I. Coraghessan Boyle

I DATED JANE AUSTEN

Her hands were cold. She held them out for me as 1 stepped into the parlor.
“Mr. Boyle,” announced the maid, and Jane was rising to greet me, her cold
white hands like an olfering. I took them, said my good evenings, and nod-
ded at cach of the pairs of eyes ranged round the room. There were broth-
ers, smallish and large of head, whose names | didn’t quite catch; there was
her father, the Reverend, and her sister, the spinster, They stared at me like
sharks on the verge of a [eeding frenzy. [ was wearing my pink boots, ‘Great
Disasters’ T-shirt and my Tiki medallion, My shoulders slumped under the
scrutiny. My wit evaporated,

“Have a seat, son,” said the Reverend, and I backed onto a settee between
two brothers, Jane retreated to an armchair on the far side of the room. Cas-
sandra, the spinster, plucked up her knitting. One of the brothers sighed. 1
could sec it coming, with the certainty and illogic of an aboriginal courtship
rite: a round of polite chit-chat.

The Reverend cleared his throat. “So what do you think of Mrs. Rad-
cliffe’s new book?”

I balanced a glass of sherry on my knee. The Reverend, Cassandra and the
brothers revolved tiny spoons around the rims of teacups. Jane nibbled at a
croissant and focused her huge unb]inking eyes on the side of my lace. One
of the brothers had just made a devastating witticism at the expense of the
Lyrical Ballads and was still tittering over it. Somewhere cats were purring and
clocks ticking, I glanced at my watch: only seventeen minutes since I'd stepped
in the door.

[stood. “Well Reverend,”| said, “I think it's time Jane and [ hit the road.”

He looked up at the doomed Hindenburg blazing across my chest and
smacked his lips. “But you've only just arrived.”
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There really wasn't much room for Cassandra in the Alfa Romeo, but
the Reverend and his troop ol sons insisted that she come along. She hefted
her skirts, wedged herself into the rear compartment and flared her parasol,
while Jane pulled a white cap down over her curls and attempted a joke about
Phactons and the winds ol Aeolus. The Reverend stood at the curb and
watched my lingers as [ helped Jane [asten her scatbelt, and then we were off

with a crunch of gravel and a billow of exhaust.

The film was Italian, in black and white, full of social acuity and steamy sex.
[ sat between the two sisters with a bucket of buttered popcorn. Jane’s lips
were parted and her eyes glowed. [ olfered her some popeorn. I do not think
that [ care for any just now, thank you,” she said. Cassandra sat stiff and erect,
tireless and silent, like a mileage marker beside a country lane. She was not
interested in popeorn cither.

The story concerned the seduction of a long-legged village girl by a mus-
tachioed adventurer who afterward refuses to marry her on the grounds that
she is impure. The girl, swollen with child, bursts in upon the nuptials of{lcl'
seducer and the Llaughtcr ol a wtalth)’ merchant, and demands her due. She
is turned out into the street. But late that night, as the newlyweds thrash about
in the bridal bed—

It was at this point that Jane took hold of my arm and whispered that
she wanted to leave. What could I do? I fumbled for her wrap, people hissed
atus, great nude thighs slashed across the screen, and we headed for the gh)\v—
ing EXIT sign.

I proposed a club. “Oh do let’s walk!” Jane said. “The air is so frightfully de-

licious alter that close, odious theatre—don’t you think?” Pigeons flapped and
cooed. A lmnhancllcr lcaned against the fender of a car and drooled into the

outter. I took Jane’s arm. Cassandra took mine.

At The Mooncalf we had our wrists stamped with luminescent ink and then
[ound a table near the dance floor. The waitress’ fingernails were green dag-
gers. She wore a butch haircut and three-inch heels. Jane wanted punch, Cas-
;andra tea. | ordered three margaritas.

