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tl;:o?l?;:):?::j tmu:nrf:‘:o mgme and come to a stop and a;e_mtu;i ;:;
fhe truck in the yard in front of the. dark shape of th: hatl ;)\urnh};t i
house. What they feel is not terror or thanksgm‘xiag—tno dy;ﬂ.m_e b
feel is strangeness. They feel as strange, as flattene 3:1 anost e
unconnected with previous and future eyents as the gh o 'overhegd,
black fish. The shaggy branches of the pine trees are moving

and under those branches the moonlight comes clear on the hesitant grass

f their new lawn. _ i 3
. E‘h:rl: you guys dead?” Eva says, rousing them. “Aren’t we home
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I FOUND MY FATHER in the heart wing, on the eighth floor of Toronto
General Hospital. He was in a semi-private room. The other bed was
- empty. He said that his hospital insurance covered only a bed in the ward,
- and he was worried that he might be charged extra.
“I never asked for a semi-private,” he said.
I said the wards were probably full.
“No. I saw some empty beds when they were wheeling me by.”
“Then it was because you had to be hooked up to that thing,” I said.
“Don’t worry. If they’re going to charge you extra, they tell you about it.”
“That’s likely it,” he said. “They wouldn’t want those doohickeys set up
 inthe wards. I guess I'm covered for that kind of thing.”
I said I was sure he was.
He had wires taped to his chest. A small screen hung over his head. On
 the screen a bright jagged line was continually being written, The writ-

4
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 ing was accompanied by a nervous electronic beeping. The behavior of
his heart was on display. I tried to ignore it. It seemed to me that paying
such close attention—in fact, dramatizing what ought to be a most secret
activity—was asking for trouble. Anything exposed that way was apt to
flare up and go crazy.
- My father did not seem to mind. He said they had him on tranquilliz-
ers. You know, he said, the happy pills. He did seem calm and optimistic,
Ithad been a different story the night before. When I brought him into
hospital, to the emergency room, he had been pale and closemouthed.
He had opened the car door and stood up and said quietly, “Maybe you
clter get me one of those wheelchairs,” He used the voice he always used
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in a crisis. Once, our chimney caught on fire; it was on a Sunday afternoon
and I was in the dining room pinning together a dress [ was making. He
came in and said in that same matter-of-fact, warning voice, “Janet. Do
you know where there’s some baking powder?” He wanted it to throw on
the fire. Afterwards he said, “I guess it was your fault—sewing on Sunday.”

I had to wait for over an hour in the emergency waiting room. They
summoned a heart specialist who was in the hospital, a young man. He
called me out into the hall and explained to me that one of the valves
of my father’s heart had deteriorated so badly that there ought to be an
immediate operation.

I asked him what would happen otherwise.

“He’d have to stay in bed,” the doctor said.

“How long?”

“Maybe three months.”

“I meant, how long would he live?”

“That’s what I meant too,” the doctor said..

I went to see my father. He was sitting up in bed in a curtained-off cor-
ner. “It’s bad, isn’t it?” he said. “Did he tell you about the valve?”

“I’s not as bad as it could be,” I said. Then I repeated, even exagger-
ated, anything hopeful the doctor had said. “You’re not in any immediate
danger. Your physical condition is good, otherwise.”

“Otherwise,” said my father gloomily. :

I was tired from the drive—all the way up to Dalgleish, to get him, and
back to Toronto since noon—and worried about getting the rented car
back on time, and irritated by an article I had been reading in a maga-
zine in the waiting room. It was about another writer, a woman younger,
better-looking, probably more talented than I am. I had been in England
for two months and so I had not seen this article before, but it crossed my
mind while I was reading that my father would have. I could hear him say-
ing, Well, I didn’t see anything about you in Maclean’s. And if he had read
something about me he would say, Well, I didn’t think too much of that
write-up. His tone would be humorous and indulgent but would produce.
in me a familiar dreariness of spirit. The message I got from him was

simple: Fame must be striven for, then apologized for. Getting or not get-
ting it, you will be to blame. .

