.

“Goddam stupid animal,” he said shakily.
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“She was lost,” Sylvia said.

“Yeah. She was. Never thought we’d see her again,
actually.”

Flora looked up. The moonlight caught a glitter in her eyes.
“Scared the shit out of us,” Clark said to her. “We thought
you were a ghost.”

“It was the effect of the fog,” Sylvia said. She stepped out
of the door now, onto the patio. Quite safe.

“Yeah.”

“Then the lights of that car.”

“Like an apparition,” he said, recovering. And pleased that
he had thought of this description.

“Yes.”

“The goat from outer space. That’s what you are. You are a
goddam goat from outer space,” he said, patting Flora. But
when Sylvia put out her hand to do the same Flora
immediately lowered her head as if preparing to butt.
“Goats are unpredictable,” Clark said. “They can seem
tame but they’re not really. Not after they grow up.”

“Is she grown up? She looks so small.”

“She’s as big as she’s ever going to get.”

They stood looking down at the goat, as if hoping that she
would provide them with more conversation. But she
apparently was not going to. From this moment, they could
go neither forward nor back. Sylvia believed that she might
have seen a shadow of regret in his eyes that this was so.
But he acknowledged it. He said, “It’s late.”

“I guess it is,” Sylvia said, just as if this had been an
ordinary visit.

“O.K., Flora. Time for us to go home.”

“I’ll make other arrangements for help if I need it,” she
said. “I probably won’t need it now, anyway.” She added
lightly, “T’1l stay out of your hair.”

“Sure,” he said. “You’d better get inside. You’ll get cold.”
“Good night,” she said. “Good night, Flora.”

The phone rang then.

“Excuse me.”

“Good night.”

It was Ruth.
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“Ah,” Sylvia said. “A change in plans.”

She did not sleep, thinking of the little goat, whose
appearance out of the fog seemed to her more and more
magical. She even wondered if, possibly, Leon could have
had something to do with it. If she were a poet, she would
write a poem about something like this. But in her
experience the subjects that she thought a poet would write
about had not appealed to Leon, who was—who had
been—the real thing.

Carla had not heard Clark go out, but she woke when he
came in.

He told her that he had just been checking around the barn.
“A car went along the road a while ago, and I wondered
what it was doing here. I couldn’t get back to sleep till I
went out and checked whether everything was O.K.”

“So, was it?”

“Far as I could see. And then while I was up,” he said, “I
thought I might as well pay a visit up the road. I took the
clothes back.”

Carla sat up in bed.

“You didn’t wake her up?”

“She woke up. It was O.K. We had a little talk.”

“Oh.”

“It was O.K.”

“You didn’t mention any of that stuff, did you?”

“I didn’t mention it.”

“It really was all made up. It really was. You have to
believe me. It was all a lie.”

“0.K.”

“You have to believe me.”

“Then I believe you.”

“I made it all up.”

“0.K.”

He got into bed.

“Did you get your feet wet?” she said.

“Heavy dew.”

He turned to her.
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“Come here,” he said. “When I read your note, it was just
like T went hollow inside. It’s true. I felt like I didn’t have
anything left in me.”

The bright weather had continued. On the streets, in the
stores, in the post office, people greeted each other by
saying that summer had finally arrived. The pasture grass
and even the poor beaten crops lifted up their heads. The
puddles dried up, the mud turned to dust. A light warm
wind blew and everybody felt like doing things again. The
phone rang. Inquiries about trail rides, about riding lessons.
Summer camps cancelled their trips to museums, and
minivans drew up, loaded with restless children. The horses
pranced along the fences, freed from their blankets.

Clark had managed to get hold of a piece of roofing at a
good price. He had spent the whole first day after Runaway
Day (that was how they referred to Carla’s bus trip) fixing
the roof of the exercise ring.

For a couple of days, as they went about their chores, he
and Carla would wave at each other. If she happened to
pass close to him and there was nobody else around, Carla
might kiss his shoulder through the light material of his
summer shirt.

“If you ever try to run away on me again I'll tan your
hide,” he said to her, and she said, “Who are you now—
Clint Eastwood?”

Then she said, “Would you?”

“What?”

“Tan my hide?”

“Damn right.”

