One

Apparently what happened was that Anthea, after her arrival in New
York---dressed in a Thirties cloche hat and a multiple pleated skirt that gathered ata
tiny waist and billowed like a ballerina's tutu when she swung round (as she did when
she turned a corner in the subway to run up the stairs)---went straight from the Village
apartment she was about to share where the walls were naked brick and the bath
squeezed into a corner of the kitchen, straight from there (I'm so feverishly eager to tell
the tale I'm stumbling over the details) to the seventeenth floor office on Madison
Avenue where Beatty Masumerov was---provided she (Beatty) hadn't forgotten the
appointment---waiting for her.

Beatty was there behind her desk. No pleats for her, only firm tight lines in a
cloud of over-sweet perfume, with the most enormous bag ever seen on her desk-—-big
enough, she always explained, to take memoranda, sometimes fifty pages ata time, yet
still a pocket book. She had what she called a desk warning system because of her
amnesia. This was a series of intercom messages that started twenty minutes before
any appointment and were repeated with rising frequency until zero hour was reached.

In the case of an interview following straight after the one she was in messages were

phoned to her privately, not put over the intercom speaker. Today the pre-



appointment intercom messages ran, ‘There's an interview with Mrs Anthea Tellidge in
twenty minutes---', *---in ten minutes', "-—in five minutes', "Mrs Tellidge is right here'.

They were old friends so Beatty said to the intercom, "T'll come out', and got up.
It was also her way of explaining to the secretaries that this wasn't a job interview
(which in fact she suspected it would be) but a cozy blood-letting chat between old
friends. Which meant it needn't be interrupted as it is might otherwise have to be in
the case of an importunate job seeker who kept saying ‘But there must be something for
me!' and who didn't see why she, with her British accent and extraordinary skin
glowing like a fairy light in a forest, shouldn't be able to help.

She stood at her door, hanging on to the knob and swaying with a wild smile
that made the upper whites of her eyes like those of a horse rearing, as she'd done as a
schoolgirl. Anthea jumped up with a skirt swirl and flung herself forward on heels
much too high for that sort of carpeting. The pleated skirt smacked clothily against
Beatty's Italian-cut knee-length dress, cut so tight as to make her walk with bent legs (a
friend in Fashions called it back cleavage). Meanwhile the amnesia secretary filed
away "Tellidge' and substituted “Toys, 2:15 p.m.", to be phoned repeatedly to Beatty
over the next thirty minutes since she was now “in conference'.

“I'm leaving my boyfriend Nick,' Anthea said, breathless from sitting down so
fast. Her bag was tiny, hanging on an unsuitably long gilt chain which made it slip
almost to the floor as she hung it on her chair arm.

"Why?' Beatty asked, her eyes still signalling alarmed delight as she quickly
looking at her appointments book to verify Anthea's name and to see if she should
know anything about a boyfriend.

“First I need a job and wondered if you have anything.! There, a jobs interview,

Beatty felt like withdrawing her earlier journey to the door:



“When did you get here?' Beatty asked her, just to get off the jobs tack.

“Two hours ago. I'm staying at that girl Myra Plate's place, it's a slum just off
Washington Square. You're looking well. Iremember we had the two narrowest hips
in the school.’

So it was at school!

“In Penge,' Beatty said, hoping that this at least would get her some good non-
amnesiac marks.

“Penge? I've never been to Penge!' Anthea made a burlesque death-slump in
her chair---"You don't remember me after all, I knew you wouldn't!'

Beatty's face underwent its amnesiac tic---a half yawn that turned to a smile.

The incipient yawn was like the first motion of a scream but she had learned from a
therapist in Kennington, London, how to “manage' facial shock, hence the covering
smile. Beatty was no longer “wasp-waisted', as they used to say at school, she had a
belly, not more than could be made to adapt to a slim line but a secret embarrassment to
her while being also a source of comfort since it belonged to that smoothly yielding part
of herself which she fought so hard. The belly was also partially due to therapy---an
abdominal breathing system she'd followed, it had calmed her nerves and strengthened
the muscles, which had then slackened, but her digestion had improved no end, and
this was partly responsible for her skin-glow.

“You walked out on him?' she asked (this to get away from slim hips and
memory lapses as to where school had been).

“Yes and no,' Anthea said. “He works in Harrods under the street'.

“Under the street?'

"It's a beehive of tunnels, he's in despatching and sorting, it's very heavy work.

You know how I always said I hated muscle-bound men' (she knew Beatty hadn't a



hope in hell of remembering) *well, his arms ripple if he wants them to and I'm perfectly
happy with that because he's capable of crying.'

This woman is definitely goofy, Beatty thought, trying to identify from among
her school friends a goofy one.

A voice in the intercom. “Five.'

“Five what?' Anthea asked.

‘Minutes.'

“To what?'

"Five minutes is up. Actually four---she says it one minute ahead.'

