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slight, very slight, discomfort at being seen by such a young and pretty girl

in the embrace of Stella. It was not an important feeling—it simply

brushed him and passed—but Stella, as he held the door open for her,
said, “Never mind, David. I could be your sister. You could be comforting

I your sister. Older sister.”

| “Madam Stella, the celebrated mind reader.”

il It was strange, the way they said these things. They used to say bitter
and wounding things, and pretend, when they said them, to be mildly
amused, dispassionate, even kindly. Now this tone that was once a pre-

it tense had soaked down, deep down, through all their sharp feelings, and

the bitterness, though not transformed, seemed stale, useless and formal,

A WEEK or so later, when she is tidying up the living room, getting ready

for a meeting of the historical society that is to take place at her house,

Stella finds the picture, a Polaroid snapshot. David has left it with her

, after all—hiding it, but not hiding it very well, behind the curtains at one

b end of the long living-room window, at the spot where you stand to get
| il a view of the lighthouse.

‘ Lying in the sun had faded it, of course. Stella stands looking at it, with
a dust cloth in her hand. The day is perfect. The windows are open, her
house is pleasantly in order, and a good fish soup is simmering on the
stove. She sees that the black pelt in the picture has changed to gray. It'sa

il saw it. She said it was lichen. No, she said it looked like lichen. But she
: ‘ knew what it was at once. It seems to her now that she knew what it was
even when David put his hand to his pocket. She felt the old cavity open-
ing up in her. But she held on. She said, “Lichen.” And now, look, her
: words have come true. The outline of the breast has disappeared. You
il would never know that the legs were legs. The black has turned to gray, to
the soft, dry color of a plant mysteriously nourished on the rocks.
B This is David’s doing. He left it there, in the sun.
‘ _ Stella’s words have come true. This thought will keep coming back to
iR her—a pause, a lost heartbeat, a harsh little break in the flow of the

and nights as she keeps them going.

| J I bluish or greenish gray now. She remembers what she said when she first -
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My FATHER came across the field i |
| b{_een il carrying the body of the boy who had
. search, but he was the one carrying the body.

. Th
| .,,_g;hausted, and walked with their heads down, ase :? :;e;v ::r!::sdlga,;:;ld

m the cold river. When they all
and yelping, the men tense and

twigs, ‘

%S;i:'t{j CET :S:s g: IIZZS'M:E a he:‘f ﬂ(;f refuse that had been left out all win
) In to m : il
ear, plugged up with greenish n)xrud. Sl !.ms"ﬂ’ vl

e e

C(:;l t;hu;lk so. I don’t think I really saw all this, Perhaps I saw my £;
- nr(}:: 1f im, and the other men following along, and the do. s 13’ ai
o A ave l:!een allowed to get close enough to see somethgin’ ;-11;(
b ;ols;;t 'It :;mst ll:av;a heard someone talking about thatg ans
fein 3 1t. I see his face unaltered except for th
u:;}::nf;likm;];;r,t s'harp-honed, sneaky-looking fgce—an:l f::“i:j;‘::

. at; it would have been bloated

dd le:d all overla&er so many hours in the vjat::d Vi o
c;ul ave to bring back such news, such evidence
ficularly a mother, would have made searchers m,o

Nappening here was worse, It se
; ! emed a worse
) that there was no mother, -

to a waiting family,
ve heavily, but what
ame (to hear people
no woman at all—no grandmotherI:Jr

ral men together, returning from the
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The feeling of these stockings on my

aunt; or evén 4 sister—to receive Steve Gauley and give him his due'g, :
grief. His father was a hired man, a drinker but not a drunk, an erratic
man without being entertaining, not friendly but not exactly a trou
- miaker: His fatherhood seernied accidental, and the fact that the child hy
- been left with him when the mother went away, and that they continueg
©. living together; seemed accidental. They lived in a steep-roofed, gra
- shingled hillbilly sort of house that was just a bit better than a shack—the
- father fixed the roof and put supports under the porch; just enough:
just in time—and their life was held together ini a similar manner; tha
just well enougi to keep the Children’s Aid at bay. They didn’t eat m
. togethier or cook for each other; but there was food. Sometimes the fath
would give Steve money to buy food at the store, and Steve was see
buy quite sensible things, such as pancake mix and macaroni dinn
-1 I hiad known Steve Gauley fairly well. I had not liked him more o
* ‘than I had liked him. He was two yéars older than I was. He would h
around our place on Saturdays, scornful of whatever I was doing but ¢
able to leave me alone, I couldn’t bé on the swing without him wantin
- try it, and if I wouldn’t give it up he came and pushed me so that
. crooked, He teased the dog. He got me into trouble—deliberatel
- - maliciously, it seemed to me afterward—Dby daring me to do. thin

Rl S ]é'gs iszﬁﬁﬁe&u‘ R
Ty memory. 1t is hard to describe. It had to d‘b'mgg?n? a:: th:?_fgejang:
n genetal but my parents in particular, My father, Who haq parents. Adults -

ody from: the river, and my mother, 1t

! blue suit and my mother in:'-".

side opening and closirig their mouths fo;

ide opening and clo r mouths for ¢
from them, in the row of childrer, wat bing. Tt
disgust. Children sometimes h'ave,'ei i )