[ was not surprised by the doctor’s news. [ was prepared to hear some-
thing of the sort and was pleased with myself for taking it calmly, just
would be pleased with myself for dressing a wound or looking down fi
the frail balcony of a high building. I thought, Yes, it’s time; there has
be something, here it is. I did not feel any of the protest I would have
twenty, even ten, years before. When I saw from my father’s face tha

felt it—that refusal leapt up in him as readily as if he had been th
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or forty years younger—my heart hardened,
i and [ i i
badgering cheerfulness. “Otherwise is plenty,” I said.SPOke with a kind of

TH ;hnnxr day he was himself again.
at was how I would have put it. He said it a i
ut it. ppeared to him now that
‘t‘!:: t):i(t)!.::lgifieli:;r; tlf},e };ioct?;, Hmlght have been a bit too eager to operate
' - Y," he said. He was both mocking and showi -
hospital slang. He said that another doctor had eximined himngnof)flcti};:

man, and had given i is opini icati
f given it as his opinion that rest and medication might do

I didn’t ask what trick.
~ “He says I've got a defective valve, all right. There’ i
da‘mage.. TI;IEY v.vanted to know if I had rheumﬂlic fever fv;::?::::); i(:? ‘;
said I didn’t think so. But half the time then you weren'’t diagnosed h.
you had. My father was not one for getting the doctor.” 5 o

The thought of my father’s childhood, which I always pictured as bleak
and danger.ous—-the poor farm, the scared sisters, the harsh father—mad
me less resigned to his dying. I thought of him running away to work o X
the Ia_tke l?oats, running along the railway tracks, toward Goderich, in thn
evening light. .He used to tell about that trip. Somewhere along th,e tr: ;
he found a quince tree. Quince trees are rare in our part of the count .
fact, I have never seen one. Not even the one my father found thougrl};; llln
once took'us on an expedition to look for it. He thought h:: knew r.he
ﬂcrossro.ad it was near, but we could not find it. He had not been able to e :
_tye fru‘lt, of course, but he had been impressed by its existence. It :
hm';hthmk heeI:lad got into a new part of the world. =g
- The escaped child, the survivor, an old man i
beart. I didn’t_ pursue these thoughts. I didn’t ca::atip;:ih?ke l:f:]:s hl::;ak)'
%e_lves. Ev,:n his bare torso, thick and white—he had the body of a \\}r’orkifer
man of his generation, seldom exposed to the sun—was a danger to me'gi;
}oned so strong and young. The wrinkled neck, the age-freckled han’d
and arms, the narrow, courteous head, with its thin gray hair and mu:

tache, were more what I was used to.

Now, why would I want to get myself operated on?” said my father

;| 3 &« . .
ﬂ:fi;s?:ably. ‘Thmk of the r{sk at my age, and what for? A few years at the
outside. [ think the best thing for me to do is g0 home and take it easy

ve in gracefully. That’s all you can do, at my age. Your attitude changes

u know. You go through so
me mental changes, It see al.”
“What does?” I said. - gt i

“Well, death does. You can’t get more natural than that. No, what I

mean, specifically, is not having the operation.”

K
 “That seems more natural?”
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“Yes.” .
“It’s up to you,” I said, but I did approve. This was what I would have

father I stressed his in-
ted of him. Whenever I told people about my :
;g;zénce, his self-sufficiency, his forbearance. He worked in a fac;ory,
he worked in his garden, he read history books. He could f:lell you about
the Roman emperors or the Balkan wars. He never made a fuss.

, my younger daughter, had come to meet‘ me at 'Forcnto Airport

1:!: zl::s befife. Shge had brought the boy she was hvu.xg Mth:iv:::}?ii: llxa:;:
was Don. They were driving to Mexico in the morning, arl; s _in
in Toronto I was to stay in their apartment. For the. time being,
Vancouver. I sometimes say I have my headquarters in Vancouver.

“Where’s Nichola?” I said, thinking at once of an accident or &n c(::ver-
dose. Nichola is my older daughter. She. used to be a student at - -=.'Qr l::nlf
servatory, then she became a cocktail waitress, then slge was o;:l:; wwr m.l
she had been at the airport, I would probably have said so:::l; N g : Cg
I would have asked her what her plans were, ind sh_e WO ave \f; .
fully brushed back her hair and said, “‘l:lans? —as if that was a
ha“i‘lul:::i:; first thing you’d say would be about Nichola,” Judith said.

“It wasn’t. I said hello and I—"

“We’ll get your bag,” Don said neutrally.

“Is she all right?” . _ y
“ifr; :ure shge is,” said Judith, with a fabricated air of amusement. “You

wouldn’t look like that if I was the one who wasn’t here.”
“Of course I would.” _ ,
“you wouldn’t. Nichola is the baby of the family. You know, she’s four
years older than [ am.”