The band was recreating the fall of the Third Reich amid clouds of
green smoke and flashing lights. We gazed out at the dancers in their jump-
;uits and platform shoes as they bumped bums, heads and genitals in time to
the music. I thought of Catherine Morland at Bath and decided to ask Jane
for a dance. I leaned across the table. “Want to dance?” | shouted.

“Beg your pardon?” Jane said, leaning over her margarita,

“Dance,” 1 shouted, miming the action of holding her in my arms.

: s »
“No, I'm very sorry,” she said. “I'm afraid not.
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Cassandra tapped my arm. “I'd love to,” she giggled.

Jane removed her cap and fingered out her curls as Cassandra and | got
up from the table. She grinned and waved as we receded into the crowd. Over
the heads of the dancers I watched her snil'[‘suspicinusl_y at her drink and then
sit back to ogle the crowd with her black satiric eyes.

Then I turned to Cassandra. She curtsied, grabbed me in a lox trot sort
of way and l)egnn to promenade round the floor. For so small a woman (her
nose kept poking at the moribund Titanic listing across my lower ribcage), 1
was amazed at her energy. We pranced through the hustlers and bum pers like
kiddies round a Maypole, T was even beginning to enjoy myself when | glanced
over at our table and saw that a man in fierce black sideburns and mustache
had joined Jane. He was dressed in a ruffled shirt, antique tie and coattails
that hung to the floor as he sat. At that moment a lellow terpsichorean flung
his partner into the air, caught her by wrist and ankle and twirled her like a
toreador’s cape. When [ looked up again Jane was sitting alone, her eves fixed
on mine through the welter of heads.

The band concluded with a crunching metallic shriek and Cassandra and
I'made our way back to the table. “Who was that?" [ asked Jane.

“Who was whom?’

“That mustachioed murderer’s apprentice you were sitting with.”

“Oh,” she said. “Him.”

[ realized that Cassandra was still n'lul’ti]ing my hand.

“Just an acquaintance.”

As we pulled into the drive at Steventon, I abserved a horse tethered to one
ol the palings. The horse lifted its tail, then dropped it. Jane scemed suddenly
animated, She made a clucking sound and called to the horse by name. The
horse flicked its cars. T asked her if she liked horses. “Hm?” she said, already
looking off toward the silhouettes that played across the parlor curtains, “Oh
yes, yes. Very much so,”she said, and then she relcased the seatbelt, [Tung back
the door and tripped up the stairs into the house. 1 killed the engine and
stepped out into the dark drive. Crickets sawed their legs together in the
bushes. Cassandra held out her hand,

Cassandra led me into the parlor where 1 was startled to sec the mustachioed
ne’er-do-well from The Mooncalf: He held a teacup in his hand. His boots shone
as il they'd been razor-stropped. He was talking with Jane.

“Well, well,” said the Reverend, stepping out of the shadows, “Enjoy
yourselves?”

“Oh, immensely, father,” said Cassandra.
Jane was grinning at me again. “Mr. Boyle,” she said. “Have you met Mr.
Crawtord?” The brothers, with their fine bones and disproportionate heads,
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gathered round. Crawford’s sideburns reached nearly to the line ol his jaw.
His mustache was smooth and black. [ held out my hand. He shifted the
teacup and gave me a firm handshake. “Delighted,” he said.

We found seats (Crawlord shoved in next to Jane on the love scat;

wound up on the settee between Cassandra and a brother in naval uniform),
and the maid served tea and cakes. Something was wrong—of that I was sure.
The brothers were not their usual witty selves, the Reverend floundered in
the midst of a eritique of Coleridge’s cult of artifice, Cassandra dropped a
stitch. In the corner, Crawford was holding a whispered colloquy with Jane.
Her cheeks, which tended toward the flaccid, were now positively bloated,
andl flushed with color. It was then that it came to me. “Crawlord,” I said, get-
~ting to my feet. "Henry Crawford?”
., He sprang up like a gunfighter summoned to the O Corral. “That’s
right,” he leered. His eyes were deep and cold as crevasses, He looked pretty
[ormidable—until I realized that he couldn’t have been more than five-three
or -four, give or take an inch for his heels.