_ : 1ave dn access of disgust concerning ady

e size, the lumpy shapes, the bloated power,’ e reath, g g cdults

e hg{g;ng_ss, _thg hprri_d_ secrétions. But this was more;
e}é:g-_ar;ge; Iimcl_ In_oti:_a_mg_ s:harp:_ and s'elﬁfespectihg about it, There was no. -
e g e}z. - would finally bend and pick-up a stone arid throw it at -
e s ey. It ccaufd-' not _b?_uqderstood_ or expressed, though it died
Wit o era _w_hﬂ? 1nto'a heaviness, then just a taste, an occasional t: R
n, familiar misgiving, e o0 occasional taste—

and I stood removed -

-And the accompa- - i

ENTY. years or so later; in 1961,

BT e o 0 s my e, Ao gy
nd-new car, our first—that is, our first branid-new, It Wasé;/}ofiis‘g ?)t a ..
oystet-colored (the dealet had some fancier name for the cofony
g small car, with plenty of room for us and our two children, Cy i
sicand Meg threeandahalf, = oo Cynhin

" big they were when they were still only the size of marbles, and push
over the stacked firewood to make a pile we could jump off, At school,
‘niever spoke to each other. He was solitary, though not tormented
on Saturday mornings, when I'saw his thin, self-possessed figuire sl
through the cedar hedge, I knew I was in for sométhing and he wou
cide what. Sometimes it was all right. We pretended we were cowb
had to tame wild horses. We played in the pasture by the river, not fa
the place where Steve drowned. We were horses and riders both, scr
and rieighing and bucking and waving whips of tree brinches beside
nameless river that flows into the Saugeen in southern Ontario. -

» t myselflook shimi, = . . ..
e e e ety
S : __ro 01y, dar - ah’gd,:'re‘._lsoﬁabl . slender- .
n were told; when they wete: stvlichiv. domac ¥ sienaer young
aken thatthey looked ke Jsckis Kemegy - " 2718 thelr pic-
enre_:wltoqkqlg__t of pictures of me; and of the ch dre Cpon
olll;'_-_.excurs_ib_r_i_s_ and: possessions. He: ot Contac _
The funeral was held in our house. There was not enough aref“n}’i_:aqd_sent}them back to his méﬁirt_a:;pgeiz :;Z?e’ Ijbéﬂed -~
Steve’s father’s place for the large crowd that was expected becauise fio. He 8ot copies for me to send to my father, who al _anr uncle. -
- circumstances. I have a memory of the crowded room but no pic 0, and I did so, but Jess regularly than he sent his:,Wh'én- hs ° u{gd_.m
Steve in his coffin, or of the minister, or of wreaths of flowets. [ rem he thought T had already sent lying around the house. _Ar_:isaw P
that T was holding one flower, a white narcissus, which must ha execg and anhoyed. He liked t6 have this record 2o fdrt}; | .x.'ew. was
'+ from a pot somebody forced indoors, because it was too early for e HImer, we were: presenting ourselves, not. pic'tur';es' W S
* forsythia bush or the trilliums and marsh marigolds in the woc ack from 1, to Ontario, which ;:::;i o

ildren, our house; our .

trilliums 1 mar e Vancouver, where we lived, to
in' a row of children; each of us holding a narcissus: We sang a chil LOIRe, " In our new car. Five days to get there; ten days the -
hymn, which somebody played on our piano: “When He Comet i Ff__l'{e first time; Anidrew had three weeks’ hbliday)jsHE::'ed}lfvg o
 He Cometh, to Make Up His Jewels.” I was wearing white ribbe Gldepartmentat B.C. Hydro, e orked

" ings; which were disgustingly itchy, and wrinkled at the knees an at“fd?Y morning; we loaded suitcases, two thermos bot tl'é. s n N

. 1 Who had carried Steve’s
who must have done most of the ar- -

 creamy satin collar. They stood side by B

watching: I felt a furious and sickening. - -

The breath, the coarseness, * -
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filled with coffee and one with lemonade—some fruit and sandwiches,
picture books and coloring books, crayons, drawing pads, insect repellent,
sweaters (in case it got cold in the mountains), and our two children into
the car. Andrew locked the house, and Cynthia said ceremoniously, “Good.
bye, house.”

Meg said, “Goodbye, house.” Then she said, “Where will we live now?”

“It’s not goodbye forever,” said Cynthia. “We’re coming back. Mother|
Meg thought we weren’t ever coming back!”

“I did not,” said Meg, kicking the back of my seat.

Andrew and I put on our sunglasses, and we drove away, over the Lions

Gate Bridge and through the main part of Vancouver. We shed our house,

the neighborhood, the city, and—at the crossing point between Washing-

ton and British Columbia—our country. We were driving east across the
United States, taking the most northerly route, and would cross into
Canada again at Sarnia, Ontario. I don’t know if we chose this route be-
cause the Trans-Canada Highway was not completely finished at the time
or if we just wanted the feeling of driving through a foreign, a very slightly
foreign, country—that extra bit of interest and adventure.

We were both in high spirits. Aidrew congratulated the car severl
times. He said he felt so much better driving it than our old car, a 195
Austin that slowed down dismally on the hills and had a fussy-old-lady
image. So Andrew said now. ‘

“What kind of image does this one have?” said Cynthia. She listenedto

us carefully and liked to try out new words such as image. Usually she got
them right.

“Lively,” I said. “Slightly sporty. It’s not show-off.”

“I’s sensible, but it has class,” Andrew said. “Like my image.” n

Cynthia thought that over and said with a cautious pride, “That means
like you think you want to be, Daddy?”