"Anyway,' Anthea said, remembering that Beatty had always been somewhat out
of it, ‘I need a break. We've got a wonderful flat in Trevor Square but I don't like being
there. Butitisn't the flat. Anyway, I just packed my bags and flew. I feel sorry for
Nick, all alone there. Have you got a boyfriend?"

Beatty laughed. *With two kids and a husband and homework every evening I
don't have the time!'

"Oh, I see, you're married.'

‘How did you find me if you didn't know the new name?'

“Our mothers keep up with each other.! She gazed at Beatty for a moment.
"How do you hold a job down with this memory problem?'

‘I do it better. Other people in my position have to remember, so they forget,
but I don't, my husband built a perfect system for me.’

"Is he nice?'

"On weekends. After work we just have time to sleep.'

“You look sad.'

“Oh no, I shouldn't be. Coffee? she asked, to conceal the lie, though it had



shown too well in her face to be expunged by a word.

When Anthea said yes Beatty pressed her intercom and said “Two coffees.! Then
she said, "How will you manage for a work permit? I mean you're not married to an
American like me' (little suspecting that this would throw her headlong into another
memory gaffe).

“Yes I am,' Anthea said. “Don't you remember Andy? He went to Hong Kong.
We haven't divorced yet so I can apply for residence.'

To her own astonishment Beatty said, ‘He worked in the City for an Arkansas
bank and used to go skiing' (this sometimes happened, a sudden automatic recall).

“That's right! And you had an affair with him.'

The half yawn and smile were followed by an evasive "If you can call it that'
(struggling to recall features, body, touch).

"What do you mean? You talked about no one else for weeks!'

Desperately Beatty switched. ‘I married Joe in a flash. I didn't talk about him,
as far as  know. I'mean I was unaware of his having any characteristics.'" Anthea
laughed but realized that Beatty wasn't intending a joke. ‘It was like our names had
been called out and we just had to step forward. Then we were kind of stuck with each
other.'

The door opened to admit a tray with cups and saucers and a pot of coffee, a
small jug of cream, sugar in the form of fashionably large uneven brown chunks and a
plate loaded with chocolate chip cookies. All this was borne forward on two heels
higher even than Anthea's so that it looked for a moment as if the flexible stem of a desk
lamp had walked in.

*And what about your husband?' Beatty asked, having already forgotten that she

ought to know him as well as Anthea did. She murmured "Great' under her breath-to



the lamp stem.

“You mean my almost-ex?" Anthea asked.

“Yes.'

‘He remembers you. He was really quite keen on you.'

Tears started in Beatty's eyes. *And I talked about him a lot?'

“Yes, darling,' Anthea said very quietly. *Never mind, he's still somewhere
inside you.'

All of a sudden Beatty decided to give her a job. She pulled out a thick file
marked FESTIVAL and said "Pull your chair round here' as she poured two coffees.



Two

The idea was this. The department store for which Beatty worked, called
Mondelier's, had won a place in the upper echelons of multi-floored stores. Without so
much as one branch outside New York it had built a nation-wide reputation. The
directors had decided to run a sort of cultural festival lasting one month. These weren't
to be exactly annual, after all they were quite difficult to organize, but similar things at
other stores had proved sales-efficient. Part of each floor would try to convey the
atmosphere of a European city. There were to be Parisian and Viennese cafes
(croissants and zachertorte flown over)---authentic replicas down to the last bit of worn
wickerwork, parquet floor, yellowed travertine marble, tasselled frayed velvet-covered
cord for the staircase etc. But this wasn'tall. An epoch was chosen. It was to be the
Thirties. Nostalgia being a huge market, people were to be immersed in this decade as
a way of bringing their attention to goods whose only reference to the Thirties was on
the label. Not that Mondelier's was foolish about it. You knew it was all an imitation,
you knew you weren't in a real cafe, apart from the croissant you might be eating, but
this gave you an even more wistful sense of the past---and of Europe---as a distant ideal,
a dream held in place for a giddy moment by authentic mimicry and authentic

indigenous people (well, they would try to behave like that) serving the food or playing



the role of hostess or simply sitting about opening up conversations with clients who
looked curious. Importing Europeans to be themselves would have been too costly,
apart from the complication of work permits. But it was precisely here that Anthea
fitted in so perfectly---being both in New York already and a Brit with residence rights.

But she qualified in another way that Beatty couldn't have predicted in a million
years (she kept saying afterwards that Anthea had obviously been “sent' to them).
Anthea was a Thirties bug. She lived, thought, tried to dress Thirties. It had been
going on since she was a girl until now she had a formidable collection of Thirties
memorabilia. The art directors could fake to some extent the French or Italian
“pavilions' because of the language difference but Brit travel to New York was
increasing and it was important to have a real live Brit as a consultant.

