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"I sketched every- morning in a notebook a
~small circular drawing, a mandala, which
seemed to.correspond to my inner situation at
the time....Only gradually did I discover
- what the’ mandala  really is: 'Formation,
Transformation, Eternal 'Mind's eternal
recreation!. (Faust, ‘II). And that is the

self, the wholeness of the personality, which. .

if all goes well is harmonious, but which
cannot tolerate self deceptions." '

T

.C. G. Jung, Mardala Symbolism
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ABSTRACT 7

’

f In ny novél, Mandala, Anna ari Julia»liye parallel
tllves. Julia, who wishes to imitate Anna, obtains

-knowledge of the older woman in the only manner she»

knows, by spyif§ on Anna.‘

~°  "The setting is an. 1ndustr1al town in Connecticut
that - s unprepare&gfor dlsaster. Tnat same industrial
settlng is also a departure from the stereotype of the
New England landscape. It 1is a departure for which
mcst"'readers are ‘unprepared.A When., a flopd” nearly
destroys the town,' a narrative seguence of events
changes the lives of ,the two women.. "

_The titlE’\Mandala; refers to *the center of town,
to the eye of the storm, and to' a woan S .awareness. As
a c1rcle the mandala symbol depends on perfect balance
and reflects the principle of contrasts w1th1n the
story. Julia learns that, while ‘she watches and
studies another woman, 1t is 1mposs1ble to live throug‘
another. Ultimately, _sge must- gather her own

experiences if she is to go on with her life.

vi
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That spring, when I uud to lit at the window

* watching the children valk hame !.ran school, was chc >
season I met Julie. ~She was just a little thing thcn, -
in. second grade, and always cl@n. Jt was raining.
that--ﬂaftcmoon,,whén I first noticed bher. She was
_sobbing and stumbling along in ber biglrubber boots,
so I called down from ‘the open window and invited ‘her

. up for tea. /It was the same year that a :p‘a_..rrow came
to nest in the layrel bush near the pa:hjalo}:g the

'sidc of tbQ house. -

S~

"I used my best China that day and poured apple

_ tea for us. We ate freshly baked m'urfim, and soon,
se was smiling again. That day sho made an j.nnoccnt<\
child's remark that went straight to ny hnrt. *Sincev

you live all by yourself with no children,® she said, )

,*I would like ‘to be your little girl." Ne laughed g
and talked until I sent her home with a basket of
muffins for her. brothers and sisters. After that,
I watched her from the window every day. Sh'c would
look up and I would wave to her and smile. ¥ ’ ‘
’ Through the windows o{ my house, I so: - anly
details: ‘the head of a go;mi , a few leaves, the
midsections of Yeree  trunks, thick branches of |
treé:, and darkness or tight; en, of coﬂru, /t/bo
is whatever passes by or looks into the hon’u. . That
summer I saw the sparrows hatch, md grow, and fly
away. They never rctumod to nest thoro a second time,

hut I didn't mind because I had met young Julia. LR

(.
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Flames licked at the, inside o he Franklin

3

stove. Rain gathered tr,  disturbed 'rry lets(/és it

" flowed close to the side of thé house.: It de;feﬁded i
4 ' N

‘yatery steps toward the ravine in ‘a Fath thwt 16d to

escape in the river., Water backed up it the eaves,

s

gushing in sudden splashes, before spilling over the
P . .

wall. After two weeks. of rain, the house had

surrendered to the constant echo of ralndrops that

"reached through the open window on draughts of moist

air.

Anna sat in the worn armchair beside the stove as

- fresh air, stirted by earth and water, drifted into the

rQom. Iﬁough it had gotten ‘dark early, ggé snormal
insect sounds qﬁ August were missing, the night birds
gone. For days now, they had been silent. Anna
knitted. She paused, then;*passed her hand across

forehead and nostrils as though to wipe away an

ihtrusive odor, knowing that if she/1ooked up suddenly

the dark window would come alive.

S Anna contihued to knit. Someti\ s there were

eyes that stared into the room, some mfs- into the

‘bedroom or kitchen window just over e flower b ;j

Tonight, they entered the 11v1ng-}oom as an oppressive

sigh that invaded her peace of mind. ' Eyes searched her

every, mov %_starinq, but empty, as they absorbed
another view of her life. The eyes reflected the light

of the- softly;llt lamp 1n watchful, glassy—e?ed hunger.

They were eyes that never closed, never slept.’ They
were unhappy.eyes that lived vicariously in the frames
of w1ndows as they took and took from her )personal
space  and offered nothlng in return. T ey were
soulless, empty, ready to steal, &What they sopnght, as
they watched her sit gqtietly knitting-thinking-praying,

R P
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"small, -ipdustrial "Cit
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she did not. [;;\\ To copy, to studfz to— collect
unguarded exprzgeloﬁs—-penbaps that was .their 1ntent
Of ©One thlng shle was certain, she was more disturbed
wheh they suddﬁﬁiy disappeared. d

It was &‘

/

summer of 1955. The setting was a
zh Cdnnecticut located in _the
Berkshire mduntains. '
would cause a great deal of destruction. ®

. Anna had lived in / wn, alone, for ten yearéi

She d1d not lock her doo ~at nlght she did not. draw

the bllnds She had had nough of ranoia. When tHe
'war was over she had left Poland. S had left and dld‘/

mot exgé%t that 1life would ever be the same. Her
couraget wés mgnlfes in a sense ‘of humour that
stu; bornly refused to be beaten down or overcome. She
considered what- a voyeulpmlght look like httached to a

palr of eyes The image she came up wfth was always

mascullne. The 1pfluence of the war, she decided. She,

had also talked herself into beLieufng that uhe voyeuri

was harmlesse;“hny he wished o waste his- time at-her
windows, she could nouﬁamaglne ,

She belleved that America wds a peaceful .pla
and she hac mad? a decision to trust. She was £
eight years old and unprotected. There were times twhen
she did not sense the ﬁtesenceg@f the eyes immediatiely.
If she was lost in her owh thoughts, she &
vulnerable. Although Anna was small and alarmingly

thin, she was_é strong woman. She used to say that the

| war had frightened the fat from her bones. This

evenihg, however, she felt the eyes watching her and
wanted to protect herself.

Sadness pervaded the room. It was ‘the effect o;
constant rain and those eyes, dulled by depression.
She had never considered’ reporting the eyes to the

police. Be.r.g exposed would do them no “good. That

fore the month was over a flood

Al

lal

o -



_would mefely be an bpﬁortunity for the town to taunt
.and hold captive what they did not understand. The .
war had' taught hexr- that lesson. She had decided long
ago to allow the eyes to watch. Anna considered
herself very much the ordinary citizen. In self-
deféﬁde} she'toid herself that even a voyeur wastod's
child.
might  be,

I never occurred to her that the bodiless eyes
unreal, ‘astigmatic éurvivél defénces, or
companidns in Jloneliness. They were real: She could
néver turn on|{ them. Tonight, however; ;he felt an
impulse: to reach out, to talk to them, and to name
them. 7She wénted to jump up and say, "Come in out of
the rain,“éqme closer to the light, share with me these
.shadowsl on the walls. Pleasé!" Anna stood up
cautiogsly so as not to startle the eyes. "YBu have

seen me naked:. I have nothing to hide. Come inside."



Julia --
, ‘It is the spring of 1985. My name is Julia Day.
‘It used to be Dayminski, but my father changed it when
I was a kid. Lots of things have changed since then.
I am forty-seven years old, a single parent, a family
physician; I live—th Chestnut Hill just outside of
Boston, but I grew up right here in this Connecticut
town. I guess what I'm dbing on this visit is trying
to put together pieces of a mosaic that is my life. I
am alép here to visit Anna's grave, to put flowers on
it, and to forgive her. Something has b;en missing in
my life &for more years tha; I can zememt . I have a
vacuum in my personality. It resembles <. iness which
is an anguish greater than loneliness. ﬁ

) The bus stops abruptly in front of the green.

The door swings open to let out the remaining
pasgéggers. There are no helpful‘directions from the
driver. There is no concern that_soméone,travelling
alone might be unfamiliar with the stop. I remember,
as I stumble on the bottom step and stand in the bus
depot, the ride into town and how life here used to be.

| It is the East Coast, close enough to the ocean
to ‘make a pleasant day trip there, but not close en%ygk
to benefit from the cleansing tides of change. It is™
New England, a newer version of an older world, but it
is a %péanant place. The city has declined in
population and is surrounded by toins and boroughs, all
proud of a heritage that has bee~ nearly forgotten. A
long steep hill descends from the city limits, through
its cracked and shabby edges, before it arrives at the
bus depot off the center gree:... The countryside is
heavy with underbrush, newly green znd overgrown. Tree
branches and undergro&th crowd the highways and back

roads, touching bus and car windows whenever there is a



slow down to let another vehicle pass. A few
passengers élight to stretzh their Yegs at road stops
and are bitten by swarms of mosquitoes. Others - :e”
themselves in crowded washrooms while reading . ar’

on the backs of stall doors.

As I turn from the bus window, I nearly mi. e

—welcowe sign as the bus crests the hill .and the-driver.

N

tests his brakes. The speed limit is reduced and
warniﬁg'signs flash from timid yellow reflectors. The
weak'warﬁing is ominous, and I clutch the top of ‘the
saat” in front of me. Going forward, picking up speed,
moving taster and faster, I have the feeling that we

are out of - control and careening wildly from side to

Liidelas the bus crashes into the heartvof the city.

Desbité my out-of-control .imagination, the bus
finally slows-fo a stop to let the first passengers off
near Ted's Package Store. I édjust my seat to an
upright_position as a grim sadness steals over me. The

" town is insignifiéant but for the fact that it was once
Qus%ling with .industry. It was found?d long after the
idealism of the Revolutionary War or the Civil War. It
is populated with second generation Poles, Irish, and
Italians. And I grew up heme. The winter is gone and
Orwellian prophesies of disaster 1left over from
ninéteen eighty-four have been forgoftén. Anyone who
was going anywhére has left. Those who stayad -nind
are mired in 1QQ ceiling saltbox houses. Their iloors
are decorated with linoleum and their-walls are papered
'with layer after 1layer of floral patterned wallpaper
until they are insulated from outside influences.
There is little gratitude for the steady dribble of
minimum-wage Jjobs zor the existence of fully-paid
mortgages. Soup kitchen lines have tripled.  New
England pride and the notion of thanksgiving have
disappeared, to be replaced by bingo halls filled with



the young, bread lines formed by homeowners, AM radio'.
stations filled with self-pitying countfy and western
tunes, and grandmoﬁhe}s_petitioning for divorce.

Look at it, 1look at it/ 'look at 1it: the bus
moves into second gear and the rhythm changes. The
wheels move quickly to the click of rusty hub caps. My
reverie moves in a useless repetition of old tapes as
the local package store blurs out of focus. We pass a
television station which is housed in a small concrete
block structure, surrounded'by an empty parking lot. A
?white dish sits beside the front door like.a large ear
listening to :the sounds from the town far below. The
bus moves slowly in front of the empty lot. A 'FOR
SALE' sign, faded and nearly obscured by scrubby weeds,
is left over from a short-lived real estate boom. A
rank smell invades the air-conditioned coach as the
city dump comes into view. It is off to my right,
across the aisle, and out the window beyoni a grove of
sycamore and hemlock trees, its smoldering piles of
refuse ill-concealed. -

Closer to the downtown area, the bus passes
crowded, paint-cracked, and peeling inner city homes.
The town is not self-sufficient any more. After the
flood and the destruction of the Brass Mill, the
Al&minum Mill, and the Anaconda Steel Mill, these
factories pulled up stakes and left town. Now, there
are strangers, newcomers who work in larger centers apd
commute. ' They 1live in elegant isolated condominium
suburbé surrounded by security fences and they rarely
come into town. The center green comes into view with
its newer bandstand and newer benches for the same old
men wﬂb gossip and keep an eye'out for each other.
They now sit back to back, facing the.four corners of

the square just as they did thirty years ago.
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Anna's Journal -

If I _am npot: grateful for what, I am given, then
X will recéive no more. There ban‘ been -mcments in
the puf that stand out like a still lifc, caught in
{llusion, yet stark and real bocnus_c those moments
are framed by memory. Those  images are indelible
1ights imprintod in By mind, ‘

Oncc I took Julia camping at the top of the hill
behind the house. She found Indian arrowheads, and
we made a campfire in the piddle of a great circle
of laurel Dushes. The blosscms 'bad closed for the
night, but their scent was still in the air. Lying
there in our sleeping Dbags, looking up at the sky,
we saw shooting :'tlr: appear like arrows of light or
distant miracles. Ne talked about what it would be
like to start high school -and how it felt to Dbe a
mm.. Julia asked me why I had never remarried. I
baz\no illuminating answer. Things just had not turned
out that way. Because she felt so close to me that
night, Julia said, "Anna, I wmt to be likc ‘you when

‘I grow up. And I'm sure I will never care if I am

>

married, cithcr."_ ‘

I 844 not know what ‘Bo say. I knew it was her
way of telling me how much she admired me. 8o I let
it go, thinking would discuss it further another
time.
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Anna --

L

ot
o

Tonlght was the end of something.\ She had
to dance
The

its

invited dark fears to come in out of the rain
on her heart. And look what happened. Nothiing.
world had not stopped. The clock on the wal
hands moving in a never ending circle. Only fear had
stopped.. .

Anna doused the fire, put )pn a bright yellow
slicker and boots, and left the house. Paolo's
umbrella’was still out on the porch, overturned by the
‘wind and pushed into a corner.  The rain had stopped
when he left, but it was unusual for him to forget what
he had brought with him. She 1{fted it from the porch
and étepped into the darkness. Anna walked down Meadow
Road which followed the river. At the North end she
headed west, - past rigid, scrupulously tended saltbox
~houses sitting ion stark flowerless lawns and bordered
by cleanly trimmed hedges. Brightly ribboned and
flowered straw Hats hung from hooks on front doori
The hats could be replaced by Indian corn in autumn{
holly sprigs in winter, or wreaths at Christmas. There
were few flower gardens in the austere yards. It was a
detached and orderly attitude that these decbratighs
exposed. Wealth was confined to the u_white mansions
several blocks further up the road. Here, elegantly
porticoed and. columned, was classical architecture at
its finest, with an affluence spread fo spacious,
manicured lawns and splendid .perennial gardens. The
people living in these houses were not expansive or
careless in any way. Their religion was virtue and a
certain aﬁténtionﬂtofdetail, manners, .temperance, and
prudence. No cne relied on confessionals or priests to
keep them in line. Conscience was reflected in the

weeded borders of flowers, meticulously clipped lilac

)
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gbushes, and the quiet couples‘Who strolled arm in arm
helping eacti other: along, their dogs held strictly on
leashes.. Tonidht softly lighted windows gloﬁed-with
antique beveled glass and through them Anna caught
glimpses of pollshed oak floors and early American
pressed glass. Sycamore and elm trees grew tall in the
tended yafds. They were guardians of privacy that made
‘Anna feel - like an 1intruder as ‘she walked briskly

through the neighborhood.

'Many of the homes were owned by absentee

langlords; the eminent and wealt?g, who s?ent most of
their time in New York or Europe. The houses were
lived in by caretakers or aging~relatives. Each home
lookedy like a gracious old inn. Once, when shié first
came to 'America, she - had thoﬁght fo get a  job as a
housekeeper 'in one of these fine looklng homes. But
they had 1n51sted on references and lots of experlence

Anna had- neither. The‘job as cleaning lady at the post
office was impersonal. It required only an interview.
As the rain began to fall once more and. wind gusts
pulled at the large unfurled umbrella, - she walkesd
purposefully down the middle of the road{v There wxs - >
traffic, no big town nearby, little reason for a iyone
to travel this route at night. - Close by, the Yale
Summer School of Music was nestled in the woods.
Walking along the deserted road, she could sti}i hear
the chorus ,and the soloists reaching up and up. One
year they did Bruckner's 'Te Deum' with Méhler .as
conductor Tonlght the voices were accompanied by
wind and rain. Voices seemed to come out of the wooded
reaadside to blend with the blustery, unstarred night,
the setting more fitting ‘than. the barn-like concert
hall. Street lamps faded behind the last corner until
“he darkﬁess was complete. Anna walked on, remembering

voices raised in song. 'Te Deum, Te Deum', louder and

J/
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highef the voices rose in an inspired and clear ~
cpescendo.' At - that momeht, a gqgust of wind grabbed
Paolo's umbrella and pulled it inside owk. Anna.
gripped the cane handle as .the'?mu§ic in her head
Feached a majestic finale. . e

‘She didn't realize she had walked so far or so
quickly uqtil she came to a dark crossroad. . The sign
posts were .whi{e, arrow-like, and stenciled like
titles,‘ she had a choice.' She could go on to Milton
or walk towards Caanan, .Goéhen, Northfield, . or
Litchfield. That way pointed to Norfolk and the music
school, Music Mountain, and Lennox. Beyond Litchfield
was the monastery. Shem was half way there. TIf she
went home the eyes might still be there stalking the
house, peering inside,‘takinnghatever,shezwas unable
to withhold. Anna walkéd on, oblivious to the erratic
ions that charged the air, adding to her restleséness._
Like a sleepwalker, she chose the road leading to the
monastery. It would be late when she arrived, but

there was a |guest house if she decided to stay.
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I stand and wait for the bus driver to find my
'luggage in the pile of suitcases and the boxes of -
' parcel-freight on the sidewalk. So  this is my
hometown, I think. I@iterers stand and lean against
the bus depot's smudged, outdated travel display
windows and worn ouévydoor frame. They watch nme,
wrapped in the snug fit of their parochial world I am
wearlng a light wool suit, rather than Jeans or
~wrinkled cords with layers of leather belts and chains
around my waist, 'nd my -‘luggage is an expensive,
matched set.

There is 'some\ trouble with the last suitcase
because iﬁ"'is not part of the natched set and the

vticket has fallen off. The driver puffs up his chest,

{inflates his service-blue gabardine vest, and becomes
officious. The loafers wait. I, too, stand and wonder
if I have made the rlght dec151on in coming back f&& a.
visit--after all these years.

Anna used to tell me that if we are not grateful
for what we are given, then no more will be received.
‘I understand that now, but it is such an endless dreary
circle of greed> and desire: " I don't have; I can't
have; I didnjt ever want; I want and need more, and

.more, and smore. I want that circle to stop. Yes, I
want it to stop. I have come back to visit Anna's
grave and remember it all——tné details that make up the
mosaic of my life. There are pieces missing which
might never be found. It has been twenty-eight years
since I last saw her. Byt it was the events of the two
‘years before that, in 1955, that stay in my mind with
such tenacity. Especially the fearful days that began
with the flood. |
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-Those days are' the empty spaces that stay in my

‘memoty like a mighty pivot, judgmental dqxs' that
reached back to the past and out to the future, days

that pointed in all directions and rerouted people's
lives like a great water wheel. It was the center from
which an entire town yas spun and twisted like the
center of a water maridalla.” It split orderly virtues
like fallen trees and exposed a pulpy cross section of B
immigrants no longer related@to the feelings that were
once New England. Nothing could compete witﬁ the
flood: no invasion of tourists gawking,h at autumn's
thanksgiving array, no encroacﬁment of wealth, ;, no
celebrity secluded behind a high fericed yard. The
flood was the invasion. It was g&al. ~ ‘
The water crept higher and higher until it

spilled into forgotten corners and stirred” up the

" sediment of truth. I didn't understand it thirty years

4ago.and I am not sure I understand it any betger today.

Anna talked about the moon being like the face of a
cloistered nun, of stars, and chanting, %Pd a foméntic
life that does not exist. When I look at the mooﬁ; I
see a hole in an empty black drum. There are no exotic
truths. How could she fill her head with such
nonsense? o -

I witness suffering every day. I go to the
hospital and prescribe the newest drugs, the best care
available, and still there is death and pain, or worse,
the loss of innogence, and the spread‘of cruel aﬁger.
Prayers don't help, they change nothing. She would
tell.me I am wrong, that I am only forty-seven and full
of bitterness. But, if the floédAcould dispel error
and illusion as Anna though why not dispel the anger,
too? Did the flood do anything to sweep away the

ugliness in town or fill the empty landscape?

4

[4
'}
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Anna's Journal -- ) ‘

1 am a woman who sees certain colors when I hear
important sounds or.word:.'vo a{%go sent ﬁochoes’i.uto
4 cave and saw shadows on the walls. His voice

' vibrated with shadows, but he misunderstood their
Importance. I see shadows all ibe time. They satisfy
ny eyes. ' -

During the lohg rains that/wprecodcd the flood,
there were no shadows for days. One late afternocn,
I saw a flock of wingless crows 'gliding silently
throt}gh the trees. It didn't frighten me, but I turned®
on all the lamps in the house. .- - '

Soon after I had turned on the lights, Julia
stopped by for a visit. - She sat at the kitchen tablé -
doing some art work. She: drew a colorful peacock,
using the new paints I had bought for her. NWhen sghe |
was finished, I was amazed at her ca'néosition. The
peacbck was insignificant compared to the size of his
eye. We sat there admiring the drawing and the ruby’
eye staring magically into the darkening evening.
l"why does the peacock have such anlarge eye?" I asked
her. |

"I don't know, Anna,” she replied, "The eye got
larger and larger and made me feel very calm,"” she
answered. 1. ‘

I  Dbelieved that the ‘evz JImparted a certain
serenity -because she was happier when she bhad
finished the drawing than she had l;oen wvhen she
arriv)d. But I wondered about the timing ofjber visit.
‘Julia was such a curious child. 3
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‘The nuns were never surprised to see Anna. Each
year she helped fhem garden. They grew enough
vegetableé and herbs to last. the winter™ and enough *
flowers to adorn the altar. Eﬁéy raised their own
cows, goJats, 5nd sheep, prepareq'dairy products, wove

cloth for their own clothing, made sandals, baked .7 ..

bread, .collected honey, and tended the orchard.

had a forge, where they repaired tools and made stafhaﬁﬁﬂéf

glaSs or metal sculptures, and ﬁhey_ were busy with
crafts that- sold in the gift shop: dipped beeswax and
bayterry candles, greeting cards, knitted shawls, and
hand?carved rosér§ beads. - If “one of tng puns did'an
ynustially good piece of sculpture, it was sold in the
shop. But ,gilﬂ'n*vk. was done behind gloister' walls,
beyond the eyes ci guests, or strangersf or relatives.
only Mother Jerome acted as a liaison to the needs of
visitors or, business in the outside community.

. Anna walked along the dark road that led to the
monastery. She needed to be .out of: the "house.
Tonight, she had . seen then, again. Just that»y
afternoon, she had suspected that Julia might have
taken to watching her. Now, she was not. so sure.
Would Julia return so soon to stand\outside, alone in
the dark, to spy on her? The eyes had watched steadily
while she embroidered a linen collar for the dress she
had sewed for Julia's sixteenth birthday.

It couldn't be much farther to the monastery, she-
chought. Though it was , too dark to recogane’
1aindmarks, and very quiet on the road, she sensed it
was close by. Not a single ci had passed, not a
lighted house came in sight,~jdst trees, dripping and
weighted down with darkness. Unlike dry nights, it
seemed that the atmosphere contained heavy and solemn

overtones. ,

“
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The €irst time Anna visited the monastery,,sheV
came upon it frop the forest behind the garden. It was
spring, and sh w‘a’s'start%ed.,for a _moment_v, when Es)he
realized where /she was. One of the nuns approached her
.to tell her that she was onhprivate property,'then
torned back to her work of fhoeing the‘ garden. Th
impulse to stay and heip h d beent o@erwhelmiog.
" Ignoring their covert glances, she picked up a hoe and
began to dig alpngside everyone else. . Before long, she
was forgotten as the nuns settled back to till theﬁd
,earth and lose themselves in the joy of the warm sprlng
sun. Her presence was tolerated when she contlnued to
visit throughout the summer. She,planted and weeded
and watched the garden grow. The nuns accepted her.
They thought of her as eccentrio, but sincere. They
nodded_yhen she arrived, or smiled when she burst into
song. Once she had had the unaccountable urge to
create a mosaic in the center of the herb gérﬁenr_\gge
carried the supplies she needed: mortar, tiny packages
of delicate ceramic squares, tools, and plans. Then
‘'she made a circle.of gentian purple, silver edoed like
the moon. It s2ill wasn't complete, so she added an
outer circle of crange like, the frult of “the evergreen
citrus tree or the robes of leetan renunciation. &Zs
the summer.progressed, the p}anted herbs crowded close:
and closer to the powerful circle until the mosaic came
~to belong to the gerden. Before she was finighed; she
wanted to compose mosaics for the flower garden, the
orchard, . and" the vegetable garden. Before she died,
she wanted to create another circle mosaic at the
entranca to the chapel. The symbol she would choose
would not be a cross, with its burden. of Christianity,
but a rainbow, soaring and hovering between earth and
heaven. It would seem to originate in a ‘riveér and

ascend to thea clouds. The <colors she intended to

N

~
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choose wou!g viBrate with light. She said there was
much to be learned by working a mosa%p patiently., Her

mosaic was a well-worked mandala. It.gave her a sense

. X
of balance. To her creations she ! ouy' %¥¥a woman's

order ahd appreciation. She was grat “u’ for being a
woman, she told Julia, for being given the opportunity
é% work and grow and evolve her spirit. )The'nuns.came
-to 1o

derstood. She learned that the heart was restricted

at what she constructed, but only a few

and limited even here, where reflection was part of a
daily routine. ‘The ogggjﬁho understood saw each tile

. 1 3 . s
as an important contribution. It #as because of their

suppdft that Anna'enjoyed working in the heart of the
garden, where it was easy to expand and grow..‘

~ The moisture.  in the evening air collected on her
skin. Droplets gathered and dripped down ‘her face.
She brushed them away. So much water Wwas too much
after ;'long dry summer. Another hundred yards and a
glow from the lighted guest hotuse sign appeared around
a bend :-. the road. When she ‘saw its ”béacbn, Anna
decided she would stay till morning. It seemed that
everybne had retired for the evening.“ She walked up
the winding drive and stood outside the chapel for a
few minutes. - It would be empty until 2 A.M., when
there -would be a v&gil. Dui.ng matins, as the vigil
was called, nuns kep% the: night filled with prayer.
Jate to the back

a stone wall that

Beyond the chapel was the lock

yard. Near the gate, "Anna clim
was slippery with 1lichen. Befor
wanted to see . the -garden. She had_read komewhere that
rain drops were holy preachers; they watered the héaft
. with grace. She was anxious tg'see how the.herb garden
““had fared in the downpour. Inside the high wall was a
lightgd path from the nuns dormitory to the chapel.

With ad%reness, fhe nuns walked in the middle of the
4 /

/
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night while the rest of the world lay asleepl or in

- tears. Here' was hour after hour of solitude and

" silence, meant .to mark time, commitment, and devotion.

Anna was attracted to their focuséd life. By the dim

light of the patl, she made her way to the mosaic. She
- walked slowly, her feet sinking into the muddy earth.

. The mosaic .was there, surrounded by the perfume of

mint, crushed beneath her boots.

v

Basil, marjoram, mint, and dill mingled fresh and

' pure. They were being drowned in the deluge; The

mosaic. was already under water, its shallow concave

“bowl overflowing: . Not wanting to step on ‘it with her

dirty boots, she took the boots off and stepped on the
orange ring of the moon. The water felt cold on her

"'bare feet. It covered'her toes as she curled then,

then stretched them, and stood firmly. She was growing
up and up. Like a ypung;tree she stood taller and

looked into the darkness. The eyes were gone. Anna

.was'alone.and aware of each raindrop. The darkness was

still and reverent. _ )

What she wanted to do was dance.

She slipped out of her. jacket-and then her skirt.
With an electrlc awareness, she removed her pants and
underclothes ‘and stood naked Her face lifted to the

j“watery sky Her rain- soaked feet tlngled with a newly

?found -sense of freedom

A Then ~she began to sway to a reedy flute sound
that fluttered in her chest as she ralsed\up her arms.
Her heart expanded her ' feet felt strdnger, and she

grew taIler and taller..'"Thls is nofdream,ﬂ she said.