“I ought to know.” . .
]uccl,il.tll'gl said she did not know where Nichola was exactly. She said

Nichola had moved out of her apartment (that dux_np!) ang haﬁll a}c:::aslalyl
" telephoned (which is quite a deal, you mlg}}t say, Nichola f[ian oning y
she wanted to be incommunicado for a wh]_le but she was fine. G
“I told her you would worry,” said Judith more lgndlydon ! es he’Z g
their van. Don walked ahead carrying my suitcase. “But don't. .

ight, believe me.” . ol |
“glgonislpresence made me uncomfortable. I did not like him to h;:l
these things. I thought of the conversations they mc‘;lstlhavedha]d’d?tﬁnw&ﬁ
. i i Nichola and Ju re

dith. Or Don and Judith and Nichola, fo'r ]
gnietimes on good terms. Or Don and Judith and Nichola anbci ot
whose names I did not even know. They would have talked about mé.

Judith and Nichola comparing notes, relating anecdotes; analyzing, ré
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gretting, blaming, forgiving. I wished I’d had a boy and a girl. Or two
boys. They wouldn’t have done that. Boys couldn’t possibly know so
much about you.,

I did the same thing at that age. When I was the age Judith is now I
talked with my friends in the college cafeteria or, late at night, over coffee
in our cheap rooms. When I was the age Nichola is now I had Nichola
herself in a carry-cot or squirming in my lap, and I was drinking coffee
again all the rainy Vancouver afternoons with my one neighborhood
friend, Ruth Boudreau, who read a lot and was bewildered by her situa-
tion, as [ was. We talked about our parents, our childhoods, though for
some time we kept clear of our marriages. How thoroughly we dealt with
our fathers and mothers, deplored their marriages, their mistaken ambi-
tions or fear of ambition, how competently we filed them away, defined
them beyond any possibility of change. What presumption.

I looked at Don walking ahead. A tall ascetic-looking boy, with a St.
Francis cap of black hair, a precise fringe of beard. What right did he have
to hear about me, to know things I myself had probably forgotten? I de-
cided that his beard and hairstyle were affected. ‘

Once, when my children were little, my father said to me, “You know
those years you were growing up—well, that’s all just a kind of a blur to
me. [ can’t sort out one year from another.” I was offended. I remembered
each separate year with pain and clarity. I could have told how old I was
when I went to look at the evening dresses in the window of Benbow’s

Ladies” Wear. Every week through the winter a new dress, spotlit—the se-
quins and tulle, the rose and lilac, sapphire, daffodil—and me a cold wor-
shipper on the slushy sidewalk. I could have told how old I was when I
forged my mother’s signature on a bad report card, when I had measles,
when we papered the front room. But the years when Judith and Nichola
were little, when I lived with their father—yes, blur is the word for it. I re-
member hanging out diapers, bringing in and folding diapers; I can recall
the kitchen counters of two houses and where the clothesbasket sat. I re-
member the television programs—Popeye the Sailor, The Three Stooges,
Funorama. When Funorama came on it was time to turn on the lights and
cook supper. But I couldn’t tell the years apart. We lived outside Vancou-
¥er in a dormitory suburb: Dormir, Dormer, Dormouse—something like
that. I was sleepy all the time then; pregnancy made me sleepy, and the
night feedings, and the west coast rain falling. Dark dripping cedars, shiny
dripping laurel; wives yawning, napping, visiting, drinking coffee, and
folding diapers; husbands coming home at night from the city across the
Water, Every night I kissed my homecoming husband in his wet Burberry