Birds were everywhere. Red-winged blackbirds, robins, a
pair of doves that sang at daybreak. Lots of crows, and
gulls on reconnoitering missions from the lake, and big
turkey buzzards that sat in the branches of a dead oak about
half a mile away, at the edge of the woods. At first they just
sat there, drying out their voluminous wings, lifting
themselves occasionally for a trial flight, flapping around a
bit, then composing themselves, to let the sun and the warm
air do their work. In a day or so, they were restored, flying
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high, circling and dropping to earth, disappearing over the
woods, coming back to rest in the familiar bare tree.

Lizzie Borden’s owner—Joy Tucker—showed up again,
tanned and friendly. She had got sick of the rain, and gone
off on her holidays to hike in the Rocky Mountains. Now
she was back. Perfect timing.

She and Clark treated each other warily at first, but they
were soon joking as if nothing had happened.

“Lizzie looks to be in good shape,” she said. “But where’s
her little friend?”

“Gone,” Clark said. “Maybe she took off to the Rocky
Mountains.”

“Lots of wild goats out there. With fantastic horns.”

“So I hear.”

For three or four days they had been too busy to go down
and look in the mailbox. When Carla opened it, she found
the phone bill, a promise that if they subscribed to a certain
magazine they could win a million dollars, and Mrs.
Jamieson’s letter.

My Dear Carla,
I have been thinking about the (rather dramatic) events of
the last few days and I find myself talking to myself, but
really to you, so often that I thought I must speak to you,
even if—the best way I can do now—only in a letter. And
don’t worry—you do not have to answer me.

Mrs. Jamieson went on to say that she was afraid she had
involved herself too closely in Carla’s life and had made
the mistake of thinking somehow that Carla’s freedom and
happiness were the same thing. All she cared for was
Carla’s happiness, and she saw now that she—Carla—had
found that in her marriage. All she could hope was that
perhaps Carla’s flight and turbulent emotions had brought
her true feelings to the surface, and perhaps a recognition in
her husband of his true feelings as well.

She said that she would perfectly understand if Carla
wished to avoid her in the future and that she would always
be grateful for Carla’s presence in her life during such a
difficult time.

OAD



ONF

The strangest and most wonderful thing in this whole string
of events seems to me the reappearance of Flora. In fact, it
seems rather like a miracle. Where had she been all that
time and why did she choose just that moment to reappear?
I am sure your husband has described it to you. We were
talking at the patio door, and I—facing out—was the first
to see this white something, descending on us out of the
night. Of course it was the effect of the ground fog. But
truly terrifying. I think I shrieked out loud. I had never in
my life felt such bewitchment, in the true sense. I suppose I
should be honest and say fear. There we were, two adults,
frozen, and then out of the fog comes little lost Flora.
There has to be something special about this. I know, of
course, that Flora is an ordinary little animal and that she
probably spent her time away getting herself pregnant. In a
sense, her return has no connection at all with our human
lives. Yet her appearance at that moment did have a
profound effect on your husband and me. When two human
beings divided by hostility are both, at the same time,
mystified by the same apparition, there is a bond that
springs up between them, and they find themselves united
in the most unexpected way. United in their humanity—
that is the only way I can describe it. We parted almost as
friends. So Flora has her place as a good angel in my life
and perhaps also in your husband’s life and yours.
With all my good wishes,
Sylvia Jamieson

As soon as Carla had read this letter she crumpled it up.
Then she burned it in the sink. The flames leaped up
alarmingly and she turned on the tap, then scooped up the
soft disgusting black stuff and put it down the toilet, as she
should have done in the first place.

She was busy for the rest of that day, and the next, and the
next. During that time, she had to take two parties out on
the trails, she had to give lessons to children, individually
and in groups. At night when Clark put his arms around
her—he was generally in good spirits now—she did not
find it hard to be codperative. She dreamed of things that
were of no importance, that made no sense.

ONF



OAY

It was as if she had a murderous needle somewhere in her
lungs, and by breathing carefully she could avoid feeling it.
But every once in a while she had to take a deep breath,
and it was still there.

Sylvia Jamieson had taken an apartment in the college town
where she taught. The house was not up for sale—or at
least there wasn’t a sign out in front of it. Leon Jamieson
had got some kind of posthumous award—news of this was
in the papers. There was no mention of any money.