L ¢ hd@é@never been so awake n

Anna danced a?d danced .
. : 0 T



Julia -- Y : .-

I remember when the rain first becéme'a problenmn.
It was as iflthe floodgates Qf the sky had opened. I
was delig ted at the time. My summer job.working in
the tobacco fields was finished éarly that year. The
crop was ruined by the constant rainfall. I Femember
how hard I worked, how dirty I got, and how embarrassed
I was to get out of that bus in the middle of the North
 End parking lot at the end of the day, covered with a
tiredness so deep it imprinte& itself 1like a black
tobacco stain. If Anna met the bus after work and we
walked home together, fpere was no need to face curious
stares‘aloné or pretend I was happy when I wasn't.
It was the end of my.secdﬁd'summer in the fields,
but I never got used to waking up at dawn and walking .
for a mile in the chilly morning to the bus stop. Nor
did I get used to the damp plastic bus seats or the
groups of Puerto Rican girls with their pocket knives
and plucked eyebrows, their hostility such a contrast
to our. pastoral surroundings. We spilled out of the
.z 1into the endless rows of tobacco plants that
samed for miles and miles under shaée nets. The
effect .of the nets was that of a pressure cooker:
humid, airless, and condensed. I was strong then,
brown and tough. Hour after hour, moved along the
rows, stringing young plants to an overhead wire,
snapping . the string with bare hands, digging my toes
into the quiet of the soil, and bending up and down,
over and over. But what I never got used to was
knowing that my classmates were up at the lake or at
some picnic. They were clean, and rested, and saving
their energy for dates at nidht. I was ashamed to be
working in the fields and never liked the feeling of

stepping off the bus in the late afternoon, hiding my
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face, and hoping no one I knew would see me.

I wished Anna could be with me in the fields, so
I could watch her and know what she would have done.
When she came to meet me éfter work to buy mé an ice
cream cone or a cold cream soda at Jacob's Druq Store,
she used to ask me what I was going to do with all my
‘money--knowing I banked every cent. i would dream
dreams, and buildka future in the cloudless summer sky,
and tell her how I couldn't wait to leave this place.
I told her I would never forget her and promised that I
would‘élways Qrite, but a shadow crossed her face.

"vou could come and visit me when I leave," I
said.

"What about your parents?" she asked. "Will you
keep in touch with them?"

"Oh yes, of course," I answered. But I was going
to be very busy, and they woﬁld have to understand
that. : e

"?ou're a good child," Anna used to say. "I knowl
you won't forget us." ‘

b Her sincere belief that I could do anything I set
out to do, that I would be as wonderful as she believed
me to be; used to lighten my steps. Tiredness would
fall aQay, and I would come home humming a tune while I
filled the .0ld claw legged tub and socaked the tobacco
stains from my skin. It was an éxperience, working in
the fields, and in those days I was impatient to gather
experience.' it made mylbody strong, left my mind free.
I counted the frames--thirty rows, thirty plants in
each row. I relaxed my muscles so they could move 'in a
streamlined motion. Loop the string arou.i.d each plant
stem) reach up; stretch, attach the string to the top
wire, cut it: bend, reach, stretch, again, faster and
fastenw, In that way, I' was able to do piece work.

Peace work, I call it today, hour after hour, day after
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“day- of toil, calming and peaceful. I heard a voice of
solace that grew from the earth and reached upward in
the tiny arms of plants. It was a voice that was to
stay with me for years.

But that August, close to harvest, it started to
rain and the rain went on and on. It rained for two
" weeks in the fields before they gave it up and let us
go. The rows were muddy. Haff—grown plants 1leaned
heavily into the rows and slapped cold water against my
legs first thing each morning. Water that collected in
the stretched nets overhead pﬁiled the nets downward
until the water spilled thtougﬁ, those giant mesh
strainers. Each cold spilliﬁés a;torture as it ran
unexpectedly across my scalp and down‘my face, into my
shirt, or against my warm stomach muscles. Whenever I
reached up to string the plants to the overhead wires,
I sank further into thé ground. Between my toes and
under my toenails, mud oozed. I was relieved when T
heard of the layoff.

That last day in the fields everyone was on edge
and worked silently. The foremen were more unpleasant
than usual because we were useless out there against:
thé downpour. They grouped the men into the same
sections with the women, hoping to salvage some of the
crop. The workers Xknew it was useless. The crop was
"not ripe enough.

The men were‘ﬁll Puerto Rican, c¢'der and harder,
and they carried machetes at their sides. They were'
there to feed their families or make payments on their
cars. Layoff was not something to which they looked
forward. That afternoon, the tension in tﬁe rain-
soaked air was thicker than the stems of xi leaves.
The men hacked savagely at the sticky gr« n leaves
while the- women caught and collected them in orderly

stacks. Each woman was assigned a male partner and
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dragged a basket behind her, filled it, and pulled it
to the edge of the field where it was taken to the
drying sheds. It had to be done quickly because the
men worked swiftly, angry and disdainful of the young
women. It was not like lunch hour when they leered and
made s@ggestlve finger gestures or smiled provocative
smiles and pulled the women behind the packing sheds.
Thiggwas hopeless work, the early end to a normally
shoff season:‘ This was unemployment and heaped wup
resentments filling the slow moving baskets. It was a
long hopeless day with another hour to go before
quitting time. ) -

I was struggling back to, my partner, slipping in

the muddy track, trying to pass wne of the other .~

workers with an empty basket. It brushed along the

backs of his legs.

“Stupido," he hissed. 2
I heard him in a tired daze. '"Excuse me," I
muttered.

There followed a long emotional string of Spanish
phrases. Laughter bounced from one worker to the next,
the threatening sounds of the men mixed with the sharp

contempt of the women.. Whatever was poured over my

‘head was terribly funny to them. I struggled toward my.

partner and noticed, as I got closer, that he had -

stopped work to watch me. Juan never stopped work, so
I wondered if something was wrong.

"You OK, ‘Juan?"

He gave me a slow sexy sé&le and stood there
soaking wet, his jeans clinging, his shirt painted to
his chest and shoulders.

"Hey, those guys scare you?"

"No," I lied.

"Come on, let's you and me get down on one of

these big soft plants.”



24

"Drop dead, Juan!" :

"why not, baby? What's the use working in this
muck?”" Juan moved faster than I had seen him move all
summer. He twisted the front of my shir®.

"Stay away from me or I'll séream." My knees
shook and I was beginning to feel rivulets of prickly
sweat'jOin the water on my chest. )

"Hey girl, you ever been fucked before," he asked

softly. His machete hung loosely in his other hand as

he moved closer until his jeans rubbed across my"

stomach, against my hips. Dark clouds and the gray

tobacco nets formed a sky that descended to the field.-

My throat constricted until I could not breathe.

T screamed in terror, but vhe sound of my voice
was lost in the muddy soil. Tren I broke away from him
amqv5an. I heard laughter following me down the leafy
rows, echoing beneath the sagging watery nets. I ran
fastér,,gaéping and crying, to the bus that was pulled
up along side the field. I banged on the door and
stumbled into the bus. |

"What's the matter kid?" 3

"Nothing," I sobbed. .

Tom frowned. He was a young grade-school teacher
‘who drove the bus as a part-time summer job.. I stood
on the bottom step, shaken'gnd‘drenched.

"Well get in here and;sit down. You look awful.
How many times have I told you, you would never last
with a bunch 1like this? Coé damn!" He sat there
gripping the steering wheel and mumbling to himself.

"I don't want to talk about it, Tom. Besides,
I'm all right." | | )

"Sure. Sure you are. I'm justL surprised
something diaﬁ't happen a lot ..sooner. 1I'll turn the
heater up so you can get warm."

I sat there quietly, watching the dreary

>

%)

:::::
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landscape from ' the bus qwindow The workers were
walking to the edge of the field and gatherlng in small
groups. The fields were ruined.

"They're expecting that Hurricane Diana down off
Cape Hatteras- to be up here before 1long. That'll
finish these fields for 'good...." The sound of Tom's
voice and the bus heater lulled my senses.

"Don't you have any dry clothes?" »

‘ "Dry? What's that? Don's, wcrry, I can put up
w1th an§fh1ng if this is my last day here." )

The women began climbing into the bus s1lently
I thought it was the layoff making them so ‘'sullen.
Everyone was a worse mess than usual, hair done up in
curlers rolled under wet head scarves. They had dates
every night after werking like slaves for minimum wages
all day. Now they sat, as usual, as far back in the
bus as they could, while the sounds of their giggling
and loud talk drifted to the front of the bus.

To me they were a tough scary bunch. I was more
afraid of the women‘than the men., One dirty look and
they would be down on each other with abusive language
and 'pocket! knives,A I stayed away as quietly as
possible. 'The girls who weren't Puerto Rican were the
worst. Their ha1r was bleached harsh and brassy with
- the roots growing- out. They wore rollers in their
hair, and heavy makeup .to work, and when they were
invited to go behind the sheds with the men they always |
went. Most of them smoked cigarettes for lunch because
they were dieting. And they were older than me--
seventeen or eighteen. I looked down at one of my long
brown braids that had come lose. Iiﬁwould take hours
to get the tobacco juice out of it tonight.” But the
thought that I could soak for a week “if I wanted to was
a relief; ] was never coming back to this place.

One of the girls bumped my shoulder on her way up



26

the aisle. I moved closer to the window and pretended
I hadn't noticedl The bus pulled out of the lot. '

I stared at the rows of men that lined the edge
of the field waiting for the men's bus. Water running
down the witdow pain made their images wavy, but I saw
Juan tip his machete in a salute as the men broke into
raucous laughter. Tom started the bus and we passed
the large drying sheds for tobacco leaves. Bats could
be seen as they flew tlI -ough the empty structures.
" Wwhen the women sitting in. the bus began to talk
animatedly, I ‘felt nervous.. We drove by the main
office entrance where the foreman stood in the doorway,
hands on hips. '

A few miles down the highway the women behind me-
were still talking loudly when I felt something--a
crushed paper lunch bag--hit me on *i~ head and, roll
softly to the seat beside me. NowahaJr _

A roll of wax paper came nest. ~t couldn't be
ignored.

"OK. Who threw this garbagé at me?" I stood up,
trying to 1look as tough as t?ey '1ookeé when they
fought. ’

There was no answer, only smirks. Then, from the
last seat on the bus, an overweight bleached blond
broke into howls of laughter. Her name wag Linda. I
still remember it because the men use8 to say her name
as a joke. We all knew that 'Linda' meant beautiful in
Spanish.

"Tt was me. Want to make something of it?"
There were a few more snickers, then silence.
| h I stood.there, afraid to answer, afraid npt to.

"Thinks she's too good for us. Too bad Juan
didn't fuck your little ass." That started a spate of
Spanish, angry, and filled with hatred. )

"OK, simmer down back fﬁére!" Tom slowed ‘the
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pus. "If I hear any more talk like that fou'll a1l get
off and walk!"™

The noise continued in Spanish wiéh no one voice
louder than another--until someone spit and the spittle
found its target. Tom rubbed the back of his neck,
ﬁﬁlled out a handkerchief, thep slowed the bus to the
side of the highway. . - ‘ .

There were shouts and objects thrown from the
back of the bus. Curses were directed at Tom. I was
forgotten as the hate and frustration were redirected.
Tom stood up and walked menacingly to the center of the
aisle. He pulled the first girl he came to out of her
seat "and Jragged her to the doorway, struggling and
kicking. '
] "All right...ladies...OFF, or I'll remove you one
at a time. That 'is, unless you'd rather have me phone
the police...." The anger-filled silence was followed
by a shuffling of feet and rustling of bags as they got
out of the bus in the pouring rain. I looked‘up at
Tom. ' '

"Stay where you arel You want to get killed?"

When I stepped off the bus at the North End, the
only paésenger that afternoon, there were few people on
the streets. The rain felt cleanéing. It hadn't been
sd bad, I deduced. There had been the cool ‘earth in
the morning, the healthy sweat of work, the mechanical
movements of my body as I tended row after row of
plénts under the shade nets. It wasn't so bad, the
work, especially, when Anna met me éfter work, so I
could tell her about my dreams and what I would do with

my hard-earned money.
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" Anna's Journal --

There are people who affect me profoundly. It
seems Iimportant to understand what is happening when |
I am with ’r.hgm. They affcct‘my decisions and the
direction of my life. Sometimes, they get in the way.
Other times, they gquicken my steps, but their influence

can never be ignored because they, too, are experience.

- For that reason, I used to wonder about the person

who looked in my windows all the time. Wwas it Julia
or Paolo? Perhaps it was Nathu'x or my next-door
neighbor's husband.

At first, I w./ps very uncomfortable, wondering
if it was someone °I kmcw, or if they had seen scmething
private. But arter a while, it did not matter. There
was nothing to hide and a lot to. learn. " In the end,

it does not matter what form my :truggle: must take.

Ve
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i o |
" Panting and fear of .discovery, then a noise as
S adows were penetrated. The.eyes under the eaves
Mished. Loud footsteps sounded on the stone path.

fell heavily in firm, composed, dull sounds:

Paolo s face came into view. He plodded up the path
and peered through the w1ndow

"Anna. Eﬁow about 1nv1t1ng an old man in for a
drink." He was out of breath.

She hurriéd to the back door, stepped outside,
and. gazed - beyond him at the dark rainy night. Paolo
climbed to the back porch and propped his open umbrella —
in the corner.

»"So, do I get to come in?"

‘"Yes. Yes, come." He enfolded her in a large
wagm hug as she glanced once adain over his shoulder.
"Did you see anyone on the road, tonight?"

"Except for the rain, there is nothing out there.
'Théught you might want some company."

"T do. I was just thinking the same thing."

Anna led Paolo into the kitchen and put the
kettle on the stove. Looklng at him sitting .in her
Smali crowded kitchen, his large gnarled hands at rest
on the table, she felt her,love for him like a full-
blossomed flower. He seemed sad " and lonely this
evening, and his need for love grew inside her as
though it was her own.

\ "You've been living alone too long, old frie.d."

He laugﬁed and she forgot about the aura of
sadness he had carried into the ropm. He was so
intense, even desperate at times, but she forgot all
that when he laughed. The next few hours passed
contentedly. Anna knitted, Paolo smoked his pipe. She
tried 1listening to thes—shortwave radio, but static

»n
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crackled from newsrooms and concert _halls. The
rainstorm locked out th world, leaving this one bfzght
space sheltered from a starless night. _

Paolo was robust for his years. He overwhelmed
the small room as he talked. Lately, his mind was
" centered on his homeland, and he reminisced more and
more often about the mountains and his village near the
 Italian border. Tonight, he remembered the mis*s that
covered thése mountain tops, theia(vapors that urned
to clouds that gathered to. create 1lighteni:j and
inspiration. In this sea-level town, he cbmplained,
inspiration evaporatéd.

"You know, Anna, I could hike to the tops of the

mountains at home. Each time, I felt I might discover
| a- new galaxy. I was so much closer to heaven there."

"And here there is just the river‘burrowing into
the ground, heh, old ﬁan?"

"You laugh. Up there the angels sang. When I

AN

ghouted my name, vibrations wi*%;up uninterrupted. The

air was clear. Certain things WgRe magnified up there,

others destroyed. Yes, «my name went straight to

heaven."

Paolo had gqen in %hisié@untry for manyvyears,
but he was not happ¥ to havgrieft Syitzerland. Anna
nodded and listened, but rarely thought of Poland any
more. That life was another lifetime. The only life
that mattered was this one. Thisgroom, with its open
window shining into th< -ain, was protected'like an
ark. Outside, a curtai of rain hung from the window
and veiled the room. There was only this small New
England town, not Poland, not Switzerland, nor how she
had come here ten years ago. It only mattered that she
was here. Not once had she found it strange to be
across an ogean in another culture, surrounded by

another language, another landscape. It was with a

,/\
y
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feeling of rightness that she had stayed in
Connecticut. _Paolo did not feel the same. He had left

nothing of his old life behind. Anna wondered about -

his self-imposed exile and why he endured. He did not,

would not, talk about his past. There was something

about family, disapproval, and his desire to.;be an "

artist. She only knew that he pleased her. Shétgﬁyed

him. His voice and eyes reflected a fire. He ks,

angeregl, yet energized by .his memories, saddened, ye%p'i'

softened by his emotions. It made him animated and
younger than his seventy years--when he (relived the
past. ' |
"You know what my father wanted me to .be, Anna?"
He stood in the small kitchen, anger and sorrow making-
him forget where he was. But he-had told her before.
"Yes. I know."
"A- hotel owner! My. God, Anna. I would have
diéd." | '

"But in the end, that isn't what vyou éﬁbse,

Paolo." _

"I know, I know. Put why do they make it so hard
to say no? Why would such a thing break my father's
heart, enrage him?" L .

"Control. People like to control. Without it
there isvfear...of the unknown." A%

"So much féar that this monstrosity ofoa‘hotel
was in the family for five generations? That much
fear?" S \ |

"That makes it even'greater;ﬂ

"He said I could break up rocks in the back

yard.:.aftér working for twelve hours a day, seven days<ii

Ry
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a week! N - %ﬁg

"Can you never accept what you &ﬁd if your fatber

could not accept it?" ' S
"But, Anna, they had to sell "the hotel. There

~
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were no more sons." ‘Paolo slumped back into his chair
and Anha put her hands oyér his. He was overwhelmed"
with gquilt. )
f,"Forgive' him, Paolo, then you will forgive
yourself." ~ _ )
Thig\was tooimuch. Anna knew if she conﬁinued he
dould turn his anger to her next. She also knew that
his father was dead and forgiveness would have to come

from the heart, not the mouth. She wished he could

'opeﬂ his heart. Then, perhaps, he could let her in.

There was a time when she mentioned that it would b
good to live together, but he shook his“head as thoug

the idea was unworthy. Later, he.said that living wi

"why?" she asked. "Because I .clean  the post offi e?

‘Because I don't take art so seriously or think it is

“the higﬁest goal in life? There is more to life -than

art, raolo!"™ Shé didn't mean to sound shallow, but she
bel \d it would not be difficult to live with this
man. There.were moments, like now, when she bhelieved

that liwving with him-wouldipe\easier than waiting for
him to visit. " ’

| When Paolo left, Anna paced the living roonm,
going occasionally to. the open,window, expecting the
seyes to reappear. They wére clever, but she knew.they
were out there.watching. Paolo's visits exhausted her
energy because each time he left her vulherable, no
onger self-contained and'pf%tected. While he was in
the housé, loneliness was invisible,. but when he left/
nothing was the same.. Stains, tears, and ragged edgées

appeared on the furnitureﬂand'walls. The' fire needed-

more wood. Tonight, an opal fog descended among%the

trees. The garden was still. The wind gust& and rain

had quieted. Darkness entered the window, bringing a

"chill. She decided it was no use to build up the fire
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or wait for the eyes to visit. It was time to go out,
to walk off the feeling that nothing was as it should
be. ‘
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Julid'-—

Tanglewood when I was sixteen: cool lawns,
bright blankets covering the ground, a mosaic of life
and coibr;’a'lazy afternoon. People spoke reverently
or listenéd in silence to the magnificent voice of a
'young singer named Joan Sutherland. 'A child's voice
Acalled out and drifted away. Picnics were packed and
finished. Voices were hushed. The strain I had been
undér all week Began to take its toll and I soon fell
asleep. o

Nearly a week before, Nathan had phoned to ask if
I would like tolﬁear a concert at Tangleﬁood. "Julia,"
he séid, "Come with me. We'll watch Jjets . shooting
across the sky. It'll be like a bad painting. You'll
go home with something to put in your diary."

"Sure," I answered, "I like music-apd I've never
been there." I didn't respond to his cynicism. I did
want to put it - in hy diary--to be remembered as
special. It was the sensual undertone of his voice I
heard. It never said what the words did. I thought
about our date all week. What should I wear, what
could I talk about, how should I smile? My mind was a
prison of adolescent torture.

Sunday morning, I got up early, washed and set my
hair, did my nails, and skipped church. To be alone, I
crept out to the chair on the front veranda. I huddled
in a corner of the worn out seat with my knees to my
cﬁin) Once or twice I heard someone calling me when
they returned from Mass. I didn't answer. I skipped
" lunch just to have more time to daydream. I had dated
before, but this was different. I was in love with
Nathan. This was my first date with someone who
mattered to me, instead of with boys who were fpiends

or like brothers, people I had known all my life. I
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wanted to understand these new feelings.

on Sunday afternoon, Nathan picked me up. in a
borrowed MG convertible. The top was torn, and t}
helped him to lower it. It was going to Fe a perfect
day. He had a picnic planned for the afternoon, and I
had never been to an outddor concert. Nathan was
polite and charming and “said ﬁhe right things about
getting me home early when he met my mother.

"Don't worry, Mrs. Day, I'll get Julja home by

, dark."

MThat will be fine, Nathan." She leaned on the
door and looked at the car sképtically. '
P | "Don't worry, Mrs. Day. It runs."
"Is that an old-fashioned picnic basket in the
back seat, Nathan?" s

"Sure is! My mom got it out of the attic and
packed it herself. .She thinks Julia is going to love
this concert. And she,saySVShefd like, to meét you one
day soon, Mrs. Day." l

That was the pérfectﬁ touch. My mother was so
busy' having babies'and taking care of the kids .she
rarely had theﬁEhance to get out. But I knew she would
have -loved meeting Nathan's mother. His father was -
of the foreman in the same factory where my father
worked. Nathan ,always knew just what to say when he
wanted to be 1likeable. }ka was handsome, too, tall,
with black hair, and velvet bIue eyes. The fact that
he was still skinny and awkward that summer gave him
the appearance of innocence. He had a stubborn chin
and an arrogant tilt to his head that I mistook for
self donfidence, and a charm with grownups that I
mistook for maturity. He was only two years older than
me, but -he was a crezt dreamer and that made him
. romantic. He wanted to be an artist, a painter. I saw

nothing impractical, spoiﬁed, or self-centered about:
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him. "I liked his eyes and his voice, particularly.his
voice. In his tone of voice, if I listened carafully,
I could hear an inner yearning for greatness. In his
voice I heard desire, and in my heart I wished that
desire was meant for me because when I was with him i
felt soft inside and grown up.

"You two enjoy the concert.” .

We waved and called good-bye to my mother as we
backed down the drive and drove away My mother had
fallen for the charm. What did she "know about
classical music or open- -air concerts? She was%uéed to'
the country and western songs she, played when she KRS
house cleaning. When ’'she was happy,‘whlch was seldom
any more, she sang alohg w1th a twangy hwgh véace that;
was out of. character.: My mother was E tail big -boned
woman who could have been. an opera 51nge:Jor an Amazon@
Because of her many children, her heavy body was
incongruous with the childlike voice that knew :the |
words to heartbreak songs and sang” them in a pouerléss
'soprano. But it had been good to khow that Nathan
could get her to smile. o )_ ‘

I had never ridden in a convertible ‘and soon
found that all the work of curli~g my?ﬁair,and combing
it so carefully was undone. I endeqfup gr;bbing at it
and containing it in a long braidif I had a sweater
with me and was glad to wrap it around .my shoulders,
but avoided putting it on becauge it was a,snug fit and
I was still self%conscious about'}ﬁaving a woman's
breasts. - cL

We drove through towns 1I had never seen, small
towns with country inns: Blackberry Inn, Riverton Inn,
and Mountain view' Inn. I never ate’ in restaurants,
be ause we didn't have that kind of money, but Nathan

~ said he would take me to one of the'inné some evening.
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It sounded nice. We drove north, farther into the
Berkshires. Conversation was impossible in the car,
but it was exciting to ride with the wind on my face
wnile sitting next to Nathan. There was a 1lot of
tension between us, but I felt exhilarated when we were
together free, and reckless, and filled ¥ith energy.
I found 1t odd that a 'Vlsually—orlented person . like
Nathan could take an interest in me. Color and shape
meant nothing to me. When we were together I could,not

helg but stare at Nathan, fascinated by his face. But

when we were apart, I could barely remember what he

'iooked like. I suspect he was only handsome to me.

What I heard was his voice. I -.as finely tuned to it.
And I could feel his eyes when they concentrated on me.

I remember how he made ﬁe feel when he touched me, but

"I never saw him as he was. He made me feel awkward and

shy when he,tried to act hard and cynical. I wanted to

. touch him, to close the distance“betwoen us. But most

of all, I never tired of listening to hlS voice.
‘"This has to be the most parochlal place in the

world, " he commented, lOoking at; me strangely.

."Sométlmes, I wonder how long it wr; take you to oatch

.up, Julla "

I dldn't understand what he was trying to say,

nor was the moving car conducive to a serious answer.

I tried not to take offense. It was just one more of

‘{those tense awkward .moments between us. But I "knew
‘that Nathan hadn't always lived in town, that he had
", been  in ‘other countries, . and I d1d wonder what heﬁ;

.meant.

Once, ' just once, I had been as far'as New York

‘City.r The year before, our high school drama club had
‘rented a bus and we went to an off-broadway theatre to

;1an exo*tic-sounding place called 'The Circle in the

$guare'. There we saw "The Trojan Women". During the
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performance, I became overwhelmed with the tragedy of

“the story. Suddenly, I burst into lagughter in the
suspenseful silence and heard the shock of my
inappropriate 1laughter ripple through the -audience.
Then someone hissed at me, while. I sat there,
centerless and numb, and listened to the sound of
Hecuba's voice.

Tanglewood, when we arrived there, resembled a
medieval clearing in the forest complete with vendors,
jesters, and merchants. The audience was relaxed.
They carried elaborate, wicker picnic baskets, white
wine, cloth napkins, and barefoot children in expensive

- togs. We found a spot for our blanket. I wanted to be
closer, to heaq’every note and sound, but Néthan was |
expounding, on the virtues of Wagner and I .didn't want
to interrupt  pr appear unsophisticated. I beaeme
suspicious when we were finally seated. Our frijge
position did poé seem to be shared by music loverszﬁ I
noticed most couples around us holding hands or
kissing. Whenﬁﬁe had our picnic, Nathan offered me a
cold beer, but I refused. We were in Mas;achusetts
where the drinking age was eighteen, but I was- just
sixteen. I .tried to act sophisticated, but. Ivdon'gf
suppose I fooled' Nathan. There was a hushed quiet
around us as the concert began: '

Loyers got dowﬂ to the bdsiness of ~arraﬁgih§
blanket$ and getting. more comfortable. It was avetraig.
to hear the music, a music filled with emotiensllwcould”:
barely identify. As the music became increasinglﬁﬁmore
complex, a sweet smell driéted by on the sligﬁtest
breeze. My first thought was that smokers'found}ﬁhe,;
most peculiér'moments to decide to smoke. I turnedéiﬁ’
time .to see Nathan inhaling a cigarette that he had
ébviously rolled by himself. I tried not to laugh
until his eyes met mine. '
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"Do you want a smoke?" ‘ 7
"] don't like to smoke. It hugﬁs my throat." K
"This -isn't just a cigarette, . Julia," he

whispered, "I've put something else in it."

I stared at him, blankly. f ‘

"You know. Want to try some?" ,

I did not know. I was not sure what ﬁe was
talking about. I did know it was something wrong.
"But Nathan, aren't you afraid you'll get caught?"

"Don't be such a scared ninny."

I was shocked into silence. For just a fraction
‘of a second I saw myself the way Nathan must have seen
me-fnaive.v At the same time, I was uncomfortable and
hurt. The air around us got heavier with smoke. I
’ shook my head. . : .

"Do what you want and leave ma alone!"