hoped he might wake me up; I served up meat and potatoes and one
Of the four vegetables he permitted. He ate with a violent appetite, then
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fell asleep on the living-room sofa. We had becon{e a cartoon couple,
more middle-aged in our twenties than we w.ould be in mlddlebage;u 4
Those bumbling years are the years our c.hlldrel? will zzemen‘; er eir
lives. Corners of the yards I never visited will stay in their heads.
“Did Nichola not want to see me?” I said to ]udl‘th. ; e
“She doesn’t want to see anybody, half the time,” she sai 1 Judith
moved ahead and touched Don’s arm. I knew that touch.—an apo t;:gty, an
anxious reassurance. You touch a man that way to remind h1mﬂﬁna t};m
are grateful, that you realize he is do-ing' for your sake son;e o rgthat
bores him or slightly endangers his dignity. It made me ‘l;ee o tl-fi an
grandchildren would to see my daughter touch a man—a oy—bl stwavfj,1
 felt her sad jitters, could predict her supple attentions. My u;.l; ’tax];
stocky, blond and candid child. Why sl}ould I think she t;ro ; ;S lfe
susceptible, that she would always be str.alghtfqrward, heav]}(— oote l,d elf-
reliant? Just as I go around saying that Nichola is sly and so tary, l;:lut I, se-
ductive. Many people must know things that wquld contltadlct wha csiay,
In the morning Don and Judith left for Mexico. l de,c1ded I wante -to
see somebody who wasn't related to me, and who.dldn t expect ]:my'thmg
in particular from me. I called an old"over of mine, _but h::ﬂ;; br:me \tvasf
answered by a machine: “This is Tom Shepherd speaking. I e ou od
town for the month of September. Please record your message, name, an
ber.”
ph?l‘lnl)inr}: ‘I::)ice sounded so pleasant and familiar that I opened my xlnout?;
to ask him the meaning of this foolishness. Then I hung up. I felt as i
he had deliberately let me down, as if we had planned t(;]l meetthu: ;
public place and then he hadn’t shown up. Once, he had done that,

remembered. |
I got myself a glass of vermouth, though it was not yet noon, and [

oned my father. '
Ph“\l:\fe]l zf all things,” he said. “Fifteen more minutes and you would
have missed me.” t

“Were you going downtown?

“Downtown Toronto.” ' ' . ;

He explained that he was going to the hospltal.. His doctor in Dalgl.eash
wanted the doctors in Toronto to take a look at him, and had given hima
letter to show them in the emergency room.

“Emergency room?” I said. ; o)
“It’s not an emergency. He just seems to think this is the best way o

handle it. He knows the name of a fellow there. If he was to make me an
appointment, it might take weeks.” : g
pl"‘Does you’r doctor know you're driving to Toronto?” I said.
“Well, he didn’t say I couldn’t.”
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The upshot of this was that I rented a car, drove to Dalgleish, brought
my father back to Toronto, and had him in the emergency room by seven
o’clock that evening,

Before Judith left I said to her, “You're sure Nichola knows I'm stay-
ing here?”

“Well, I told her,” she said.

Sometimes the phone rang, but it was always a friend of Judith’s.

“WELL, 1T Looks like I'm going to have it,” my father said. This was on
the fourth day. He had done a complete turnaround overnight. “It looks
like I might as well.”

[ didn’t know what he wanted me to say. thought perhaps he looked
to me for a protest, an attempt to dissuade him.

“When will they do it?” I said,

“Day after tomorrow.”

I said I was going to the washroom. I went to the nurses’ station and
found a woman there who I thought was the head nurse. At any rate, she
was gray-haired, kind, and serious-looking,

“My father’s having an operation the day after tomorrow?” I said.

“Oh, yes.”

“I just wanted to talk to somebody about it. I thought there’d been
a sort of decision reached that he’d be better not to. I thought because of
his age.”

“Well, it’s his decision and the doctor’s.” She smiled at me without
condescension. “It’s hard to make these decisions.”

“How were his tests?”

“Well, I haven’t seen them all,”

[ was sure she had. After a moment she said, “We have to be realistic.
But the doctors here are very good.”

When I went back into the room my father said, in a surprised voice,
“Shore-less seas.”

“What?” I said. I wondered if he had found out how much, or how
little, time he could hope for. I wondered if the pills had brought on an
untrustworthy euphoria. Or if he had wanted to gamble. Once, when he
was talking to me about his life, he said, “The trouble was I was always
afraid to take chances.”

I'used to tell people that he never spoke regretfully about his life, but
that was not true. It was just that I didn’t listen to it. He said that he
should have gone into the Army as a tradesman—he would have been
better off. He said he should have gone on his own, as a carpenter, after
the war. He should have got out of Dalgleish. Once, he said, “A wasted life,
¢h?” But he was making fun of himself, saying that, because it was such a
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dramatic thing to say. When he quoted poetry too, he always had a scoff-
ing note in his voice, to excuse the showing-off and the pleasure.

“Shoreless seas,” he said again. “ ‘Behind him lay the gray Azores, / Be-
hind the Gates of Hercules; / Before him not the ghost of shores, / Before
him only shoreless seas.” That’s what was going through my head last
night. But do you think I could remember what kind of seas? I could not.
Lonely seas? Empty seas? I was on the right track but I couldn’t get it. But
there now when you came into the room and I wasn’t thinking about it at
all, the word popped into my head. That’s always the way, isn’t it? It’s not
all that surprising, I ask my mind a question. The answer’s there, but
can’t see all the connections my mind’s making to get it. Like a computer,
Nothing out of the way. You know, in my situation the thing is, if there’s
anything you can’t explain right away, there’s a great temptation to—well,
to make a mystery out of it. There’s a great temptation to believe in—
You know.” ]

“The soul?” I said, speaking lightly, feeling an appalling rush of love
and recognition.