As the dry golden days of fall came on—an encouraging
and profitable season—Carla found that she had got used to
the sharp thought that had lodged inside her. It wasn’t so
sharp anymore; in fact, it no longer surprised her. She was
inhabited now by an almost seductive notion, a constant
low-lying temptation.

She had only to raise her eyes, she had only to look in one
direction, to know where she might go. An evening walk,
once her chores for the day were finished. To the edge of
the woods, and the bare tree where she had seen the
buzzards.

Where she might find the little dirty bones in the grass. The
skull, with shreds of bloodied skin still clinging to it, that
she could settle in one hand. Knowledge in one hand.

Or perhaps not.

Suppose something else had happened. Suppose he had
chased Flora away, or tied her in the back of the truck and
driven some distance and let her loose. Taken her back to
the place they’d got her from. Not to have her around,
reminding them of this bad time.

The days passed and she didn’t go. She held out against the
temptation. 4
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Gravel
By Alice Munro, june 27,2011

At that time we were living beside a gravel pit. Not a large
one, hollowed out by monster machinery, just a minor pit
that a farmer must have made some money from years
before. In fact, the pit was shallow enough to lead you to
think that there might have been some other intention for
it—foundations for a house, maybe, that never made it any
further.

My mother was the one who insisted on calling attention to
it. “We live by the old gravel pit out the service-station
road,” she’d tell people, and laugh, because she was so
happy to have shed everything connected with the house,
the street—the husband—with the life she’d had before.

I barely remember that life. That is, [ remember some parts
of it clearly, but without the links you need to form a
proper picture. All that I retain in my head of the house in
town is the wallpaper with Teddy bears in my old room. In
this new house, which was really a trailer, my sister, Caro,
and I had narrow cots, stacked one above the other. When
we first moved there, Caro talked to me a lot about our old
house, trying to get me to remember this or that. It was
when we were in bed that she talked like this, and generally
the conversation ended with me failing to remember and
her getting cross. Sometimes I thought I did remember, but
out of contrariness or fear of getting things wrong I
pretended not to.

It was summer when we moved to the trailer. We had our
dog with us. Blitzee. “Blitzee loves it here,” my mother
said, and it was true. What dog wouldn’t love to exchange a
town street, even one with spacious lawns and big houses,
for the wide-open countryside? She took to barking at
every car that went past, as if she owned the road, and now
and then she brought home a squirrel or a groundhog she’d
killed. At first Caro was quite upset by this, and Neal
would have a talk with her, explaining about a dog’s nature
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and the chain of life in which some things had to eat other
things.

“She gets her dog food,” Caro argued, but Neal said,
“Suppose she didn’t? Suppose someday we all disappeared
and she had to fend for herself?”

“I’'m not going to,” Caro said. “I’'m not going to disappear,
and I’m always going to look after her.”

“You think so?” Neal said, and our mother stepped in to
deflect him. Neal was always ready to get on the subject of
the Americans and the atomic bomb, and our mother didn’t
think we were ready for that yet. She didn’t know that
when he brought it up I thought he was talking about an
atomic bun. I knew that there was something wrong with
this interpretation, but I wasn’t about to ask questions and
get laughed at.

Neal was an actor. In town there was a professional
summer theatre, a new thing at the time, which some
people were enthusiastic about and others worried about,
fearing that it would bring in riffraff. My mother and father
had been among those in favor, my mother more actively
s0, because she had more time. My father was an insurance
agent and travelled a lot. My mother had got busy with
various fund-raising schemes for the theatre and donated
her services as an usher. She was good-looking and young
enough to be mistaken for an actress. She’d begun to dress
like an actress, too, in shawls and long skirts and dangling
necklaces. She’d left her hair wild and stopped wearing
makeup. Of course, I had not understood or even
particularly noticed these changes at the time. My mother
was my mother. But no doubt Caro had. And my father.
Though, from all that I know of his nature and his feelings
for my mother, I think he may have been proud to see how
good she looked in these liberating styles and how well she
fit in with the theatre people. When he spoke about this
time later on, he said that he had always approved of the
arts. I can imagine now how embarrassed my mother would
have been, cringing and laughing to cover up her cringing,
if he’d made this declaration in front of her theatre friends.
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Well, then came a development that could have been
foreseen and probably was, but not by my father. I don’t
know if it happened to any of the other volunteers. I do
know, though I don’t remember it, that my father wept and
for a whole day followed my mother around the house, not
letting her out of his sight and refusing to believe her. And,
instead of telling him anything to make him feel better, she
told him something that made him feel worse.