Suddenly I had hold of his elbow. The Tiki medallion trembled at my
throat. “I'd like a word with you outside,” 1 said. “In the garden.”

The brothers were on their feet. The Reverend spilled his tea. Craw-
[ord jerked his arm out of my grasp and stalked through the door that gave
onto the g.u'(lvn, Nighlsmnuls gmlud in my cars, the brothers murmured at
my back, and Jane, as | pulled the door closed, gl‘innml atme as if I'd just told

the joke of the century.

Crawford was waiting [or me in the ragged shadows of the trees, turned to
face me like a bayed animal. T felt a surge of power. | wanted to call him a son
of a bitch, but, in keeping with the times, 1 settled for cad. *You cad,” [ said,
shoving him back a step, “how dare you c(ﬁc@lﬂfﬂng around her after what
you did to Maria Bertram in Mansfield Park? It's people like you—corrupt, ar-
bitrary, egocentric—that foment all the lust and hearthreak of the world and
challenge the very possibility of happy endings.”

“Hah!” he said, Then he stepped forward and the moon lell across his
face. His eyes were like the birth of evil. In his hand, a riding glove. He
slapped my face with it. “Tomorrow morning, at dawn,” he hissed. “Beneath
the bridge.”

“Olkay, wiseguy,” I said, “okay,” but 1 could feel the Titanic sinking into
my belt,

A moment later the night was filled with the clatter of hools.

[ was greeted by silence in the parlor, They stared at me, sated, as 1 stepped

through the door. Except for Cassandra, who mooned at me from behind her
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knitting, and Jane, who was bent over a notcbook, scribbling away like a court
recorder. The Reverend cleared his throat and Jane l(')t)'(ctfll]). Siw scratched
oft another line or two and then rose to show me out. She led me through
the parlor and down the hall to the [ront entrance. We paused at the cluor.L

“I've had a memorable evening,” she said, and then glanced back to
where Cassandra had appeared at the parlor door. “Da come again.” And then
she held out her hands,

Her hands were cold.,




William Carlos Williams

THE USE OF FOQRCE

| They were new patients to me, all I had was the name, Olson. Please come

down as soon as you can, my daughter is very sick, When T arrived I was met

- by the mother, a big startled looking woman, very clean and apologetic who

merely said, Is this the doctor? and let me in. In the back, she added. You must
er.us; us, doctor, we have her in the kitchen where it is warm. It is very damp
here sometimes.

The child was fully dressed and sitting on her father’s lap near the
kitchen table. He tried to get up, but I motioned for him not to bother, took
off my overcoat and started to look things over. 1 could see that thcy were all
very ;]Cl‘\'OLlS, eycing me up and down distrust{ully. As often, in such cases,
they weren’t telling me more than they had to, it was up to me to tell them;
that’s why they were spending three dollars on me,

The child was fairly cating me up with her cold, steady eyes, and no ex-
pression to her face whatever. She did not move and seemed, inwardly, quict;
an unusually attractive little thing, and as strong as a heifer in appearance. But
R - {lushed, she was breathing rapidly, and I realized that she had a
high fever. She had magnificent blonde hair, in profusion. One of those pic-
ture children often reproduced in advertising leatlets and the photogravure
sections of the Sunday papers.

She’s had a fever [or three days, began the father and we don’t know what
it comes [rom. My wile has given her things, you know, like people do, but
it don’t do no good. And there’s been a lot of sickness around. So we tho't
you'd better look her over and tell us what is the matter.

) As doctors often do I took a trial shot at it as a point of departure. Has
she had a sore throat?

Both parents answered me together, No . . . No, she says her throat don'’t
hurt her.
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Does your throat hurt you? added the mother to the child. But the lit-
tle girl’s expression didn’t change nor did she move her eyes from my face.

Have you looked?

I tried to, said the mother, but I couldn’t see.