I settléd myself on Fhe blanket and closed my
eyes. The music, once I haq fallen asleep, became a
visible kaleidoscope as wavé after wave of color and
sound disturbed my balance,. and Sutherland's voice
pierced my troubled mind. In my sleep was the lucid
sensation that I* would not awaken for many years. I
saw a cellist drawing a bow across the strings of his
cello and I shivered in agony each time the bow was
pulled-pushed-forced across the strings."It was all
mixed up with sounds of the Boston Symphony Orchestra
and a Wagnerian rage. I wanted to scream at the
warring sounds oOr smaéh thci cello to stop its
dissonance. I was still asleep when the first drops of
rain fell on my upturﬁed face. ) 7

I woke to the prickling sensation of cold water
combined with the chill of the music and Nathan's
voice. People"all around us were packing up their
picnic hampers and foldind blankets. Some were already
running to the parking lots, while those who had paid
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tévsit under the canopy listened in comfort. Devotees
bed@p to set up their own umbrellas and draw closer to
hear Wagner in the rain. Nathan watched me, oblivious
to the downpour. When I jumped up and started packing
our picnic, he finally grabbed the .blanket from the
grass and awkwardly pulled it over the two of us like a
tent. With his arm around my waist, we stumbled to the
car and put_ up the leaky top. My anger at his
insensitivity dissolved instantly at his touch. The

rain, which might have spoiled such a day, had changed

our mood and we laughed like children.

I was ignorant of the facf that Nathan had taken
drugs,. My anger had vanished, and in its place I was
more convinced than ever that I was in love. I wanted
to trust that love. I stared down at my reflection in
a puddle beside the car. The cold raindrops on my face
may have been seeds of awareness, or that day might
have taken place in my imagination. My response to
Nathan's voiﬁé, e music, and my own reactions still
become confused ézlh dreams. /

A few yéérs ago when I visited Nathan in his Soho
studie, I‘asked him about that day. All he remembered
was rolling his own cigarettes and watching me fall
asleep. ' '

"vyou looked so innocent with your eyes closed,"
he said. "You used to frighten me with those intense
brown eyes, the way you used to stare at me. I loved
you very much, Julia. But I was afraid ydu would want
me to take care of you. I was young, and I wan&ﬁd very
badly to be an artist." - ®

Strange, that he should remember my eyes, whéen
all I remembered was the sound of his voice,,&nd of

course, the way he made me feel. )

LY
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Anna's Journal --

I have discovered that prayer resonates and clears
the heart. That is what happens when I pray 1n the
garden.

I love to work in the garden. It is only a square
of earth, yet when I am there, sweating or d.iggin(g
my fingers into the soil, I grow. The garden pulls
at my body until I no longer feel that I may float
away. Jt keeps me grounded, and sometimes, the same
thing happens if I hold Julia's Iu.nd.

| When Julia was eleven, she had a bad experience.
She wanted to dance, but ber parents disapproved.
She went, without their permission, to dance classes
and paid for those classes with money earned fram baby-
sitting. After a year had gone bg, ‘the dance teacher
phoned her I;ane °to tell bher parer;ts of the recital.
Naturally, ,?ulia's mother was surprised by the call.
Her reaction was unpleasant. "No," she told the
- dnstructor in a hostile voice, *"Julia will not be in
the recital, nor will she return to your school next
year."” Julia stopped by for a visit the next day.
I could tell she had been crying. .

We went out to the sunny garden together and I
took bher hand. After a while, I pulled her to her
feet and we began to dance in the garden. I felt sad
that she could not continue her dance lessons, s0 I
danced -and p}ayed instead, that her heart would always

dance.
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Anna --

If it had not been the eyes, or the rainy nigﬁt
before the flood, perhaps something else would have
driven Anna to’yalk all the way to the monastery. She
might never have found herself exposed and as naked as
the day she was born. As it was, when the nuns did
. find Anna in ﬁhe garden, she was dancing. She may have
been dancing five minuteés or an,hohrz She .could not
tell them. Mother Benedict was\a ened by one of the
younger nuns and now she was fully dressed. She
reached out to embrace Anma and pull her under the

wings of her volumirous habit.

Puit's all right, Anna. I just want you to eome

with me."™ She reached out "her arms and drew the’

fevered trembling body into warm dry robes.i Anna
shivered and looked down at the whi%e skin of her

exposed body. 5

"It's a beautiful night, Mother. I was

praying...." ‘she murmured, hearing her own voice,
disembodied and distant.

"Yes, gnna; I know. But it's time to come in
now. The flesh is only temporal, my déar. You can't
treat it to such doses of excitement without getting
sick." She 'smiled kindly, and “Anna thought that
somewhere in her ageless heart she did understand.

"Do you understand, Mother?"

"Do you think not? I may never have danced naked

in a garden, but I understand. Sometimes that kind of
joy is hard to contain." .

"Thank you, Mother."

"anna, I haven't seen such joy in many years.
But come, it is time to get ypu dressed and in bed."

Back :in the dormitory of the cloister, sevéral

nuns in their night dresses, came forward with dry

\

¥y
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clothing. Mother Jerome was given instructions to take
Anna to the guest house, so she waited w@gh her cloak,
two umbrellas, and the keys. The house would have to
be opened, a fire built, and blankets taken out of
closets. She 1led the way with her ffasnlight. To
Anna, it seemed so different than it had just an hour
ago. The large puddles. were obstacles, the rain
torrential, and Mother Jerome was annoyed.

"My goodness, Anna. You might“have picked a
ég;tteg night to go dancing! And at your age...!"

Jnpin sorry to cause yéphreuble, Mother."

"oh, Anna, you're no trouble." The nun sighed.

“"It's Jjusc that sometimes you have the energy and

exuberance of ‘ chil d

a salnt or a trazy®

Sometimes, I wondey 1f you are.

Anna signed. JL / agjt nnderstand, Mother?"

"No, I don'g,»éguﬁ'%ot all of us are blessed with
such a yearning to know God. Most of us have to be
content with the mundane." '

‘vIs that what this ig...a 'yearning for God? You
know I'm not Catholic, Mother."

"I know, Anna, and so does Mother Benedict. But
she wouldn't be the -ead of this monastery without
great compassion and understanding."

"I'm confused, Mother. Why here? I'm not a
religious person. Since the war, I haven't bgli{yed in
a church, only in my own hard work."

"Maybe you> don't want to acknowledge a gifﬁ
you've been given. I don't have any answers for you,
Anna. It is nct my place to comment."

The gué%t’house was unlocked. Anna helped Mother
Jerome light a fire in the stgne hearth and make up a
bed.

"Will you be all right? Do you want to be called

for matins Ih an hour or will you sleep till morning?"
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"Yes, ¢.11 me." Yo

"Rest then." ‘

An hour 1later, a small bell connected to the
chapel was rung in the guest house. Anna was wide

awake, but resting on the cot before the dying fire.

&Taking up the umbrella and her damp boots, she walked

to the chapel, to sit in the shadows of the votive light
as it burned hear the altar. She struggled to stay
awake. |
The nuns could be heard mov1ng to thelr sea

behind a lattice work grate that separated the back §¥
the altar from the cloistered section of the chapel.
The lower half of the partition was curtained in white,
while suspended at the«top of the screen was an angel's
head with wings. They filed 1in quletly to their
apcustom%d places, then began with’ %ﬁe ice to sing
the matins in Latin: This was belleved to be the
purest time of day, a time when the earth was quiet,
yhen restless vibrations were mihimal, when prayers of
devotion would reach into the farthest corners of the
upiverse. Matins was sung to herald the beginning of
anothef day, to give thanks to the night that relieves
the day. As they sang the sacred rituals of prayer,

their worship was intense and powerful, as thoudh

plucked from the midst of dreams and darkness.

The chapel was small, with cane-backed chaire

instead of pewe and a carpeted floor on which to kneel.

The walls and celllngs were ‘covered in cedar -and gave'

off the smell of a secret closet. Small painted
statues carved of wood sat in niches around the room.
The altar was a pine table set with candles on a white

embroidered cloth. Wild flower bouquets of lupin,

golden spider daisies, black-eyed Susans, and Queen

‘\)Ann s lace adorned the table. An arrangement of river

/u/[ﬁ stones 1n51de the altar area formed a grotto to which

)
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had been added pink roses «~d calla lilies from the
garden. Gregorian chants echced against cedar beams
and drifted through the wood barrier, the voices clear
' A\

Many of the nuns were very old, some of them

‘widows, taciturn and stern, but their voices, when

raiéed in preyer, were youthful and sincere. Talking
was not encouraged inside the cloister: only silence,
so{itﬁae, prayer, and worki Thei} songg'reached into
the chapel where Anna sat, then drifted yogt through
open windows. Strains of their sonéS“woﬁldvnever be
lost. They were selfless contributions to the
universe. Yes, she thought, there is a need in the
world for what takes place here./fshe could imagine
their sweet‘@bices mixing with debotionq&,voices all
over the globe, their prayers reaching 1like fingers
that would eventually join. K

Something had happened to change Anna that night,
but. she didn't want to dissect it. She was content to
kneel and ..sorb the sounds, to stgre“them under her
skin and in her heart‘and mind. Tomorrow was another
day. .Shé walked back to St. Gregory's and climbed into
bed. Enough had 'happened for one day--enough for ua

iifetfﬁé.
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Julia --

"Hey lady, this is the end of the line." The bus
driver turns amgugd in.his seat, concern in his voice.

I have taken a local bus from the center green to
get to a car rental agehcy' that I am told 1is now
1pcated quite a distance up Meadow Road. _

"Lady you gonna stay n' come back'po town with
me?"-. He spunas annoyed when he sees I am daydreaming.
"Tourists!" he grumbles. K

"Pardén me?"

w Instead of an aﬁswer, I receive a taciturn
séoulder. I .can see him squinting at me in his rear-

2R
View mirror.
N "I'm not a tourist." I feel compelled to return

7

f4his hostility:

"look like a tourist to me, ma'am. No offense,
of course." )

"Well, I'm not. Used to live right here on
Meadow Road...before the flood."

"That so." He didn't believe me, I could tell.

"Well there have been so .any comin' around,
we're turnin' into a reQ'laerishbowlt They say that's
what happens to a place when it can}t make it on its
own...yup." "

"Well, I'm Stephen Day's daughter.”

7
7

"That so...'@ggid I wouldn't recognize you any
more. Used to have pigtails didn't ya?" ‘

"Braids."

"Yup. That's so....How's your dad doin? Still

usin' the name Day,*&nstead of the name‘he was born
with?"

"He's dead."

His pause, at this moment in our conversation, is

no longer than his - ier considerations.
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"That so. Sorry to hear it."

I cou%pn't think of a response to that so I
waited. Y
l"Maybe it's best that way. He wouldn't have

seein' a¥l these damn tourists starin' over a
fella's back hedge. That writer Frost*had the right’
idea, a real Yankee he was. HiQh fences, he said.
Yup..}." He opens they bus doors slowly.

"You gettin' ouf here?"

"Thank yoﬁ Mr... ‘

"Baldwih'"' I rem mber him, now, but I am shocked
to realize he is so old. o

I clutch my overnlght case, shoulder mycgnfse,
and step down from the bus feeling likebRip van Winkle.
I want-to.rent'a car so I can go back, pick up my
luggage at the busydepot,'and look around. One of the
first places I want to visit is the dam site farther up
Meadow Road. The reservoir was built just  after the
flood, but I had never seen it filled with water. |

I would rather not go'back down Meadow Road in
the wake of the bus.- There is not much I fecognize any
more. However,. impulsively, I drive back that way
past my old house. It is cpvered in blueféray, modern .
aluminum sidihg and surrounded by tidy flower gardens.
The oid-barns out‘back are gone. Yhe muiberry'tree
that once made such a juicy mess alongside the house is
cut down, and both of the gnarled'apple trees up in.
back where our swings used  to hang are pruned and
tldled The”ﬁBﬁEe has changed hands frequently ¢in the
last thlrty_Years. My brothef.Chris has always kept me>
informed about local gossip.. The first. time, the place
was sold ]ust after I left for college. Dad never
-qonsulted me. In those days, he and his new w1fe must
have needed the cash. I don't blame hlm. The housel
'bwas a lot pf trouﬁie. There was always something wfoﬁg'

k-
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with%it and he never was the best handyman.

) " Anna used to tell me not to blame him, that he
;Wgs doing the best he could. But my father used to
/géfiﬁk'a lot, more than she ever knew. He was good at
‘rﬁiding it from people, and we were all good at hiding
» it from ourselves. I alwéys wondered if Anna knew how
ﬁﬁch I suffered under his criticism, while never
letting on, because I was too proud. I woﬁld never
have told anyone what it- was like, not if it was
killing me. If I told, I reasoned, then what would I

be left with? the same home life, the same drunken

father, the same furtive keeping away from him.
Except, added to it, people might feel pity for me. I
wanted Anna's love, not pity. I thought, if she didn't
know what went on in my home, she would love the real
me, not the me who wasj/attached to all those quarreling
brothers and sisters and parents who hated each other--
just me. I was young enough to think I could
disassociate myself from all the pain. I did not know
that I was my past and my experiences, that I would
never escape who I was and what had formed me. I ran a
long time before I stopped to look at my parents' lives
and my own childhood and acknowledge them as mine.

| "Someday," Anna said. "I hope you will be
grateful for the life you were given, for the gifts and
the graces in your life."

I sometimes thought you were a holy woman, Anna.

But I was too embarrassedfto discuss my thoughts on

holiness with anyone. I was afraid I might get that
glazed-over look my mother‘uséd to get on her face when
she mentioned God's name. A reverent attitude sounded
false on her lips.. My mothér was not prepared to talk
about a iritual life. The way my mother said "Géd",
the way her face reddened, and the way her voice caught
made mefr want to turn away. I believe she was out of

$*.
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touch with her finer ‘sensitivities, and getting in
touch with her emotions for a moment made her feel
angry and confused. I just didn't want someone to see

that look on my face. 1In somé ways it gave her an

approachable vulnerability, but it was gone as quickly

as it appeared. I was left with the sensation that ske
couldn't have spoken the Lord's name, because my mother
was not a believer. She was as irreverent as they
came, SO disillusiohed by lite and her lot in it that I
stayed as far away from he: as possible. I suspected
that -whatever emotional aﬁ;itude she had miéht be
contagious.

By the time the flood hit town, and it seemed
like the whole place was going to go under, I had taken
to being pretty silent around the house. It was a
peculiar silence, my own eye of the storm: watchful,
waiting, ready to explode with my own - rage. I
dc sdreamed of escape. In my dreams, I was an escape
artist. My nerve endings were wired like a tightrope
walker's, taut and nearly broken. Each day I held back
~and tried 4o stay balanced. I developed secret safety
valves, like twists, in my -personality. -These

distortiéns in perspective helped me to cope.. I think

whatever happened then was responsible fdntgetfiﬁégme-
off track all these years. But I couldn't® seem °to héﬁp '

myself. The flood waters rushed over thef  town ‘amdg

swept away all evidence of ;ﬁat once was. It was SO
sudden anrd. irrevocable, so destructive and unfofgiving.
buring that shock, I did what T had to do and tried not
to draw attention to mfyself. | ‘

I wasn't surprised to get up one morning and find
that Dad had already 1§ft the house. He w?sla member
of the volunteer fire départment, and we had all heard
on the radig‘the night>before that they would be out.at
dawn with dther volunteer rescue teams. . ’

o
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The kids were all in the hoﬁsé, driving evéryone
crazy with their boredom, so I got up early that
morning to make breakfast for them and tidy the house
before Mom que up. She had looked miserable all that
summer, swollen out of recognition with another baby
inside her. Because of all ‘the complaining she did
about those of us who existed, I couldn't believe she
was pregnant, again. In my adolescent idealism, I
thought women either had babies or they didn't, but
moaning_about it after the fact‘was a waste of time.

"you'll see," she used to tell me. "You'll get
as many as God gives you." She used the word God with
tha& tight look she got on her lips. . And it was true
that there were already eight of us.

One morning it was eleven o'clock before she got
up. I Qatched her walk slowly into the: kitchen, her
bulging middle sagging tiredly. Everything about my

 ‘mother was tired and d%happy: the ¢leep circles beneath

her eyes, the puffy face and hands.¢ It was the sad way
she sighed and left sentences dangling and un%inished
that often made me feel sorry for her, that is, until I
listened to her fight;ng with Dad, or v'naggEng and
screaming all the time.” Then I  didn't feei‘sorry for
anyone but myself and.the yéars I would have to put in
pefore I could escape.

The kids had finally stopped fighting and were in
the living room playing-Monopoly. I knew by the look
on mom's face that she wasn't getting put of her
bathrobe that day. o

"Get mé a coffee will ya, Julia?" She ink
heavily into a chair at the kitchen table.

The radio was the only noise in the kitche% as I

prepared the coffee, dark the way she liked it. I was

. ‘about to pour the coffee. Mom was sitting there

/' “1looking like she might not make it through the day.



The . radio blared, but she appeared not to hear the
news, as though she was tuned in to her own station of

misery. It was too much to bear, watching this heavy

woman *trying to 1lift herself far enough out of

depre551on to drink a cup of coffee. Who was my

‘mother7 I remembered, vaguely, a different mother who .4

\ pulled me on a sled 1n winter and held me on her lap

when I was too b1g for laps. I ‘remembered soft breasts
that molded to my’ chlld's body and kept me therey -

wlthout pushlng away. That must have been a dlfferent

'~ woman from the’ one who had become a receptacle <of

e bables and more bables, a different woman from the one

*
A;?,er

“fdamn kids  of Llll'S upstalrs dellberately spléshed me

who had no klnd words, whose breasts were constantlyl
hard ‘and swollen w1th tea.s. - 3

f I wahted to weep, to hold my Cwil mother, and tell
her it covldn't be all that bad. If she just. stopped

hav1ng bables, she would be able to love us all agaln,

;and .Dad and God. At 51xteen, 'I was young and - toof

1nexper1enced -to know it was, ‘more compllcateg than
that--or Surely my parents would have flgured ‘it out.
I turned '6ff the radlo and heard. a sound at the

»
% a

J door. TIf was Aunt ,Sophie.’ " ar N

"Just having coffee?" she'§§ked as she.walked in

wlthout knocklng Aunt Sophle never knocked "Those

' ﬁwhen I tried to walk up the, drlveway 'I don't know how;

"‘F‘

you can stand her or her brats rentlng ‘upstairs, Del
My mother didn't answer. , %
Uncle Joe must have been working. that mornlng,
and Aunt Sophle had nothing to do. I poured another
cup of coffee and sat watching. ! she had EZ§£ her .
ralncoat ‘in the corner--drlpplng on the floor. Wlth

the radib off,  it. .was !suddenly too quletn’ln the

ikltchen - The" ra1n on the tin carport ‘rapped loudly,

and. Aunt Sophle nodded to ‘me over the mllk she poured

i
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into her coffee--as though I was a conspirator. g

‘"How are you feeling, Del?" she asked, not
lobking at my mother. Aunt Sophie had no children, so
to -her, mom's moping and her evil temper ‘had no
possible justification. Sometimes, it seemed that she
was waiting to see if the sky would fall on her sister-
in=zlaw. » )

Mom didn't answer. She looked at Sophie and I
waited, expecting one of Sophie's barren holier-than-
thou jﬁdgments, The quiet lengthened uncomfortably.

"What are the kids up to today?"

"They're playing Monopoly," I answered. I wanted
, to spare myself the discomfort of Aunt Sophie not being
answered, again. |

We sat there for a while. Aunt Sophie asked if

we had gotten any rain damage and I told her the \
basement had a foot or two of water, but since it had a

+ dirt floor and was also a root cellar, we didn't think -

there would be any permanent damage. I told her we
didn't intend to do anything about the, clogged septic
tank until ‘the weather permitted it, either. That led
her to a bit of gossip about the woman upstairs, as she
referred to Lilly. It was Lilly's‘kids who had flushed

some underwear down the toilet causing the problems.

When I failed to answer, the small talk stopped and the

three of us sat there. ¢Finally, I excused myself. I
didn't feel that I had to sit there in.the hot seat, so
I went to my bedroom and sat there straining my ears.
"well‘Adele, eurely you can get yourself together
long enough to visit with me." The silence- continued.
"Lord, no wonder Stephan is fed up with yg& if this is
. the way you act with hlm." I heard her walk to the

sink and hoped she would leave- soon. g

"What would you know about Stephan and what he .

feels for me?" Mom's voice sounded clear and strong

upr
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all of a sudden and my ears itched.

"I imagine, that's all. I think of the beaut1fu1
children God has given you and I'm ashamed that we're
related. You don't even want your own children. You
make e sick, Adele." I heard her put on her raincoat
and was relieved.

"you want one, Sophie?"

"What?" Sophie's voice was filled with disbelief
and shock. '

"If you love kids so much, why not? Have one of
mine. They're all good kids. Put up or shut up
Sophie!" ‘_ ‘
nListen, Del, I refuse to stay and listen to your
abuse another minute." The door slammed, and soon
after I heard mom shuffling back to bed.

I knew she would never give one of us away, but I
sat there on my bed dismayed that she would go that
far to torment Aunt Sophie. The 'baby wasn't dde for
another month, but it was g01ng to be a, long month for
all of us.

I knew thls baby was not welcome Aside from

Xself the oldest, and perhaps my brother, Chris who

was Six years younger than me, none of them were

welcome. There were soO many babies. I sometimes

thought it was a cruel game my parents played’ w1th each

.other, and some day, they would have a lot to answer
for. ﬁ? o

I stayed in my room. I was the only child who
had his own bedroom, but that was. because I chose to
have privacy rather than phys1ca1 comforts. My ‘room
had once been a sunporch, so I froze in the winter,
pbaked in the summer. Today, I _curled up under: the
eiderdown quilt my grandmother had given me and watched
the rain running down the many panes of glass that
enclosed the little room. I looked at the prism Anna

o
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- .
had given me. It hung in the window closest to the

head of my bed. No little flecks of codor had been

captured or bounced around on the floor ‘as the dismal

‘Iéini came down in torrents. Only the ‘0ld linoleum

covered the floor in a worn-out patternless blur. I
closed myself off from the uglihéss in the house,
opened a book, and wrapped myself more tightly in my
quilt. I always read stories with happy endings. That
way, I could read, and forget I‘}ivéd here, and become

someone who wasn't me.
™
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When I looked out the window toward Paclo's I sav

the river, and I was oanfortod knowing that he lim
just up::rum beyond the next curve in the road. It
seemed to re that I had loved Paclo and his work
forever. = To me, ~they vere inseparable. In the
beginning of our rclat./uzip, I used to pick blue
flowers like iris or hydrangea and arrange them in
a vasc. in the window. It was our signal. I said
anytime he saw those flowers he was welcame to stop
by fpr dinner. Sometimes I used blue Xleenex and made
those artificial !iomr: thut,é.nre used for wedding
cars. That made him nervous, but Paolo rarely turned
down a dinner invitation. g .

‘rherc were times when I invited him to stay the
night. ’ I had convinced him that at my age it was safe,
and friendly, and without obligation, but I ‘could never
convince him to stay until moprning. He nid ‘that to
stay thc night would be too camfortable. Oftentimes,
wvhen he had gone home, I would stay awake and ;:nbroider.
Once I cmpz‘oidorcd & replica of one of his sculptures.
It was only that cne time, but I remember feeling a
sudden confluence of our minds. At that moment, our
points of view mcrgcd How I loved him.

One night there was an electrical charge in the

air that erupted in lightening and thunder when he ;

had gone. I lay in bed, alone, }v,’sbing at my age that
I could conceive a child. Jt was the evening that
Julia walked hame in the rain feeling sorry for
herself, she told me. The house was very dark that

night as I there looking toward the darkened window.

¥ was startled when the lightening flashed, and I

R
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thought I saw Julla's face lighted in the window frame.
I called to her, Ddut no one answered. And when I

finally managed to;opcn the window, no cne was there.

v,



Anna —--

There were times when Paolo would gaze at Anna as
though frightened of his thoughts. When she visited
she often posed for him. At times, he would walk up to
' her :and touch her skin which was warm from the fire.
Like a sleepwalker he would touch her until ke was
reassured. that her warmth came from inside. Then,
whatever reverie he was lost in would disappear behind
an hypnotic smile. He would touch her to memprize her,
to store up her light, to remember her curves during
the days and nights when she was gone. She, in turp,
would have given anything when he was like this.

One rain-dreary evening before'the flood, when
she hag posed for a long time, he touched hgr in that
trance that came ovér-him, touched what hgﬁhad just
created in clay. His hands were rough ahd earthy and
his eye%@&ost. Anna stood there for a while ésking
nothing from him, until he pulleﬂ her to him, and the
compassion in her heart becaﬁe tangled with his
passion. The fiffe line that.sepafated her from Paolo
disappeared. She told Julia qhe‘often.wondered what

she meant to him, if she was more than just a lifeline

tossed to a drownlng man. ‘He was a strong man when he .

wasn't . fighting demon fear;%gihls one night she wanted
to feel qls strong hands on her skln She wanﬁed to be
caressed and touched as one who was beloved. She knew
he would ‘not change, that he would not cherish her.
She wanted him to adore her,wabut that would never
happen. AcCepting this, she /had Stlll let herself love
him. He was like the unleashed storm that night,
demanding and clutching at her. And when they had made
love, he rose from the carpet in front of the hearth
with no sweet words or géntleness and dressed himself.

Anna slipped into a robe, when she saw he wasn't coming

[N
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back to’ her, and stared into the fire. Finally; she
walked to the stove to ladle out the hot souéAshe had
‘brought. She'lit candles and insisted that he come to
the table. . R

"I hope we arge still frlends, Paolo.". She spoke‘
quietly, not knowing what to expéct from this man.

- "Listen, Anna." -He'; sunnded. agltated "I can't:
even say thank you. I)know_you‘ye offered me somethlng
special. You have waltedvmarouhd‘_ trylng to 'give me
this love for years..” But now do you see. that I don't
have anything of myself to glyg in retyrn?"

To ease the tension, $he poured the wine and‘
stirred the soup. The soup was homemade with lots of
vegetables and special herbs that she héd'broughtrfrom
the monastery. The herbs she hadbplanted‘and tended
filled the room with their special- heallng scents. It
was the only thlng she could thlnk of to do Feed this
man.. He needed to be fed. o 'f_‘ '

"I'm not sorry. You don't need‘to safwanything.
I am a bit old for this sort of thihq, ahYWey."v She
didn't feel old, but maybe he did, she thought. |

| "01d? When I was your rage I was stlll actlng
like a randy goat. Old’ You don't understand "

He stood up and walked to a dark corner of the
room. He heaved and pushed a large ‘lpture until it
was standing in front of the firepl.. She watched as
the fire softened its surfaces. It toqued somethlng
in her that the years of love-making haé'not reached
something she did not understand. A stlixness in the
elusive curves made her want to reach out/jgéﬁﬁake its
understanding hers. e

It was a nude, a man There was a qua in his
naked and honest form that she hadigought years.
She, looked into Paolo's ravagedefac% and saw a man who

wasn't always honest or good, a hard man who had
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struggled for everything he had learned. ‘

"I like him. I must say, if T waéfiéokfng“for‘a
lover I would choose this man." ] .

"Wwhy is that, Anéa?" he‘asked;

"I'm not sure. It isn't just the great body."
She/ laughed ' because Paolo's scrutiny made  her
uncomfortable. o

"If it isn't his beautiful'body, then why?"

"I think it's the way he is standing there, as
thougg he was the whole world...the sun, the
moon...everything." .

"If he is complete already, why would you want
him as a lover? What good would he be to you? Look at
me, Anna."

_Paolo stood near the fire. He moved closer to
where she stared, pretending to be lost.in thought.
She didn't have to see his eYes to know that they
rejected her 1love. Why did it have to be so
complicated? |

. ":ecause I want that wholeness in my 1life. I
want to nd this everlasting loneliness." The time for
total honesty had -cme. "I yearn for it so »Madly, I
sometimqufhink it is killing-me. Now you know. You
also know that I love you.'™

Paolo droppéd his shoulders :und suddenly looked
older. "I am,jﬁ%t an old man, Anna. What you see in
that statue: is my..own yearning. But it isn't a
yearning for you. It isn't for you."