As for me, I was happy because of the shedding. I loved takin
In my own house, I seemed to be often looking for a place to ide
sometimes from the children but more often from the jobs to be donea
the phone ringing and the sociability of the neighborhood. I wanted
hide so that I could get busy at my real work, which was a sort of woo
of distant parts of myself. I lived in a state of siege, always losing just
I wanted to hold on to. But on trips there was no difficulty. I co
talking to Andrew, talking to the children and looking at whatever
wanted me to look at—a pig on a sign, a pony in a field, a Volkswag
a revolving stand—and pouring lemonade into plastic cups, and |
time those bits and pieces would be flying together inside me. Th
tial composition would be achieved. This made me hopeful and
hearted. It was being a watcher that did it. A watcher, not a keeper.

,u;d, “show me where we are.” Then she
stands! She pointed to it! Meg understands maps!”
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We. turned east at Everett and
Cynthia our route on the map. First [ showe

climbed into the Cascades. I showed

0 » d
United States, which showed also the bottom parth::' ét;ﬁ:?_{;f;;h;::rl;
; e

to the separate maps of each of the stat

. €s we were going to
s\;\lr:::elgit:r;hldzho, Mc.mtana, North Dakota, Minnesita, %?lsiss;:rn?il:lghl‘
e e dotted line across Lake Michigan, which was the rout ; f
he ferry we would take. Then we would drive across Michigan to il?e

bridge that linked the United Stat i
- es and Canada at Sarnia, Ontario, Home,

“You won’t understand,”
the back seat.

“Sit back,” she said to Meg. “Sit still. I’
g. “Sit still. I’Il sh i
b1 cquld hear her tracing the route for Meg, i
done it for her. She looked up all the states’
them in alphabetical order.
“You know what that line is?” she saj
j fou vy ? said. “It’s th ine i
road we re driving on, We’re going right along thisii;(:a’('i. T ke
Meg did not say anything, :
“Mother, show me where we are rj is mi
; . right this minute,” said i
I took .the atlas and pointed out the road through the mgflnnﬁa.
¥117e7t09(11< 1: b:ack ?,nd showed it to Meg. “See where the road is all v:;s’ aI:d
dlet;al t. It s”w:ggly' because there are so many turns in it. The MB.SIY-
are the turns.” She flipped some pages and waited a moment. “Now ’?El}f:

called to me, “Mother, she under-

said Cynthia. But she took the road atlas into

very accurately, just as I had
maps, knowing how to find

It seems to me now that we invented characters for o
. ur children,
g ::n irtixlt:ro s:st t:)v a[.:lcagﬁzll-le‘lsr parts. Cynthia was bright and dilzilg::te
msitive, ; . Sometimes we tea i ’
;;z!;u:u;, i;oo eager to be what we in fact depe::l:dh:; li:lr- tt:)etlzg;go
o :_ s;iril.lre:iany {ebuﬂ', went terribly deep with her. She was. fairY
7 ;r g ned, easily showing the effects of the sun, raw winds
a.u iop h:;'t;on. Meg was more solidly built, more reticent—not re-,
g orn sometimes, mysterious. Her silences seemed to us
tengish of character, and her negatives were taken as si
_perturbable independence. Her hair was brown and we ot 1t 'Of
é_:v I:des. ﬁl-ie;- eyes were a.light hazel, clear and daz’zling. s
s.‘as 4 ;;1 a: Zh sl::;egr :11:: thesefctgaracters, enjoying their contra-
e 2 ons of them. We dislike
g kt;;z, a?pro:}c;h to being. parents. I had a drd:ad o?tt::nli.:;vi):t;h :
i u; mot er—the.kmd whose body sagged, who moved in a
g ]f, mﬂky?sme]lmg fog, solemn with trivial burdens, I be-
€ attention these mothers paid, their need to be burdened,
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the cause of colic, bed-wetting, asthma. I favored ar‘lother aptl;lroach...
:;:esmock desperation, the inflated irony of the plt':fes;lggai :132: :r:p‘]:hno‘
l ines. In those magazine pieces, the childr :
gd?l;e sgl);-vaﬁg;z hard-edged, perverse, indonutab:;. So Iwen; ;lh:d n:gtl‘;:it
etk i -life mothers I wa .
their wit, indomitable. The real i : |
::Zo:cﬂ wlio would phone up and saeyg lls mg :{r:l:hrzc;n :-]Il:;lz gby any
i ckled clear abo :
chance over at your house?” They ca e
the front of a pickup
We saw a dead deer strapped ac'ros;s‘ L e
- hot it,” Cynthia said. Hunte.rs shoo e 2
?to;n ::: :rusmng season yet,” Andrew said. “They may have hit it op
. : ?”
the road. See the sign for deer crossing?”
i i i d sternly.
“I would cry if we hit one,” Cynthia sai : P
IIh‘::l) madery peanut-butter-and-marmalade sandwiches fc;r the Chl.ld[e: |
and salmon-and-mayonnaise for us. But I had not put any lettuce in, ang
Andrew was disappointed..
“I didn’t have any,” I said. e
i i have got some? . |
“Ic’:gul::?etl'{:: to bugy a whole head of lettuce just to get enough for |
sandwiches, and 1 decided it wasn’t worth it.
This was a lie. I had fortg]::;ten. . |
: ’re a lot better with lettuce. . , N
“?3?5::: i::hti.)nk it made that much difference.” After a silence, I said,
“Don’t be mad.” . é y
“I'm not mad. [ like lettuce on :;ndmchl:s'; .1
“I just didn’t think it mattered that much. : |
“:';::J’ would it be if I didn’t bother to fill up the gas tank?
“That’s not the same thing.” -
“Sing a song,” said Cynthia. She started to sing:

“Five little ducks went out one day,
Over the hills and far away.
One little duck went
‘Quack-quack-quack.’ gl »
Four little ducks came swimming back.