As it happens we had been having a number of cases of diphtheria in the
school to which this child went during that month and we were all, quite ap-
parently, thinking of that, though no one had as vet spoken of the thing.

Well, I said, suppose we take a look at the throat first. [ smiled in iy
best professional manner and asking for the child’s first name I said, come on,
Mathilda, open your mouth and let’s take a look at your throat.

Nothing doing.

Aw, come on, | coaxed, just open your mouth wide and let me take a
look. Look, I said opening both hands wide, I haven’t anything in my hands.
Just open up and let me see.

Such a nice man, put in the mother, Look how kind he is to you. Come
on, do what he tells you to. He won’t hurt you.

At that I ground my teeth in disgust. If only they wouldn’t use the word
“hurt” I might be able to getsomewhere, But I did not allow myself to be hur-
ried or disturbed but speaking quictly and slowly I approached the child
again.

As I moved my chair alittle nearer suddenly with one catlike movement
both her hands clawed instinctively for my eyes and she almost reached them
too. In fact she knocked my glasses {lying and they [ell, though unbroken, scv-
eral feet away from me on the kitchen floor.

Both the mother and father almost turned themselves inside out in em-
barrassment and apology. You bad girl, said the mother, taking her and shak-

ing her by one arm. Look what you've done. The nice man . . .

For heaven’s sake, T broke in. Don’t call me a nice man to her. I'm here
to look at her throat on the chance that she might have diphtheria and possi-
bly dic of it, But that’s nothing to her. Look here, I said to the child, we're
going to look at your throat, You're old enough to understand what I'm say-
ing. Will you open it now by yourself or shall we have to open it for you?

Not a move. Even her expression hadn’t changed. Her breaths however
were coming faster and faster. Then the battle began. | had to do it. | had to

have a throat culture for her own protection. But first I told the parents that
it was entirely up to them. [ explained the danger but said that [ would not
insist on a throat examination so long as they would take the responsibility.

If you don’t do what the doctor says you'll have to go to the hospital,
the mother admonished her severely,

Oh yeah? [ had to smile to mysell, After all, [ had already fallen in love
with the savage brat, the parents were Contemptible to me. In the cnsuing
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strugele they grew more and more abject, crushed, exhausted while she
£ y ¢

surely rose to magnificent heights of insane fury of effort bred of her terror
ol me.

The father tried his best, and he was a big man but the fact that she was
his daughter, his shame at her behavior and his dread of hurting her made him
release her just at the critical times when Thad almost achieved success, till |
wanted to kill him, But his dread also that she might have diphtheria made
him tell me to go an, go on though he himsell'was almost fainting, while the
mother moved back and forth behind us raising and lowering her hands in an
agony ol apprehension.

Put her in front ol you on your lap, Tordered, and hold both her wrists.

But as soon as he did the child let out a scream. Don't, you're hurting
me. Let go of my hands. Let them go 1 tell you, Then she shricked terrify-
ingly, hvsterically. Stop it! Stop it! You're killing me!

Do vou think she can stand it, doctor! said the mother.,

You get out, said the husband to his wile. Do vou want her to die of

2
diphtheria?

Come on now, hold her, T said.

Then I grasped the child's head with my left hand and tried to get the
wooden tongue depressor between her teeth. She Ihllght, with clenched
teeth, (Iv\pcl'.m,‘i_\'! But now I also had grown lurious-—at a child. T tried to
hold myself down but I couldn’t. I know how to expose a throat for inspec-
tion. And Idid my best. When i‘inaHy Igot the wooden spatula behind the last
teeth and just the point of it into the mouth cavity, she opened up for an in-
stant but belore [ could see nnything she came down again and gripped the
wooden blade between her molars she reduced it to splinters before I could
gelit out again.

Aren't you ashamed, the mother yelled at her. Aren't you ashamed to
act like that in front of the doctor?