He turned his back to her and stood that way, so
she wouldn't see the tears of lonelinéss and desvair in
~his eyes. . ‘

"You are wrong, Paolo. I havé come here for ten
years pretending td‘bring'only soup. I have seen my
love reflected in your eyes, but you think my 1love

isn't good enough for you,, that your destiny is



something greater than a mortal eccentric woman who
loves you. Now, you look at me!"™ She -spoke loudly,
hysterical in the knowledge that he was not listening
and nothing she said'would reach his heart. |

He.did turn to look ihto her eyes eventually, but
it was a .shielded look, and she knew this was the end
of her cheérished hopes. ' ‘

"Truby, I ém sorry I hurt you. But you;re,right
about one thing, since we are being honest tonight. I
want you to understaﬁd this. You are not enough for
me, Anna. And if you were honest with yourself,.yoﬁ
would see that I am not enough for you,:either. Maybe
someday -you wi;l understand. I think you should be
gheading back to ycur place. We are pg%h tired." He
"waited quietly for her to leave. ;

But Anna couldn't bring herself to leave' so
suddenly. "I am not asking you to marry me, for
heaven's sake."

"Yes, you are. You are lonely. I am lonely. So
there is a desire to drive away the loneliness." 1In a
way she knew he was right. _

"I'm sorry too, Paolo. After all these
years. ’.." They sat byvthe fire, both of them thinking
th@if own thoughts until the fire grew dim and Paolo
got UR to put on séme more logs. '

" én't ever be sor%y, Anna. You don't need me.
“I am glad you have loved me. It has been one of my
greatest joys these last few‘years.‘ I would not have
learned what I have, if you had not heen arouna."

She sat ’listéning to the fire and the river
rushing SO Closely beyond the far side of the hearth as
Paélo's voice jeined with the two elements. She sat
talkiqg to the man, she was certain she loved, hearing a
surrender to the moment that she had never felt in his

arms. Eheé wondered if he shared her feelings of




gratefulness for what had happénedlthat evening. "You.
make me happy toc, Paolo. So don't go and die on me
yet, bld-ﬁan."“ ,

They both laughed. it was enough. Anna ‘was,
.content, suddenly, to share stories of the past with
him. The awful tensionuwas released. What was there

to learn that went beyond love, she thought. Nothing.
>Therefwa£ hpthing more important to Anna than love.’
She believed that Paolb'avoided commitment, but if he
wanted tofbelieve;that physical love between a man and
~a woman somehow got in. the way of'his search, she was

willing to go along with him.
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Julia --

As I continue to drive the rental.car slowly down

Meadow Road, I stare, unblinking, at the passing:

scenery. When the car behind me blows{ its horn, I
decide to pull over. So many images are ass&ulting ny
memory that I thought had been suppressed. The trees
overhead are like a temple arch. They create feelings
of awe and reverence. This archway by thé roadside,
for ihstance, was. ‘the passage to  Anna's place. My
moods were always cﬁanged after I went through ﬁf. In
spring, the new green buds let through a light and
beauty. ‘In‘summer, lusﬁ shade and. mystery pervaded the

roadside. In winter, ‘a world of white heavy shadows

waited in the passage. £nd in autumn, I changed and

grew. The river was .27y along this stretch of road.
It didn't roar and thrash about as it did in the ravine
hear Anna's house. Here, it made beckoning sounds,
spoke in whispers, and gathered its own reflection. I
can still hear it flowing, a channel of echoes.

The only time Nathan walked me home from school

was just before his graduation. It was that same

summer when the flood changed our ‘lives. I remember

the day clearly. I told him that an artist could never

copy the idyllic scene by the river. He laughed and

said- I didn't know the first thing about art or
artists. We had stopped to sit on large stones in the
middle of the lazy shallow stream. It was a sunny day
that smelled warm and full like summer. I was lazing
back on a flat gray rock watbhing Nathan as he clicked
his camera at 1éaVes, stone shadows, and water
reflections. Dazzfﬁng summer shadows filled my eyes,
so I closed them and began to wish that Nathan would
see me as more than a camera image. I had a vision of

my own photo portrait dissolving in- developing

ﬁi
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solution, overexposed to his impersonal 1iefdetector
eyes. I had the constant urge to confess, something
when I was with him, anything to get his attention‘f I
,opened my eyesVsquenly and caught a look of intense
yearnlng Cross Nathan 's face. He trled to hlde it, but

it was too late I had seen’ it, and I waS\old enough

to recognizeg“ I became w1se beyend ny years.

Efis, wild yarrow, cranberry hedges, and

Stone;
- blackberry  bushes, wild grapev1nes, and cornflelds,
newspaper hoxes on Crane Hollowo Road ' stain- glassed
Episcopal churches, and\} steepled Congregatlonal

churches, cattails, and stlcky caramel apples, cups of

raspberrles at craft falrs, and. the finest Fitz and

Floyd porcelaln ‘china: llke aﬁ aleldoscope, the scenes/“:

slipped and 1nterm1ngled w1th’ they,sunllt leaves

4 ‘}

L

overhead. The intensity . betweeﬁ was ‘a V1v1d”

colorful thread of jpy. I wanted to re01te ‘a IOVe poem
and speak aloud the tender feelings ‘I had kept inside
for so long. fﬁwantednto share them with Nathan who
had alwhys seemed dlst%nt and cold, Na¥han who was
brought?ﬁﬁ in an éustere New England Calv1nlst church,

whose rblatlves had probably helped burn witches and
boycott tea Nathan ,never’ understood my lack of
conflderﬂge or shyness He was: my beaut1ful arrogant
Nathan who took his b1rth11qht fﬁr grapted He wore
his jeans én g%s hlps ;: and’ hlaﬁ%alr‘to his shoulders to
rebel agalnst quues that I had yet to possess. He was
my dear Nathan™ who todk f@r grgnted that I would love
him because he had never been unloved. While I knew
all this, and knew that I was too innocent for Nathan,
I was not aware enough to hold him or understand his

wgrldf
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Anna's Journal --

A
I descride certain experiences as a prelude to

the storm. By the time Julia had reached her teens,
for instance, I knew that life would never be sasy
for her. Her insight was confined to details, one
by one. Julia's world was a dream world that shielded
her from pain.

"There are tulips near the mailbox this year,"
she nﬁgbt exclaim, or  "When did you embroider the
lovelg‘ sampler hanging in the hallway?” The tulip
bulbs were planted severaly years before and the .
_embroidery--well, I could have sworn she was right
here watching me nearly half the time as I :titchedq
it. .

Du:ing’i her teens she went to ilocp. I th.lnj_ she
dreamed of 'e;ﬁgape or of being rescued by Prince
. Charming. She‘":’%i*as like a caged bird. There were qt.i.umi
when I ,encouraged her dreams of escape Dbecause I
thought (she “negded to see more of the world before
" she could wakqlup. ‘

The vi/ew‘ I had of the world through my own w.indoﬁo
was heavily‘ lwoodad. The trees stood tall and straight, .
side by side. Though I looked at them through the
window, I imagined that a bird perched at the top of
one of them would have “quite a different view. My
" own 1llusions and the view from my window were finely
focq"sod. As I studied the trees during the rain, I
saw them swell with water. . They stood silently,
heavily, as rain ran and whispered, like holy words,
‘down their trunks and into the earth at their roots.
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Anna --

Anna opened her, eyes,',shut‘ fhem, then opened
them, again. Still, it was dark. It was always dark
in her cell-like-rooh, its 6nelsmall window blocked by
‘the thick bough of a sprucé tfee that.scraped the side

of the house. The bédrobm walls were made of bare
stone, Wet;, and swéating  from the dampness that
permeated the house. It héd been raining‘for two wecks
“and the town was haifvdnder water. Therefore, what was
a mere trickle of water oozing through the walls when
the house was solid and safe, fér above the river?

It wasn't easy to crawl from beneath her warm
handmade quilt. Once, it had the soft sheen and luxury

of yeilow satin. - Now, it was a faded sepia color,

. droplet spotted, and touched with_rust. Anna had sewed
'every seam by hand and it was still wuseful and
comfortable. To get out of bed she hadito touch the

bare floor, go out to the kitchen to light the wood
stove, then stand there naked while dampness>escaged
the clothes she would wear. She: had to think of
something else, éteel herself from the damp walls,
proteét herself with her own inner light.

She hurried into the'kitchen to light the stove.
" The fire leaped up, and crackled, and soon its glow
“warmed her skin. She filled the kettle to heat on the
'stove and opened the window over the sink to breathe,in
the cool morning air. It was still dark. The ‘heavy
rain made it impossible to ;eil the time of morning.
She washed quickly and -changed into an old pair of
woollen pants and a flénnelfshirt. The rescue cCrews
would be out that day, and she wanted to be there:to
help. She thought of the suffering and pnhappineés she
knew would be present in the flooded streets. -As she
knelt in the small kitchen on a thick Tibetan éarpét, a

‘
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prayer rug that had been given to her by her friend,
Sylvia, she prepared herself for the dayc

She wondered  where Sylvia was these days. They
had come from Europe tegether on a.large ship,»and
Sylvia had tried to convince her to accompany her
farther. She said she was going on to western Canada
to build an ashram, - a retreat and study center for
yoga. ‘She wanted Anna to go with her. They had been
similar in 'so many ways: the same family backgrounds,
married to wealthy men, ieaving their homeland,
widowed, hurt, luEky to get out alive. - Sylvia had no
one. Anna had no one. Sylvia was a goed woman, yef,
when she asked Anna to go with her, Anna stopped her
journey 1in New Engldmd.‘ In the end, their destinies
were not the same, but Anna thought of her often.

'‘As special as the prayer rug was; the months
living together in Montreal had been even more special.
Sylvia's most precious gift had been her example. She
lived in the present and had a reverent worship of
life. There was no more looking)back t6 what she had
left behind. Today therepyould be others needing help,
and Anna would be there with them as Sylvia had been
with her. For all that she had received, she wanted to
give in return. But flrst .she knelt and prayed for
strength and courage.' ‘

"Oh Mother," she breathed deeply. "Holy Mother
of compassion," she whispered. Thé sound of the rain

that fell along the stone path near the eaves.

baccompanied her breathing. The smell of geraniums at
the open window filled the morning air. Their colors .
were beautiful bright strokes--outlined against a
forest green canvas and framed by the window.;

Suddenly, there was a knock on the back door It
was a strong rapping on the curtalned glass pane The

unexpected sound electrified the smalL kitchen as Anna

&



struggled from her Xknees td bring herself out of her
thoughts. ‘When she answered the door, a young man
stood there awkwardly, his slicker dripping with rain,
his hood pushed back from his face. ﬁis straight, dark
hair was long and unkempt, his blue eyes wiid with
restlessness.
"My name is Nathan, I'm a friend of Julla s. Are
you Anna?"
"yes, come in, Nathan." .
"sure. Thanks." He stepped, into the hgllway off
the kitchen and glanced at the warm stove with the
prayer rug before it. '
"I hope I'm not interrupting_anything."
"No, please, take off your coat. I ﬁas just
about to have some caffee." : )
Nathan slipped out of the wet jacket and left it
on 'a wall hook in the hall.
"So what brlngs you out so early in all this
rain?" Anna looked at him over her shoulder as she
‘took down an extra bowl and cup.from the cupboard.  She
liked the looks‘of this boy whose name she had heard
Julia mention so often. His eyes seemed to take in
everything and they were filled with experiences far
beyond his years. '
. "I'm going out with the rescue team this morning.
) Julia said you were going out, too, so I thought maybe
we could be partners."
l ; "O0f course, why not?" .
’\KD | "gesides, 'I wanted to meet you. I've been
wanting to for a long time."
"Let's have some breakfast first, then we'll go."
¥I've had ‘breakfast, but I don'ﬁ‘m;nd having some
more." ' Y
"So why haven't we met before, Nathan?"

"oh, I don't know. There was always something. I
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by, but you weren't home. !

way, you know, then Julia was mad."
"I see."

He 1looked up at Anna th v dark 1lashes,

watching her reaction.

"He's honest, she thought, painfully honest. "So
what is it about my house that attracts you?"

"You do."

"Oh?" Anna watched him quietly and waited.

"Well, you're a friend of Paolo's and...I paint,
you see, and...my curiosity got the best of me. I
don't have any friends who paint and...."

"I understand, Natﬁan. I do understand." She
paused to consider what he was trying to tell her.
"So...eat the cereal and we'll go. Maybe another day
“you'll come for a long visit and we'll talk about the
things we love. Perhaps you would like me to look at
your work. And perhaps you would enjoy meeting Paolo.
He isn't a complete hermit, you know." | ‘

Nathan looked surprised, but pleased. "Would you
really introduce us?" o ; |

"Yes, I think so." ‘

- They finished breakfast, and Anna studied him
_.whilenthey ate. They listened to the radio for rescue
alerts and. tried to imaéine what the center of town
looked like under water. People were trapped, despite
serious ‘warnlngs for the last two days. Many had
refused to leave thelr ‘homes. and held on 'to their
worldly- possessxons, clinging to them instead of real
lifelines. Now, ‘they were faced by the bleak truth of
the disaster. Nathan looked up;- and smiled, and Anna
knew she had made ‘a« hew friend.- There were two young

people in her life, noy._~Itvmade:life seem full.



69

She 1looked closely at her hands. They were
skinnyﬂhands holding a cup of coffee for a last sip to
keep warm. They were getting-old hands, finely lined
with work and holding on. She opened her right hand,
palm- up,coutstretched It was nervously etched. When,
she was younger, she had always meant to have her palms
read. After putting down the ccffee, she stood there
one last minute 1n her heavy sllcker before startlng
out the door with Nathan Her damp halo of hair curled
wrlgly around her face as she headed down Meadow Road
@itﬁ Nathan. k .

| She thanked God for gher damp stone and mortar
hpuse. It reminded her of Europe. . It would never wash
away or cave in on her head. No matter what else, she
had worked hard and paid for it and there would always
be this roof oVerhead. ) | .

‘Bundled in boots and slicker, Nathan and Anna
walked toward towﬁ, The crews would meet at the North
End. There was damage there, but the area wasn't
nearly .as 'evastated as the South End which was now
flooded by -l.e Naugatuck River. ’ ‘

Angry weter had spllled through town, washed away
bridges anc roadways, and caused havoc in the factorie
along the river, leaving scars and victims. vkadig\v
"bulletins hed kept Anna awake.until late in the night.
She imagined “he crumpled concrete and the rubble -to be

. like bomb damage. No one had believed, that Hurricane

" Diana's effects would reach -this far north. But the
river had been steadily rising, and rose alarmingly
until the middle of the night, when it overflowed. In
the city center, fourteen stores had been washed away
in the’ darkness: Chester's Army-Navy, Squire's Paint
and GléSs, Singer's Clothing, Considine's Diner, Sears
Roebuck & Co., Montgomery Ward, Towne Furriers, and
Dickls‘ Sweet Shoppe. The bus station was gone, a
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,section of the New Haven Railroad track uprooted.
People had gathered in tiny knots in front of the
wreckage by the Sflvania Television store, its 'Movie-
Clear' sign turned off and lying “in the street, looking
for assurance that they were awake and that this was no
drean. » J

Early - that morning, the.town had been without
‘electrical power,' water, or gas. As she and Nathan
_left Meadow Road, they“éplashed through murky water
that came to their ankles. They walked arm in arm for

support. Soon they were surrounded by canned goods and

£ilth that floated at their feet. The arm of a

mannequiﬁ, flesh-toned and muddy, lay washed up in the

shallow wayexv Scraps of lumber and debris la§ strewn

about, forgotten and forlorn.  They were to meet the
emergency rescue crews at the North End, where state
police and civil defense units had been gathered all

night, to search‘for:the homeless.

Light seeped dilmly through many cloud layers

after so much ’rafﬁ for so many days--followed by
hurricane winds. Anna couldn't help wonaering if it
was some sort of punishment. on the countryside and the
town. In the beginning the rain felt 1like tears, a
great sorrow wept upon the town, but.the longer it
continued, the more angry” ana unrelenting the water
sounded. '
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Julia --

Paolo's place was on cu» river_ice of Meaco
Road, across the street, ar .own _1e embankment Irom
my house. I don't ever rem:vJer his jilapidate 1 hous _
not being there. The rive: ~ curglir, trou. str: =,
ran beside 1it. If there such a2 thiry 7 an
unsightly premise act in those d: s, his { ace ould
not have been allowed to 'stand. But “ie . .. was,
beside the river with its chicken - ~.id- rabbit
hutches. Another shack, nearly the size of his house,
was used as a barﬁ for the goats. There was a dog
house, but the dog came and went in the- main house
along with several cats. Canarylcages were attached to
‘the side of the house néar a small window. And high
grapevinézfrellises surrounded the half acre lot, where
Paolo lived like a hermit. '

Each day he ieft fhe house and pulled a'wagon up -
 Meadow Road to a natural spring. He filled large casks
with fresh water, then pulled them back down the road
to the residential areas of town. ‘There, his regular
customers bought the water for a few cents a galloh‘\
When the water was gone, he pulled the wagon down' to
the 'Stop and Save' delivery entrance. He had an
arrangement with the store manager to take away the
week oid produce and stale Abakery items. He piled
loaves of bread, bags of doughnuts, and cakes with hard
icing into his wagon. Cabbages, old wilted lettuces,
soggy tomatoes,, and meats_edged with green mold were
added to the pile. He pulled the laden wagon home to
his waiting animals, keeping some of the food for
himself. It was then that he settled down to the
sculpture work that he loved.

In summer, he worked in his backyard beside the

river. In winter, I never saw much of him unless I.
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walked home with him as he slowly pulled the,water'

wagon. Most times; I was too impatient but when-we

aid walk home together, I was rewardéd with a bowl of

'caffe latte' and a few stale doughnuts There was*“'

always the smell of garlic, olive oil, and tomaQ@es
stewing for a pasta sauce--a comforting smell. As he
worked in his one room house, if I was/;ery quist, he
would., let me sit and watch. One quiet aftegﬁ%on, I
listened with growing concern tos Paoloﬁ&ﬁ‘nearly
incoherent mumbllng as he talked to his cre iohs

| T "This .one!y, This one will be my grﬁve marker,
tJulla " o

I watched his hands smoothing the stone surface
and was startled to recognize Paolo's face. Moments
before, I would have sworn there was no tangible form
in the stone. Now it was mask-like, bmsrging into
life.

"They'll Bury me in Riverside Cemetery," he
cqntinued. "And~you can stand watch." ﬂg patted the
lifelike rock.

- That same day, Paolo told me that listsning to
“%@r spoke to him and

he answered back. "In Italiaq!"Mf

the river gave him answers. The.

e laughed. He said
he sometimes threw a few curses intb the river,_knswing
they would return to curse him someday. This kind of
talk frightened me. I think he liked to test himself
that way because his eyes took on a hollow stare He
knew the river was greedy, that it would take and take
until it overflowed. That is wWere he discarded all
the ston- chips after sculpting, in the river. They
ﬁgae up jrowing beach of sharp points that kept the
neighborh  >d kids from swimming where it was deep and
dangerous. ‘

Paolo's winter sculpture was created differently.

Instead of chipping and chiselllng, he molded and

"oy J
o
.
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. shaped the human.body from clay.
"Humans are like clayﬁ'_he told me, "but more

interesting...unpredictable and beautiful...at times."
Once he stood in front of the hearth that nearly

" covered one wail, molding and caressing the bodyqof a

nude woman. She reminded me of Anna-.

"Someday yoﬁ. will understand, perhaps. She is

beautlful .but not enough."

I did not dwell on this comment. Paolo was gruff“

and there were times when he made me nervous. He was a

big man from the mountains with strong.classic features
and soulful eyes. Once,'I told him about my éreaf-
'grandfather, the.sgone mason from Switzerland,,ﬁho had
built Trinity Church. The church was his first
commission in town when he arrived a& the turn of the
century. Paolo treated me. Iike a spe01al person after
that, as though genetic transference gaVe me special
cause to appreciate the work he did. ‘1 dld love to
watch him work, but I never learned much more about the
man or his past. He”musﬁ have been close to seventy,
old enough to be my grandfather, ,soT;;, was always
respectful. B ‘

I was also qu1te timid be51de his flerce energy.

I knew a lot .about anger, kneW‘when it hovered in the

air. I had watched my parents simmer with it for

years; I was accustomed to a.great deal of tension and
waited for outbursts from him that never happened. I
knew he was fignting an important battle, but I didn't
know who he was fighting. He was alone in the weorld as
far as.I could see, a wonderful artist, despite the
anger and greed in his heart that he claimed only the
river could remove. He said his grief came from a
desire for fame. It possessed him at times--in his
desire to vindicate himself to his family. He tortured
himself with this flaw and would not let it go. But
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Paolo’ was generous, and I was never sent home empty-

"handed. There was inevitably a plant from the window

sill or a sack of stale doughnuts.for the kids. He
dispensed with his treasures like a king.

I knew Anna visited him often, particularly in
the closed-in isolation of winter nights. She told me
years later that she often posed for him during those
long evenings in front of a blazing hearth. He was.
fighting é terrible demon, and sometimeé,'as the fire
caught in his eyes, she could see him losing the

strquIe; At times, she felt that she was the only ocne

" who stood between the man who worked so intensely and

the doom chiselled on his brow.
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Anna's Journal --..

71.7 _ e ) ‘

Ny drum- ere my v.isions Each one is a single

L

paintod imaga that I want to tumc and nake real.
That is bocausc tbe night -has become very importmt
to me. I rnlizc that T grow just as much at night,
when I acknowledge my drcams, as I do during the day.
: without the night, one third of my life is invalidated.
. I have tried to tell Julia of the Mpoue of
her dreams, but she does not want to talk about tham.
She says they either frighten her, or she cannot
‘remember them A ‘

, She says the dream she remembers most is one in
which she is having a brain operation. She can feel
the surgeons opefz her skul]l and bégiﬁ to probe. Then
there are beautiful colors and swirling circles of
~light. During the opémtibn, she dies and all goes
" black--until she is left in the dark with only the
remembered sound of her own voice as it calls to her. _

‘"We dln take the dream apart and analyze it If
it bothers you," I say. "It may just be the not-knowing
that haunts you. Dreims are seldam what they seenm.
And dreams changé, Julia. They only control you when
they remain unk.nown.v"' Somehow, she must learn to trus;'

her own dreams.
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Anna -- o .

In the middle of a dark night during the flood,
Anna -awoke from a dream. She stretched slowly, but
staYed,in'bed as she remembered. She was surrounded by
crystal eyes, narrdwed apertures of camera lenses,
snake eyes, eagle eyes. A tiny bird flew by, and She
recognized its song. It was a child's song that came
from a small sparrow, the sparrow that never returned
to nest in the bushes by the path. Then, suddenly, she
ahd the sparrow were high above the earth, peering down
wthrqugh a hole in a cloud. The dream continued. She
was given the job of night watchman, but she was blind.
The sparrow joined her and repeated, "Do not 1listen
with your eyes. Do not listen with your eyes."

She stayed in beq‘and listened to the sounds\of
the night accompanied by the béckground music of
rainfall. It fell relentlessly. The dream made her
nervous: because the eyes had been evoked in ‘her
dréamspace. She slipped into a sweater and warm pants,

wrapped a waterproof cape around her shoulders, and

covered her head w1th its hood. Feeling invisible in”

the dark cloak, she hlked up through the woods in her
backyard to .the Pines at the hilltop. The river .was

far below and its torrent of sound was dimmed. “The -

Pines was a sacred place that had been given -its name
by Julia. It was hushed by a carpet of pine needles

and surrounded by the stone wall of a long, forgotten

homestead. The trees there were among the tallest and

oldest in the Berkshifes. They reached up stoically to
curve agalnst the nlght ‘sky.

}‘ The dream had beckoned .her outside and up the
" hill, her rhythmic- stride different tonight, as though
she had learned a new walk. She stood iﬁ the center of

the pine circle, watchful, exploring the vast and holy

4

8
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quiet. The rain fell silently there. _
Shivering and chilled, Anna retraced her stepé

down the hill. The eyes that had followed her into her

"dream were not presenk in the.darkness. The house}

when she reached it, was a refuge from the starless
sKy. '
. ;?%
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Julia --

Ong‘ day, not 1long after my last day in the
tobacco fields, Cynthia Easton and Karen Howells
phoned. They were inseparable in high school and quite
popular. They seldom asked anyone to join them, so I
was flattered when they asked if I would like to go
downtown to shop for school clothes. Naturally, I was
_suddenly uncomfortable. I had never shopped for school
clothes. The few I owned were handmade, but I did have
my last pay check. Having that much money in my top
drawer made me bréve; I told them I'd love ﬁo go. |

;We‘mét at the bus stor -n the corner of Prospéqt
Street. and South Main and got Off at the green by the
post office. Cynthia warced <o mail a few letters
before we began browsing tﬂrﬁugh the small shops and
more elegant department =tores. I thought of my pay
check and how hard I had worke. in the mud and rain to
earn it. I was not plann. y t- spend it unless I saw
something I needed. I had given myself a good talking‘
to after the girls had i-vited me to shop and reminded
myself that I could never dress as smartly as they did,
“not if I spent an e-tire summer's bay. When I
remembered last week and a. . that rain, a simple dress
did not seem like equal exchange fbf.whgt I had been
throuéh. _ ,

! Ccynthia was talking "And so I told him I wanted
to be either a prude or a prostithte when I grew up.
,Right now, I'm working on the prude. That stilted the
conyersation for the evening. Besides, I told him not
to look so glum, I really do like guys from Choate
petter than Deerfield. Daddy wants me to marry Harvard
someday. ’ He;ll juét die if I marry someone from Yale."

Deerfield. Choate. What kind of schools were

they? 1 had never heard of them, but suddenly I felt

*
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‘shy-and’awkward. I .looked down at my dripping umbrella

‘and‘otér at Karen's pressed raincoat. It was a bright
»;Qoodsy green and her umbrella was pink and green
t:striped to match. Her rain boots were - shiny plastlc,

while I had black rubbers over my oxfords. My skirt
was water-soaked along the hem because I had outgrown
my ralncoat and had walked down Meadow Road to meet
them. The bus did not go as far as my house back then.

"I told Daddy I was going to major in French at
college'so I could study in Paris and have a little fun
there before settling down with two—point-five brats."
Karen waved her fine- boned hand and brushed her curly
blond hair behind one "ear. Her nails were manlcured.
and painted a dellcate pink. '

I clendhed my hands inside my sweater Dockets,
wishing the ‘tobacco stains would dlsappear and no one
would notice the blister inside my thumbs from
stringing plants. Prude or prostitute, :Yale or
Harvard, what did these girls know, about women who were
willing to be seduced behind sheds in the tobacco”
fields or how it felt to be séxually attacked? I
shuddered. | . .

,"Are you cold, Julia? W¥hy didfd't you %é}r your
raincoat?" " T

"I'm not cold, Jjust thinkinq," I answered. ‘ ,

"Well, it's nice and warm in the post office, and
I have to duck in there for a second," Cynthia said.

The post office. Suddenly, I felt my cheeks
burn. I thought of Anna and.hoped she wouldn't be
there.

They used to give Anna that long red, white, and
blue wrap around apron to wear, and she was always
there with a broom, or a }ong—handled dust pan, or a
mop and soap bucket--carefully wasning the mérble

floor. Sometimes, she was down on her hands and knees

“
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polishing it. Other times, she emptied waste baskets,
wiped off letter tables, or filled blackened ink wells.
‘Every word echoed in that building; the ceiling was
high-vaulted and classic. Most people walked
’reveréntly through the 'long building or talked in
hushed elevator tones. ' There were times when“ she
worked behind the wickets in the mail roon, sweeping,
and dusting, and occasionally sorting mail during the
rush seasons. But that wasn't where she was that day.
Anna was there in ﬁhe lobby with a long-handlc- dust
pan, and I pretended I didn't see her.

We walked to the inside mailbox beside the wicket
and Cynthia bought stamps. Then we stood in a tight
group laughing noisily at nothing, Jjust acting
_immature,apretending we were sophisticated. I saw Anna
from the corner of my eye. At first she approached us
" with aﬁgelcomlng smile. .