She told him that the baby was Neal’s.

Was she sure?

Absolutely. She had been keeping track.

What happened then?

My father gave up weeping. He had to get back to work.
My mother packed up our things and took us to live with
Neal in the trailer he had found, out in the country. She said
afterward that she had wept, too. But she said also that she
had felt alive. Maybe for the first time in her life, truly
alive. She felt as if she had been given a chance; she had
started her life all over again. She’d walked out on her
silver and her china and her decorating scheme and her
flower garden and even on the books in her bookcase. She
would live now, not read. She’d left her clothes hanging in
the closet and her high-heeled shoes in their shoe trees. Her
diamond ring and her wedding ring on the dresser. Her silk
nightdresses in their drawer. She meant to go around naked
at least some of the time in the country, as long as the
weather stayed warm.

That didn’t work out, because when she tried it Caro went
and hid in her cot and even Neal said he wasn’t crazy about
the idea.

What did he think of all this? Neal. His philosophy, as he
put it later, was to welcome whatever happened.
Everything is a gift. We give and we take.

I am suspicious of people who talk like this, but I can’t say
that I have a right to be.

He was not really an actor. He had got into acting, he said,
as an experiment. To see what he could find out about
himself. In college, before he dropped out, he had
performed as part of the chorus in “Oedipus Rex.” He had
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liked that—the giving yourself over, blending with others.
Then one day, on the street in Toronto, he ran into a friend
who was on his way to try out for a summer job with a new
small-town theatre company. He went along, having
nothing better to do, and ended up getting the job, while the
other fellow didn’t. He would play Banquo. Sometimes
they make Banquo’s ghost visible, sometimes not. This
time they wanted a visible version and Neal was the right
size. An excellent size. A solid ghost.

He had been thinking of wintering in our town anyway,
before my mother sprang her surprise. He had already
spotted the trailer. He had enough carpentry experience to
pick up work renovating the theatre, which would see him
through till spring. That was as far ahead as he liked to
think.

Caro didn’t even have to change schools. She was picked
up by the school bus at the end of the short lane that ran
alongside the gravel pit. She had to make friends with the
country children, and perhaps explain some things to the
town children who had been her friends the year before, but
if she had any difficulty with that I never heard about it.
Blitzee was always waiting by the road for her to come
home.

I didn’t go to kindergarten, because my mother didn’t have
a car. But I didn’t mind doing without other children. Caro,
when she got home, was enough for me. And my mother
was often in a playful mood. As soon as it snowed that
winter she and I built a snowman and she asked, “Shall we
call it Neal?” I said O.K., and we stuck various things on it
to make it funny. Then we decided that I would run out of
the house when his car came and say, “Here’s Neal, here’s
Neal!” but be pointing up at the snowman. Which I did, but
Neal got out of the car mad and yelled that he could have
run me over.

That was one of the few times that I saw him act like a
father.

Those short winter days must have seemed strange to me—
in town, the lights came on at dusk. But children get used
to changes. Sometimes I wondered about our other house. I
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didn’t exactly miss it or want to live there again—I just
wondered where it had gone.

My mother’s good times with Neal went on into the night.
If T woke up and had to go to the bathroom, I’d call for her.
She would come happily but not in any hurry, with some
piece of cloth or a scarf wrapped around her—also a smell
that I associated with candlelight and music. And love.
Something did happen that was not so reassuring, but I
didn’t try to make much sense of it at the time. Blitzee, our
dog, was not very big, but she didn’t seem small enough to
fit under Caro’s coat. I don’t know how Caro managed to
do it. Not once but twice. She hid the dog under her coat on
the school bus, and then, instead of going straight to school,
she took Blitzee back to our old house in town, which was
less than a block away. That was where my father found
the dog, on the winter porch, which was not locked, when
he came home for his solitary lunch. There was great
surprise

that she had got there, found her way home like a dog in a
story. Caro made the biggest fuss, and claimed not to have
seen the dog at all that morning. But then she made the
mistake of trying it again, maybe a week later, and this
time, though nobody on the bus or at school suspected her,
our mother did.