Get me a smooth-handled spoon of some sort, I told the mother, We're
coing through with this. The child’s mouth was already bleeding. Her tongue
was cut and she was sereaming in wild hysterical shrieks. Perhaps [ should have
desisted and come back in an hour or more. No doubt it would have been
hetter. But I have seen at least two children lying dead in bed of neglect in
such cases, and fecling that [ must get a c|iagnosis now or never | went at it
again. But the worst ol it was that | too had got beyond reason. 1 could have
torn the child apart in my own fury and enjoyed it. It was a pleasure to at-
tack her. My face was burning with it,

The damned little brat must be protected against her own idiocy, one
savs to one's scll’at such times. Others must be protected against her, 1t is a

social necessi

And all these things are true. Buta blind fury, a feeling of adult
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shame, bred of a longing for muscular release are the operatives. One goes
on to the end.

In the final unreasoning assault I overpowered the child’s neck and jaws,
I forced the heavy silver spoon back of her teeth and down her throat till she
gagged. And there it was—both tonsils covered with membrane. She had

fought valiantly to keep me from knowing her sccret. She had been hiding i ay
5 . . r’au‘-\v
that sore throat for three days at least and lying to her parents in order to es- She £
Hofal
cape just such an outcome as this. N ally

Now truly she was furious. She had been on the defensive before but e
now she attacked. Tried to get off her father’s lap and fly at me while tears of ‘m"q':"'w‘l'
defeat blinded her eyes.




This Is How I Remember It
Betsy Kemper

Watching Joey pop the red berries into his mouth like
Ju-Ju Bees and Mags only licking them at first, then

chewing, so both of their smiles look bloody and I laugh

though I don’t eat even one. . . then suddenly our moms

are all around us (although mine doesn’t panic till she
looks at the others, then screams along with them things
like God dammit did you ear these?
“No” sounds like “oh-oh-oh”) and then we're being

yanked toward the house, me for once not resisting as

and shakes me so my

89

my mother scoops me into her arms, and inside the moms
shove medicine, thick and purple, down our throats in
the bathroom; Joey in the toiler, Mags in the sink, me
staring at the hair in the tub drain as my mom pushes
my head down, and there is red vomit everywhere, splash-
ing on the mirror and powder-blue rugs, everywhere
except the tub where mine is coming out yellow, the
color of corn muffins from lunch, not a speck of red, 7
told you, I want to scream, and then it is over and I turn
to my mother for a touch or a stroke on the head like
the other moms (but she has moved to the doorway and
lights a cigarette, pushes hair out of her eyes) and there
is only her smeared lips saying, This will teach you anyway.
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Allen Woodmamn

ired of losing his wallet to pickpockets, my father, at

sevent.y, mal«.fs a phony one. He stuffs the phony
wallet with expired food coupons and losing Florida
Lottery tickets and a fortune cookie fortune that reads

Life is the same old story told over and over.”

In a full-length mirror, he tries the wallet in the back
pocket of his pants.. It hangs out fat with desire. “All
oyster,” he says to me, “no pearl.”

We drive to the mall where he says he lost the last

one. I am the wheelman, left behind in the car, while
my father cases a department store.

He is an old man trying to act feeble and childlike,
and he overdoes it like stage makeup on a community-
theater actor. He has even brought a walking stick for
special effect. Packages of stretch socks clumsily slip from
his fingers. He bends over farther than he has bent in
years to retrieve them, allowing the false billfold to rise
like a darl wish and be grappled by the passing shadow
of a hand.

Then the unexpected happens. The thief is chased by
an actentive salesclerk. Others join in. The thief subdued,
the clerk holds up the reclaimed item. “Your wallet, sir.
Your wallet.” As she begins opening it, searching for
identification, my father runs toward an exit. The worth-
less articles float to the floor.