I turned to fldget with the closed umbrella in my-
hand.. What I really felt like doing was removing my
wet rhbber boots, so I wouldn't mess the floor that I
knew she had worked so hard to keep clean. I saw her
happy expression turn to puzzlement before she walked
back to her sweeper, shoulders sloped and unassuming.
How I cried out inside at .my own treachery. But
something small and evil stayed with me.

' When Cynthia had finished her business at the
wiéket, we walked arm in arm toward the exit, and there
stood Anna, too close to ignore. o

"Ohv hello Anna." I acted surprlsed to see her

and became tongue tied. P

"Why don't you 1ntroduce us to your friend?"

Karen - nudged Cynthla‘iand w1nked at “‘me. I Stil}gf
couldn't speak. . R o .

“My name is Anna. Ihn a nelghbor of Julla's" 1
Anna put out her hand qulte naturally and shook hands{';

;»,
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with the girls. She turned a terrible ordeal into a
simpie introduction. “Soon after, we were out the door
and I was listening to the girls laugh, but I didn't

- join them, didn't understard their priva&e joke.

"Isn't she strange? Is she really a neighbor of

‘yours, Julia?" . 1 N

I nodded, saying nothing. |

"We always see her walking somewhere, don't we
Cynthia?“ Karen sfqpped to .fix hef scarf, while
Cynfhia held'her‘umbrella. "Wasn't she married to a
Nazi during the war?" '

"I really don't know," I ahswered.

"WeIl, my -dad s%fd to keep away from her because

she's pretty odd. Not to mention what she may have

- been like in the past."

"She seems all right," I shrugged. sz%;

4
i
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"Funny, we didn't know she was your neighbor.. Jom

I listened quietly and waited for them to change
the subject, thinking I should have been named Judas
instead of Julia. I wanted to go home and cry from t
pain of the knife I had stabbed into my own heart. f

‘Anna was SO beautiful in my eyes, but my eyes
were not attached to my: inner vision. I made no
connections to .the space within me,.so I could not
trust what I saw when I. watched her and wished to
imitate her. Her clear, blue eyes were intense and,

open, her hair, wild and unusually gray for someone in

. her late-forties. It curled wherever it wished, the

effect, a halo around her face. She was alweys ténned

from being outdoors. It was betterTto walk, Anna said,

' so she 'was strong, and.*ﬂklnny, and the utilitarien

shoes she wore were a b1t comical with her woollen
dirndl s%irts. They were too big and the Wwhite-
starched blouses she wore were threadbare. Her clothes
were out of fashion, but I lﬂ%%d the way she
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‘wore them.

The spirit of giving is in the spirita and can
never be measured. And whatbAnqa,gave to me can never
be measured. She used to work so hard. But I did not
think of her as a cleaning lady, did not want to think
of her in that way. The fact that she did not talk
about her‘work,.did not complain, gave her a certain
aura. I imagined her as many things'}n my cherished
~illusions, everything except a humble woman, a hard
worﬁer, a human being committed to a life of selfless

service.
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Anna's Journal --

Betrayal is difficult to understand. There must
have been a mament when Julia found that I had gone
that felt like Detrayal. Thej issue, however, needs
a closer look. NWhen I see imagcs that are mrp-odged,

I know that thon edges are chiselled from the center.
'When I recall Julia's portrait from memory, I have.

to outline her profile from deep within myself.

Whatever distortions occur, I take to ind;ica_t‘e areas

of Julia that I have not yet come to know. That is

why I kept her portrait in place--so I could add to,
or work over, the first impression. I was always
maidng chimges. '3ulia's face became my journal. The
changes I made helped me to learn as much .about myself
as I did abéut Julia. I tried never 'to betray the
essence of her image. ' ' } _
Merely leaving sameone's life is nof a betrayal.
Betrayal involves the center not the outline. This
is what Julia did not understand. To betray is to
deny. It is to say, "I never knew that child. I was

never that person's friend.* It is to say, "I once

“loved you, but no longer love you." That Is betrayal.
‘That is what Judas did to Christ.



84

o

Anna. --

Flltby water collected behind layers of stained
and flowered wallpaper It drlpped from a soggy gray
army blanket on the metal. cot that had been pushed to
the center of the front room. The floors were buried
in silt, while bottles, recently filled with cheap
whiskey, now filled with murky flood water, 1littered
the hallway.

Jbarman's Boarding House was near the river,
bepind the Brass Mill. The place was shabby and rat-
infested in the best of times, its foundations dank and

shaky. Anna stared at the blotchy walls. Once this

‘place had been elegant. Remembered in  faded
1daguerﬂftypes at the Historical Society lerary, these

rooms @hd been part of a tavern when the town was first
settled' The large front room that now smelled of
refuse was once cleared for dancing, 1its oak floors
made smooth’ by glippered feet. It was a shame' the -’
building had never .been kept up or resto:ed. The
history of the c1tv .1ps heart once lived here. But
it was too late now. " When the flood receded, the.place
was sure to be condemned. o

Anna had spent many afterncons in the .dusty,

‘solemn, and empty Historical Society, 1lost in the

- wonder of diseovering her new country. She didn't

think it odd that no one else sat in the musty rooms or

. that the librariaﬁ was old‘and deaf. To most people,

it did not matter that the ruihed‘boarding house WOulF
never again be a center where cups-of cider and ale
were once shared in friendship. \

Naﬁhan, now her rescue partner, was moving around
upstairs, checklng the bedrooms. - She heard a noise

that sounded as though it came from a "back - room and

4 shuddered, thinking of rats upstairs. Nathan's
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footsteps moved steadily. He was nearly througﬂ with
his inspection. She moved quietly down the hallway
toward the back of the building. Nathan had asked her
to be careful because the building backed on the river
and some of the rooms might have been undermined by
water. With tentative fearful steps, she continued
down the hallway. Nathan;s footsteps echoed on the
stairs, giving her confidence. The.last room: down the
hall was an old pantry. Her first glance took in the
high ceilings. Cupboards were swung open to reveal |
bulk quantities of staples sitting solidly on upper
- shelves. The noise had come from this room, and her
eyes sought the disturbance.

She called out to Nathan who was already behind
her now, staring dan in disbelief. On the floor,
lying there 'in the stench and-sodden decay, eyes open,
staring blankly beyond the peeled plaster ceiling and
bare light bulb fixture, was Paolo. Nathah bent down
to see if the old man was alive and Anna knelt'neﬁt-to
him, barely breéthiné.; She noticed Paolo's bare feet
and saw the swollegfpurple of one foot seeping upward
to the ankle, bloaﬁ;ﬁ and gray. ‘

"My God, hé&p him," she whispered. ."He doesn't’
look like he's g@gng to make it."

Nathan stood there, white with shock.

"Go. Get out of here. Get one of the men to
radio the helicopter teams. I'll get him covered...."
Anna look?d at her ﬁ,loved ‘friend. His nearness toi
death was shocking. A A ’
;‘ "Please go, Nathan. I'li Stay here with him."-
.In spirit, she untied the boat with Nathan and
rowed”as fast .as p9§§ible to the emergency.station,
fighting wave after wave of nausea, while in reality
shé knelt‘next to Paolo's dying body and prayed that lLe

¢

- wouldn't leave her.

@5y .
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It was only later, when the helicopter team had
taken over and he was in ‘competent hands that she
. leaned closer to Paolo, 'wanting to. see his beloved
fade. They were taking him from the boarding house on
a stretcher. She could not understand how he had ¢ome
to be at the boarding house when he could have been
yith her. He was through with his search for fame she
thought bitterly,.as she 1looked around her. I}onic,
that hi§ end should happen in such .a place. She
thought he made an effort to regain consciousness ae
the glassy staring eyes flickered briefly with
recoghitien then closed. '

She '’ stood there on the top steps of the porch in
high booté%and baggy woolen trousers. The pants hung
loosely, b&gted tlghtly to keep them from slipping off
her skinny ﬂups The heavy slicker pulled at her frail
shoulders as- she watched the medics take him away.
Anna shook her head. There wae too much to learn in a
lifetime, tooéyuch to learn and so little time.

She stooé?there beside Nathan and watched as the
debris floated pbst bumped into the ralf 5

porch, or caught fcr a time on the steps,_ %me sfepped
‘down the stalrs to fetrleve a little glrl*sjdress It

was~mudd1ed and torn. She held it up,- then" Yet it drop

back into the water. Nathan. untied the boat. She got
ow =

in and sat quletly as he rowed % %pm ‘nhext bu1ld1ng
?f/ P

‘It was full dawn, and her face glowed when silver 11ght'

touched on her unruly curls and settled on her greying
hair. The white circles that surrounded her wide blue,
eYes stretched tightly across her cheekbones. ‘

Nathan stared at her face and wondered what it
was about it that gave off, the feeling cf-agelessness
and peace. He couldn't guess at her age or her
feelings for Paolo, but her face was like a window of

inspiration. He wished he could capture Anna's spirit

i

N



on canvas, haloed and framed, an expression of serenity

in the midst of catastrophe.
"I won't be able to introduce you to him, Nathan.

'Not ever," she whispered.
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Julia --

Many places on Main Street did not exist thirty
years ago. The reservoir was still being.built when I -
left. 'Drivingnback to the center of town, I stop nearl
the center green ahd parg.across from the bus depot. I
inquire about my migsihg.lu:gage~—which has been found.,
While the ticket agent is getting the bag, I realize
hpw many things I have never seen in this town. For
one thing, there were only dairy farms and residential
homes on Meadow Road when I lived here: I wonder what
happened to the Johnson place. During the flood it
went completely under water and the cows were taken to.
higher ground, but the buildings had been a mess long
beforé the flood struck. I never thoughtvmuch about
what was happening to other people 'in those days.
Ma?be I was too young, or too confused, or too sel f-
centered to be concerned beyond my own circle of family
and friends. | '

The ticket agent in the bus depot walks tb the
door, chewing tobacco, and warming to his complaints
about the government. "People in town were considerin’
a small airport 6ut that way a few years back, but the
damn gov'mentﬁtel%ﬁfus there's regulations about bein'’
too close to the gesevoir."

"Maybe “the. other side of° thn?" I offer an
opinion. " . v ”

"Never should be takin' all that gov'ment money,
then we wouldn't need all this dictatin' ¢to," hei
mutters. " "I'1ll get your baggan’l help ydu put it in tne
car, ma'am." '

Just then, a local bus stops at the depot. It is
painted like a patriotic toy: red, White, ahd blye
stripes with a white sign printed in red on’ the front.
My brothér, Chris, wrote.to tell me that the buses had



last year.s. It has only one

watches me in h;s mirror.
"All .set ma'am."
I' get into the rental car, again, and ,drive
- slowly up Main Street. - * ~
. i I try to relax and’ look at the v1ew as I head
North, past Fhe North End shopping district. I see
that Jacob's Ice Cream Parlor is stijj.;tﬁefe. The
~place ‘has been renovated until it is modern and clean.
It used to pe dark and cool. with a wide-planked wooden
floor. The windows. have been réplaced to make the
plaée?light and airy. I£ must be his son who runs the
place. Mr. Jaccb 'used to wear a dirty 2pron, but
~taking his place are several young waitresses dressed
in matéhing aprons and hats. Ronda's Knit Shop is
gogg.  There is an empty-looking deli in its place. I
vcan:tfiﬁagine a &eli breaking even in this town unless
they sell Polish Kolbassa, Genoa salami, and Irish
corned beef. Someone could have been smart "enough to
flgure it out, but it does not 1look like it. Holman's
Bakery is gone. I wonder about¢Car1 Holman and shake
my head. Chris sent mne a newépapér clipping when
Holman was charged with molesting the Karchinski girY a
few years back. What he was like thirty years ago
doesn't seem relevant anymore. In place of his bakery
'is a Christmas shop. I wonder what else they . sell té
.stay in Eusineés,_ It is sprlng, but there 'are no
' Easter displays in the window. The shop brings back
memorie f the town at Christmas. Each year we waited
for hours in the freezingJEold for a chance to visit
with the elves who worked at the Christmas Village. We
lined up near outdoor bonfires, drank hot chocolate,
thought of Rudolph waiting with lipstick on his nose,
and .carefuliy printed our 1list of Christmas wishes.
n\/
: \\ :
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Even then, we knew that-Santa rareﬂy granted wishes,.

North Main is less reSidenEial than it‘used to

.be. Everything has been commercialized and made
quaint. I wonder if it was done  for tne tonn's
bicentennial. Chris said everyone in}town went mad the
year before. People,' who knew no history and never
read, demanded lists of books from the library. The
Higtorical Society had such an alarning number of tours
. and questions that ninety-year-old Mrs. Baldwin was
hard put to answer them They had to hire someone to

,F__I@___hﬂz place.

iglg notice that one of the shops has a fortune
430" sign in the“window of the door. It is a tea

room‘(‘Thlngs hafe.certalnly changed. I remember that
_Anna was cnce cons idered eccentric. |

‘ 3 pass -he _otary where North Main converges with
Me®dow Road. 7The laundromat behind the gas station is
gone. My memory of the place is suddenly so vivid I
wonder how I ever forgot it. Finding that memory‘is
like finding a piece of that puzzle which is my life.
The missing laundromat reminds me of Nathan.

One night, soon after our visit to Tanglewood I
waited for Nathan to pick me up. It was raining hard.
I didn't know beforehand that we were going out without
a car. But somehow, w1th hlS nautical slicker and my
umbrella, we managed to walk down Meadow Road in the
pouring rain. As 'we were about to pass Anna's housejy
Nathan insisted that he wanted to meet her. We knocked
on the back door, but no one was home. “Then, we did
something I am not proud to admit, which is why I am
making excuses for myself. When no one answered the
olEed  in, flrst through “the kitchen, then

room. .I felt 1like a- criminal. The

room was darkened and unwelcome without Anna there.
Nathan studied the embroidery and pa;nted plates

A a

\
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: want to, meet her."
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hanging on the walls ahd_criticized them.
"Look ‘at these sketches. I thlnk they‘ref

supposed to be you They ‘look like death "

That scared me moreg than anythlng( but it gave me

-

the nerve to get angry. L . - -
"I want to leave!™ (,' « o |
"What's the big hurry’“ he - asked in that
infuriating way he had. .
. "I don't want to be here. It's a private house."
"I'li say. Dreary 1s more like it." , .
"And I won't stand here and listen to you
criticize this house or Anna." |

) "Listen, it-'isn't all that bad I mean, I still

"We;};)tough! Meet her youfself." All hy guilt
was coming out, misdirected and angry.

. We left soon after and continued td waik down the
road. ‘I couldn't imagine hdéw I was going:;to get
through the whole evening. I adored Nathan. I had
from the moment I met him, but he seemed so much older
and was about to leave home at the end of summer for an
art school in Boston.: It was only our .second official
date, and I felt I didn't measure dp to his standards.
Being with me ‘might have Feen a way to put in time
udtil summer vacation wes finished. Sometimes, as I
walked with him, I knew he was very far away, painting,
or thinking thoughts that I could not underétand, could
not articdlate even if I did‘understaad. Art was his
whole 1life, even then. He |is famous, now.% The
Whitney, The Museum of Modern Art, The Metropolitan:
all of them have his paintings in their private
collection®. He was Anna's kind of person, and on some
level I was glad she was not home to meet him that
night because I was Jjealous. 'I wanted to be Anna's

special friend, didn't want to compete for her love,
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, !and I knew she would have:loved the artist in Nathan.

The turbslent sound of the river below followed

us as we continued to wa}k down Meadow Road.® Hearing

. . ) . - s e N
confusion and rage from the ravine made it easier to

feel justified in' my bad mood. It was less terrifyihg
than facing my more honest feelings: the yeafning, the
fear of intimacy,” the love I felt for Nathan. . '

That - evening was dreadful. The plZZ was
indigestible,_the'rain was relentless, and my hair was
a mess. Surely, I thought, nothing else .conld go
wrong. I had taken my hair down from its btraid and
tried to curl it. I wanted to ‘look ~beautiful that
niéht. But my hair was heavy and oriental-straight,
and whenlit got wet it was wild. I sat there with a
piece of plzza, pushing my hair away from my face. I
was’ awkward and out of my depth. #As soon as I took my
1ast blte, Nathan stood up to pay the bill.

_ "Let's get out of here."’ Iiwas being taken home
early. '

"Are you angry at me’“ I wanted lo cry.

"I'm taking you home., I can't stand this."

He mlght as well have aid he couldn't stand me.
It was a relief to get back odt in the rain where tears
could be camouflaged. By ‘the time we got to the
rotary, we were out of breath and soaking wet.

"lLet's ~top by the laundromat and get dry."
Nathan laugh: at his own pun, and I beganto feel:.that
I was being too serlous | | .

The laundromat was empty at that time of night;
quiet and still. Nathan took my hand and pulled me to
the back ‘room where the soap and fabric softeners were
sold.’

whispering words of love in my ears that made me blush

Then suddenly, he - was .holding me close,

and feel hot all over.~'He touched me everywhere, and I
let him. I wanteds to tell him I loved him, but the

e 4
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words .stuck in my throat. I didn't want‘tovsound young

o andyinexperienced " Then, lookiﬁg around at the empty

pop bottles and the waste bin full to everflow1ng, the
balls of 1int on the .floor, and the spilled soap

;powder, I couldn't give him what he was3asking for,

.couldn't find the way to tell him. I would have died

for him, but I'd be damned if I'd make -love in  a
laundromat or any place. else that was shabby and

unequal to my. feellngs
"Stop." I flnally managed to open .my mouth.

N\—"I'm afraid, Nathan."

Itﬁ&asn;; true. 1In some way I think Natﬁaﬁ‘kﬁeQ
I could never be afraid of him. ' .

"What's the matter, babe? Isn't a down-and-out
artist enough for yeu?" o | _

Where had he come up with that idea? "I heard his
angry voice echo agaihst empty open‘dryefs’and I was
filled with disgust. | |

""You don't understand. You don't know me well
ehough and.I don't know you. [fake me home, Nathan." -

éell, he didn't tale me home. He told me I could
walk by myself amd I did. He also said that if he had
known he was taking out a baby, he would never,have

-
y

wasted his time. : >y
"Grow up." Those were his last words to me that
summer. "Grow ué "

l\have Ayown up, Anna. I have spent my life -
untangllng my odn myths I sometlmes wonder if 1t was
a case of being simply unaware or a case of hldlnq from
my own -powerful awareness. The shabby laundromaﬁ was
not the problem that night. It was.the‘loye I thought
was not returned, the .second place 1 wouydhhave had "to

. take in Nathan's heart. We saw each .other,

~ occasionally, for years Afterward, But he was not in

love with me the way I was in love with him. Now, 'I



jBut that nlght the feellng of 1one11ness was so strong,

wonder if‘ji:'iswéreed; to wan#™it ail, the best of
~¥w§fng and'everyoneé I have always wanted so much

&

‘{~lked up Meadow Road, aldne, know1ng that I“~

e were often the most honest. Yeats 1ater,,I

returne
if I had- acted on those thoughts._ Perhaps, the truth
is that I have’ never really needed a man in my llfe
I couldn't go hdme o ’

Instead, I stopped at Anna's, hoplng she would be

was a;waxs surprlsed when those honest thoughts‘

but. I could have saved . myself a 1ot of grlef,-.

home, .and was dlsapp01nted when she was still out. -The -

house was‘Aso dark The stonework reminded » . of a

medieval fortress,. the walls runnlng with water‘%nd the

\

stone pathway'along51de the wall 11ke.a ‘cobble-stoned

stream. Water sioshed.oyer the tops of my rubber boots

of the path where the 1ong eaves reached cut to cover

the geranlums, They smelled pungent and splcy Pots

of . flowers had been moved under the eaves for

protectlon. I stood there listening ‘to the rain on the

-roof and the occasicnal tinkle of the w1hd ‘&hlmes

caused by a cold ' updraft from the river. In the
darkness it ran through my mind: ‘menace, loss of
control, danger; if the rain continued, I would not be
able to contain nyself. The river. gave off a

terrifying sgel;' of upheaval. A trickling trout
stream, 'sunny and delightful in the sumner, when we
padded around in bare feet and caught minnows, could

‘cause us harm. Nathan wasn't coming back, Anna’ was

out, and I was catchlng a chill standlng there lettlng
) ) -~ “
‘ -l

"

" and nearly ruined my shoes. My legs were splashed and’f'
cold. -In the back, there was a night light at the top



“bitterness crawl up my spine, dark and roiling like the’

7r1ver, impatient and destructive. 1 walked home, never
botherlgg to put up the umbrella, * feeling young and

_helpless, withdrawnr and needy I needed to be ‘able tq

'Y

.dance, and pray, and re301ce in the rain of creatlon”jV

‘but I felt capable of none of those thlmgs. Alreadxf

felt that I was w1thered up 1n51de._ (



Anna's Journal -- = °
’ -Thinking .and prayer are not the same. In bctwien
those two’activities come struggle and pain,va grateful-
. ants for :u;vival, and a ncve:-cnding yearning. for
the Divinc
- ?LI lcarntd ‘these differences fram my friend Sylvia.
‘She was truly grateful to be alive after the war.
And she intended to live the rest of her life as a
~ devotion of thanksgiving .She taught me the dszeronce
between  wishful thinking, and prayer--tbrough her
example. Ih'pzayérf she seemed to disappear into a
vast receptaclc of light. It protected her, and-
\——\\\surroundnd her, and kcpt her going long after the prayer
had ended. It was- a - sustenance richer than food. I f’§/.
* watched her transformation -during the time we lived B
together. She was like a precious rose. Everything
about her was a joy. Nords like ‘'delight' an: 'joy!
came to _xii“‘x;d 4in describing her, but I know how
inadequate;ﬁ'lzbnt .is:\ Imagine a rose and compare it
to the purity of her devotion. 'Cahsidcr the thorns
and witncss her struggle and pain as she xtnched inside,
. then’ outsidc, and again twithin. The torture of ‘her
search tp:aatened 'to destroy her. She became pale -
and thin, untily;ne day I noticed how 3;111 she sat
an'hor prayer rug as thbugh listehin§ very caiefully.
But more than that, she was ligteniﬁg--to the exclusion
of all else. I have never forgotten her stillness
or the glow that :hc never lost attorwards Perhaps,
that is why she gave me her prlycx rﬂg when she left--

s0 I would never forget.



S

- at soup. kltchens and people she’

_more. This would be a.luxurious soak.

Anna -- . ; o
Anna returned to her'vh?use tire v orvooand
dirty. The flood water .had pollutesd - = cmard

the drifiking watdf Typhoid ‘shots we = cc1.7 give =%

Red Cross, mobile’ centers, the homiiesh We : queuina ap

ad neve. seen bzfore

were organlzlﬁg relief shelters. Cnhe of tie ver. . uc
- had never met thanked her in fro-t of : .o .U >r

qroup. From belng the only woman ou" :theie he pin~

she had become"]ustdone of many until sl “3lt 't w .

' better tp come home and rest or she would be us ! s

Before anything else, she wanted a bagP. She
built ‘ep the fire in :the kitchen stove and scoogsd
large buckets with rainwater from a wood barrel that
had overflowed near the back porch. When the stove top
was crowded with buckets, she filled a . pan witﬁ_
lefgover soup. Drlpplng water from qhe 51des ‘of the

,buckets hissed and .-sizzled on the hot stove, and the

chill in the kitchen slowly disappeared.
| It felt good to come home to a place that had
been spared, to walls that seemed dry compared to what
she had witnessed. The fire crackled and warged her.
She was bone tired as she draygged a tub from behind a
curtain in the corner and puzg{t directly in front of
the spove. Whenp the water was hot enough, she poured
it iﬁto the tub and refilled the buckets to heat ipme
Anna stood in the hot water, naked d goose-
fleshy. She ladled out a bowl of hot soup, then eapk

into the tub, holding the bowl- in her cold hands. She

was going to make sure every inch was warm It was a

good thing no one‘kould see her sitting in a hot tub of
rain water, knees to chin, sipping potato soup, she

thoughtl It seemed funny and she began to laugh



tiredly, startling- herself with the unusual. and

forgotten sound Of“lgughter in her throat. ¢

Laughter K was' a small capitulation, a small
surrehdef,-butfgﬁrrender, nevertheless, to the absurd;
For a éhort timé'it allowed her thrpét to give up--its
ténsion. "Yoﬁ:re'getting hystﬁrical;" she told herself

~and laughed again. ,When the soup was done, she

refilled her bowl. So much had happened in such 'a
short tlme, and she _was very tired.

Finding Paolo, seelng the destructlon in town, as
well ‘as ‘the many homeless and fearful, reminded her of
the war. Better to laugh while she could because

* soon, it would all turn to tears. ‘

v .
She wondered about Julia‘ﬁgd how she was copin¥,

"watchlng all the chlldren, while her. mothe? ‘took to bed

and.égtr father worked with the rescue teams. And
Nathan, what a surpris ingly strong young man he had
turned out to be. There was sO much help needed

downtown. She had told him she would meet him again in

« - . }
six houftrs. S
}
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. Exasperated and frightened, I yell%d for him to conge

"her room. She was lying on the freshly made bed in her

- h
— . .

Julia -- ! 4 ' n

I opened my eyes because there was sameone far
awaY'callihg te me. I tril8ll to wake up.

"Julia; come in here!" ' \.

‘I heard the river callingl and something else. :
The river battled its way-thrpugh the ravife during the
day and into my dreams at—nigﬁt. The noise shooffthe

‘house.  , People said the river was subsiding, but the"
‘loud droning could not Be blocked out. ‘It demanded

_attention. No natter what I was d01ng, I could not

forget that the river wdas out of control
Normally, I slept so _deeply - tnat Nt/ was
impossible to arouse me, but‘.I heard Momég voice.

)

I jumped out of bgdi head reeling, and”went to

"Julia! -Please." g : \

i

bathrobe. But everythlng was wet-—the'carpet the side
of the bed, the towel she had used. . T

"Mom?" . -’

"Julia, the baby is coming. Do you‘understand?
Your dad isn't here. He left early to help downtown.
Yog're the oq}y,one who ca;ééet help. I want you to gb
upstairs and tell Lilly wh has happened. Hurry!"

"I ran to my room for jeans and shoes then dashed

out of the kitchen and up the outside stairs. As I

knocked ldudly, T caught a glimpse of Tommy ducking

around the doorway to his bedroom. He put- his

back around, the corner and stuck out ‘his tongu

back and tried to open the door. No one came. The
door was locked. ‘ |
’ I ran pack downstafi* and along the steep drlve

I?\ was still raining lightly and everything was muddy.‘

The gravel drive seemed to be washed of most of its
« : ~

L



_ then pushed mysef?\up quickly.
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gravel. I slipped in* the mud and landed; on my alp,
My hands‘were scraped

and I began to cry .as 1 thought of nj mther waiting

_for me. It seemed pretty serlous, but Paolo, p

{ .
thought, would know what to do. , LI ‘

At

I sljpped and slid down through the mud in his

yard, all the whlle hearing the goats making pitiful
noises in the barn. The place was a mess. The river
sounded 1like a 1loud never-ending echo. Yesterday,

Chris, and I, and the smaller ones watched from our

‘comfortable living room as Paolo's chicken coop and all -

the chickens °floated down the?\river How we had

liughed It was like watching carwﬁ ods. But from

where I stood today, everything was seen through a

magnifying lens. The backyard was gone, eroded and

torn away by the rivér; the dog house was gone; even'

the wood pile was gone. In ity lace was mud, debris,
that had

partially undermined by tRe river, hung overlgthe

and devastation. The bariy,

-~

once béen
river's edge. The water came close to 'Paolo s back
door, and I ‘wondered how he had stiyed there sleeplng
o

)

‘The water sounds were frightening.. The river

-

the last few nights.

rushed ,ytoo closely to the side of the house,

" unrec }zable from the gentle stream I had known. Its

unleashed power lashed at the back of the house and

'threatened to destroy, smash, terrify, and continue its

rage until its demands were satisfied. Suddenly I sat

the magnltude of the flood and its consequen ces. I

approached the house and called out fentative.y. lIlo

one could possibly hear my voice.