Anthea was shown round the store. And she was soon, a little to Beatty's
dismay, being goofy with the Festival chief. She persuaded him to design a London tea
shop in the Thirties, which fitted in with his need to sell lingerie and other feminine
accessories (long cigarette holders, cloche hats of the kind Anthea had arrived in, huge
loudspeakers like twisted elephant trunks that opened into vast toothless mouths,
framed ads for Bovril etc). There would be a plastic mock-up of an Austin Seven. It
was decided (again Anthea's idea) to make the tea room like the railroad station buffet
in the film *Brief Encounter' (this was actually Forties and not Thirties “but there were
no stylish differences,' Anthea said, hoping it was true). The Buffet was where the star
Trevor Howard met the other star Celia Johnson by accident one rainy day between
trains and they fell in love but marital fidelity won and they said goodbye to each other
without even having brushed lips together. A pity because their love bond was clearly
strong enough to survive twenty marriages while their actual marriages sounded to be

on the rocks. But then, Anthea said, Noél Coward had written it at the end of World
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War Two and love was bound to look clandestine compared with duty, just as it was for
poor old Princess Margaret a few years later when she too fell in love but duty required
her loveless. The pinched disapproval of the Fifties made the Thirties all the warmer
and naughtier, a last fling before war swallowed up the human heart. Even Noél
Coward had thought the war and the duty pointless in the end (Beatty was actually
blushing to hear all this pouring out but the Festival chief and his architectural
consultant were lapping it up).

Partly Anthea Tellidge owed her Thirties mania to her Mum, who had collected
her first set of Thirties “things'---ash trays, polished brass cupids and naked ceramic
ladies in bad taste, and bulbous radio "grams' that came up to your hips and paper
doilies and fountain pens and pocket watches with chains and meat mincers and
skewers and tasselled lamp shades and vividly colored plaster hobgoblins the size of
your fingernail which you set in the sugar coating on top of currant cakes, things she
had lived with at home in Watford and were now in storage. She had even got herself
a vintage Austin with flip-up arms as traffic indicators, worked manually from your
seat so you didn't have to get cold putting your arm out. The reason she disliked her
London flat was that it didn't exude a Thirties atmosphere, having been erected about a
hundred and fifty years before.

Beatty Masumerov, being Personnel manager, slowly gathered that she'd made a
good impression with her choice of Anthea and that her goofiness was going down a
treat among the other department heads. Anthea knew the song hits of the period, she
could sing "My Brother Makes the Noises for the Talkies' (‘there's not a single noise that
he can't do!') and "Nobody Loves a Fairy When She's Forty'. She had a dainty soprano
voice, suitably in period even that.

She was introduced to the other Festival personnel, most of whom were in-
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house. There was one binding rule. Not a piece of jewelry worn during the Festival,
not a stitch of clothing was to come from anywhere but Mondelier's and handsome
discounts were given with that in mind. There was something comfortingly protective
about that, from Anthea's point of view, it refuted the outside world with its police-
siren haunted nights and the erosion of what politicians who wanted to sound literate
called the city's infrastructure. That eroded infrastructure screamed and bellowed and
brawled all night on the sidewalks outside her window.

The pay wasn't good, after all there were two months to go before the Festival
was scheduled to start but the Festival month would be salaried and she stood a chance
after that of assisting one of the buyers who did trips to the UK, and maybe one day
when she'd mastered the required melange of rapacity and camaraderie she would be a
fully fledged buyer herself.

Beatty Masumerov had her to dinner several times, and to drinks and after-
dinner coffee if there was anything to discuss. She and her husband Joe had an
apartment on 65th and Fifth Avenue, noisy as hell but so were the kids, which made it
hell anyway, Beatty said. She and Anthea saw less and less of each other as the Festival
plans became physical. The scaffolding and floors arrived and a small version of the
Brief Encounter buffet. Beatty was busy organizing the floor people in such a way that
the Festival preparations didn't hinder sales or involve personnel in too much overtime.

She decided on wage and insurance scales, and overtime rates sometimes had to be
negotiated individually, and then there were the immigration and work-permit
formalities to be worked out for those non-US personnel who were indispensable.
Anthea buzzed incessantly about the store and the fact that Beatty's office was four
blocks away made a meeting between them ever less likely.

There was another reason they saw little of each other. This was Gertrude
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Tellingas, who had once been buyer for French jewelry, antiques and marketable art,
and was now in real estate, though still one of Beatty's closest friends. At the upper
end of the Village she had a tenth-floor apartment twice as large as she needed, and she
invited Anthea to share with her. Anthea was to pay little more than half the mortgage
and all of the cleaning lady, which was a strain for her in the pre-Festival weeks but
then she had feeding rights at the Mondelier canteens and could get underwear and
anything she needed for her daily comfort at advantageous discounts. It included cold
meats, frozen television suppers and books on the Thirties.

Gertrude was a somewhat frightening room mate, tall and dark-haired “like an
Amazon', people said. But appearances are notoriously at variance with the artful
souls who adopt them, they display opposite traits to those safely hidden inside.
Gertrude was full of tricks, screamed with laughter, seemed never to have an
introspective thought yet she wore somber browns and dark brooches and provincial
bel epoque jewelry beautifully dulled by time. Athome she was raucous and romping
and never kept to her room, outside she hailed everybody on the sidewalk and talked to
anybody accompanying her as if addressing the traffic. If ever she broke down
privately in floods of tears or had prolonged migraine attacks behind drawn blinds or
fell into depression, she hid it heroically and didn't venture into the public eye until she
was ready to scream and write shopping reminders on the bathroom mirror with her
lipstick.