Now my father is in the car, shouting for me to drive
away. There will be time enough for silence and rest.
We are both stupid with smiles and he is shouting, “Drive

fast, drive fast.”
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Aimee Bender

Loser

Once there was an orphan who had a knack for finding lost things. Both his
patents had been killed when he was eight years old—they were swimming
in the ocean when it turned wild wich waves, and each had tried to save the
other from drowning. The boy woke up from a nap, on the sand, alone. After
the cragedy, the community adopted and raised him, and a few years after the
deaths of his parents, he began to have a sense of objects even when they weren’t
visible. This ability continued growing in power through his teens and by his
twenties, he was able to actually sniff out lost sunglasses, keys, contact lenses
and sweaters. (

The neighbors discovered his talent accidentally—he was over at Jenny
Sugar’s house one evening, picking her up for a date, when Jenny’s mother
misplaced her hairbrush, and was walking around, complaining about this.
The young man’s nose twitched and he turned slightly roward the kitchen and
pointed to the drawer where the spoons and knives were kept. His date burst into
laughter. Now chat would be quite a silly place to put the brush, she said, among
all that silverware! and she opened the drawer to make her point, to wave with
a knife or brush her hair with a spoon, but when she did, boom, there was the
hairbrush, matted with gray cutls, sitting astride the fork pile.

Jenny’s mother kissed the young man on the cheek but Jenny herself looked
at him suspiciously all night long, ‘

You planned all that, didn’t you, she said, over dinfier. You were trying to
tmpress my mother. Well you didn’t impress me, she said.

He tried to explain himselfbut she would hear none of it and when he drove
his car up to her house, she fled before he could even finish saying he'd had a nice
time, which was a lie anyway. He went home to his tiny room and thought about
the word lonely and how it sounded and looked so lonely, with those two s in i,
each standing tall by icself.

As news spread around the neighborhood about the young man’s skills,
people reacted two ways: there were the deeply appreciative and the skeptics.
The appreciative ones called up the young man regularly. He'd stop by on his
way to school, find their keys, and they'd give him a homemade muffin. The
skeptics called him over too, and watched him like a hawk; he'd still ind their
lost items but they’d insist it was an elaborate scam and he was doing it all to
get actention. Maybe, declared one woman, waving her index finger in the air,
Maybe, she said, he steals the thing so we think it’s lost, moves the item, and
then comes over to save it! How do we know it was really lost in the first place?
What is going on?
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Writing the Short Story

The young man didn’t know himself. All he knew was the feeling of a tug,
light but insistent, like a child at his sleeve, and that tug would turn him in
the right direction and show him where to look. Each object had its own way
of inhabiting space, and therefore messaging its location. The young man could
sense, could smell, an object’s presence—he did nort need to see it to feel where it
put its gravicy down. As would be expected, items that turned out to be miles
away took much harder concentration than the ones that were two feet to the left.

When Mrs. Allen’s little boy didn’t come home one afternoon, that was the
most difficult of all. Leonard Allen was eight years old and usually arrived home
from school at 3:05. He had allergies and needed a pill before he went back out
to play, That day, by 3:45, a lone Mrs. Allen was a wreck. Her boy rarely got lost—
only once had that happened in the supermarket but he'd been found quite eas-
ily under the produce tables, crying; this walk home from school was a straight
line and Leonard was not a wandering kind.

Mrs. Allen was just a regular neighbor exceprt for one extraordinary facc—
chrough an inheritance, she was the owner of a gargancuan emerald she called
the Green Star. It sat, glass-cased, in her kicchen, where everyone could see it
because she insisted thart it be seen. Sometimes, as a party trick, she'd even cut
steak wich its beveled edge.

On this day, she removed the case off the Green Star and stuck her palms
on it. Where is my boy? she cried. The Green Star was cold and flat. She ran,
weeping, to her neighbor, who calmly walked her back home; together, they
gave the house a thorough search, and then the neighbor, a believer, recom-
mended calling the young man. Although Mrs. Allen was a skeprtic, she thoughe
anything was a worthwhile idea, and when the line picked up, she said, in a
rrembling voice:

You must find my boy.

The young man had been just about to go play basketball with his friends.
He'd located the basketball in the bathtub.

You lost him? said the young man.

Mrs. Allen began to explain and then her phone clicked.