“Oh, I guess you could call it that. You know, when I first came into
this room there was a pile of papers hert by the bed. Somebody had left
them here—one of those tabloid sort of things I never looked at. I started
reading them. I'll read anything handy. There was a series running in
them on personal experiences of people who had died, medically speak-
ing—heart arrest, mostly—and had been brought back to life. It was what
they remembered of the time when they were dead. Their experiences.”

“Pleasant or un-?” I said.

“Oh, pleasant. Oh, yes. They’d float up to the ceiling and look down on
themselves and see the doctors working on themn, on their bodies. Then
float on further and recognize some people they knew who had died be-
fore them. Not see them exactly but sort of sense them. Sometimes there
would be a humming and sometimes a sort of—what’s that light that
there is or color around a person?”

“Aura?”
“Yes. But without the person. That’s about all they’d get time for; then

they found themselves back in the body and feeling all the mortal pain
and so on—brought back to life.”
“Did it seem—convincing?”

“Oh, I don’t know. It’s all in whether you want to believe that kind of
thing or not. And if you are going to believe it, take it seriously, I figure

you've got to take everything else seriously that they print in those papers.”
“What else do they?”

«Rubbish—cancer cures, baldness cures, bellyaching about the younger.

generation and the welfare bums. Tripe about movie stars.”
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“Oh, yes. I know.”

“In my situation you have to keep a watch,” he said, “
playing tricks on yourself.” Then he ls:.aid, “There’s a ?el\?r] p:cu)'r:al;’gezai;:
we ought to get straight on,” and he told me about his will, the house the
cel:l];tery plot. Everything was simple. i

0 you want me to phone Peggy?” I said. i i i
n-m;;'ietf.:]l1 to an astronomefand liv:ssigxr Victoarli:. LR
e thought about it. “I guess vi i
“But tell them not to get alafrl::ed.:ve R e bl

“All right,”

“No, wait a minute. Sam is supposed to be going to
end of this week, and Peggy was planning to gg alogng u?it‘l:aogiffx:ﬂ;c;otxl:’i
want them wondering about changing their plans.” :

“Where is the conference?”

“Amste.rdam,” he said proudly. He did take pride in Sam, and kept
track of his books and articles. He would pick one up and sa); “Look zt
that, will you? And I can’t understand a word of it!” in a marveilin voice
thi‘tpmapaged nevertheless to have a trace of ridicule. ’

rofessor Sam,” he would say. “And the three litt] * This i
.what- he called his grandsons, who did resemble their fat;e?-a;::ra?m];::esl:
and in an almost endearing pushiness—an innocent energetic showing-
off. They went to a private school that favored old-fashioned disci lirfe
and started calculus in Grade 5. “And the dogs,” he might enumgrat
further3 “who have been to obedience school. And Peggy...” .
- Butif [ said, “Do you suppose she has been to obedience school too?”
he would play the game no further. I imagine that when he was with Sax.n
and Peggy he spoke of me in the same way—hinted at my flightiness just
s ‘he hinted at their stodginess, made mild jokes at my expense, did Jnot
:gfgmte conceal his amazement (or pretended not to conceal hu; amaze-
}ﬂ}ent) that people paid money for things I had written. He had to do
“Lihis s0 tha_lt he might never seem to brag, but he would put up the gates
E\i\vﬁ};em the joking got too rough. And of course I found later, in the house,

things of mine he had kept—a few magazines, clippi i
never bothered about. . PiFpRing, Suaer ]

Now his thoughts travelled fr ’ i i
1 avelled from Peggy’s family t L«
heard from Judith?” he said. g8y y to mine. “Have you

“Not yet.”

:“Vyelb it’s pretty soon. Were they going to sleep in the van?”

“Yes.

“I guess it’s safe enough, if they stop in the right places.”

L ];:ke: he would have to say something more and I knew it would come
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“I guess they put a board down the middle, like the pioneers?”
I smiled but did not answer. X
“1 take it you have no objections?