Andrew squeezed my hand and said, “Let’s”not fight.

" “You're right. I should have got lettuce. |
s 1’t matter that much.” |
II:v{ii‘l)::?that I could get my feelings about Andrew to ei;n;:itti;

into a serviceable and dependab_le feeling.f :hli:;is ;v;l: tri 0
ists, one of things I liked about him, one o : liked :
gion:f intimatf life, things I loved and thmgs‘I hated—as 1;-1 tl:: 3
this to prove something, to come to a conclusion one way

- hard, straight body a barri
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But I gave it up when I saw
that I had violent contradic
steps seemed to me tyranni

that all it proved was what I already knew—
tions. Sometimes the very sound of his foot.-
cal, the set of his mouth smug and mean, his

er interposed—quite consciously, even duti-
fully, and with a nasty pleasure in its masculine authority—between

and whatever joy or lightness I could
warning, he became my good frie

me
get in life. Then, with not much

nd and most essential companion, I felt
the sweetness of his light bones and serious ideas, the vulnerability of his
love, which I imagined to be much purer and more straightforward than
my own. I could be greatly moved by an inflexibility, a harsh propriety,
that at other times I scorned. | would think how humble he was, really,
taking on such a ready-made role of husband, father, breadwinner, and
how I myself in comparison was really a secret monster of egotism. Not so
secret, either—not from him,

At the bottom of our fights, we served up what we thought were the
ugliest truths. “I know there is something basically selfish and basically
untrustworthy about you,” Andrew once said. “I've always known it, I
also know that that is why I fell in love with you.”
~ “Yes,” I said, feeling sorrowful but complacent,

- “Iknow that Id be better off without you,”

~ Yes. You would.”

“You'd be happier without me.”

 “Yes.”

ourselves, Their grudges,
grievances, their self-justification, We leapfrogged over them, We
ed them liars. We would have wine with dinner, or decide to give
arty.
I haven’t seen Andrew for
one completely gray,
pointed.

years, don’t know if he

is still thin, has
insists on lettuce,

tells the truth, or is hearty and

Washington, where it hadn’t rained
ant built about a tree—not a sapling
» sturdy cottonwood. In the early-morning light, we
rocky, very steep hillsides that
eem to lead to more hills, and there on the top was a wide plateau,
f the great Spokane and Columbia rivers, Grainland and grassland,
after mile. There were straight roads here, and little farming towns
rain elevators. In fact, there Wwas a sign announcing that this county
Te going through, Douglas County, had the second-highest wheat
of any county in the United States, The towns had planted shade
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trees. At least, I thought they had beex_l plan;ec_i, because thie.r?\.:v__. )
bi es in the countryside. L wch

S-ui:lllbzgi;r\iras marvellously welcome to me.. ?,\,N'hy doI }oxfe 1tso m

ai rew. “Is it because it ish’t scenery?”.o e T

sa]glfc?r?;?r:;?you ;f home,” said Andrew. ' A..bout. of severenostaigm

But he said this kindly.

: gher ground and avoid drowning, Now: they -
might push cach: other off, suffocate: each other; get cold and die. We
ouldn’t wait for the water to go down, We went out in an old rowboat we’
ad. I rowed and my father pulled the heavy, wet turkeys into the boat and- a
e took them to the barn, It wag still raining a little, The job was difficulr
e absurd-and very un'éomfo_i'tabie_. We were laughing. I was happy tobe -
AR v different plac orking with my father. I felt close to all hard; repetitive, appalling work, .
- When we said “home” and meant Onﬁanf;t‘wef:l:hi:;lg_ a8 a'ivid;:iw which the body is finally worn out, the mind sunk (though sometimes a
iri mind; My home was 2 tgrkey farm; w eiherjir'la d lived in; had papere e spirit ¢an stay: marvellously light), and I was homesick in advance for
" and though it was the same }}ouse m'):ln:i‘?e effects now of neglect an fe_ and this place. I thoug‘ht that if Andr';w could se¢ mie there in the
- painted, cleaned; furnished, it Shgwein it that my mother could not hs red-handed, muddy, trying. to hold on to' turkey legs and row the
. some wild sociability: A 11f¢.;.wen_t on rties for the turkey crew, the gutt at at the same tqne,'; he would opIy want to get me out of there and -
 predicted or condoned. '1.‘}1_61'6- were pa of the young men would be | ake me forget about it. This raw life angered him, My attachment to jt
-and pluckers, agd s.omlem_?;s- odt;:i:l; ‘t\vrvnofrimds ind having theit v red him. | thpught? .that I shou_l_C_I ) 3 .
ing there tempforarlhf’ Tt 11 {ghought was better for my father _thap beig | One a_f;t_he‘tur,k g4 crew._. S i
promptu parties. Thl&}_lfe, : had,cert'ainIY. no right to disapprov : s ndI didn’t want to stay there.. I'might feel ba
Jonely, and I did_not dl_SaPPm"_'?’_ turally enough, because he was io I_d_fegf worse }f soxln_eb_o_dy _mgdf_: me stay. -
‘drew did not like to go there, na ‘}111' Lble with the tarkey crew, te :_d;ew§ mo_t]ger__hvec_i in Tomnto,‘.m"an-‘ ap at bu oking
sort who could sit arouﬁd the kﬁc 1en 2id contemptuous of him; an on Muir Park. When: Andrew and his sister were both at home, his -
jokes. They were intimidated by. hﬂ:’h? were around, had to be on th ther slept in the living_rqom.. Her husband, a doctor, ha’d died when
seemed to me that my fath_e"i_‘_"'hen ?’ d trouble. I could manage t hildren were still too young to go to-school. She took a secretarial
side. And it wasn’t only Andrew who é IR and soIc‘!_ her house at Depression prices, moved to this apartment, _
jokes, but it was ani effort. - 1 I - be fare we had the tiirke ged to raise her children, with seme help__ from relatives—-her sister-
I wished for the days when I was littie, factory. A turkey farm is ¢, her brother-in-law Roger. Andrew and his sister went to private
* had cows, and sold -th?d?'ﬂk' ;':r::'ebih:e:iie:p far:m,. You canse  that 00ls and to camp in the summer, ;s T s
ing like as P;;ttz ::r:igh:Zath' to, becoming frozen: cafrcagses ?ﬁl‘i :
: tu::: Y';lj:; don’t have the pretense of a life of their own, a brows
© meat. - :