Anthea Tellidge needed Gertrude---to help her forget her boyfriend Nick and the
London flat and the fact that her Thirties things were in containers and that she hadn't
anything "going on' in her sex life and that the city outside looked to her like a bomb
site (crap, Gertrude said, New York's always been a mess!). It was perplexing though,

living with Gertrude. She couldn't get it out of her head that Gertrude was going to
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break down one day and give up her public performance. As for men, Gertrude
seemed to know many but have none. Anthea tried to shift their conversation to the
subject but at once Gertrude was off on a jocular *Oh men---!' followed by a jumbled
mocking account of encounters she'd had which didn't sound authentic. Yet they were
authentic because one or two of the men she described turned up for drinks and they
laughed together over the incidents she'd described.

Once or twice Beatty came, sometimes with her husband, who was chairman of a
Young Executive Club which took up most of his evenings ("that's what he tells her,'
Gertrude said). Joe wore casual clothes, nearly always blue, no sportswear but just
very easy going. His talk was easy too and trivial with never an alarming theme so
you felt you might one day get beyond his amiability to where his heart beat but it
never happened, at least not to Anthea. But perhaps, she thought, it was his way of
seeing that his heart didn't get hurt, that it didn't have to pay blood money for its
obvious enjoyment of life.

Anthea expected Beatty and Joe to have a tidy non-committal home but there
were signs of hasty improvised living in every square inch of it. The two children, Jeff
and Martie, nine and ten respectively, wrecked it daily and the fact that Beatty worked
all day at the office and went home to cook the evening meal and see the children
bathed and to bed put her in a remote zone for Anthea, too well organized ever to be a
friend to anybody.

Not that she gave Beatty much thought. They'd never been close enough to
quarrel even at school, and then amnesia had swallowed up their relationship. Butit
seemed that whenever they changed their lives the other one turned up, despite the fact
that Beatty mostly forgot who she was between the meetings. They were both in their

mid-thirties and one evening they worked out that their life changes had happened
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three or four times so far, making a change every six or seven years, thus fulfilling the
seven year itch theory. In Beatty's case she and Joe had nearly split up seven years
before, when the kids were two and three. They had stayed together because they
couldn't be bothered to divide the mutual property. If the itch principle was true she
was up for another change right now---and felt like it.

One evening Anthea got home to find Gertrude green and sunken-eyed,
surrounded by pillows and with a hot water bottle hugged to her belly. It was her
Monthly Hell. For three or four days, sometimes a week, she hardly spoke above a
whisper and moved painfully and didn't answer the phone and barely ate, though she
sometimes with a peculiar desperate dash went to the drinks table and poured herself a
stiff bourbon, then sat sipping it, a quilt round her ankles. She took precautions,
among them regular doses of evening primrose oil, but a few days before menstruation
began a wary look started in her eye and she would slow in her speech and movements.

There, you see, Anthea told herself, you have to step off the stage sometimes.

Anthea jumped out of bed at half past six in the morning and was happy to go to
work because of its clean separation from the fretful life she felt all round her.
Mondelier's was a good place to spend your day. It resembled the Neiman Marcus
store that used to be in Dallas, Texas, and was a bigger version of the one that remains
today in San Francisco. Some of the Neiman Marcus ideas had been adopted too,
among them the idea of a cultural festival. A chic afternoon tea on the top floor with
scones and cream and a perilous view of the city below was another. In the darker
recesses of each floor, behind tarpaulin, lit by giant hot lamps, the Festival was being set
up. The Brief Encounter Buffet with its steaming hot water urn on the counter and its
Bath buns under glass was already in embryo. One day Beatty sent a message down to

her saying she would be with her in a minute---"Let's have tea together, are they already
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serving in the buffet?’. They sat together among the carpenters. The cups and saucers
were authentically heavy and unsuitable for tea, as they'd been in the real buffet. “This
tea is awful,' Beatty said. "Can't we do better than that?'

They walked the four blocks to her office and there they had coffee.

“You know I do volunteer work in the evenings,' Beatty said.

*As well? How do you find the time?'

‘I do a prison. There's a man called Jarvis, he's coming out at the end of the
week. This disturbs me because I shall have to go on seeing him but I won't have the
cover of the volunteer work, he's a specially interesting case, I think there's a lot of hope
for him and I wondered if you could persuade Gertrude to let me see him at her place.'

There was a pause of consternation while Anthea wondered why Beatty couldn't
ask Gertrude herself, seeing they were close friends.

‘I could see him at my own home but I want a different setting, apart from the
fact that I'd have to explain to the kids who he was.'

“Who is he?'

“A rapist. This will have been his third conviction.'