One moment please, she said, and the young man held on,

When her voice recurned, it was shaking with rage.

He's been kidnapped! she said. And they want the Green Star!

The young man realized then it was Mrs. Allen he was talking to, and nod-
ded. Oh, he said, T see. Everyone in town was familiar with Mrs. Allen’s Green
Star. I'll be right over, he said.

The woman's voice was too run with tears to respond.

In his basketball shorts and shire, the young man jogged over to Mrs. Allen’s
house. He was amazed at how the Green Star was all exactly the same shade of
arcen. He had a desire to lick it.

By then, Mrs. Allen was in hysterics.
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They didn’t tell me what to do, she sobbed. Where do I bring my emerald?
How do I get my boy back?

The young man tried to feel the scent of the boy. He asked for a photograph
and stared at it—a brown-haired kid at his kindergarten graduation—burt the
young man had only found objects before, and lost abjects at chat. He'd never
found anything, or anybody, stolen. He wasn’t a policeman.

Mus. Allen called the police and one officer showed up at the door.

Oh it’s the finding guy, the officer said. The young man dipped his head
modestly. He turned to his right; to his left: norch; south. He got a glimmer of a
teeling toward the north and walked out the back door, tllrough the backyard.
Night approached and the sky seemed to grow and deepen in the darkness.

What’s his name again? he called back to Mrs. Allen.

Leonard, she said. [e heard the policeman pull out a pad and begin to ask
basic questions.

He couldn’t quite feel him. He felc the air and he felt the tug inside of the

Green Star, an object displaced from its original home in Asia. He felt cthe rug of’
the tree in the front yard which had been uprooted from Virginia to be replanted
here, and he felt the tug of his own watch which was from his uncle; in an
attempt to be fatherly, his uncle had insisted he take it but they both knew the
gesture was false.

Maybe the boy was too far away by now,

He heard the policeman ask: What is he wearing?

Mrs. Allen described a blue shirt, and the young man focused in on the
blue shirt; he turned off his distractions and the blue shirt, like a connecting
radio station, came calling from the northwest. The young man went walking
and walking and about fourteen houses down he felt the blue shirt shrieking
at him and he walked right into the backyard, through the back door, and sure
enough, there were four people watching TV including the tear-stained boy
with a runny nose eating a candy bar. The young man scooped up the boy while
the others watched, so surprised they did nothing, and one even muttered:;
Sorry, man.

For fourteen houses back, the young man held Leonard in his arms like a
bride. Leonard stopped crying and looked up at the stars and the young man
smelled Leonard’s hair, rich with the memory of peanut butter. He hoped Leon-
ard would ask him a question, any question, but Leonard was quiet. The young
man answered in his head: Son, he said, and the word rolled around, a marble on
a marble floor. Son, he wanted o say.

When he reached Mrs. Allen’s door, which was wide open, he walked in
with quiet Leonard and Mrs. Allen promptly burst into tears and che policeman
slunk out the door.

She thanked the young man a thousand times, even offered him the Green
Star, but he refused it. Leonard turned on the TV and curled up on the sofa. The
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young man walked over and asked him about the program he was watching but
Leonard stuck a thumb in his mouth and didn’t respond.

Feel better, he said softly. Tucking the basketball beneath his arm, the young
man walked home, shoulders low.

In his tiny room, he undressed and lay in bed. Had it been a naked child
with nothing on, no shoes, no necklace, no hairbow, no watch, he could not have
found it. He lay in bed that night wich the trees from other places rustling and
he could feel their confusion. No snow here. Nora lot of rain. Where am I? What
is wrong with this dirc?

Crossing his hands in front of himself, he held on to his shoulders. Con-
centrate hard, he thought, Where are you? Everything felt blank and quiet. He
couldn’t feel a tug, He squeezed his eyes shut and let the question bubble up:
Where did you go? Come find me. 'm over here. Come find me.

[fhe liscened hard enough, he thought he could hear the waves hitting. <