d about leaving, but [

artment buﬂdi:ié lddl&ng-' :

Air Fund?” T said ence, scorn- -

he p rchard. Tutkey barnis ar eent sheltered and fussy. His mother came home with a headache
that cattle have; or Pigs in the I:Iig}gg:i :1::‘;:; ;I‘ru:v;Ym stabié_ . Ew wp'r}(ing all day in the noise, the harsh light of a department:store

' ﬁde]?t l;uﬂding:;: :I%:ieri;r and ‘more offerisive than the usual smé but it did not occur to me

‘smell of guano s

that hers was a hard or admirable life,
think she herself believed' that she was ad'mirable_——-only-; un-.
She worried about her work in the office, her clothes; her cooking, . -
Idren. She worried most of all about what Roger. and Caroline

 stablé manure, No hints there of hay cml; and r:llll lfetnf;;st gtosg g
z;d the flowering hawthorn. The tur].cey? wer; m(ee ot Into ¢
field; which they picked clean. They didn't loo fike great bir
1&?321:::3:}111;%;#&&3 my mother died, and aft;:; _I W?:;E:,ﬁ;dame
o -y o A X . . ] Was ¢ )

Sy kitig to: join: Andrew: in Vangouvg ~1 was i
= ‘?3 I;:i)f ggys vjith my father. There was {Freaklshl};1 223\;}3 H;; ;

. ;n- tilylé early light; we Sa\'@‘ that the t‘ffkeY' ﬁlfllgd-:?:ke itk i

. - Ring sart of it were ﬂOOdEd—-'—'lt was like. ot

B E[?}:‘.’ lt}::lf psaw,v:re huddled on these islands: Turkeysh?}'e:_‘:?-izs 1a

s tfeler'w:t};}'d-say-,‘“You know a chicken? You %ct_xo_w- _(;(‘.‘_’ ?.’)-I;;u

' i:? Well, a chicken is an Einstein gompa;ed_w?th: a turk ey 1

line and Roger lived on the east side

ouse.' Roger was a tall man with a bal

Some operation an his throat had deprived him of his voice-~he:

a fough whisper. But everybody paid attention. At dinner once in
house—where all the dining-room furnituire ‘was EnOrmous; - -

wing, palatial—I asked him a question. I think it had to do with

er. Chambers; whose story was then appearing in the Saturday.
ost. The question was mild in tone, but he guessed its subversive [

of fhe pa.rk,'i'ﬁ. a handsorne: -
d, freckled hedd, a faty firm'
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: intent and took to callmg me Mrs. Gromyko, referrmg to what he alIe
. to be my “sympithies.” Perhaps he really craved an adversary, and coy
not find one: At that dinner; I'saw Andrew’s hand tremble as he lit h

- mmiother’s cigarette. His Uncle Roger had paid for Andrew’s educanon any

'was on the board of directors of several companies. - :
© “Heisjustan opnnonated old man; A.ndrew sazd to me Iater “Wh
the point of arguing with him?” ' e
* Before we left Vancouver; Andrew’s mother had wntten, Rager se¢
g qwte ititrigued by the idea of your buying a small carl Her exclamatis
mark showed apprehension. At that time, particularly in” Ontario, th
- ‘choice of a small Europedn car over a largé American car could be see
. some sort of declaratlon-—a declarauon of tendencxes Roger had beg
smfﬁng after all along. - RS S :
- *“Itisn’t that small a car,’ sard Andrew hufﬁiy
' “That s not t.he pomt’,” I sand' “The pomt ls, 1t isn't any of hls bus T

W spENT the second mght in M1ssoula We had been told in Spo ;
at a gas station;, that there wis a lot of repair work going on along Hi
way 2, and that we were in for & very hot, dusty drive, with long w; ts,
we tutned onto the interstate and drove through Coeur d’Alene an,
logg info Montana. After Missoula; we tiifned south toward Biitte, bu
toured to see Helena, the stite capital. In the car, we played Who Am

- Cynthia was somebody dead, and an’ American, and a girl: Possi
Tady. She was not in‘a story. She had not been seen on telévisio
- had not read about her in a book, She'was not anybody who had

the kindergarten, or a relative of any of Cynthia’s friends.