‘I don't think I will talk to Gertrude,' Anthea said quietly. “What's he look like?'

‘Not very handsome. Not very big.'

"Anyway, I hardly know Gertrude,' Anthea said. “Why not ask her yourself?'

‘I daren't, Beatty told her. “She'd laugh at me.’

And, indeed, when Anthea mentioned it to Gertrude that evening there was a
scream of laughter (the monthly green-faced vigil was over) and Gertrude shouted,
“Isn't that typical of Beatty Masumerov!'

"So should she bring him along?' Anthea asked her.
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"Why sure!'

"Well, you tell her that,' Anthea said. ‘I mean, why should I have to ask you?'

“Because if she asked me I'd say no.'

As it turned out this Jarvis didn't get his release on the date expected. There had
been an objection from one of his victims and this required a routine appeal procedure.
The prison psychiatrist, Mike Dormund, was being consulted as part of this procedure.

He asked to see Beatty Masumerov, knowing she had conversed abundantly with

Jarvis in prison. Being keen on the Jarvis case she wanted the earliest release possible
and knew she might have to invent a little in order to secure this. But inventions were
risky under this particular psychiatrist's deadly gaze. She decided to tell the truth.

‘He strikes me as quite balanced and reasonable,' she said.

"Me too,' the psychiatrist said.

"He said an odd thing once, he said he saves his victims as much bother as he
can.

‘Depends on what you mean by bother.'

“He says if he can help it he doesn't inflict pain.'

“Breaking the hymen's pretty painful,' Dormund said in a dry manner, gazing at
the papers on his desk. “He's done it once, maybe twice.'

“That rather contradicts what he says about how he doesn't choose his victims,
they choose him,' Beatty said.

The psychiatrist smiled, wondering what on earth use these volunteer people
were.

“Sounds to me like a heap of rationalization,' he said. “The strength required to
subdue a woman is considerable, you know. For a man of his fairly slight structure to

employ the right degree of force there has to be a lot of determination, which I suggest
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is involuntary and blind, which would add many pounds pressure to the attack. My
conclusion is that he is no less brutal than any other rapist.’

"He says he gets no pleasure from the preliminary struggle.’

‘I take leave to doubt that. Without the preliminary struggle there's no rape, it
becomes a legal state of wooing, which would leave him cold.'

"But still he doesn't seem like other rapists.'

“It's a question of how many you've known, Mrs Masumerov,' he said icily. “He
has a philosophy. But they all have one, whether they tell it or not. Well, there are one
or two who are just grunting idiots. But the grunt state requires such heavy drugs or
such extreme parental abuse as a background that you can say it's rare.'

‘I'm disappointed,' she said.

“What by,' he asked cleverly, ‘Jarvis or the fact that he won't be released?"

“I'm sorry he isn't in fact different.’

"But he is,' Dormund said. “All of them are different. The philosophies are
different. Ihear more philosophies in this office than---'

But he wasn't good at analogies.

Since a number of brutal rapes had been committed by people with excellent
psychiatric reports the courts nowadays listened more closely to appeals from past
victims for further incarceration. Jarvis's psychiatric report was certainly
good---"extremely rational and cogent, denies even a grudge against his victims,
displays a superior power of reflection, weighs questions judiciously, respected by
other inmates'.

As a matter of fact, precisely on account of the appeal procedure, he got outa
day sooner than scheduled. This being the age of technicalities, after his outstanding

good behavior discount had been deducted a hidden state law concerning the retraction
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of judiciary promises (worth another discount) was invoked by his lawyer (who, like
Beatty, respected Jarvis's philosophy) and forty-eight hours were gained. So he arrived
at Gertrude's apartment with the air of a man on whom providence smiles.

Beatty had quickly gathered the other two together with the news and the three
of them were waiting for him with drinks out on the sideboard. When he arrived
Anthea began trembling and realized what a suburbanite she was. As to Gertrude, not
even she knew what her feelings were, only that they were tumultuous, which set her
talking loudly about everything but prisons and illicit sex, with the result that these
subjects filled the room. Jarvis was looking tired, perplexed. He sat straight in his
armchair. He had walked fifteen blocks in a pair of black jeans and a sweater, with
sneakers on. He had a dark moustache with a little grey in it and slightly drooping
eyes. He hadn't started in on his philosophy yet---well, he couldn't with Gertrude
rattling on.

Anthea managed to get in a question, meek but rather steely, “Are you looking
forward to a new life now?'

This was something of a blow to Beatty as it implied that she'd been telling them
all about him. But he took it calmly. Iteven seemed to relax him and he stretched
himself further into the armchair.

“Well, ma'am,' he said quietly, "I'm certainly enjoying my freedom. Ihavea
problem---it won't be easy finding a job. I mean I never had a profession or skill,
ma'am.’

“We're working on it,' Beatty told Anthea with a touch of proud complicity.
“There are training schemes.'

“Fact is, ma'am,' he went on, still to Anthea, "I have a whole lot to say about

myself, things I want the world to know, and training schemes ain't going to help that.’
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"And what does the world need to know from you?' Anthea asked.