I can’t remember if our father brought Blitzee back to us. I
can’t imagine him in the trailer or at the door of the trailer
or even on the road to it. Maybe Neal went to the house in
town and picked her up. Not that that’s any easier to
imagine

If I’ve made it sound as though Caro was unhappy or
scheming all the time, that isn’t the truth. As I’ve said, she
did try to make me talk about things, at night in bed, but
she wasn’t constantly airing grievances. It wasn’t her
nature to be sulky. She was far too keen on making a good
impression. She liked people to like her; she liked to stir up
the air in a room with the promise of something you could
even call merriment. She thought more about that than I
did.
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She was the one who most took after our mother, I think
now.

There must have been some probing about what she’d done
with the dog. I think I can remember some of it.

“I did it for a trick.”

“Do you want to go and live with your father?”

I believe that was asked, and I believe she said no.

I didn’t ask her anything. What she had done didn’t seem
strange to me. That’s probably how it is with younger
children—nothing that the strangely powerful older child
does seems out of the ordinary.

Our mail was deposited in a tin box on a post, down by the
road. My mother and I would walk there every day, unless
it was particularly stormy, to see what had been left for us.
We did this after I got up from my nap. Sometimes it was
the only time we went outside all day. In the morning, we
watched children’s television shows—or she read while I
watched. (She had not given up reading for very long.) We
heated up some canned soup for lunch, then I went down
for my nap while she read some more. She was quite big
with the baby now and it stirred around in her stomach, so
that I could feel it. Its name was going to be Brandy—
already was Brandy—whether it was a boy or a girl.

One day when we were going down the lane for the mail,
and were in fact not far from the box, my mother stopped
and stood quite still.

“Quiet,” she said to me, though I hadn’t said a word or
even played the shuffling game with my boots in the snow.
“I was being quiet,” I said.

“Shush. Turn around.”

“But we didn’t get the mail.”

“Never mind. Just walk.”

Then I noticed that Blitzee, who was always with us, just
behind or ahead of us, wasn’t there anymore. Another dog
was, on the opposite side of the road, a few feet from the
mailbox.

My mother phoned the theatre as soon as we got home and
let in Blitzee, who was waiting for us. Nobody answered.
She phoned the school and asked someone to tell the bus
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driver to drive Caro up to the door. It turned out that the
driver couldn’t do that, because it had snowed since Neal
last plowed the lane, but he did watch until she got to the
house. There was no wolf to be seen by that time.

Neal was of the opinion that there never had been one. And
if there had been, he said, it would have been no danger to
us, weak as it was probably from hibernation.

Caro said that wolves did not hibernate. “We learned about
them in school.”

Our mother wanted Neal to get a gun.

“You think I'm going to get a gun and go and shoot a
goddam poor mother wolf who has probably got a bunch of
babies back in the bush and is just trying to protect them,
the way you’re trying to protect yours?” he said quietly.
Caro said, “Only two. They only have two at a time.”

“O.K. O.K. I'm talking to your mother.”

“You don’t know that,” my mother said. “You don’t know
if it’s got hungry cubs or anything.”

I had never thought she’d talk to him like that.

He said, “Easy. Easy. Let’s just think a bit. Guns are a
terrible thing. If I went and got a gun, then what would I be
saying? That Vietnam was O.K.? That I might as well have
gone to Vietnam?”

“You’re not an American.”

“You’re not going to rile me.”

This is more or less what they said, and it ended up with
Neal not having to get a gun. We never saw the wolf again,
if it was a wolf. I think my mother stopped going to get the
mail, but she may have become too big to be comfortable
doing that anyway.

The snow dwindled magically. The trees were still bare of
leaves and my mother made Caro wear her coat in the
mornings, but she came home after school dragging it
behind her.

My mother said that the baby had got to be twins, but the
doctor said it wasn’t.