-“Is shie human?” said Andrew; with 4 sudden shrewdness‘

. “Nol That's what you forgot to ask"’ ' :

o “Aranimal,” T said reflectively.
i+ “Is that a quiestion? Sixteen questlons SRR
" “No, it is not a questiont. 'm thinking. Adead amma

““Iy's the deer,” said Meg, who hadn’t been playing. -

- “That’s riot fair!” said Cynthia: “She § ot piaymg'”

- “What deer?” said Andrew. i
.1 said, “Yesterday.” e FRS i _
““The day before,™ sald Cynthla “Meg wasn t playmg Nobod g0
" *The deer ofi the truck;” said Andrew. "

C “Itwas a lady deer, because it dldn t have antIers, and 1t was al
can and it was dead,” Cynthia said; o

~Andrew said, “I think it’s kmd of morbld bemg a dead deer

~“Tgotit,” said Meg. .~

Cynthla said, ‘I thmk I know what morbld is. It’s depress g

l”
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table a hundred miles away, the jokes of my father’s crew, The pleasures | I

d been thinking of—looking at th _
d-fashioned - drugstore vftﬁ fanes cao untryside or drinking a Coke in -

_uld have to be snatched j in between, .+ - :
”Meg s a§1‘3€P-_ Cynthia sazd "She s 50 hot She makes me hot in the' &

nd a high pressed—tm cellmg-—-

“ Hope she isn’t fevefﬁh b |
said niot turmn ar
What are we doing this for, ; Olmd

ntless seekers of approbation: It w:
- It was as if at some
red: an unforgettable, indigestible message—-that we 5::: ;'a;vgnl: e
. most commonplace success in Jife w
s:;n.r:ldr :;vliogertﬁealt out such messages, of course—-that wa: ;Ersc;l;feb—lz
_ mother, my own mother and fathe ]
Al they ey 08 P mot T couldn’t have meant to
s “Watch out, Get ali
Lwas in hlgh school; teased me o i e
that I was getting to think
I ' would never find a boyfriend, He : fo it
would have forgotten th
I never forgot it Andrew and 1 didn t forget th;igs We :;01;

h'there wasa beach » said Cyntlna.

het: prubably is one ” And . R
Y rew said. “Right around th
ere isn’t any curve she said, soundmg msulted enext curve”
$. What I mean

ust wave my magic wand and- produce some,” I saed ¢
ould you rather have grape Jmce? WI.H 1 do

was silent, imd soon I felt repenta.nt “Maybe in the next towr th 5
: pool,” I said. I looked at’ ‘the map. “In Miles Cj el’e'_
:somethmgcoolto drmk T :ty._Any_way,

far is it?” Andrew said; - e

far 'Isaxd “Thlrty mdes. about »

I thought; and the answer . came--—to show L

"Andrew and I, what '

msat- -
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ity,” sai ia, i fan incantation, “there is “Well, I can eat my lunch out there, if it’s just the two of them.” She

oo Wﬂt(:;l:;ﬁ;?ﬁ::::e::d a park with lovely trees.” looked toward the car as if she thought I might try to spring some more
beautiful blue swimming po ) R s i |

e e o e b When I found Cynthia’s bathing suit, she took it into the changing

G toom. She would not permit anybody, even Meg, to see her naked, I
of Contis ferany. P T:h'ere o ﬁﬁk"gz lea"es—cgh ottonwoods and changed Meg, who stood on the front sea
i iiesirel Prml;i;’ee‘:im fence around the pool. Within thi ton bathing suit with straps that crossed
poplars—worn grass, and I:ted of cement blocks. There were no shouts or :racr‘?ss tl?e bmf ,Om. o o, | -
sl e o e 4 that said the pool was closed every | “She is hot,” I said. “But I don’t think she’s feverish,
e e'ntl'aﬂc'-’; coni then twenty-five after twelve. Iloved helping Meg to dress or undress, because her body still had the
et unucla:]we: o CIECEi:t:‘:’S body there?” T thought somebody solid unself-consciousness, the sweet indiffe

heless 1 ou .

Nf;?:r;lfnd, because there was a small truck parked near thn: :r}it;a:_:lu_
I(l)msthe side of the truck were these words: We have Brains, your

n

i have Roto-Rooter too.) vt : 9
Dri";}l(‘j:v;n: fut, wearing a red lifeguard’s shirt over her bathing sut
“Sorry, we’re closed.” grcs

4« : i drivin through, I sal '- i ; 8 :

"va: gz:ijgzery daygfrom twelve ungll two. It’s on the sign.” She was
e is i first water we’ve seen for so long,

i ign,” I said. “But this is the firs : or o

dltili:‘z;ll;l‘:iigsare awfully hot, and I wondered if they could just dipir
an 3 »n ‘
and out—ijust five minutes. We’d watch them. .