"Well, for starters, ma'am, I would ask you to look at my hands, they're as
delicate as yours, is that not so?' (actually Anthea's were rather blunt square jobs). ‘I
wish to correct the notion that I'm a cruel man, ma'am. Would you believe me if I said
that I've given women something too?'

"What have you given them?" she said with a frightened smile.

"A hint,' he said, ‘that they've never had an act of sex in their lives.'

"Oh!' said Anthea, her mettle up. "Did you ever consult them on the subject?'

"Oh, I know my way's a bad way, ma'am. Iknow it's wrong.' He smiled at her

and continued to speak quietly. “You seem to believe I'm just taking and snatching but
I'm receiving too. They may not know it but they give me something.'

'Is that what it feels like?' Beatty asked quietly.

"Yes ma'am. Our educated friend here may say I'm making it up but I choose
women very carefully, my sense of smell oftentimes guides me to them, and also ma'am
they're choosing me, yes sir!'

“Oh come on!' was the only educated remark Anthea could think of.

“Let me tell you something else ma'am. And here's where the psychiatrist
decided to let me play basketball in his hour. You people believe in friends having sex.

I don't. Isay friends shouldn't do that kind of thing. It's not seemly.'

The silence, even Anthea's, urged him to go on.

“You invite male friends to dinner, you have 'em up here in this nicely appointed
residence and then suddenly you're diving into their pants or they're pulling your lace
underwear off and you maybe only purchased it that day and for that very occasion.

And I say it isn't seemly and doesn't lead to any good and the high divorce rate is

evidence of that.'
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“Could you elaborate?' Beatty asked like a nervous promoter.

“Let me tell you another thing,' he said, without needing her encouragement or
being aware of it, ‘there's hardly a man of your acquaintance capable of sitting where
I'm sitting now and not feeling sex desires of a rapacious nature toward one or more of
you. And all the while he's talking some crud about real estate or the pig bellies
market he's feeling what he's feeling and so are you. That's dirty ma'am. That's real
two-faced low-down mean ma'am.'

“You'd prefer it if he just jumped on us?' Anthea asked.

"No, ma'am, you would.' Before she could make an explosive reply he went on,
“All sex that isn't sudden and in some degree forced is incest.'

“Incest?'

“Don't you see the connection?' he asked with a long-suffering gaze. “Would
you have sex with your father or brother? Is it so different to having it with a bosom
friend? Listen to me carefully ma'am---' He leaned forward in Anthea's direction. ‘It
happens first in your head, this sex thing. You wear mini skirts so tight you can hardly
move your butt, and also it's not healthy for bowel movements, you put the lights low,
you need mirrors maybe, perfumes, special effects and above all, ma'am, your fantasies,
and why---because you're having sex with a friend and you're trying to forget he's
familiar to you, you have to dress it up like we dress crab, you know he's your husband
or boyfriend or a boss you want to ingratiate yourself with, you want him to be a
stranger because you know like I said it's the only real sex there is, so you dress the crab
as a stranger, you're making it all up ma'am and when it comes to the unholy
communion or act of darkness it's a failure and a sorrow and a gnashing of teeth and
then look at the mess afterwards.'

Gertrude threw herself in the air and said, "T'll bring the sandwiches!', and Beatty,
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flushed, decided to help her. In the kitchen Gertrude said in a whisper, “I think he's a
riot!".

But that night, when Beatty and her charge were gone, she got worried. Sitting
on Anthea's bed she said, "Maybe I should have the locks changed,'

“Why?'

“We had a criminal here, that's for why! He's been mixing with thieves and
arsonists and sex aberrants and didn't you see the way he was looking at me?'

"No.'

“Never in my eyes.'

Anthea laughed. “That's wishful thinking!'

The night outside roared as usual, with the blare now and then of fire trucks.
Anthea tried to sleep but Jarvis's quiet words revolved and revolved in her brain,
seeming neither right nor wrong. She tried to imagine herself in bed at Trevor Square
with Nick snoring but it didn't work. She heard a man's cough in the corridor. She
found herself moist in the sexual area. She thought of Nick again and began trembling
very slightly. Her work load was becoming a heavy one, the alarm would be going at
six because she liked to breakfast at Mondelier's at seven sharp. She was still awake at
four. She began to feel a fevered numbness and fell asleep. When she left at twenty
before seven the corridor had an early-morning stuffiness that excited her. She hugged
her cup of coffee to her in the top-floor canteen and wondered if the art deco stuff
would be arriving that morning. A woman from the PR department came to her table
and said the Festival date had been brought forward and there was a panic on and they
would all be working late from now on. Something had gone wrong with the boilers
and the air was chilly. She did some sewing and tacking but mostly she sat over

designs with the art director. The miracle of having found a job in a recession was now
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plainly before her. She thought she would phone Nick that afternoon to tell him she'd
left London, because he wouldn't have cottoned on yet, only thought she'd gone to her
Mum. Also he mustn't forget the cat's tray before he went out in the morning. His
replies would be monosyllabic. She liked that. His emotions took place in a caldron
which he fuelled with booze. It meant you never had to feel guilty about him, or a
cheat when you cheated.