"Paolo!" I stepped $over the porth that looked
uprooted and tossed at a orazy angle. It leaned

v
against the side of the house.

y
° "Paolo!"™ I screamed, his name a second time,
- !

a .
S~ ) > n

'Q,)
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dl“straugh«*s\‘/gnd nearly hysterlcal as Iirthought of ny
~errand. Impatlently, I cllmbed over the detached porch

~and st against the door, The  touch of my
;gﬁojlder swung it open violently, banging it against'
’ e

interior . ‘

~
S

Paolo's mongrefl dog sat in.the center oﬁjthe room
whimpering. < ‘lo d around, distrubed by his pltlful
whine. He was ‘ciwing on% old pair of shoes . I‘

. recognized them 1 a blury@S8f dizziness, then acute o
o@nscious?_xeés:- worn out and muddled work ﬂ/aoots, .
gracked and turned up at the toes, worn 1n_the heels.

I was mesmeriéid by their usdless pose, their lack of .
dignity. I won%pred “why Paolo was not there. Qpeir \W'
dirty clown -like dejection was somehow 51nlster!/and f

started to cry until I heard my own fears chdse me

sobbingt and slipping up throqgh‘ the .cold gﬂq;
treacher< us yard. (”N - e O

eﬁy‘ mother was 'Waiting. And the baby!

didn't hurry she might lose ‘the baby. I scrambled away
frqr theXshack, doubled my efforts, and £
ashamed that I had resented a new brothe

suddenly
or sister. ?
Without knowing, how iq‘happened, I realiked I might |
have loved the unborﬁ person who hadl algeady been
living for some time in our house. I had no time ' tS\
think of Paolo Perhaps, those were not the omly boots/
he owned. I had to think of my new sister who would-
arrive all pink, and clean, and beautiful. I ran, =
gasping for air. Faster. Faster. There was only one - %
place I could think of to go and that was Anna's housé.
I ran there through the wet woods by a /shortcuf
over the hill and thrcugh the Pines. It was winoy'up
there that day, and I was soakiﬁg wei. But the moment
I saw her house\through the long arms of the evergreen
trees

X

I knew she was not home. I dlimbed over .the i
stane wall surrounding the back garden. It was tangled \\>
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in Virginia Creeper. I twféted my ankle on a stone
buried in perwinkle and crushed thyme, its scent so
‘evocative of -Anna. I banged on the baci door, and
stood staring at the pots of mint and basil growing in
COnfueion under -the eaves, the grass, dark and mossy
and. the stones, black fron torrents of rain. A tiger
.1ily stood in a ‘corner, the” only surviving flower in
the garden. I thought of Mom,'home eione, and I ran
back toward the Pines in the direction I had come.
As I ran I had to hold branches back from hitting
me in the face, but when I reached the magic circle of
: thevéines, I had to slow down to catch my breath. Even
" as I gasped for air and held to the stitch in my side,
"I could feel the reverent silence, se old, so qniet I
could heer'my own heart beat. The ground was piled
| with deep layers of pine needles, and the circle,
surrounded by a huoken down stone wall, was covered
"with laurel bushes. nIn some spots, pine creepers shot
\up through;'the needles and w1ntef~ berries hung
parasitically to them, reéd and white, smelling and -
'tasting of peppermint. It was heady, standing in the
stillness of the Pines. My sapity returned and with
it, reality. I still had to find help. |
The Dillons next door—-though I had never been in
their house, T knew that Jlmmy Dillon worked the nlght:'
shlft as an orderly at the hospital. Most of the time
his fathe worked out of town as a trucker. His mom
had been gone for years. The house was Secluded and
unffiendly. ‘No one'was ever home. Once, I had gone
there with candy bars to sell for our church. Jimny
bought one. He‘was'fat, and I had known he would buy
" the candy Otherwiée, I would nevef have gotten near
the place. Bn& they had a telephone, and it wasn't on:
our party line. I prayed that theirs still worked
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Exhausted, I stumbléd through the woods, cutting
a ~path directly to their backyard from the Pines.
Someone was hgﬁe. I could hear an Elvis Presley tune,

loud ard irrevbrent as I banged on the back door.

Jimmy p@ened the door and stood there scratching
his bare stomach, while bacon grease spattered the wall
behind the stove and permeated the house in wafts of
smoke. I felt sick.

"My mom, Jimmy. You've got to do;something. The

" baby is coming and it's not supposed to. Mom is in
‘pain, and nobody is home. Is your phone still
wqgking?" I bedén to gry, fee ing helpless and
burdened.

"Where's your dad?"

"He's downtown helping."
"I'll phone the rescue team. They're supposed'tQﬂV‘
~- be out all morning with the hellcopter They'll get in
touch with him, too." .

I stared at my fat neighbor. He looked life an
adult all of a sudden. I' forgot the fuzzy and
grétesque dolls he had hanging on the rearview mirror
of his car. I forgot the siren on his, horn that
sounded like a lewd whistle. He was sure erioug
himself to help my mom, so I listened as he pldkjg up
the phone to put in the emergency call, and realized I
must’ have been gone nearly half an hour.

"Come on, let's go see what your mother and the
kids are up to."

Jimmy panted and wheezed as we ran down Meadow
Road, then up the steep drive to my house. "You watch
the kids and keep them ont of the.bedroom when we get
in there."

I nodded, ‘too fr. ;utenaod tobspeak.

o
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Anna‘'s Journal --
‘During the flood, I tried to keep r owr bs. arnce.
- I wanted to disassociate the pure rain v .- fell ftaﬁ
heaven from the polluted flood water. isal way,
thoughts that ran to excess in my mind, like paranoia,
could be avoided. People were sure it was the end
of all the good times. <They imagined it to be an evil
amen, and, perhaps, it was. Nho can say” what dis in
the heart of a city that creates guilt? But my
intention was to cleanse myself and Ieam fr'&h ‘the
disaster. ~Finding Paolo had tippéd me into deep,
black, fathamless water for a ‘while. I magnified what
might have been and what never was, and thus lost
my balance. I wanted to .help him, to save him, but
I came, eventually, to realize that there was nothing
I could do. Life happens differently to each of us.
¢ There i1s samething to be learned in this. None of /'
us 1s powerful enough to assume that his efforts can
change another's life. Fach life must be lived alcne.
And now, I was alonc—-circept ‘for Jullia--but that was
not the same. I loved Paclo as I would have loved
'my other half. Without him there was a dangerous
imdalance in‘ me.
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Julia *;)

I remember how awful it was to sit in my mother's
bedroom as she lapsed into unconsciousness. Jimmy
Dillon fussed around the bed, taking her pulse and
worrying. At the hospital, he had never done much more
than carry bedpans and transport people on stretchers.
I khow now that he understood nothing of the blood that
flowed over the side of the bed, puddling-on'the floor
beside a woman who was turning whiter each minute? He'
could ‘see that the blood was coming from between her
lecs, but the baby wasn't doing anything yet, there was
no ‘reason for him to mess around. For that, I suppose,
he was grateful because I was érateful, too. I was
also scared. ' ‘

' After telling the kids to keep quiet, and out of
the room, and to iet him know when ‘He helicopter got
"there. he sat down near the bed in a straight-backed
chair and picked his nose ﬁervouély."l found Jimmy's
irreverent presence embarrassing to watch and sat on
the side of Mom's bed, holding her hand, and trying to
pretend he was not there.

My mather looked worn out, as though she had
taken'stpck bf the adversities against which she had
always braced herself. She writhed in pain, and I
tried to help her to relax before  _the next,
unpredictable centraction. I think they were unlike
anything she had been through birthing the other
children. Perhaps she realized that this child was not
old enougﬁ to be born. 1 saw there and imagined gory
and grotesque deformities--like the‘cyclops I had once
seen in a jar of formaldehyde at a medical science
fair. She had recehtly told me that she was ashamed to
having another child at her age. I imag%ned how
shameful she would feel if she had a deformed child to
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raise. However, I rationalized, there was no reason to
suspect that tiere would be anything wrong with-a child
who insf%%ed on keing born in a flood during the éye of
" a hurricane. ,

I looked at her clenched and witharawn body as
the bedside clock ticked and nothing seemed to happen.
At times, she seemed to relax. Could the pain have
stopped, I wondered? In the stillness of the room I
could hear Chris bossing the other kids around in the
kitchen. I knew he was terrified and wanted to see
what was happening. The stillness in the bedroom
continued, and I began to wish something would happen.
Anything was better than this ominous quiet.

"Dear God," I heard her whisper, "I've neverlbeen
rea11y~thankful for anything, have I?"

. I leaned closer. '
" "Julia? Are ydu.there?"

I clutched her hand. "Yes Mom, I'm here."

She stared at the ceiling, instead of looking at
me, and I couldn't tell if she recognized my -voice. I
heard her mumble something, so I "clutched her hand

tighter and got closer.

"It seems....Efﬁﬁeems like there has always been
pain. So much pair. I should be grateful....for eight

healthy children. Zach time they took a child from me
there waé pair .  But what did I expect? 1It's such a
strain....the . isappointment. The only thing I have
eQer cared about was bffending others, being abcepted
by them. I th:nk the rain has stopped. Your father.
Where is your father? He stopped singing, you Kknow.
Too many babies, too much responsibility. He's just- a
child himself you Xnow. He stopped singing.. Then I
-stopped singing. And now the children fight. So
tired, Julia. I'm so tired. Julia? I wish Julia was

here...."



Y
e

"But Mon, I m right nere n I was crying now..

"You've been talking to me the wh le time.,..Mom?" I
reallzed then, that all this ‘time
me--still dldn't know I was there.

he'had nét known
"Julia, listen. Something has! n missing in my
life.. What...." She blinked her eyes and looked
directly at me for the first time. |

“Julia, can you hea{)mef Listen:..I've been so
greedy, demanding, and full of self-pity. Life should
‘be filled with happiness." |

"My ‘God," she demanded weakly, "what are we all
searching for that keeps us from enjoying what we have?
Don't e¢ry, Julia...." T 4“ ,

"please Mom, don't be talking this wayl It isn't
your fault." ' ' |

_ "Whose fault is it then.' Don't ybu see? I've
been so; lonely. Eight children and a husband who has
done his best, ahd still- I was dissatisfied. I no
longer wish to blame someone else for my‘ﬁnhaﬂbiness.
I wish...I wish...." SR

I saw her eyes close slowly. She was first too
weary to talk and then semi-conscious again.

There was a timid knock on the door. .

"I said for you kids to stay.out of here!".Jimmy
shouted. % ]

I sat. in silence a while longer, watching my
mother, unable to a551m11ate what she had told me. I
felt blank and curlously ‘empty. It was all suddenly
unreal. It was necessary to ward off thoughts of
death, I thought, to refuse to acknowledge them.

. "Jimmy," I whispered, "I have something important
to tell you." |

"Can't be so imporﬁant it won'tvwait."

"But it is.h Honest. 1It's terrible!"

Impatiently;- he leaned closer to me, so Mom
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wouldn't hear us.

"Is the baby coming?" I.asked.

"No. It's\g01ng to wait for the helicopter!™"

‘I stood looking at,his face for evidence that he
was telling the truth. "Wlll my mother be OK’" I
asked just above a whlsper

"Yes, she will. Now'stop.worrying. What was so
.important that you wanted to tell me. You shouldn't
upset yourself when you don't understand the first
thing that's going on. Well?" ‘

I stared at him, grief tw1st1ng my face. .

"I wanted to tell you something is wrong at
Paolo's. I went down there before I went to your house
and he was gone. Everything was a mess." |
"I know." .
"You know?" _
V"Paolo is dead. The rescue team found hlm this

‘morning. He died on hls way to the hospital." -

It was too much for me and I started to cry for
the second time that day. ‘

"Never ylnd kid. Hush. Never mind. ‘ou have a
lot on your mind right now." -

I sat there bewildered and wished I knew what I
could be dqing. This whole problem was. beyond my
experience and judgment. But just then fI heard the
helicopter as Chris came ruhning info the room.
Excitement possessed his compact energefic,body until
he was nearly beside himself. .

"Are they taking my Mom in a helicopter? I want
to go with hef." He burst into tears.

mListen, I want you kids to be good. ' You're all
staying here until your dad comes home. What would
‘happen if he knew you left?"
‘ Chris continued to cry. I stared at the dripping
bloocd by my mother's bed in gathering aWaréhess.~ I

[}
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_could'smell it. I had never seen so much blood before,
so 'much that the sickly sweet smell of it was warm in
my nostrils. The blood was stl” alive, but my mother
didn't look as if she was. - .
Just then, Dad rushed into the bedroom, followed
by a medic carrying a portable stretcher.
"Julia, get the kids out of here,"  he" said
quietly. - : | o ‘
I hurried them out to the kitchen, While”Jimmy
ran outside to the hellcopter to talk to the pilot.
~ Soon after the hellcopter lifted out of the back
yard, Anna arrived and offered to take over. I -was
tired and irritable and very glad to see her.
"Oh, Knna; it's so good to have you here,“ I
hugged her tightly. ' .
"So, you're goiné to have another brother or
sister, are you?" ;i .
"I hope so, Anna. Mom looked like ehe,was going
to die."™ I knew i looked frightened because my fear
was reflected for a moment in her eyes.
"Wwhy do you say that, child?h

"Because there was blood everywhere. She was

a

talking strangely and she dfanft recognize me." I led
her to Mom's room. The bedspread had not been removed.
It lay there as testimony.' On it Qas imprinted the-
reddish-brown stain of my mother's body .

"Ang Anna...Paolo...is dead."
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Anna --

Paolo was gone. The crazy old man, the craéy old
- fool was gone. Didn't he know he could have stayed in
her home? How much room did he need? Did. he not know
that material é@gqess and public fame meant nothing to
her? Didn't he know she would have cooked chicgen soup
and let the goats roém_Eprough-the h@use, the cat, and
dog ‘and pig, tgo; if he needed them around? Didn't he
understand that she was different? What mattered to
others was no longer her concern because’ she was alone
and\knew what it was 1like to live life‘each day and
hour locked in silence. She wouldn't have been in his
way. She took up very 1little space. Already, her -
flesh and bonés seemed gone,nand there remained simply
a mind and heart that glowed as though nearly.
extinguished. She had discovered that therk were no
bodies of darkness, only bodies without 1light. Even
that wasn't real, but shé<had almost disappeared before
she caught on. ‘

Anna had nearly disappeared, ~and it did not
matter at all! All that ;emained of this knowledge was
an urgency, ill-defined and frightening, 1like the
darkness that had becomé_so Complete that truth was
inescipable. And there seemed to be no way out of it.
And nov, trapped and seated on the basement steps of
Julia's home,fall she wanted to do was sink through the
concrete, to be as a layer of dust, and to leave behind
all the pain. The knowledge that .one of Lilly's
children had deliberately| dropped the- latch on the
outsidg of the‘basement dod , when she had come down to
inspect tHe flood damage;, was more than she could
.-accept right now. , ) | )

‘'She wanted to forget that she was alune in the
world. She stood in the dark and thoﬁght of Paolo. In
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one way, he had been courageous. Ratherat;an surrender
to the feelings_  of gritty dust and a scattered-
particle-non-existence, he had exploded in wilful
despair. He had not considered that he was welcome to
seek her after the many times she had gone to him. Did
he-understand when he had tried to rescue his, statues
from the storage room at Darman's boarding house, that
he night die? Perhaps  his w1l} to 1live had been. .
greater than™ her present _urge to -lie on the cold
cement. .

She remembered the sculpture he had done of her--"
skull of stone, 1mmortalizea\hollow cheekbones vstaring
eyes, the eye sockets always pointed in the same
direction, the focus so intense. That %as how he hadj
seen her .for one moment' in time. She thought he hay
seen her soul. Yet, when. he had fipished and hdd
studied it for some time,. he told her that his own
vision made him uncomfortable. With that realization,
he had rolled the head down to tne river and pushed it
into the deepest pool. She understood that he had
captured her soul and could not accept responsibility
for his creation.

-The crazy old man. She wanted merely to touch,
and love, and allow him to touch back, to establish
where the beginnings and ends met. She had wished for
him to want the same. All that soup had been a gesture
of love,,orainary and warm.k Soup filled the body, and
it acknowledged a finite shape to life. There were too

. many skulls in the basement and in the river, too many

horrid memories. of daﬁipess. Paolo had been more than
a 1over. He had been the old man in her: . wounded, and
tired, and ready to give up. He' had been old far
beyond his years, beyond the crumbling mountains of his
youth. Part of the stone had chlpped in the wrong

- place, that part of the stone that would not yield.
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The task he had set ferwhimself was beyond him. He had
been a man who was alreadf%%eateh,;yet overly proud,
who would not acknowledge his own vulnerability. She
had wanted him to love her, and if he hid loved her, he
would not have left. He would have stayed to help, to
create‘ more than stones. Hev would have heard the
heartbeat of stone, and he would not have left her
_behind. . - / - '

It was then, from the darkness, down the concreta
stairs 1in the floo&ed dirt-floor basement that . she
héard a whimper. Echo after echo of it skimmed across
the water of the flooded«rooms. Anna waded through the
black, mud-bottom roons, the  cold water reachihg half
way up her thighs‘as she searched, past the potata bin
with its bloated rotten potatoes, past mason jarsi and
;rusty tool boxes, past spider webs that hung freely in
the cannlng room near the ruined furnace. She
wandered, in terror, as she listened to the sobs of heft
own pain. '"Mother, help me, " she cried. The days of
‘the flood had taken their toll and she was unable to
escape the depths of her sorrow. .

She remembered when she first met Paolo. !He had
held out his hand and she had taken ‘it. "Hbld on
tightly. Don't lec go." Dld\he say that? Every cell
of her ‘hand wanted to tgar free and scream at the human
teuch: For years afterward, when she stil% did not
know him well, she watched his hands and remembered the
power of Lis will. He refused to listen to her
despair. He k~>came the beacon of* hope that stabbed  at
‘the palm of her hands and painfully pulled her back to
life. ) ' o ® o

Where are you, Anna? Where is the child that you
were before you were tested and'locked.in this hell of
despair? Such a_short time ago you were young and made

of unformed passions. She heard the whimper, again,

PN
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reached out, and touched the carpenter's table in the
furnace room. The noise was gétting louder. Pulling
herself forward she stepped up~on‘the\tab1e, out of the
water. Her head brﬁghed against theséoﬁwebs along the

dusty beams as she pressed her ear to the ceiling.

' "Cchild? Are you there? Where are you?"
~"Anna, is that you?“ _ %
"I'm trapped in the basement. Is tha@ wybu
Julia? Is that really you?"  .
"I'm coming right down. I'll be right there."
‘Anna waited. ' < ,
It was a long wait. Eternitw. The damp air was
" clinging to her bare arms and scalp. Even her bones
felt expdéec The démb was an overwhelming smell that
‘tasted of tne underground and noldy burrowing animals.
It smelled of- spiders. It léft her bewildered and
numb., Had the whimper come from Jq}ia or Tommy who had
~stuck his tongue out at her through tﬁe‘grimy basement
door window after he had locked her in the cellar? ~Was
someone coming .to open the door?* Would anyone unlock
the door and let in light and air-to breathe? ~
She retraced her steps through the claustrophobic
cubicles, touching the wood framed doorways, trying to
remember the direction to the steps. Then she heard
scraping and struggling -to épen the heavy storm'doofs
at the top of the cellar entrance. Again, she heard
the whimpering, so full of grief and yearning that she
held her breath to listen. It stopped, abruptly. As
the light rushed in through the opened door, "she backed
away and huddled on the colc .tairs.
"Anna, don't cry anymore. We've been looking for
you ali afternoon. ‘Ple%se, Anna, don't cry." So that
was it, the soéund of hef)oue m%sery.

5

.
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Julia pulled and pulled until Anfia sat weakly on

" the top/step in the door frame. "You're aLl wet, and

the basement smells horrible. You'd better ccmgein the

house or you'll be sick."

@

.The rain was & fi 'Jspray as she raised her face
to its healing touch. o . |
¢ - S
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During the war I draped By windows 4in Dblack.
I wanted to emphasize my sorrow. _ Instead, the windows
framed in black curtains gave me a changed perspective
on life. Death, for Jinstance, I saw as quite
theatrical. So often, the main characters exit center
stage, never tg return, living enly in th; »ind of
the audience. # | |

The stillness after the flood wvas magnified when

I: sat by the open window. I saw the world, suddenly
magnified with binocular intensity. I thought of Paolo.
Then I thought of Julia's mother, her unbomrn chila,
and her unfilled dreams. I wondered at my terror the
day Lilly's child, Tommy, locked me dn the basement.
Then, by the light ﬁhﬂat slanted . through my window,

I noticed that the crystal I had hung was utnctinb

bits of rainbow light and scattering color throughout
the room. My thoughts wmdcfcd to the day when Nathan
stopped by tgﬁ ‘give- me a—‘ copy of a photo he had taken
of Julia.’ She sat on_a rock in the middle of the river
looking :wvylneradle. I was ‘surprised that Nathan
recognized those gualities in her and knew, then, that
that) Paclo had loved me.
was superimpbsed

he loved her in the same w.

Her reflection on the '
on the reflected trees p

me think of the tangled.

ter's edge. It made
s and straight statsly
pires in my Dback yard. A lot depends on how trees
are plaﬁ?oﬁ and in whii soil. There were so many angles
fram whichI could stand at the window to bave different
views of the trees. It seems that we grow and die

from certain angles. Nost often those angles are

$
/

7
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refracted by experience A,and sameone else's point of
view. So often I forgot that fact, forgot to tell
Julia thq_t I loved her.
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Anna --

It was late and dark when Anna got home from

Qu ta's house the day she was trapped in the basement.
The rain had stopped! She was so. tired her _.:gs
trembled and her muscles were hot and sore. High in a
sky that had reappeared‘when the rain ended, the stars/“
shone. Théré'Was the”Milky Way;7b1urred, and moving as
vshe watched. There, to her left, was a crown of twelVe
stars shining‘ gloribusly. She breathed deeply and
began to hum: 'Ave, Ave, Ave Maria'. It was a welcome
to see 'thet stqrs again. In the 'morning she would
‘return to Julia's to help out, to stay as long as they
needed her. 'Late last night, Stephan heard that Adele
had died, given up, they said. The baby ' was dead,
stillborn. The children, except for Julia, had not
been told, but Stephan had been overwhelmed ;Eth his
burdens, and she had offered to help.

| At least there were no more eyes. She was sure
of it. The eyes--if only she could have reached them.
She thought of Paolo and how positive she had been that
the eyes were his. Now he was géne. He had had the
eyes of an artist: - truth seeking, probing,
relentlessly staring eyes. As filled with sorrow as
‘she felt right now, she was *< > tired to cry. All her
sorrow had been left in Jul:a's dark ugly basement.
The grief and horror of Paolo's death, the vast’
darkness He had stepped into, the end with its finality
"and separation: the accumulation of these hurts had
split her apart.

- Anna no longe? wished to live alone. She walked
up the stone path alongside the house, touching the
stone water pots: They were 1like ancient .vessels
decorating the wall. Paolo had made them, but she had

saved them from ending in the river like most of his
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creations. Next gummer, she intended to plant flowers
in them as a gesture of love.

The house was terribly damp when she arrived, but
she was in bed in minutes and intended to stay there
until awakened by the sun. Surely there would be sun
in the morning.

But in the middle of the moonless night she
awoke, heart . pounding and disoriented. She had
awakened from a dreamless, peaceful sleep to feel that
she wasﬂbeing watched. As she lay there, she kept her
eyes closed, afraid of the piercing eyes for the first
time. When she thought she knew whose they were; they
didn't seem terrifying or harmful. 1In the past,.éhe
had been sure that they intended nothing harmful. Now,
she was no longer certain. Her heart pounded. "To whom
could sﬁe cry for Help? She twisted in- bed and

pretended to be asleep. The eyes *watched through the
| dreary lightless window, nearly obscured by thé pine
bough.  Her terfor grew boundless until she was covered
in beads of perspiration. She waited, ~chilled and
fearful, until finally, in the long uneventful wait,
she fell back to sleep.

: The next morning she arose late, feeling heavy
with rfatigue. She went to the kitchen to start the

fire, opened the window beneath the wide protective

eaves, and saw that the flowers there in the sheltered =

R J
boxes neeled to be wateredkf—Ironic, how life went on

_and the plants still needed/water. She stepped outside
to one of the water:filledﬂstone bowls on the wall and
scooped out water to care for the fl_wers. The morning
mist had disappeared from the back garden and the small
forest glen. The garden was ruined,-dbut she 1looked
forward to cleaning it and getting ready for next
season She began to think of the bulbs she wanted to
plant and dec1ded that next year the garden would look
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guite different.

The sky was clear. . As she 1looked up further,
toward the Pines, she saw a rainbow arched over the
tall trees in a bridge between heaven and earth. It
was a hazy green, and blue, gold, and pale yellow. It
was fading quickly, but she was glad she had not missed

it. It made her think of a warrior's bow, arched 1in

the sky like a lyrical music passage. It was still too

wet to sit outside, but she could stand. near the open
window. Somehow, a small phenomenon 1like a rainbow

could start the day with~such pleasure and hope.

Inside the house, she pm% water on the stove and, once

again, knelt in prayer. Years later, Anna referred to

the flood as a miracle. She said that for the first
time she understood the rain. She had listened before,
" but she had never\gnderstood the word 'creation'.:

v+ When Julia arrived at Anna's house that morning,
she heard Anna's voice.as she walked up the path. ‘'Ave
Maria,' she sang, over and over. It wasn't the words

so much as Anna's voice that haunted Julia. For the

first time, it made_her feel guilty to stand outside, .

so she knocked loudly at the back door. She felt that
she might .be intruding on something private, but the
moment she saw Anna's face, she knew_ Anna didn't mind.
Before Julia knew it, they were sitting ¢~wn to
breakfast, and the prospect of ¢gning back home to help
out did not seem so tiresome.

"Did you notice the rainbow in the sky toward the
Pines?" Anna askegd.

L P
"I must have missed it," Julia answered.

"That's odd, Julia. You m::;ﬁyg&k with your head
5 A} -

up higher. Did you sleep well 1 nig :, my dear?"
Julia felt suddenly uncomfortable. Anna had

never spoken to her in a voice edged with criticism or

suspicion before now. Then she smiled. "Never mind,

k2
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Julia, it doesn't matter.” _ _

Julia had brought her caméra along- to take
pictures of the river from the road at the top of the
ravine. The river still sounded loud—and wild. She
took a photo of Anna that day as they walked back to

Julia's house. Anna was prepared for the posed

ﬁﬂ;snapshot, so her eyes were shuttered and protected, but

- Julia liked to look at that photo which she kept for
years afterward in her wallet. Without that photo, she

could barely remember what Anna looked like.

I &)
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Julia --

I pérk the rental car in the reservoir parking
lot next to the pe;unia beds and the welcome marﬂﬁolds.
The flower beds are impressive to the last detail.
There is a plaque that says® 'CONSERVE AND USE OUﬁ WATER
WISELY'. The plaque is nearly obscured by a stand of
willows-~-after all these years. Willows join branches
with other willows in’aan entwined embrace around a
manicured lawn. geveral peacefully-placed green
wrought-iron benches decorate the miniature park. The
- place feels lﬁke an abandoned” religious grotto. The
setting is idyllic, but empty. -No one else stahds$ here
~to admire the serenity and beauty. The spot, where
Paolo once’came each day for spring water, is preserved
in a, stone alcove, ‘and one of his statues stands
nearby. The water now comes through a stone trough and
falls on stone tefraces, where blue hydrangeas grow
‘beside the protected spriﬁg. A ' .