Y] ,” I i d. ] ’ :
"u":ll {:always believed that too. Keep out of your children’s business. |

tried not to say anything. I never said anyth.'u‘lg_ wl':en you left Richard.
“What do you mean, ‘said any’ching’f! Criticize?
“It wasn’t any of my business.”
“No.”

“But that doesn’t mean I was pleased.” . .
Iilrl:s suarprised——not just at what he said but at his feeling that he had

any right, even now, to say it. 1 had to look out the window and down at
the traffic to control myself.

“T just wanted you to know,” he addefl. ‘ vy .
A ;ong time ago, he said to me in his mild way, “It’s funny. Richard

i i father used to say. He'd say
;\fr}t‘;:tllell-:;:ﬁ? ;:1:1; :T;nmiii :: ;:ft}":;};::srll:z is, he'd be twice as smart as
i ;i?zlll'ﬁ:i.,"to remind him of this, but ?ound myself !ooking at the hi;f::s
heart.was writing. Ngt t:ia;ttshg':ts;e‘::esd t}t::: anything wrong, any
cnc:le“;;\l;:x:;:l‘: ‘Ia;vasplc?okir.lgi‘:gentfgir ;d:;z;ae%e:;’ph; :)al,d

:/{ftelsl'aulg;ae:g; i formally; T left, At least he hadn't asked me

about Nichola, I thought.

THE NEXT afternoon I didn’t go to the hospital, becaus-e my fathetr ::
having some more tests done, to prepare for the operation. I w;s ]c;l :
him in the evening instead. I found myself wanden{:g thrl(:;:gt:s;l iz n :,:é
i ation wi

Street dress shops, trying on clothes. A preoccupat Sl
ded on me like a raging headache. I looked

my own appearance had descen et i
he women in the street, at the clothes in the shops, |
;t):v:t:vransfomation might be made, what I v‘rv:)ulbd1 h:;:kt; bu;y 11’ ::clsi,
i i i had trouble g it.

nized this obsession for what it was but ’ e
iti ife-or-death news they’ve stood in frontof

. people tell me that waiting for life-or fiea!f ' ¢
sn Epen refrigerator eating anything in sight—cold boiled potatoes, chili

sauce, bowls of whipped cream. Or have been unable to stop d?omg;;;#j .
| i i action—
word puzzles. Attention narrows in on something—some distr -

e racks, pulled
was sweat-

i i t again, I thought
I thought I might faint. Out on the stree i
it oor Street, and decided to go to the museum

grabs on, becomes fanatically serious. I shuffled clothes on th :
them on in hot little changing rooms in front of cruel mirrors.

ing; once or twi
I must remove myself from Bl

1

|
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I remembered another time, in Vancouver. It was when Nichola was
going to kindergarten and Judith was a baby. Nichola had been to the doc-
tor about a cold, or maybe for a routine examination, and the blood test
revealed something about her white blood cells—either that there were
too many of them or that they were enlarged. The doctor ordered further
tests, and I took Nichola to the hospital for them. Nobody mentioned
leukemia but I knew, of course, what they were looking for. When I took
Nichola home I asked the baby-sitter who had been with Judith to stay for
the afternoon and I went shopping. I bought the most daring dress I ever
owned, a black silk sheath with some laced-up arrangement in front. [ re-
membered that bright spring afternoon, the spike-heeled shoes in the de-
partment store, the underwear printed with leopard spots.

I also remembered going home from St. Paul’s Hospital over the Lions
Gate Bridge on the crowded bus and holding Nichola on my knee. She
suddenly recalled her baby name for bridge and whispered to me, “Whee—
over the whee.” I did not avoid touching my child—Nichola was slender
and graceful even then, with a pretty back and fine dark hair—but realized
I'was touching her with a difference, though I did not think it could ever
be detected. There was a care—not a withdrawal exactly but a care—not
to feel anything much. I saw how the forms of love might be maintained
with a condemned person but with the love in fact measured and disci-
plined, because you have to survive. It could be done so discreetly that the
object of such care would not suspect, any more than she would suspect
the sentence of death itself. Nichola did not know, would not know. Toys
and kisses and jokes would come tumbling over her; she would never
know, though I worried that she would feel the wind between the cracks
of the manufactured holidays, the manufactured normal days. But all was
well. Nichola did not have leukemia. She grew up—was still alive, and pos-

sibly happy. Incommunicado.