At midday the heating came on and the store filled up as if the news had gone
out on the radio. She didn't see Beatty all day. The sky was much in motion, low over

the city, with hardly a breath stirring.
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Three

She couldn't find a taxi and walked the twenty blocks to 15th Street, not wanting
to brave the subway. It was midnight. There wasn't a soul in the apartment.
Gertrude's shoes were everywhere. In her bedroom a wet towel lay on the floor, a skirt
on the bed.

Next morning Anthea was allocated a small office behind Lingerie, airless but
she could phone whenever she wanted. She called Beatty and gave her the extension
number. Gertrude came to the office to pick her up around seven that evening with
tickets for a revival of “The Odd Couple' and they took a snack at Sardi's. Luckily she
didn't have to work late---still, she felt she should have stayed and made herself
available. She was afflicted by unaccountable worries. Gertrude rattled on until
curtainrise. Oscar Madison was well played. She'd seen the play aeons ago in
London---was it at Wyndham's? The two English women, Cecily and Gwendolyn,
weren't bad. As a matter of fact they reminded Anthea of herself and Beatty as they
might have been had they never left Watford. In the middle of the show she phoned
Nick, using Gertrude's phone card. He said, "Oh, 'allo. You left sudden didn't you?'
and "Oh well as long as you're keepin' all right' and *Let me know how it goes' and

“What cat? Oh that tabby one! I'ad it for breakfast, mate' in his implacably intimate
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manner which eschewed intimacy.

That night she masturbated and was surprised by her forlorn little cry at the
climax. Ataround two o'clock in the morning Gertrude burst into her room saying that
Jarvis the rapist was pacing up and down in the corridor outside. They went to the
kitchen and stood on the sink and watched him through the narrow window-vent.
Gertrude was excited and Anthea simply sleepy and mute. The janitor who woke up
only after persistent ringing said he'd come up and get rid of the man. Anthea thought
Jarvis looked pathetic, his head down, gazing at the carpet as he walked up and down.

She could see that Gertrude was gleefully excited and trying to hide it.

The janitor came up and, still at the window vent, they heard him call to Jarvis
quietly, ‘Hey, Mac---what you doin'?'. Jarvis looked up and went to the end of the
corridor where the janitor was and some minutes later there was a call from the janitor
saying the man must have been there two or three hours because he came in before
midnight asking for Miss Tellingas. Gertrude and Anthea hastened to their bedrooms
after the front door had been chain-fastened.

Next morning Beatty called her in her cubby hole and asked °Is it true Jarvis was
outside Gertrude's apartment last night?'

“Yes.'

“Don't be alarmed---'

‘I'm not.'

"I was going to say he needs to talk after being in prison so long, they're all the
same, he says he's never had a conversation like he had with the three of us in all his
life---'

‘I didn't notice any conversation, he did the talking.'

“But we listened. He says the conversation's going round and round in his head
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and he's dying to go on with it, which I'm sure was why he was in the corridor last
night, they tend to lose their sense of time, you know.'

Anthea spent all day at the depot trying to dig out the art deco features that had
come from Chicago. When she returned to the flat, quite early, Gertrude was dressing.

She'd had a bath---the smell of her bath gel was drifting festively through the
apartment. Anthea thought she was going out but Gertrude, squeezing herself
painfully into evening jeans, said, “You'd better hurry, they'll be here in a bit.'

"Who?'

‘Jarvis and co.'

"Again? You're happy about that?'

Gertrude made one of her mock helpless upward glances---what-we-do-for-our-
friends!

Anthea deliberately took her makeup off. She wanted to cry but there was no
pretext. She put on a sweater and old slacks---as dingy as possible. In the kitchen she
found a huge platter of sandwiches. She ate a strawberry yoghurt. Then she realized
she was looking forward to the evening and wanted to go and change but the bell rang
at that instant. He was a little subdued on arrival, nodding apprehensively to Anthea
before going to “his' armchair unasked. He had the same clothes on, even to the button
collar which was still flying loose and curled. Gertrude occupied herself with the
coffee while he made chat with Anthea about Mondelier's and how was the *British
pavilion' doing (Beatty's briefing no doubt). Anthea asked herself if his drawl was
Texas but he turned out to be from Alabama.

‘I need very much to talk to you,' he said, looking at her, not Beatty, “you stirred
up a number of concerns in my mind---'

“That's good'.



29

“The women I choose are a certain respectable, usually well married, constant
type,  wanted to tell you.'

“That sounds particularly devilish,' Anthea said. "To violate only decent
marriages.'

“The idea of violation's in your mind, ma'am. The woman in fact has her first act
of sex.'

“What?' She squealed with laughter that cracked uncertainly at the end.