_ It is é pieasure to be out of the car, to walk on
the soft grass, and smell the smeXlls of spring. A pair
of robins alight on the lawn." Sleek and fat, they hop
Closer to where I stand. Their beaks are a colorful
orange, their heads cqp& from side to side. I am
reminded of the sharp edges of spring when I counted
robins on lawns) walkéd to school very slowly each
morning, and absorbed‘the new and changed outlines of
the trees. Buds fill the air until there is no space
between them any more. I am enchanted by‘tﬁé smell and
sight of new green life, the fresh air that circles
each bud, and each new bladé*of grass that encircles‘mg
with its heady fragrance. =

~ 'I wonder who is responsible for' this secluded
park. 'A State of Connecticut Project', reads the

impersonal sign at the head of the drive. To soften
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the .impact of government control, a landscaper has

designed this miniature park. It is a nice touch that .

_Paolo'g;spring has inadvertently been preserved, that
floweré have been planted. I gaze at the pale green
weeping willows in this perfect location. The trees -
satisfy my eyes. They have grown quickly to maturity.
In my mind's eye, I can still see the old dairy fields
undér water,fthe dilapidatéd'barns and hnprﬁned apple'
orchards. I see the- broken down fencing of Decker's
‘farm, the sawmill where Mrs. Rathbone once gave out
cider at Halloween, and the old horses that once came
to the fences to scratch their sides.

I like this sheltered reservoir that conjures up
memories, eQen though’ those memories involve a painful
_turning point -in my life. *7c¢ 1= a poipt that 4;”
associate with ‘the flood, a time when I wds bewildered
and drowning. The memory is .7l an umbrella under
which I protected myself fdr many years. By the time I
graduatéd' from high school, the dam was nearly
constructed. There were lots of partiés that summer
and everyone became'sent&mental. Inscriptions in the
classbook were . meant to cement friendships. With
hindsight, I reélize we had good reason to cry and be
upset though.we did not undgrstand those reasons. That
summer would signal the ehd on)personal growth for
many, the end of idealism, and the end of the belief
that chaﬁge was possible. For some, it would be the

beginning of the forging of persohality For others,
¥t would be the beginning of hardenlng of arteries to
the heart. We came oftentlmes after the late night
parties and the: quick kisses in the- back seats of
borrowed cars, to, the dam site to paint our names on
the boulders that were ﬁ§eing piied beneath its
foundations. We wanted, in some small way, to make

time stop. We wanted to immortalize our private jokes.
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and teaés of separation. Nathan and I were like all
the others. | ' .-

.One night there was a party at the Hogan's place.
I invited Nathan because he was home from art school.
He was about to spend his second year of school in
Boston, so I felt very grown-up and lucky to/have him
by my side. Howévef, he spent most of the party out
back drinking with the rowdies until it got to be late
and Mr. and Mrs. Hogan began flicking the lights on and
off. Then he danced with me once, but he had had too
much to drink. 'I thought of my father's drinking‘
problem and, K suddenly became.frightened.

Before that night was over, we drove out-“to the
dam éite and Nathan painted a stylized,billboard heart
with our names linked on one of the 'large boulders. -
Then we made vows to return one day, but ‘never did.

For’ years afterward, we met- oqcasionally- for
lunch. I knew that an artist's life was not 'an easy
one. Nathan lived in a world of cruel honesty. New
York, where he had hoved after art school, was not a
place for the timid or tentative. "Imagine living back
in the woods," Nathan once commented. We were
. discussing our home town. "The place is a quagmire."
And yet, ﬁis art world was a constant hell of awareness
that 'ShOCked and dismayed "me. Nothing was sacred.,
Perversion, .contempt for traditional experiences,
addiction, and competition were the strangleholds of
his world. But it was Nathan's world, and he gloried
in ‘it. He- ran toward the unknow£ like an intrepid
spirit. He understood the darkness within himself, and
there was no one like him. No one. Yet by the time I
became aware of him--in a ‘fearless way--there was no
place in his life for me. -

In the last few years, I have slowed down and

stoppéd running. Knowing that darkness 1is forever
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there, I see my own history and Nathan's against the

fathomless abyss of the past. 1If .I had seen the

flood's intrusion in my life as .cleansing, my 1life
o~ might have been different.

I am like this reservoir. Beneath my surface is
the old ferm, the pot-holed road, and the broken down
fences. The winding river goes 'nowhere until itvbreaks
loose, destroys; and kills because itiis angry with its
aimless existence. .Sometimes'I am as still as water,

. deep and clear. I sit near windows beside a spring

o B that is constant andlpure. The spring reaches down to
| ‘water collected 1n caves and caverns deep underground

, b'and I see the pleces of my life as an unfinished
y%f' mosaLc ."Why do you need the pieces?" I can hear Anna

‘a%kp‘i"Too much int?ospection—-lookinq inward and

b%gkwggd——ls a death w1sh Yeu. wish to see farther
ﬁ@ﬁh&&iory " Anna was able to see through my stormy

All my awkward . learnlng and mistakes were

R
k) . <‘

'Qyé?looked as she waited for me to grow. But
' A, ﬁ jJ‘,mpa’/ ient, regretful of time I < consider
'i ‘fj%%f M unfocused wantlng what, I do° not

g

;ﬁr know - I. can no  longer /opy Anna and

fe will unfold before my eyes:. I know it

- creates fqar} fear that I may take a

; ?to back up, begin again, lose time,

v -

’ fﬁlobk ba ) down Meadow Road at the magnificent
a;ﬂ,

sthat | fllls the valley. Meadow Road
-1 »ends at the spring, now. The

;meadows thatwp§¢eé250e the road its name afe buried
nder tons dfhﬁwater *The reservoir 1is a -blue
:ackground the waves are mov1ng palnt strokes that
_gﬁﬁgbompete w1th my own reflectlon o .

SR

quiVe through

a3
T get back in the“car. I want ¢
the Plnes, Chris wrote a; few years ago tovsay %gat the

AR -
p
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I drive to the corner of Meadow
5  Road and take a left past a modernized laundromat,
‘ unrecognizable from;the run-down place where Nathah and
I had once quarreled. The turnoff is just beyond it.
The drive says 'No Thru Traffic', but I take it anYway
The roaa}a winds peacefully up the h111 with its elegant
whlte fenc1ng along both sides. I see horses pastured
in the small glens among the trees. A clever developer
has seen all the possibilities. At the top of the road
the fence is broken by an open gate. I drive on
through it. It is hard to believe a place can be so
changed. ‘ "
The tall pines are gone. Condominiums of a duli

) gray color sit at the top of the hill in the old laurel
circle. Where I had once found arrowheads, there is a
communal playground. I suspect, that where Anna and I

had once placed our sleeping bags to gaze at the sfars,
I might find someone's flower bed. I roll down my
window, and I wonder exactly what kind of dreams became
important to me when I once watched the stars from
here. Surely I must have had some sense of ancient
. spirit 1lore. I coulh no longer Tfeel the spirits of
Indians or pilgrims. Once, this place had been so
important to me. The circie, that was once the Pines,
had been broken.

Anna used to tell me I made her .appy. She
re301ced in our friendship. I believed her, then. 1I.
wonder if she missed me or thought of me in her new
life as a nun. The 01rcle§ is gone. It has been
bulldozed and sophisticated beyond recognition. I
cannot pinpoint ‘a spot between any of the private
driveways and say, "This was the Pines." I cannot feel

it, either. ' '
After a while, I start the car and drive down

[4
)
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Meadow Road. I am afraid to look up toward Anna's old
house, afraid of what I might see. Somewhere along the
way, 1 have become an emotional ébward. I expect the
place to be shabby and uncared for and it does 1look
that way.

My guilt and fear spring from my nec’ect. Thirty
years 1is a long‘time. I have been arounc he world in
tﬁirty years, but never orice have I come ..ck here. I
‘think ‘I am unrecognizable, blurred, and faded from the
snapéﬁdts thathathan once took. I have come to expect
many things to be that way. The house is run-down,
yet, it is, after all, made of stone and durable. The
flowers are overgrown. The flower boxes. are gone. The’
stone wall along.the side path needs work as do the
windows that once stayed open go welcome me. The h“ouse
needs a lot of work. The windows, especially, need to

be replaced. The insidfﬁ: ill looks as though it must

be damp and dreary. I to wonder how Anna could

+bear to live there alone. But I can still see the

lovely lace curtains and Anna's face at the window,
_ ‘ ! T '
waiting for me. Coan

o
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Strange, that Anna settled in this small New
England town, she, and so many other Eurocpean pilgrims
who considered it a haven. My Polish family, the“othef
Poles I knew, the Italiansg, and irish «bnd Lebanése,
all the people I know who work so hard and qtay so:poor

11v1ng here, settled in this exquisitely Beaut&fﬁl .

countryside. These families are - ' a silehe

unacknowledged majority who do not fit the image of New

England. And yet, whoever immigrates‘here_develops a

‘regional pride to hide the unease and disappointment
they feel, knowing what New England could be, but
isn't. The disappointment turns to a stubbornness that
goes one step beyond pride--to survival. That is the
atmosphere Anna walked ir._o when she bought this house
and stayed in town, 1in this place where she stopped
running and decided that she would make atﬂew.life for
herself. If-I were a stranger, looking for a new home,
I wonder if I would have stopped here. I look up at
the house as it stands in silent mockery. “ ;
Anna once said that if I didn't work with the
talents I had, they would bevgiven to someocne else.
That was the day Anna gave me her house. .«
"But what will you do?" I asked. .
"1 aﬁ going away, Julia." | 6
I didn't believe her, but I accepted her gift and
left town. ‘And'now I want to know if this is all there
is--an old brbken down house. that paid for my education
ang a few memories of -a wgman who could have been ay

r

mother, but wasn't? T Qo

A

I have spent my life r'fllng from the memcry of

the wrecked -woman who was d& real mother She was
never able to stand still to/reflect on ‘what she had.
She had gone on collectlng experience in a meaningless
rush until it" overwhelmed amd burdened her. When I

went through her possessioqﬁi I found a gold locket.
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She had never bothered to put anything in it, and that

is’ one of my sﬁgongest memories of her.

v

I have trled so hard for so many years to be like

Angg, but I don't know why. What was it about her that
made me want to imitate her? None of this is easy for
me to understand. , , o '

. That first year away, I came home'fromﬂcollege at
Christmas, using money I could not afford to sgend,
just to see her. I quess I wanted to thank her for \the
house or at least share my excitement with her. I Also
needed to rent the house, so I would have a- gteady
income. I wanted her to know how happy I was tolbe out
in the world, learning, and being with people who
seemed alive and different. I wanted to thank her for
making my escape possible. But she was gone.‘ No one
~-~med to know where she had gone. I asked Mfe. Adams

used to be Anna's next-door neighbor.

"Pfobably gone crazy. That woman never was like '

you.and me," she answered. . "Where you going to school,
"Julia?" I | |
"Connecticut College for Women." -
"Oh...that's & fancy women's college, isn't it?
Must have gotten a good scholarship." T— |
I nodaed. It was partially. true, but I wasn't
about to tell her that’th rest of the money came from

renters in Anna's house, which was now my house. I was

shocked and angry- when she continued to gossip about'

Anna, so I .eft with no.more guestions.
The next year, I got my first letter frqm Anna
But when I found out that she had entered a monastery,

I was' dismayed. How could she have done it, I asked

myself over and over? It made no serf5e to me.. As the
years went by, my attitude changed from resentment to
deep SOrrow. Because she was cloistered, she was cut

off from pe. I rame to understand that nothing would

&
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‘ éver be the same again. In my éorrow I could not see
all the years she had given me friendship: I could not
be grateful for the house which was a reminder of my

loss. ‘
| Once, years ago, when my daughter, who was
Nathan’s child, was born, I aimost .came home. I
thought seriously of living in the house Anna had given
me. But the more I thought of being alone, without
her, the less I could bring myself to do it. Besides,
I was ashamed to be without a husband.

Most of those feelings are gone, now. Anna used
to say she was grateful for my friendship., . ghe said it
with such sincerity; such a humble gratéfuL demeanor
that I believed I was very important to' her. ‘The
standards she set in our.friendship'spoiled,he. Her
humility and gentleness, I have learned, are rare anc

precious qualities.
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I decide it is time to leave Meadow Road and
drive to the monastery before it gets dark. There, I
have booked a room in one of the'guest houses. There
are ‘two gquest houses, now. St. Gregory's, which would
have been my first choice, thé larger of the two, is
only for men. &t. Bridget's is for women. Strange,
that a monastery of cloistered women would attract so
many men who éeek a retreat. '

During the Lenten season, I am told, both houses
are crowded and reservations necessary With religious
revivals mushfooming out’ of midair, monasteries are
trendy places to visit lately, and. this one is no
exceptioh.‘ Tonight; I will sleep at St. Bridget's and
retrace more steps down into the past.

" It is already dusk as I drive along back country
‘roads. I wonder if I will remember my way. It has
been yeafs since my only visit.uto Regina Laudis
Maonastery. That was the time when Anna convinced me to
take her there. With my new license and a borrowed
car, I was tired and nervous when we arrived. I
remember very little except “that I felt awkward.
Though I was Catholic, the Mass, that started just as
we arrived, seemed never-ending. I was unaccustomed to
hearing voices singing acappella and did not like it.
I waited on edge for human errors: a scratchy voice, a
forgotten stanza, a falter, a discord. But none of
that occurred, and just as I was getting'usedato the
‘melodic rise and fall of monotonous phrases, the Mass
ended. Anna darted into a small room, an empty waiting
area, and spoke in hushed tones to a nun who sat behihd
an ornate metal ggge framed in velvet curtains. It
looked like a confessional. Her conversation, serious
and heavy like the mute velvet drapes, was intense. 1
tried to make myself small in the quiet Foom to avoid

overhearing anything I might wish I had»hever heard.
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_ As I drive along I am disquieted that my memory
of the roadsjide is so dim. I am tempted tc go through
Litchfield or Caanan to browse through the quaint
little shops and expénsive boutiques that I could not
afford thirty yeérs ago, the ones that still sell Jean
Meyer clothes and Werﬁn loafers. It might be - Tun to
stop and buy anything I wish: an expensive suit, a
silk blouse, a jaquard tie or sweater. But there is
little satisfaction in it anymore. ‘I have had money
for quite a few years and realize it isn't important -to
ne. Certainly, it 'has‘ﬁnot brought happiness. Mind
you, it did bring a ‘certain satisfaction and
complacency in the béginning, but never happiness.

| I recail' those first years of schodl and the
struggle. Medical school was a long expensive
proposition. There were loans, and more loans, and a
¢hild to take care of: Eventuall&, I had to sell
Anna's house. It wasn't eésy,"but it wasn't an unhéppy
time in my life. I was” too busy to be unhappy. And my
-daughter was always there; that cheery non-judgmental
face at ﬁﬁe end of each day. We laughed, and'played
games, or read quietiy, and ate.dinner tbget.-=~. It
was an uplift to any day. When she went to bed, I went
back to my studies until far into the night. It
COntinugd like "that for many years. Gradually, I
started earning money, then more money. The bills were -
paid off, and ‘we moved to a nicer place.

My daughter never liked the new place. It was
too big, she said. Her little voice was 1like the
nagging of my own conscience. "We can't talk to each
othér from one room to the next without shouting, Mom.
We were closer in the crowded place." Familiar
possessions were gotten rid of one after another: the
‘old sofa, the ripped chair, the cheap bed in my room,

the worn desk in the study. 1 bought new furniture:
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an elegant sofa that did not allow. for snacks, the new
wingback chair that gave me a crick in the neck as I
fell asleep by the new fireplace. It was quite lovely..
However, the new bed was too large and firm. It made
me feel lonely. I didn't sink into iﬁ. It was flat,
and wide, and too big for one person. And so it(went.
By them: my daughter was a teenager and&growing a@ay
from me. I should have been better prepared for that
superior look she gave me from time to tlme ‘She
assessed me 51lently and rejected my ways "Even though
I read all the books: cn deallng with teenagersa I could
not accept that faraway look in her ewes The brlght
cheery-faced expre551ons came seldom a%m“I saw yess and
iess of her in the evenings. &he preferred to go toﬂA
the 11brary to study or bring friends home to"visit.
The friends were uncomfortable with my presence, so I
disappeared into my study more often than not. |
These last two 'years, she .has Been 'away at -
college. I am grateful that I can afford a spe01al
education for her, that she doesn't have to struggle
the way I did for space, and t}mep and‘the means to
study. I have more than erough %or.the two of us. But
I am terrlbly lonely. ,;‘, 7 | ',
T ‘Who do I know 1n Boston? . &hyvde I live there? I
did not have time to stop. aIOng the way to make
friends. My daughter was my friend. I had my work,
too much’ of a good thing, T think. I found myself
making excuses to stay at the hosgpital or the clinic
eighteen hours a day. People: shook their heads. How
could I have a personal life? -
And men? No men. The -only man who ever meant
anything to me was Nathan. But' he was busy being
famous. He has his opihions'on everything nowadays,
tells people what he does*not'iike and exactly what he
thinks of them. He has nafered;his.focus of interest

A
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over the years. I tell him it's a sign of aging. He
tells me it is the single-minded approach to his art
that has made him great, and I should mind my own
business. I should. ’

I decide not to detour to ngEﬁ?leld to browse,
or sightsee, or act in any way like a tourist. I have
no.real busf{ness there. It would be another way of
putting off the inevitable. 1Instead, I stop for gas at
:ﬂ little place off the Litchfield green to ask about a
decent place to eat. I have not had anything since
breakfast, and I feel a hexdache coming on. There, I
;am digected next door to > restaurant overlooking the
green;' It is-a tourist attraction, but it is clgan and_
the food is good. ix.order ale, and fried clams, and
enjoy the EYpical New Eﬁgland meal. I sit there and
- wonder why Ijiso seldom appreciate experiences whi;e
ghey;OCCur,-why moments in the present elude me.

As~a.doctor if has been:egsy to travel. I took
my daughter with me wherever Ifﬁent and tutored her,
or . hired tutors. It was good for the two of. us.
However, each time we returned I was;glad to be home.
I kept the apartment unocéhpled so we could aiways
come. home and settle down qulckly ‘To sit in familiar
:chalrs, sleep in our own beds, read the "Times" on
Sunday morning, walk dbwn Chestnut Avenue to St.
Mary's, and visit -with our Jesuit frlends That was my
welcome home. But now that I have traveleq SO mqéh, I
think I'd like to tour New England. '

I could sit in the historical societies and read

about the past. People from the past come alive for me',
as people in the present never do. When they are dead,
their lives are revealed. They no longer need to hide

and conceal their lives. i would like to turn to those

“Q,Who lived here two hundred years'ago. I feel close to

- them. It is my feeling that life, while it is being
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lived, 1is a shell. There isn't enough' time for
reflection and gratitude, not endugh time to appreciate
‘'what we are given until it is gone, or in the past, or
taken away; There is a hazy fushing quality to my
life. _ '

It is hard to think of Anna as belonging to the
past. - Even though she has been inaccessible to me all
these years, there was always.th% knowledge that she
was the one truly alive person inAmy world. Now, she
is gone, dead--merely a mosaic piece of the past.

I kept all those letters she sent--one each year. -
In the first one, she explained that she had taken the
vows of a c&olstered nun, that she wohld be allowed to

send me just one letter each year, but that I was

allowed to. write as often as I wished. I cried my. . 3

heart out ,and wszte to her night afggﬁ night. I

grieved and did not understand. It was 1;§e crying to

the moon. . No answers came back to me. There was no

dialogue.’ By the time Anna answered me, I had solved

my own problems and felt ashamed of my complaints and‘fc

self-pity. Therc I was, with all her worldly
possessions, but she was unavailable to me. For years
I questioned ‘her reasons, for self—impfisonméht. why
was she hiddern frqm‘thé wofldL punished by isolation?
+ . I thought of Paolo and imagined . a fragic
unrequited love between him and Anna. I experienced
guilt in not acknoﬁledging our friehdship m%ac openly,
blamed myself for Anna's.loneliness, and thouyht of the
hard life she had, the thankless work, the eccentric
1mage that no one understood I find 1t 1ron1c that 1
am nearly the same age Anna was when sheﬂentered ‘the
monastery. .My daughter is the same age I was when Anna
disappeared from my life. ’
Anna never did cling or hang on tc me. My

~ daughter will probably never know how wrenching it has
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been for me- to part with her, either. " never did
éling, br ask her to keep in touch, or stax close by. .
I never wanted to -interfeére with her growth. I paid
for her . education and sent ﬁer on her way.
Essentially, that is what Anna did for me. With her
hard work and austeretlife,‘she gave me -everything--
“even the letters. , ’

They came at intervals when I needed advices or -
encouragement.A Never was there recrimipatidn or
criticism. When I pursued Nathan with a narrow-minded
blingdness, Anna did not say, "Watch out Julia. You'll
get yourself into trouble." When my daughter was born
and I wasn't married, she wrote to tell me of my
blessings. There were no disparaging remarks about my
marital state, ébout ruining my life, or being saddled
with the -results of mq; sins. She did not chastise
Nathan when he cou}dn't_find room in his life beyond
his art. She made my daughter welcome. She celebrated
and rejoiced for me. I took her‘support and strength
and hoarded it in my heart. |

Anna, what will I do with the rest of my life? I
am forty-seven and feel old. I have had my work, nmy
daughter, a man who didn't want me, afmother who wasn't
my spi:itual mother, and a best friend who is dead. I
feel like my grandmother, who used to go through her
truhks each week to count the holy cards that she -
collected_at funerals and wakes. She would touch each
card lovingly and read the inscription on the back,
then count the cards and file them away in alphabetical
order unsil the next wéek.

Orxﬁaybe I could be like Lottie, the OJL lady I
. took care of at the Baptist nursing home. Her room was
filled fron top to bottom with dated shoe boxes. Her
intention, now that she had stopped living her 1life

actively, was to recall each moment backward in time.

A4
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She had started with the. most recent shoe box and was
g01ng through them one by one. She had decided she
would die when she reached the last box. But she was
eighty, Anna, and I am still so young. ‘

I cannot sit in the restaurant any longer. The
center green is empty except for the Revoluntionary War
cannon and the tarnished silver plaque of Lyman Beecher:
and his illustrious daughter. The white Congregational
Church is time-lighted and its elegant steeple becomes
gently 1llum1nated against the- darkening sky.

At the monastery, which has been elevated to the-
status of an abbey, a tour bus fills with pilgrims who
have visited for the: afternoon. They have attended
Mass and are buying souvenirs in the gift shop before
getting back on the bus 0ld ladies fuss over thekg
large purses, whisper 1loudly, and forget they are no
longer in the chapel. Many of them have strained looks
on their faces, as though an entire afternoon of
silehmi>is more than they can handle. Some of them
wear’ pfous expressions. Nearly everyone carries a
-missal and cane for support as they take hold of each
oﬂmrsanm _

I park near the women's guest house and'carry my
overnight bag inside. It is quiet. There, I find a
note on the foyer table tellihg me which room is mine
in this lovely old home. Annha once wrote to tell me
that a neighbor had’willed the house to tge abbey. It
is a typical New England saltbox home with high
ceilings, six small bedrooms upstairs and one small‘
" bathroom with minimal convenlences a claw legged tub
a toilet, and a small rust-stained 51nkJ The rooms are
scrubbed and polished clean. Each room has a single
bed with chenile bedspread matching curtains, bedside
lamp, Bible, small " ClOSet, chest of drewers,: and a
metal crucifix over the bed. There is nothing else.

s
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The floors are scrubbed polished oak, carpetless, and
cold. I imagine that all this is luxury compared to
‘the small cell which must have been Anna's for more
than thirty years. A

once unpacked, I decide to get into a nightgown
and read;for a short time in bed; It has been a tiring
day. I fall asleep over a paperbéck best seller, and
am sd:prised when I hear a knock on my door some time
rlatér. A short nun, ageless and wizened, stands in the
doorway. She looks like she has more energy than I do.
when I wake each morning. "Are you all right?" she
asks, looking at my nightgown and tired expression.
When I say I tire easily from travelling, she nods her
head in sympathy. She asks if T care tb be awakened
for matins. Io remember anna's description of -that
specidl ceremony and am shddenly curious to know as
much ag I can about thié place.
o "Yes," I answer, "Please wake me."

That ni%ht, my sleep is filled with dreams.
There are red dolphins and storms at sea. I am captain
oﬁia boat, and the crew is Anna and my daughter. My
own mother, whom I have tried not to . think aboﬁt for
years, is a pasgsenger. A school of dolphins‘ comes
. swimming By with grins on their faces. One of them has
a wise look like the short nun. As I take the night
watch, I am invited to join the dolphins for a -swim.
They assure me that the boat will continue to sail
without me, that I will not be'missed. ~Yet once I am
submerged in water, what has felt liks a good idea
capyses me a great deal of anxiety. I start to breathe
deeply, hoping to store oxygen in all parts of my lungs
for the descént. However, my preparations seem to be
of, no avail; I dive and know I am doing something
‘dangerous. The Jleering dolphins swim around and
ffrighten me. I hear wétery whispers telling me that
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Anna has dived down to the ocean floor w1th plenty  of
breath to spare.. How does she do it? How does she do
it, I wonder, as panic settles over me? 1 awake,
haviﬁg jd%t surfaced, panting,‘and gaspinq for breath;

. I hear a knock.on the door. ‘It sounds welcome
~and earth bound, very much a part of this world. It is
the old nun who gives me avfﬂhshlight, says the yigil
will begin in ten minutes, and disappears. I sit on
the edgé of the bed, tryin ‘to get*my bearings, trying
to feel that I am \;a/ji ’

somewhere in the twilight 2oné.

éﬁﬁj‘ I dress qu1ckly in the chilled room. The- ﬂlndow

peaceful monastery, not

is open to the cool spring night that smells of the‘ -

tilled earth, crocus blooms, and early forsythia buds.
I slip into a pair of jeans, wrap myself in a wool
shawl, take up the flashligPt, and step outside. A
large waxing moon appears from behind a cloud. It is a
bit like walkirg alone to the- Pines on a moonlit night.
I think of whispers coming from the trees until the
whi§per§ become frighueningly real. I 1lower my head
and concentrate on the arch of my flashlight. Then, as
I reach the chapel door, I glance up toward the moon,
now silver and uncovered. Tree branches overhead cross
my view and intertwine. I hold to the door as to an

» anchor and squeeze my eyes shut. The night is soft,
but my imagination is powerful. ' ’

I étep inside the chapél and sit in the dimly?
lighted room. Windows are opén and cdndles flicker.
Shadows echo and dance to Gregorian refrains as

¢ invisible scented clouds of incense drift through the
sanctuary. At mysterious intervals, chime-like bells
are rung to signal, a passége in the chanted prayers.
Though I was baptised as a Catholic, I rarely\at#ended
Mass and understand very little of what is happening in

the Latin wvigil. I have certainly never been in a
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" chapel at this hour of the night. There is a mystical

pagan gquality to the songs, a yearrung in the women s
voices that hypn‘otizes.'me. On one level I resist what
I feel in this room, yet at the same time I am
fascinated and want to. understand it. Detachment, a

sense of floating, takes hold of me and time dissolves.

ﬁ ) Before I realize it, the vigil is over, and I am

out in the night, retracing my steps to the guest
f . :

~house, trying to assi@ilat® my feelings, wishing for a

second that I had worn something long and loose that
would touch my ankles and slow to the  rhythm of my

hlps . I‘hlnk ]

ddenly, of a desire:I once had to sew

with dignity..-‘@I 2 thought to line the outfits in
brilliant crimson, emerald, ivory, orange, to sew high
collars, and’' long. tunics. The outfits would be worn
wherever I wished, without inhibiting or dictating my
action. I would enjoy sewing them and wearing them .
each day to suit myself. In a way, it was what the

nuns did. They (~fied fashions, defied anyone to guess

' what was behind their habits. The thought still

intrigues me. I imagine wearing a black robe lined in
crimson silk. \

Intellectually, I am not free, I realize.' I am
locked in, dressed in“pretense, yet £ feel angry and

irritated by my trap and want it all stripped away.

‘Slowly, my sanity returns, and with it, my practical

nature, acquired so laborlously over the vyears.
PerYs handmade dresses designed in symbols are not
for me. I have been living in the real world too long.