“Great. Great,” Neal said, all in favor of the twins idea.
“What do doctors know.”
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The gravel pit had filled to its brim with melted snow and
rain, so that Caro had to edge around it on her way to catch
the school bus. It was a little lake, still and dazzling under
the clear sky. Caro asked with not much hope if we could
play in it.

Our mother said not to be crazy. “It must be twenty feet
deep,” she said.

Neal said, “Maybe ten.”

Caro said, “Right around the edge it wouldn’t be.”

Our mother said yes it was. “It just drops off,” she said.
“It’s not like going in at the beach, for fuck’s sake. Just
stay away from it.”

She had started saying “fuck™ quite a lot, perhaps more
than Neal did, and in a more exasperated tone of voice.
“Should we keep the dog away from it, too?” she asked
him.

Neal said that that wasn’t a problem. “Dogs can swim.”

A Saturday. Caro watched “The Friendly Giant” with me
and made comments that spoiled it. Neal was lying on the
couch, which unfolded into his and my mother’s bed. He
was smoking his kind of cigarettes, which could not be
smoked at work so had to be made the most of on
weekends. Caro sometimes bothered him, asking to try one.
Once he had let her, but told her not to tell our mother.

I was there, though, so I told.

There was alarm, though not quite a row.

“You know he’d have those kids out of here like a shot,”
our mother said. “Never again.”

“Never again,” Neal said agreeably. “So what if he feeds
them poison Rice Krispies crap?”

In the beginning, we hadn’t seen our father at all. Then,
after Christmas, a plan had been worked out for Saturdays.
Our mother always asked afterward if we had had a good
time. I always said yes, and meant it, because I thought that
if you went to a movie or to look at Lake Huron or ate in a
restaurant, that meant that you had had a good time. Caro
said yes, too, but in a tone of voice that suggested that it
was none of our mother’s business. Then my father went on
a winter holiday to Cuba (my mother remarked on this with
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some surprise and maybe approval) and came back with a
lingering sort of flu that caused the visits to lapse. They
were supposed to resume in the spring, but so far they
hadn’t.

After the television was turned off, Caro and I were sent
outside to run around, as our mother said, and get some
fresh air. We took the dog with us.

When we got outside, the first thing we did was loosen and
let trail the scarves our mother had wrapped around our
necks. (The fact was, though we may not have put the two
things together, the deeper she got into her pregnancy the
more she slipped back into behaving like an ordinary
mother, at least when it was a matter of scarves we didn’t
need or regular meals. There was not so much championing
of wild ways as there had been in the fall.) Caro asked me
what I wanted to do, and I said I didn’t know. This was a
formality on her part but the honest truth on mine. We let
the dog lead us, anyway, and Blitzee’s idea was to go and
look at the gravel pit. The wind was whipping the water up
into little waves, and very soon we got cold, so we wound
our scarves back around our necks.

I don’t know how much time we spent just wandering
around the water’s edge, knowing that we couldn’t be seen
from the trailer. After a while, I realized that I was being
given instructions.

I was to go back to the trailer and tell Neal and our mother
something.

That the dog had fallen into the water.

The dog had fallen into the water and Caro was afraid she’d
be drowned.

Blitzee. Drownded.

Drowned.

But Blitzee wasn’t in the water.

She could be. And Caro could jump in to save her.

I believe I still put up some argument, along the lines of she
hasn’t, you haven’t, it could happen but it hasn’t. I also
remembered that Neal had said dogs didn’t drown.

Caro instructed me to do as I was told.

Why?
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I may have said that, or I may have just stood there not
obeying and trying to work up another argument.

In my mind I can see her picking up Blitzee and tossing
her, though Blitzee was trying to hang on to her coat. Then
backing up, Caro backing up to take a run at the water.
Running, jumping, all of a sudden hurling herself at the
water. But I can’t recall the sound of the splashes as they,
one after the other, hit the water. Not a little splash or a big
one. Perhaps I had turned toward the trailer by then—I
must have done so.

When I dream of this, I am always running. And in my
dreams I am running not toward the trailer but back toward
the gravel pit. I can see Blitzee floundering around and
Caro swimming toward her, swimming strongly, on the
way to rescue her. I see her light-brown checked coat and
her plaid scarf and her proud successful face and reddish
hair darkened at the end of its curls by the water. All I have
to do is watch and be happy—nothing required of me, after
all.