I could not think of anything in the museum I really wanted to see, so [
walked past it to the planetarium. I had never been to a planetarium. The
show was due to start in ten minutes. I went inside, bought a ticket, got in

. line. There was a whole class of schoolchildren, maybe a couple of classes,

~ With teachers and volunteer mothers riding herd on them, I looked around
o see if there were any other unattached adults. Only one—a man with a
ted face and puffy eyes, who looked as if he might be here to keep himself

~ from going to a bar.

- Inside, we sat on wonderfully comfortable seats that were tilted back so
that you lay in a sort of hammock, attention directed to the bowl of the
eeiling, which soon turned dark blue, with a faint rim of light all around
the edge. There was some splendid, commanding music. The adults all
dround were shushing the children, trying to make them stop crackling

S
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their potato-chip bags. Then a man’s voice, an eloquent professional
voice, began to speak slowly, out of the walls. The voice reminded me a
little of the way radio announcers used to introduce a piece of classical
music or describe the progress of the Royal Family to Westminster Abbey
on one of their royal occasions. There was a faint echo-chamber effect.
The dark ceiling was filling with stars. They came out not all at once but
' one after another, the way the stars really do come out at night, though
more quickly. The Milky Way appeared, was moving closer; stars swam
i ‘ into brilliance and kept on going, disappearing beyond the edges of the
i sky-screen or behind my head. While the flow of light continued, the
o voice presented the stunning facts. A few light-years away, it announced,
M the sun appears as a bright star, and the planets are not visible. A few
b dozen light-years away, the sun is not visible, either, to the naked eye. And
: ‘ that distance—a few dozen light-years—is only about a thousandth part
B! of the distance from the sun to the center of our galaxy, one galaxy, which
| b itself contains abut two hundred billion suns. And is, in turn, one of mil-
r gy lions, perhaps billions, of galaxies. Innumerable repetitions, innumerable

il variations. All this rolled past my head too, like balls of lightning,

" 1‘ Now realism was abandoned, for faniliar artifice. A model of the solar
‘ ' system was spinning away in its elegant style. A bright bug took off from
| the earth, heading for Jupiter. I set my dodging and shrinking mind
‘ I sternly to recording facts. The mass of Jupiter two and a half times that of

& all the other planets put together. The Great Red Spot. The thirteen moons,
' i Past Jupiter, a glance at the eccentric orbit of Pluto, the icy rings of Saturn,
‘ w Back to Earth and moving in to hot and dazzling Venus. Atmospheric
| . pressure ninety times ours. Moonless Mercury rotating three times while
l { circling the sun twice; an odd arrangement, not as satisfying as what they
‘ Al used to tell us—that it rotated once as it circled the sun. No perpetual

e
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]t: oflt:g A“;e;whzft :as that supposed to be? A fit of the shivers when you
out the window? i !
ey ow? Once you know what it was, you wouldn’t be

Two men came with brooms to sweep up the debris the audience had

left behind. They told me that the next sho ;
ul :
In the meantime, I had to get out, w would start in forty minutes,

4 WENT to the show at the planetarium,” I said ¢ %
exciting—about the solar system.” I thought whato a]:i}Jrl;a :lg:d IILZV:S Ve;y-
'gxclt_;'mg. “It:i li]«‘:i a sl:ﬁgfxl_t!y phony temple,” I added. i

€ was already talking, “I remember when the i

“whﬂ:B they thought it had to be. Mercury, Venus, EaZtlf,(’I\u;?-sl:llli:o::ecRiltigt
Il?lter:’ Satu.rn, Nept—no, Uranus, Neptune, Pluto, Is that r’ight?” '
Yes,” I said. I was just as glad he hadn’t heard what I said al;out the
phony temple. I had meant that to be truthful, but it sounded slick and

~superior. “Tell me the moons of Jupiter.”

“Well, I don’t know the new ones. There’s a
isn’t there?” i

“Two. But they’re not new.”

“New to us,” said my father. “You've t

. s ; urned 1k
going under the knife.” P ity o

“ “‘Under the knife.’ What an expression.”