A boy came into sight behind her. He was wearing )

i Roto-Rooter on it. I » E
Mtlh:vhaz wzz:: to say that we were driving from British (lr?alllum:;1
Ontario Ig:ut I remembered that Canad.ian place ntahn'u:sm:l;:l try); &

othin ,to Americans. “We’re driving right across the c'ust hO,Pins
f“We hfven’t time to wait for the pool to open. We were j 2

i d get cooled off.” . . !
Chﬂcdre:lhi: u:a;: running up barefoot behind me. I;dhOﬂ;::ioﬁ
whe:’-:1 is my bathing suit?” Then she stopped, se{asutaiak :ne(i e
imbi f the car—jus » With
tiations. Meg was climbing out o . s
r:g;u;;]ed up and her shorts pullecll down, showing her pink stomach.
“Is it just those two?” mehg:t;;l salg.
“Just the two. We’ll watch them. ;
"{‘J;:san’t let any adults in. If it’s just the two, {‘ guess I cn:v\;l:tx:z c
I’m having my lunch.” She said to Cynthia, “Do you
the pool?” ‘
“Yes, please,” said Cynth:ia firmly.
ked at the ground. . L

{:?zftl: zhf:rt time, is)l;,cause the pool is really closed,” I said. “We

ciate this very much,” I said to the girl.
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beat us off, and this forthright
simply made her more appeal-
in the way of family love,

dows open. I could hear a radio
the girl or her boyfriend. I was

a concession stand, or perhaps a

rk. I was wearing shorts, and the

' independence, this ferocious bashfulness,
ing, more apt to be tormented and tickled
~ Andrew and I sat in the car with the win

tere are the children?

ned around and moved quickly, not quite running, to a part of the
ond which the cement wall was not completed. I could see some
Pool. I saw Cynthia, standing about waist-deep in the water, flutter-
r hands on the surface and discreetly watching something at the end
Pool, which I could not see. I thought by her pose, her discretion,
Ok on her face, that she must be watching some byplay between the
dand her boyfriend. I couldn’t see Meg. But I thought she must be

fing in the shallow water—both the shallow and deep ends of the pool
ut of my sight.

nthial” [ had to call twice before s
om. “Cynthial Where’s Meg?”

he knew where my voice was
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It always seems to me, when I recall this scene, that Cynthia turns very
gracefully toward me, then turns all around in the water—making me
think of a ballerina on pointe—and spreads her arms in a gesture of the
stage. “Dis-ap-peared!”

these movements may have been as I have described. She did say “Disap.
peared” after looking all around the pool, but the strangely artificial style

of speech and gesture, the lack of urgency, is more likely my invention, |
The fear I felt instantly when I couldn’t see Meg—even while I was telling

| myself she must be in the shallower water—must have made Cynthig's
' movements seem unbearably slow and inappropriate to me, and the tone

. quite exquisitely, monstrously self-possessed.
' I cried out for Andrew, and the lifeguard came into view. She way
pointing toward the deep end of the pool, saying, “What's that?”

There, just within my view, a cluster of pink ruffles appeared, a bou-
quet, beneath the surface of the water. Why would a lifeguard stop
i point, why would she ask what that wds, why didn’t she just dive into
i water and swim to it? She didn’t swim; she ran all the way around the
y of the pool. But by that time Andrew was over the fence. So many thi

seemed not quite plausible—Cynthia’s behavior, then the lifeguard
and now I had the impression that Andrew jumped with one bound o
this fence, which seemed about seven feet high. He must have climbed
very quickly, getting a grip on the wire.

1 could not jump or climb it, so I ran to the entrance, where there
sort of lattice gate, locked. It was not very high, and I did pull myselfe
it. I ran through the cement corridors, through the disinfectant pool
your feet, and came out on the edge of the pool.

The drama was over.

Andrew had got to Meg first, and had pulled her out of the wat

' - just had to reach over and grab her, because she was swimming
how, with her head underwater—she was moving toward the edge
pool. He was carrying her now, and the lifeguard was trotting alo
hind. Cynthia had climbed out of the water and was running to
them. The only person aloof from the situation was the boyfriend
had stayed on the bench at the shallow end, drinking a milks
smiled at me, and I thought that unfeeling of him, even though the
was past. He may have meant it kindly. I noticed that he had not
the radio off, just down.

Meg had not swallowed any water. She hadn’t even scared hers

Cynthia was naturally graceful, and she did take dancing lessons, s |

i {] [} H i i ‘ '
in which she could say “Disappeared” before the implications struck her §  1ouched d '
J (or was she covering; at once, some ever-ready guilt?) was heard by meas | . it S e

| éiuldren7 It must have been the sa
| —(gjippmg, surprised, into the treache
“It’s okay,” I said to the lifegu.
move pretty fast.” (Though that wa

D ——
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hair was plastered to her head and her
amazement.

“I'was getting the comb,” she said, T didn’t know it was deep.”

Andrew said, “She was swimmj wimm
: ’ ming! Sh immi
her bathing suit in the water and thegn I s:\:rv laui: smmnllnu?gb X et

“Sh i ia saj
e nearly drowned,” Cynthia sajd. “Didn’t she? Meg nearly drowned.”

“I don’t know how it could h
ave h . ;
moment she was there, and the next sh‘:p\fr:::::l"’ said the lifeguard. “One

75

€yes were wide open, golden with

She saw a comb that somebody

a to pick it up, qui i
depth of the water, She went over thepedge al;g) sli(i;.ute et

ing such a light splash that nobod e
ing heard—not the lif;
kissing her boyfriend, or Cynthj 4 o B
kis 5 ynthia, who was watching th
have been the moment under the trees when I thought ‘:\:Vn}.):;ga:r:l tl;as :
’ e
me moment. At that moment, Meg was
rously clear blue water.