What I really did was make my way up the little incline
toward the trailer. And when I got there I sat down. Just as
if there had been a porch or a bench, though in fact the
trailer had neither of these things. I sat down and waited for
the next thing to happen.

I know this because it’s a fact. I don’t know, however, what
my plan was or what I was thinking. I was waiting, maybe,
for the next act in Caro’s drama. Or in the dog’s.

I don’t know if I sat there for five minutes. More? Less? It
wasn’t too cold.

I went to see a professional person about this once and she
convinced me—for a time, she convinced me—that I must
have tried the door of the trailer and found it locked.
Locked because my mother and Neal were having sex and
had locked it against interruptions. If I'd banged on the
door they would have been angry. The counsellor was
satisfied to bring me to this conclusion, and I was satisfied,
too. For a while. But I no longer think that was true. I don’t
think they would have locked the door, because I know that
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once they didn’t and Caro walked in and they laughed at
the look on her face.

Maybe I remembered that Neal had said that dogs did not
drown, which meant that Caro’s rescue of Blitzee would
not be necessary. Therefore she herself wouldn’t be able to
carry out her game. So many games, with Caro.

Did I think she could swim? At nine, many children can.
And in fact it turned out that she’d had one lesson the
summer before, but then we had moved to the trailer and
she hadn’t taken any more. She may have thought she
could manage well enough. And I may indeed have thought
that she could do anything she wanted to.

The counsellor did not suggest that I might have been sick
of carrying out Caro’s orders, but the thought did occur to
me. It doesn’t quite seem right, though. If I"d been older,
maybe. At the time, I still expected her to fill my world.
How long did I sit there? Likely not long. And it’s possible
that I did knock. After a while. After a minute or two. In
any case, my mother did, at some point, open the door, for
no reason. A presentiment.

Next thing, I am inside. My mother is yelling at Neal and
trying to make him understand something. He is getting to
his feet and standing there speaking to her, touching her,
with such mildness and gentleness and consolation. But
that is not what my mother wants at all and she tears herself
away from him and runs out the door. He shakes his head
and looks down at his bare feet. His big helpless-looking
toes.

I think he says something to me with a singsong sadness in
his voice. Strange.

Beyond that I have no details.

My mother didn’t throw herself into the water. She didn’t
go into labor from the shock. My brother, Brent, was not
born until a week or ten days after the funeral, and he was a
full-term infant. Where she was while she waited for the
birth to happen I do not know. Perhaps she was kept in the
hospital and sedated as much as possible under the
circumstances.
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I remember the day of the funeral quite well. A very
pleasant and comfortable woman I didn’t know—her name
was Josie—took me on an expedition. We visited some
swings and a sort of doll’s house that was large enough for
me to go inside, and we ate a lunch of my favorite treats,
but not enough to make me sick. Josie was somebody I got
to know very well later on. She was a friend my father had
made in Cuba, and after the divorce she became my
stepmother, his second wife.

My mother recovered. She had to. There was Brent to look
after and, most of the time, me. I believe I stayed with my
father and Josie while she got settled in the house that she
planned to live in for the rest of her life. I don’t remember
being there with Brent until he was big enough to sit up in
his high chair.

My mother went back to her old duties at the theatre. At
first she may have worked as she had before, as a volunteer
usher, but by the time I was in school she had a real job,
with pay, and year-round responsibilities. She was the
business manager. The theatre survived, through various
ups and downs, and is still going now.

Neal didn’t believe in funerals, so he didn’t attend Caro’s.
He never saw Brent. He wrote a letter—I found this out
much later—saying that since he did not intend to act as a
father it would be better for him to bow out at the start. I
never mentioned him to Brent, because I thought it would
upset my mother. Also because Brent showed so little sign
of being like him—Ilike Neal—and seemed, in fact, so
much more like my father that I really wondered about
what was going on around the time he was conceived. My
father has never said anything about this and never would.
He treats Brent just as he treats me, but he is the kind of
man who would do that anyway.