With phese thoughts, I arrive back in my room,
slam the window down tightly, and drop my clothes to.
the/ floor. I crawl tiredly into bed, draw up the

cov}ers, and slide down in the comforting darkness.
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I am awakened by the chapel bell first thing the
next morning. It is very early, but I have always had
td get up early for work. I do not neéd to get up this
morning I remind myself. Going to chapel every four or
six hours would fill my holiness quota for the year in
very short time. The constant self-awareness would
drive® me to self-inaulgent madness. I have otﬁer
things to think about b951des myself.

Half an hour later, my mind has stoppei'turnlng,
and I have, for the first time in my life, run out of
things to be conggrned about. I cannot put off my
summons from Mother Superior forever. I sit there a

moment and look at my cheerless. roomg, It has taken me

about three mlnutes to dress anddgydy» he place. I sit
there impatiently, hearlng a clock tlcklnq in my head.
I might as well go to Mass 51nce there is not much else

to do.
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Sun shines into the chapel that morning. The
nlght clouds arg d1551pated. or blown away, and the
1nner courtyard that I cannot see is flllea with the
chattering and song of birds. I cannot think. For the
first time in my life, I cennot think. The sounds that
fi11 the air, the suﬁ\slanting through the open windows
beside the altarﬁ‘theﬁsmell of cedar like the tips of
roots beneath the earth, and the tulépﬁvand daffodils
that have. been placed in growing pots on the floor,
refreshing and full of d yliéht, are overwhelming to my
senses. 1 feel that Aan A |

Again, I am the only person.sitting‘in chapel. I

is watching me.

move aroﬁnd slowly as I sit in one seat, then another
and try to find a place that can give me a view of the
singers. But the latticework screen is ingenious,
somewhat 1like the leaves of a tree. There 1is an
illusion of openness, yet there is total privacy. I
can see no faces, cannot tell which nun is singing the
solo, cannot study the expressions on any of the faces.
I can tell that several of the nuns are dressed
differently from the others and guess that they are the
postulants, candidates for the future of the monastic
——, order. That startles me. I cannot imagine that anyone
chooses to live in convents any more, and surely, not
the cloistered kind with prison bars. I am stunned
that women, younger than myself, still consider this
1life. Yet all that comes through are the honest voices
"Q; glnglng Latin words that I do not understand.

When the ceremony is finished, I am approached by
the o0ld nun agaln. She tells me where the dining room
is, saysjﬁhat meals are served directly gfter each of
the daytlme services, then leaves a; —er tellg%g me her
name 1s Mother Jerome. Wise Saint Jerome, I think, the
Biblical scholar. She 1looks more like an ancient

gnome.
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The dlnlng room is small It contains a crude

) wooden tagﬁ@ ‘and two benches. There is one curtainless

window and a small window slot in the far wall for- the.
handling of food. Someone slides open a slot in the
wall, says good morning, then passes a plate of
break{ .st food to the ledge. Whoever it is, steps back
quletly and is gone. I take my plate to theatable and
eat 1n silence: whole wheat bread, a pat 6ﬁ butter,
some homemade jam, and a cup of hot chocolate. The act
of’ eating alone, though I have done it often, is
diffegéqg‘here I continually look over my shoulder,
expecting someone to come into the room, but no one
does. I savor each bite as though I am present at a
feast. When the slot slides open again, I know I am
expected to return my dishes to the ledge. I.murmur a
poiite thank you, but get no response from the figure
beyond the wall before the slot is abruptly shut. Idle
talk is definitely not encouraged.

I know that what I should do next is announce

that I am willing to have that interview with Mother

Superior. After all, that is ‘my reason for cominyg
here. But whether it is cowardice or merely a streak
of defiance, I'm not prepared to see her yet, and I
procrastinate. Suddenly, I want to put some distance
between myselggand those stark stern buildings. I make
an appointment to see Mother - Superior the next'day,

retrieve my purse, and go out to my car.
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_ Ii?takes'nearly a full tank of gas, driving along
the coa

St for tha; is the direction I head first,

before I can slow the car and stop. I drive through

~0ld Limmy and Black Point, Rocky Neck, and Niantic. I

am pointed back to Boston. But when I get to New Haven
and drive through the Yale complex, I am compelled to
park the car, get out, and walk through the green. In
my mind I hear the piano of Dave Bruhzck as it brings

back memories of my first few yearc away from home.

Connecticut College for Women was not far. . New Haven

-and Yale Medical School was not far, either, but far

enqugh to keep me from heme.h I can stfll hear one of
my dates as he sat heside'me, laughing at something,"
but I cannot remember his face or name. I do remember
that we went to a concert at the Yale Bow;, and I held

a giant yellow chrysanthemum -1 wore my first pair of

, Weejun loafers and a green p1a1d skirt, a pink barret,

and’ an Irish-knit sweater, trylng to imitate Karen
Howells or.Cynthia Easton, no doubt. It was an Indian
sumﬁer-evehing in the early sixties, and I knew my date
would try to take me back teJhis room and the dorm.
But he would never help me forget Nathan.

Brubeck music and formless jazz, free, and easy,
and without passion, that is .what I have settled for
these las%-fhirty years--except in my work. My work
has been a receptacle for my vast energies and .

resentments. I have. so much - energy that sometimes I

'wonder I don't push people around, or shout, or walk

" the streets at night. But medicipe is demanding and it

is easy to divert unlimited energy ’through that
channel. 'No one finds it peculiar that at work I am
passionate, complex, and driven, while at home I am a
different person. But 'then,‘ few people have ever
gotten clbse enough to, see me at home.

. Recently, I made the mlstakeuof phonlng ‘Nathan.
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" He answered the phone and responded as though we had -

just parted at the nearest street corner. When I asked
him what he was doing he shouted, -"Working! What the
hell else would I be doing?" I heard angry frustration
and a man driven. There he is in  New York City
workiné, and I am in Boston working, yet we can never
seem to work together. Simply talking to me made him
tense’ ahd‘ angry, so I found an excuse to end the
conversation quickly. We continue to hide our true
selves from each -other and the rest of the world. But
there is a voice inside me that knows, something is
missing. It will not be quiet, no matter what I do or
pretend. ' :

I sit there thinking for a few more minutes until

I notice a fqbric shop across the street. The colors

in the display window draw me closer. I know that I

have no talents in music, or painting, poetry, or
sculpting but I want to buy some material, a few
special colors to touch. I want to sew intricate hand
stitches and watch my fingers cafess the vibrant
textures. Having only myself to please, I walk in and
buy crimson and ivory silk, black crepe, and lapis
shantung flecked with gold, also, a pattern, needles,
thread, pins, and the scissors I will need. once batk
in the car, I hug the package before placing it on the
seat. I can hardly wait to get back to my room to open
the package and touch ﬁhe vibrant strands of thread{ I
have not sewn for years, but I remember the serenity of
sewing tiny stitches by ‘hand. It was Anna who taught
me to embroider and sew my own clothes. Since she’
left, I have not had the patience or the inclination to
sew. Suddenly, I know I am going to make a black tunic
suit lined in 1lapis blue,'edged in gold. I intend to
handstitch the entire outfit and wear. it when it is

finished. -

e
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I drive back to the abbey, taking the 0ld Post
" Road through Cheshire. The weather is unusually
peautiful and I leave the windows open. Pastures along.

the road are filled with frisky horses and colts, and

not another car has come up behind me fer several.

miles. I slow the car to watch a foal wobbling
alongside its mother.

Back at the abbey there is a note on ny bed
saying that Mother Sup...or would be happy.to meet with
me the next day after qgeakfast. That giveé me another
evening on my own. I attend another vigil, eat dinner
alone, and take a walk. I try to imagine why I have
been asked to come here. I have tried for years to
imagine Anna. Qearing' a nun's habit or Anna walking
about looking piousvall the time. Her beautiful voice
must have been a special addition to the plain song. I
wasn't surprised when I stopped 'in the souvenir shop at
the end of my walk and found several albums of
Gregorian chant that had been recorded in the chapei.
THere was an Easter vigil and an Advent collection.

There were the six ordinary servites in.a -Titurgical

-day'and there was a special recording of the Passion of
. r : ! AT b ;

Christ. The names of the individual -:singers- .are

omitted, of course. Nuns often 1emain - anonymobs. I

leave money for my purchases and take fhe albdmsabééiﬁ

to my room, knowindj'that when I have the ‘opportunity
to listen to them, I will be able to.idéntify Anna's’
voice. I do not wonder what I am going to do with my
time that evening. I can't wait to begin sewing, so I
go to my room, shut the door, and work silently until

5,

midnight.

wh I am awakened for matins. There are no. dreams

tiat night, just an awakening that is dreamlike. It is
a warm night. I step into a long peasant 5£I€9 and

e

It seemsxthat my head has just touched the pillow

¢



slip a shawl over my shoulders. The moon is nearly .

full, so I leave the flashlight behind. There are no
clouds that slip across the moon's surface as I walk

slowly to the chapel, but it seems noisier than I

remember. There is an occasional night bird, an owl,

and down alongside St. Gregory's, a mother raccoon and
two babies trying to 1lift the Tid on a garbage pail.
The mother looks serious, intent on mastering her task,
while the young ones decide to sniff around the side of
the building and wait for her efforts to succeed.

&l I feél happy when I realize that I have not
spoken much to anyone all day, and yet, my reflectiors
do .not feel burdensome as they often do when I
~alone. The night has an unforgettable quality abc .
it. The moon reminds me of the ivory silk I bought,
and I imagine another outfit, plack with ivory beneaz:
like night with the moln inside. Surprising, h
little of the sky's space z

04
)

he mpon takes, while the sun
fills every cell with its Eresence. ‘

From the moment I tand in ‘the chapel, I feel

Anna's presence. ITélso feel the most incredible urge

to see where she is buried.. Having not seen her in so

many years, Yyet keeping her alive in my heart, it is-

difficult to accept that she . longér exists. In a

way, I need proof. Yet what can I do? The funeral was’

private; everything in this place is secretive. It

troubles me that thirty years of Anna's life is hidden’

" from me. Who will I have as my model if shke -s gone,
if a yearly letter. does not come in the mail, ¥ there

is no one to whom I can write? I can think of no one

else I wish to emulate and feel moz; lost and lonely

than I have in many'years—-the way Y .felt before Anna
came into my life. _
The sweet voices of the nuns come through my

‘barrier of pitiful reveries. It is lovely, I think,

NN
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'byt how can they do this night after night, year after
“year?‘ I would die of the boredom and the endless

suﬁerimposed routine. None of this fits my image of
Anna. How did she fix her wild curly hair, and how did

sheyexist in sombre black when she was once surroursted

| py - vivid colors, and -dressed in bright hand-knit
'clothes? There’iS-nothing.here, no ornamentation, no’
v‘color,,except\for the_spring flowers on the;altar.g*She
[uged‘ to love,yto ‘talk, to listen to the Aradid? and

attend concerts. It was Anmna who took me to myifirst

-, art museum.

We took a bus to Hartford, I remember, tg- the

wadsworth Atheneum and there we saw the worlkd through ,

the crazy fantastlc 1nterpretatlons of Rene Magrltte
How (wuld Anna exile herself to such a sterile

colorless llfe°> For the first time.in thirty years, I

yfeel a sadness. 1nstead of anger at her dlsappearance
from my llfe Sadness, because I cannotkgunderstand'
what ‘was once in her heart or the reasons she found to
'shut herself away from me and the- rest of the world
i;For the first time since I gard of Annahs death last
’~Jweek I cry T cry becaUS@ I miss hery and because,

7Zafter all these years, I have to lqt her gom

‘I need to see more .of thls place where she spent

.. her time and slip. quletly out of the chapel. . But

instead of g01ng back to the guest house, I wander to

l'the heavy gates ‘that bar ‘the 1nner courtyard and stand

'there, feellng shut -out by the ma551ve oak doors. They .

are locked. Like a sleepwalker, I wander be51de the
connectlng stone wall and follow it towards the, flelds.
I look over the wall. ;nto a vast garden, then cllmb the
wall. In51de the combound I walk througﬁ:the newly-
tilled garden, By\moonllgnt, I c?ntlnue towards the

‘nun's dormitories. I .do not know what I,hope -to find,

soiie ¢lue, perhaps, to what Anna's life was like. I
, _ , S A

o

«
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H
find the door to the dormitory and walk by dimly-lit

wall lanterns toward the sparse cells. I find them '

easily. I can still hear chanting in the distance, for
the dormitory is quite close to the back door of the

chapel, where a window near the altar is open. I walk

down the hallway, peering into one room after another..

.The rooms are identical: a cot, a dresser, a small
window with a crucifix above it, a desk, a Bible.
There are no mnirrors, no frills, no curtains, no
carpets. I have- often been curious, but it is with
dismay that I see the living conditions to be as stark
as I had imagined them to be: . ’ d

Suddenly, the singing 'stops. I look, around

frantically for an exit until I see another dodquy at
the end of the hall. Iv sﬁep ﬁoward it; my heart
beating rapidly. The last room on the right, I woﬁder,
was it Anna's room? The cot has been stripped of'ips
bedding. The room is more barren than any of the
others. Is that the room she 'slept in for thirty

years? Would they sew her habit to fit someone else or

pass on her book of meditations and rosary beads to_a.

 young postulant? Did she consider the women here to be

her friends? Would they miss her?

Once out of the dormitory, I circle the far end
of the garden looking for the cemetery. It appears to
be located beyond the forge, Wwhere I cannot resist
looking in at the twisted metal scililptings of Mary and

Joseph. Unfinished crosses and a crucifix stand in a

corner. Copper molding edges fof_stained glass windows
and sections of cut and colored gléﬂ%.lean against the

walls. I wish «I could see the éo}ors} Christ,

distorted into a modern figure, tall, misshapen; and

grotesque, his face elongated in perpetual sot?bw,.lies_

t

on the work table.

\

Outside the forge, I pause by a barn for the farm
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animals. The door is open. Dairy cows, goats, and a
few sheep bleat nervously as I move on, anxious to see
the graveyard that is lpcated in a fenced off area at
the farthest end of the property: I can see Anna's
grave easily by the light of the moon. It is the
newést'mound of fresh earth, topped with a metal cross.

I stand inside the gate, then walk closer to peer down

at the engraved inscription on it,' "Mother Julianna", .

it reads, "1908 - 1985". I kneel there in the rich,
moist earth that has already accepted the spring
flowers planted on her grave. Béing in this spot, I
feel peaceful, as though Anna is still here to hold me.
I remember her last embrace. It has“left a lasting
impression on me, a mark that I have never forgotten.
It was the last time I saw her, just before I left for

college. We walked up .to the Pines for a picnic, and

afterwards, we -danced because I was really]going away .
‘and Anna was pleased for me. She héld me close when we SV I

had ‘finished dancing, ari she told me to be hap@y and
to ﬁéep in touch. | ' | |
My sense of topch has ‘always been my least.
developed sense, but.I guess Anna knew that. Out d%
touch, untouchable, touchy--these are words that Nathan
uses for me. It is my blind spot, he tells me, my area
- of greatest unawareness. He, of cogrsé; always needs
to touch. Like Paolo, hf‘works with his art until his
paintbrush is an extension of his body. I, on the
other = hand, rarely reach out,l am ‘insensitive to
touching gnless it is with my mind3 Too intellectual,
all mind, no heart, is what Nathan says. I can touch
my daughter, though, Anna. I dread the day Qhen she
will move out because I know we will rarely touch
again. I hate this abbeyjuthis grave, that keeps us
out of touch. I want to sink my hanas into the loose

earth and dig down to your body.

Ve L
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But.,a feeling of helplessness overcomes me like

an embrace. I hesitate, and in that instant, my

desperate need seems to drain from me and bursts out in

a flood of tears. Then, as the tears flow, I get up
from my knees and discard my clothes. It is a/free
feeling. - § begin to dance around the mound of/éarth,
my arms ‘swaying back and forth over my head/ I am

”‘remlnded of some of the daﬂblng statues I have seen in

my travels to India. I can hear tinkling bells on my

.ankles as I stamp and jump, feellng.llke a young girl.

My skin tingles4in the night air as it absorbs night,
light from the low hanging moon. It must have been

‘veryvlate by then because I notice that the moon has
-moved ‘across the sky. I dance and dance across a
finely-balanced musical bridge. I have never before

_understooa why people love to dance and-Sway to music.

But tonight the music in the air seems to come right
out of Anna's grave. It finds my toes, moves my feet,

and encircles my body in a vibrant cocoon. As it gets

_ wilder and more powerful, l: dance faster, and more

frantically, and gasp for breath. The music rings in

_ my ears and thunders in my chest until I think my heart.

l

w1lll 

to deﬁth beside the graves of women who have died of

stQ I remember stories of ghosts who dance men

~unrequited love. "I loved you, Anna, but you went

away!" I am about to faint with exhaustion. I spin

wildly as my hair tumbles down my “back and my legs

become weak.

5

"At last, I sink down. I am bewildered with my

own péfformance,'yet overjoyed. For once in my life, I

am not held back by my own body. I want to roll in the
soft earth, and that is what I do. I want to scoop up
handfuls of it, and let it run like water‘between my
fingers, and I do that, tqoﬂ I want to pick one of the

flowers that stands guard at Anna's grave, so I do.
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sated with joy, T put on my clothes and walk back

to the guest hbusé. I feel strohgér as I walk. My
feet seem to hug the grbundeith a new-fodnd,balance;
And when I lie down in bed without a shower, I can feel
the dusty silken earth sliding between>myvskin and the
sheets, my body’s awareness sensual and gratiff&ngg I
am thankful for gtrong arms and legs. I feelgliké a
pagan nymph, a meadow spirit. I want to phone Nathan

and say, "It isn't true“that I cannot feel anytliing! "I’

can feel the entire universe,through ny skin. My heart
has grown.” My lungs have expanded. And my feet, my

feet are so happy to be‘alive,?you can't imagine." But

‘I know I will not do such a thing. I do not know if

this change in me is )permanenf. I am inexplicably
happy. I want to sing. Instead, I fall asleep.' It is
a dreamless drugged sleep danced in a poppy field.

_ [
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I awake E?e next morning, my féet still ready to
@ayce, and remember that I have an appointment to meet
Mother Superior. I have no idea what to expect from

this visit. But.at least this morning I know I will go
to the appbintment with 1less reluctance and fewer

fears. My dance last hight has 1eftwmg stronger. I

put my feet firmly on the floorvat the sidé‘of ny bed.
A short time later, Mother Jerome knocks on my
door to say that Mother‘Superior is ready to see me. I

follow her across the front’ yard and into the chapel.
She bpéns a door that leads to a short hallway and a

waiting room with several plain but coﬁfortable chairs.
A sparse bookshelf with a /few books on the lives of
saints stands against one wall. I am to wait and
Mother Superior will see me at the reception window. I
, recognize it as the elaborate, cloister barricade where
Anna was interviewed thirty years age. The room still

resembles a large confessional. *
Minutes lgﬁer, as I sit there stgring at the
titles in the bookcase, I hear the scraping of chair
_legs -on the floor behind the wall. Tﬁen slowly, the
window is opened. There is no velvet curtain as I have
expected behind the sliding door. I peer into a
shadowy 'room, directly into the‘gentle-eyes of Mother
'f.,S perior. She looks:- at me in a kindly manner; I am
fﬁ%ﬁiyent, wondering if perhapé I should be the first to

\

Ezé - speak. . - ‘

-1 Co . _

¥ VL ffj'm "My name isJulia, Mother. "

. PP know who 'y are, my Hea:."

" ‘s "you wanted to see me, Mother?"

"I have \?omething_ to give you, Julia. It is
rather unusuhl. Perhaps, you would care to open the
door ‘to yé@r“left?and come behind here for our visit."
’ I stand up feeling like a child peeking into a
confessional. As I step' into ' the cubicle, Mother

ﬁ

- o
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‘Superior reaches over and E;ﬂg the .chain on a wall

lamp. It lights the room with a soft evening glow. My

sense of time and piace become disoriented. Outside, I

remember the morning to' be bright with irrepressible

sunshlne. : v
"I want to see the Julia that Mother Julianna
spoke of as her Leloyed daughter," she said quietly.

I look at her face and remember that Anna .had

spoken of <?this woman WwitHh great reverence. "She

mentioned you, as well, Mother. She'thought a. great-

deal of you."

ghen she smiles, her strong white teeth belie her
age. Her eyes . are deep liped, her cheekbones high and
stretched tlghtiy/' She .must have been @hautlful once.
I imagine her putting herself. in these conflnee for so
- many years and lower my e’ es to hide my disapproval.

,@ﬁ"It-was not an unhappyflife that Mother Julianna

had with us, Julia. She was happy here. . She brotgjht
-us a great 8eal of joy. She had something to teach
each one of us, and welgrieve'at her parting. We pray
for her and remember her fondly."

I stare at her and try not to succumb_to tears.

"You must not cspfjinue to resent the fact that
she came to us. and left you kchind, Juléh. You're a
@ature woman, now. It is time you understood.™ |

.I look at her, startled that she has read. my
thoughts so accurately. @&

"That is the reason I have consented to give you
thls journal that she dedicated to you. It is mest
unusual\that we let anythlng of this sort 1leave the

‘abbey. You understand that we consider "all personal -

possessions as church property. Even our bodies are
buried in this holy place. It ' is a question of
complete renunciation." .

I nod, unable to'speak.

o
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"I have.read through this jpurnal//’nd if Mother -
Julianna was as‘perceptive as I knew her to be, I think
you are in need of thlS ]ournal Julia. She wrote it
for you." A ‘** _ ;

With that, she hahds me a package I grip it
with greedy hand; j' 2

~a;de51re to run, out of the
- room, back to privacy Auf:/ént to read it, devour every
word, and bring “ahna backato 11fe '

"I am sure she éever expected to: be given
permission‘to. g':ive you this journal. So I hope: you:
will appreciate :its private nature."_ '

I nodded, again. "Yes, Mother."V

"Do you have anything ydu WOuid‘like to say to
me, Julia? Anything you would: Talke to ask?2" _

I want to shout and ask why my Anna «chose such a
life rather than one where we could have met each day
to talk and share life's worrles and successes I want
to ask this stranger' what it 1s that I: lack in my
understanding. I want to know why: I am lonely, living .
out there in a world surrounded by people and material
success, a world where everyone I love leaves me. What
have I done.to deserve such lonellness and rejection?

Instead, I keep my voic  ‘teady. "Was Mother
Julianna lonely do you think? ... she, miss me?"

"I don't want to sound unklgd my dear, but
Mother Julianna did not miss youép She was rarely
lonely. If I can make you underséand "I will say
honestly, that she delighted in belng alene It was
precious time to her. She once said shn‘ never had
enough time alone. Thrat is qugte a st 't to make
in an abbey.. Even thosa of'gh; who ;e 'prayed,
~contemplated, and meditated for years still get lonely.
It isn't an easy life. But she was a unique person.
She 'was a saint, I would venture to say.- She had

surrendered to the fact that she was alone in the world



156,

’ v

and whatever problems she had to settle ware between
herself and God. She -no longér wanted <t~ hide from
that fact. The timé she set aside each day to write to
you was an aét of kindness and love, Julia. She did
not need you o: miss you, my dear, and that is not a
reflection on you." ) _
- "Are you sure she was in her right mind, Mother?"

@ She laughs then, humored at the mere idea. "She
was the most sane, most humble, person I have ever had
the privilege to know. She was grateful for ever’ -
breath she took, for every moment of prayer, for evary
'song of thanksgiving. She  spent her life in
thanksgiving." ’

’ I cannot think of anything else to say. I want
to be alone to read the journal.

Mother Superior nods her head, gives me a
blessing, and asks that the journal stay in my private
‘dar=. It is her only stipulation for letting it leave
the abbey. I agree, of course, and hurry back to my
‘roomugfv

7
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Journal -- .

My dear Julia, I often suspected you were watching
me. Cnce, during prayer, I had thought to refine

" myself into a body of light. That was an illusion;

of course, but in so doing, I would bave become
invisible. At the time, I wanted to escape fram your
eyes. . I did not want to accopt responsibility for
a . -
There was always the watching and be”ihg watched.
After Paolo{ died, I came to fear@your empty staring
eyes. They demanded £0 mu‘ch o? me, far more than I
thought I had to give. You see, I was lonely, so very
lonely, Julia. It may have bec.n that reason, more
than any other, that took me to the monastery. However,
after all these years, 1 rcaiiz'c that the reasons I
thought I came to Dbe here hd the reasons I stayed
were different. I stay because I love it here.

Forgive me, Julia, but I no longer ' wish to
disguise my suspicions. I have lived in harmony with
the eyes for years, now. ~I hope you shall accept this
jourmi for what it is. It is evidence of my existence
and probfb'-of m§ growth, and each time I look at my
experiences, my awareness grows. what I am trying
to explain to you is that' tbarc‘ are levels of awareness,
Julia, just as tberol are experiences tfat are more
or lcss visible. What I once“blamed you for no longer
has tbe same meaning- to me.

In writing and sharing this journal, I am do!ining
the history and perimeters of my growth. The writing

helps to balance my mind and my emotions. It seems

- to me that those of us who see only with the eyes are

subjected to illusions; those who hear only with the
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- ears ars subjected to the same illusions. These years

'in the monastery have been framed by the sound of

chapel bells. Their sharp sounds have been nliint :
upward-pointing signals. They ba_ve' plerced my bheart
as :bqrjz arrows, and I have :._listcnad\' to sounds that
have eventually iet me free and éaud, my loneliness. .

'I '?t'emember the. distancb I had to walk ocne rainy ‘
night to find my way to the monastery. That walk ance
took on qpic ‘proportions in my mind. That same walk
later became a revelation to me. The sound of falling
rain becﬁme & miracle. In the rain I heard surrender.
I stopped struggling against freedam and loneliness.
They had Dbecare ideas around which I had constructed
elaborate frames. When they wrap my coffin in a black
curtain and bury it in the earth, I will also
surrender--io death--and I will dance with balance
and joy. |

Forgive me, Julia, not for my suspicions, but

‘for my mistaken attitude. These days, I can see your

beautiful eyes and appreciate \tbeir intense beauty.
To me, your face has became a living. dcon.

[N
F:]
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Jﬁlia -

The pages of Anha's diary are dated nearly thirty
years before. They are yellow and smell of mold. My
heart contracts from the sudden expoeure to Anna's
naked thoughts. To say that I do’not like what I read
would be too simple. I feel exposed before such
scrupulous honesty. : '

L stare out thé open window. A gentle breeze
shakes the curtalns, It carries the smell gf flowers
and newly-tiiled soil, and the freshly-dug grave. = «
"barns, brlght red agalnst the sprlng grass, compos &
perfect New England post card. Nothing about the view
is out of place except my eyes. They will not-blink.

"Anna, my ey=s have watched and tried to copy you
for so many years. You have every right to suspect me.
If I had known myself better, perhaps I might have
become a photographer. Instead, I chose medicinelénd
became absorbed in the masks that are inevitable in
sickness and pain,, Even in my letters to you, I
stalked you, gquestioned you, pried into your motives
“and attitudes. You said, 'Be grateful, Julia.-. Be -
grateful for what you have.' Yet, I did not understand

or ignored what was mine until it has been nearly lost.
: I could not see myself as I was, so I pretended to be
‘you. Once, your example was a healing balm to my eyes
Now, your journal gives courage to my lonely heart.
Thank vou, Anna, for your friendship. You had every
right to suspect me. Fortunately, today I am strong
enopgh.to hear you. 1 can oﬁly hope that, as you say,
hearing is a direct channel to the heart. Perhaps, if
f stop watching Nathan and trying to imitate him, too, -
I may be able to hearJ him with my heart someday.
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Perhaps, if I keep my own journal and read it aloud
each day, I will begin to hear myself. For I could not
bear to heay yﬁg accuse me, Annav. In my own heart, I
hear only love=Zthe sound-of it reaches out. to me after
all these years." | o
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