He was not in bed tonight, his last night. He had been detached from his
apparatus, and.was sitting in a chair by the window. He was bare-legged
wearing a hospital dressing gown, but he did not look self-conscious or ou;
of Elace. He looked thoughtful but good-humored, an affable host

You haven’t even named the old ones,” I said. :
“Give me time. Galileo named them. Io.”
“That’s a start.”

bunch of new ones,

HE darkness after all. Why did they give out such confident information, only

“The moons of Jupiter were the first heavenl ies di
. piter y bodies discovered with
the telescoﬁpe He said this gravely, as if he could see the sentence in an
::{ald book. “It wasn’t Galileo named them, either; it was some German. lo
‘Buropa, Ganymede, Callisto. There you are,” B
fiYes”
~ “lo and Europa, they were girlfri iter’s
3 ; girlfriends of Jupiter’s, weren’t they?
ﬂﬁal?ymfde was a boy. A shepherd? I don’t know who Callisto was.” 5
; gthénll: si!e was |: girlfriend too,” I said. “Jupiter’s wife—Jove’s wife—
€d her into a bear and stuck her up in the sky. G i
I | e p ky. Great Bear and Little
T}’)e loudspeaker said that it was time for visitors to go.
~ “Tll see you when you come out of the anesthetic,” I said,

“Yes.”

to announce later that it was quite wrong? Finally, the picture already
familiar from magazines: the red soil of Mars, the blooming pink sky.
When the show was over I sat in my seat while the children clambered
across me, making no comments on anything they had just seen or heard.
They were pestering their keepers for eatables and further entertain-
ments. An effort had been made to get their attention, to take it away
from canned pop and potato chips and fix it on various knowns and un-
knowns and horrible immensities, and it seemed to have failed. A good
thing too, I thought. Children have a natural immunity, most of them,
and it shouldn’t be tampered with, As for the adults who would deplor¢
it, the ones who promoted this show, weren’t they immune themselves
the extent that they could put in the echo-chamber effects, the music, ¢
churchlike solemnity, simulating the awe that they supposed they oug
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When I was at the door, he called to me, “Ganymede wasn’t any shep-
herd. He was Jove’s cupbearer.”

WHEN I left the planetarium that afternoon, I had walk.ed t_thlru-m1?'l'xri the
museum to the Chinese garden. I saw the stone camels again, the ‘;:1 e:-m,
the tomb. I sat on a bench looking toward Bloor Street. Throu?h € ever.
green bushes and the high grilled iron fence. I watched peog e gcmhg by
in the late-afternoon sunlight. The planetar.mm show had qnle ww; at [
wanted it to after all—calmed me down, drained me. I saw a gbu- fo re-
minded me of Nichola. She wore a trenchcoat and car_f'led a bag a; g;o.
ceries. She was shorter than Nichola—not really much hk? he:t —but
I thought that I might see Nichola. She would be walkmalg onsghsomg
street maybe not far from here—burdened, preoccupied, olrlle. € Was
one of the grown-up people in the world now, one of the shoppers go-
mg[::l ?r:ilifi- see her, I might just sit and watcl_l, I dec.ide.d. I felt.hk; one o?
those people who have floated up to the ceilmg,.en}oy'mgda :nef e;(t)h,‘g
relief, while it lasts. My father had chosen and N.u:hola ha t(}:l osen. ﬂ;@
day, probably soon, I would hear from her, but it came to o:l -safme : 5

I meant to get up and go over to the tomb, to look at the relie tcalrvul:%
the stone pictures, that go all the way around it. I alw-ay.s meallld ) :tm a;
them and I never do. Not this time, either. It was getting cold out, so

went inside to have coffee and something to eat before I went back to the

hospital.

The Progress of Love

~ ;

16oT A cALL at work, and it was my father. This was not long after I was
divorced and started in the real-estate office. Both of my boys were in
school. It was a hot enough day in September.

My father was so polite, even in the family. He took time to ask me how
1 was. Country manners, Even if somebody phones up to tell you your
house is burning down, they ask first how you are.
- “I'm fine,” I said. “How are you?”
- “Not so good, I guess,” said my father, in his old way—apologetic but
self-respecting. “I think your mother’s gone.”

- Lknew that gone meant dead. I knew that. But for a second or so [ saw

my mother in her black straw hat setting off down the lane. The word gone
ed full of nothing but a deep relief and even an excitement—the ex-
ent you feel when a door closes and your house sinks back to normal
nd you let yourself loose into all the free space around you. That was in
my father’s voice too—behind the apology, a queer sound like a gulped
th. But my mother hadn’t been a burden—she hadn’t been sick a
—and far from feeling relieved at her death, my father took it hard. He
T got used to living alone, he said. He went into the Netterfield
nty Home quite willingly.
e told me how he found my mother on the couch in the kitchen when
me in at noon. She had picked a few tomatoes, and was setting them
e windowsill to ripen; then she must have felt weak, and lain down.
» telling this, his voice went wobbly—meandering, as you would ex-
—in his amazement. I saw in my mind the couch, the old quilt that
ed it, right under the phone.