HAD lunch at a takeout place,
€ not far from the highway. In
n hamburger, and had to scrape
ons, then wipe the meat with a p

advantage of the trash can th

eating hfunbu.rgers and fries at a picnic-
my excitement, I forgot to get Meg a
off the reli.sh and mustard with plasgtic
aper napkin, before she would eat it. |

" ere to clean out th
ed driving east, with the car wi e car. Then we re-
) win ' ;
asleep in the back seat, dows open in front. Cynthia and Meg

ndrew and 1 talked qui -
4 quietly about what had h
had the impulse just at that mo W appened. Suppose I

! ; d Meg so quickly? And think of ife-
[ not lwatchmg. {’md Cynthia, taken up with the kissing l(:k):‘l.le h'fe
g else. Not seeing Meg drop over the edge. ' 2

tshe swam. She held her breath and came up swimming
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That was all we speke about—luck. But I was compelled to picture the
opposite. At this moment, we could have been filling out forms. Meg re-
moved from us, Meg’s body being prepared for shipment. To Vancou-
ver—where we had never noticed such a thing as a graveyard—or to
Ontario? The scribbled drawings she had made this morning would sti]]

be in the back seat of the car. How could this be borne all at once, howdid

people bear it? The plump, sweet shoulders and hands and feet, the fine
brown hair, the rather satisfied, secretive expression—all exactly the same
as when she had been alive. The most ordinary tragedy. A child drowneg
in a swimming pool at noon on a sunny day. Things tidied up quickly,

The pool opens as usual at two o’clock. The lifeguard is a bit shaken up

and gets the afternoon off. She drives away with her boyfriend in the
Roto-Rooter truck. The body sealed away in some kind of shipping coffin,

Sedatives, phone calls, arrangements. Such 2 sudden vacancy, a blind

sinking and shifting. Waking up groggy from the pills, thinking for a mo-

ment it wasn’t true. Thinking if only we hadn’t stopped, if only we hadnt

taken this route, if only they hadn’t let us use the pool. Probably no OII
would ever have known about the comb.

There’s something trashy about %his kind of imagining, isn’t t
Something shameful. Laying your finger on the wire to get the safe sho
feeling a bit of what it’s like, then pulling back. [ believed that Andrew
more scrupulous than I about such things, and that at this moment he was
really trying to think about something else.

When I stood apart from my parents at Steve Gauley’s funeral 2
watched them, and had this new, unpleasant feeling about them, I thou
that I was understanding something about them for the first time. It
deadly serious thing. I was understanding that they were implicated. h
big, stiff, dressed-up bodies did not stand between me and sudden
or any kind of death. They gave consent. So it seemed. They gave co
to the death of children and to my death not by anything they s

thought but by the very fact that they had made children—they had
me. They had made me, and for that reason my death—however gr
they were, however they carried on—would seem to them anythin
impossible or unnatural. This was a fact, and even then I knew they
not to blame.

But I did blame them. I charged them with effrontery, hypocri
Steve Gauley’s behalf, and on behalf of all children, who knew
rights they should have sprung up free, to live a new, superior kind ofli
not to be caught in the snares of vanquished grownups, with their sexi
funerals.

Steve Gauley drowned, people said, because he was next thing toar
phan and was let run free. If he had been warned enough and given ¢l

| At Gienpive, not far fro
AT ; ) m th
'-ghp]_ce—exther to continue on the ;Nﬂﬂh o
'gq;u;ston,-taking Route 16, then some
‘back to Highway 2.

&r us not to spend too much time—that is
theless we decided to cut back to Highwa)‘rz,
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:roejg r:gghki;ﬁ:; i: ch'.eck. he wouldn’t have fallen from an untrus ‘
= nchin Hsprmg pond, a full gravel pit near the river—he wmlflrﬂl’y
P o . He was'neglected, he was free, so he dro ey ‘
. It as an accident, such as might happen to a :;:; dI'-IAI:ildxl:is
3 ; £ ,t
oo ; didn’t bow hi
.f,-’ﬁ;e;ne Iu(til l:i; v:asi :h;i \?;ly grownup that I let off the hof)kl..l ?I‘: ‘f-:l; ie
; e 1 didr g consent, ; ythin, v
he wasn’t implicated in anything, eithge—f:::dliiz e e e

Lord’s Prayer in their unnaturally weighted voic:esthe oLt aying die

dishonor. oozing religion and

ota border, we had
, a
terstate or head northeast, toward
| secondary roads that would get us
- Weagreed that the interstate would be faster, and that it was im
] portant
money—on the road. Never-

NG

Ijust like the idea of it better,” I said

,And}-ew“ said, “That’s because it’s what we planned to do in th
: in the

] see them on the way back.”
€W's saying “on the way back”

21 had belicved that we would Wwas a surprising pleasure to me, Of

i s be coming back, wi
,J_J ves and our family intact, having coveredgaﬂa;x;t“;itshtacrtz C}*:l' a'nd
H aVlng

somehow wi i
g o :lhf;l:l);e i;)yalnes and. problems, held ourselves up fo
f e air y:lvay. But it was a relief to hear him say it ;
. er,” said Andrew, “is how i :
e s;:ome kind of extra sense that mothers I'mvy:,’EI A
A ww:::t:fi to believe that, to bask in my extra sense. Partl
e IM—to warn everybody—never to count on i T
At 1 can't understand,” I said, “is how be fo
e 3 you got over the fence.”
‘We went on, with the two in th
: e back seat trusti
g ' rusting us, b
> and we ourselves trusting to be forgiven, in timg for e:::;ts:i;f
> 8

first to be seen and condemned by those child

ant, arbi s—all ol
» arbitrary, careless, callou our natural, and p:rl:iat:lver
. cular,