He and Josie have not had any children of their own, but I
don’t think that bothers them. Josie is the only person who
ever talks about Caro, and even she doesn’t do it often. She
does say that my father doesn’t hold my mother
responsible. He has also said that he must have been sort of
a stick-in-the-mud when my mother wanted more
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excitement in her life. He needed a shaking-up, and he got
one. There’s no use being sorry about it. Without the
shaking-up, he would never have found Josie and the two
of them would not have been so happy now.

“Which two?” I might say, just to derail him, and he would
staunchly say, “Josie. Josie, of course.”

My mother cannot be made to recall any of those times,
and I don’t bother her with them. I know that she has
driven down the lane we lived on, and found it quite
changed, with the sort of trendy houses you see now, put up
on unproductive land. She mentioned this with the slight
scorn that such houses evoke in her. I went down the lane
myself but did not tell anyone. All the eviscerating that is
done in families these days strikes me as a mistake.

Even where the gravel pit was a house now stands, the
ground beneath it levelled.

I have a partner, Ruthann, who is younger than I am but, I
think, somewhat wiser. Or at least more optimistic about
what she calls routing out my demons. I would never have
got in touch with Neal if it had not been for her urging. Of
course, for a long time I had no way, just as I had no
thought, of getting in touch. It was he who finally wrote to
me. A brief note of congratulations, he said, after seeing
my picture in the Alumni Gazette. What he was doing
looking through the Alumni Gazette I have no idea. I had
received one of those academic honors that mean
something in a restricted circle and little anywhere else.

He was living hardly fifty miles away from where I teach,
which also happens to be where I went to college. I
wondered if he had been there at that time. So close. Had
he become a scholar?

At first I had no intention of replying to the note, but I told
Ruthann and she said that I should think about writing
back. So the upshot was that I sent him an e-mail, and
arrangements were made. I was to meet him in his town, in
the unthreatening surroundings of a university cafeteria. I
told myself that if he looked unbearable—I did not quite
know what I meant by this—I could just walk on through.

AR



7Y

He was shorter than he used to be, as adults we remember
from childhood usually are. His hair was thin, and trimmed
close to his head. He got me a cup of tea. He was drinking
tea himself.

What did he do for a living?

He said that he tutored students in preparation for exams.
Also, he helped them write their essays. Sometimes, you
might say, he wrote those essays. Of course, he charged.
“It’s no way to get to be a millionaire, I can tell you.”

He lived in a dump. Or a semi-respectable dump. He liked
it. He looked for clothes at the Sally Ann. That was O.K.,
too.

“Suits my principles.”

I did not congratulate him on any of this, but, to tell the
truth, I doubt that he expected me to.

“Anyway, I don’t think my life style is so interesting. I
think you might want to know how it happened.”

I could not figure out how to speak.

“l was stoned,” he said. “And, furthermore, I'm not a
swimmer. Not many swimming pools around where I grew
up. I'd have drowned, too. Is that what you wanted to
know?”

I said that he was not really the one that I was wondering
about.

Then he became the third person I'd asked, “What do you
think Caro had in mind?”

The counsellor had said that we couldn’t know. “Likely she
herself didn’t know what she wanted. Attention? I don’t
think she meant to drown herself. Attention to how bad she
was feeling?”

Ruthann had said, “To make your mother do what she
wanted? Make her smarten up and see that she had to go
back to your father?”

Neal said, “It doesn’t matter. Maybe she thought she could
paddle better than she could. Maybe she didn’t know how
heavy winter clothes can get. Or that there wasn’t anybody
in a position to help her.”
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He said to me, “Don’t waste your time. You’re not thinking
what if you had hurried up and told, are you? Not trying to
get in on the guilt?”

I said that I had considered what he was saying, but no.
“The thing is to be happy,” he said. “No matter what. Just
try that. You can. It gets to be easier and easier. It’s nothing
to do with circumstances. You wouldn’t believe how good
it is. Accept everything and then tragedy disappears. Or
tragedy lightens, anyway, and you’re just there, going
along easy in the world.”

Now, goodbye.

I see what he meant. It really is the right thing to do. But, in
my mind, Caro keeps running at the water and throwing
herself, as if in triumph, and I’'m still caught, waiting for

her to explain to me, waiting for the splash. ¢
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