‘I'm telling you what my feeling is, ma'am, not what I think or know. IfeelI'm
giving the woman the first real sex of her life!"

"But what's your feeling based on for God's sake?'

"My senses attest to certain things during intercourse and this is what they attest
to. I'm not claiming it, I'm finding it. You know better than I do, ma'am, there are
certain signs in a woman, anatomical signs, which tell us if she's abandoning herself to a
man or not.'

"So why do they run to the police afterwards, those that have the courage to do
so?'

“As [ keep on saying to the psychiatrists, ma'am, because they want to wipe out
that knowledge. And the law will help them. I tried, God knows how I tried, to get it
into the heads of the DA and my lawyer that I'm doing something that cannot be
classified as rape.'

“You're doing a service,' Anthea said. Then she got up and said, 'T'm going to
bed.'

To her astonishment he said, “You'll be better for a good night's rest, ma'am. 1
noticed when you opened the door to us your eyes were swollen.'

She looked in her bedroom mirror. Yes. Like she'd been crying. She felt
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ashamed of her cruel feelings toward him. After all, he was obviously trying, and he
was a nut. She unwrapped the nostalgia CD her mother had sent her. She took her
sweater off---it was several sizes too big, she hated skin-tight things (wore them just the
same). She was embarrassed by any attention to her breasts---they'd been prematurely
large in puberty (the boys at school had used plastic periscopes to look in at the girls'
changing room). She earphoned Thirties hits to herself. Her mother, even her
grandmother, only enjoyed this nostalgia stuff in a mocking sort of way whereas she
listened with her body. She felt she was right there back in the Thirties listening to the
radio. She just knew what it felt like---the dresses that fell past the hips in an unbroken
line from the shoulders, the long pointed shoes, the trams and long bridal trains and
Gracie Fields's voice. She dozed with Jack Payne's orchestra blaring in her ears, then
she tore the earphones off and went and had a bath. No one was about.

She put the chain across the door, thinking Gertrude must be asleep. In the
middle of the night she was woken by the bell and had to stand on the kitchen sink to
look out of the window-vent to see who it was. She was amazed to see Gertrude.
When she opened the door Gertrude walked past her without a word, head down,
dressed in blacks and browns (not the best wear for crossing busy roads in the dead of
night, Anthea thought).

Next day Beatty brought egg and salad panini from the Italian shop to her cubby
hole for what she called a Hunch Lunch. Neither had more than thirty minutes to
spare. Their job was to think up ways of engaging the interest of the sales persons in
the Festival.

“You look off color,' Beatty said. A ten-hour day behind tarpaulin's catching up
with you.'

*Oh, I'm OK,' Anthea said.
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Films were arriving, there was to be non-stop Thirties cinema in one of the top
floor rooms. The films had to be vetted and Anthea had been asked to make her
selection. There were obvious choices for Germany and France like "M' and “The Blue
Angel' and "La Femme du Boulanger' and “Quai des Brumes' but the English material was
less interesting. She took two Ben Travers farces, "Rookery Nook' and *Cuckoo in the
Nest', because they made the world seem amiably safe with their silly-fool vicars and
henpecking wives and tipsy horse fanciers. Somebody suggested the H.G.Wells film
“The Shape of Things to Come' but it was all about Piccadilly going up in flames and
that meant the end of the Thirties so she said no. Costumes were arriving for the
waiters and waitresses.

Anthea asked Beatty, "Why was Gertrude out so late?'

"We went to a bar.'

“You must have been there hours,' Anthea said, “she didn't come in till four.'

“Four? We weren't there more than ten minutes! He ran out of talk. She
walked home and I took a cab and that was round midnight.’

When Gertrude came in that evening Anthea asked her, "What happened last
night?'

Gertrude, looking washed out, said nothing, only drank milk and ate toast with
peanut butter. Then when Anthea had forgotten her question she said, "I was just
pacing round.'

“After you'd left the other two?'

‘No. He came with me'.

"Who's he?'

‘Jarvis.'

“The rapist? But Gertrude-—-!'



32

“We walked together. He said he did a prowl every night. He calls it a prowl.
He said he does it to see if he's tempted.'

“You walked the streets all those hours with him?'

“Sure.’

“And it didn't scare you?'

“Well if it did I enjoyed it.'

“What did you talk about?' Anthea asked.

"We just walked. I noticed he got alert when certain women passed.' Gertrude
gazed at her with uncharacteristic concentration. *He didn't go alert for me.'

“You're attracted to him for God's sake?'

“He repels me but that's what attracts me. I didn't know things could get like

this where you don't know what you're doing or feeling.'

They drank wine together, a gift from the French pavilion.
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Four

I sometimes (admittedly only in silly moments) wonder why things couldn't
have gone more smoothly. Iimagine to myself how it might have been had Jarvis
visited the apartment only a few more times and then either become a friend of theirs or
gone his ways. Iimagine the circle round Beatty shrinking and expanding in those
gentle waves created by new dreams, I imagine the work relation between Beatty and
Anthea stretching along the years as the source of a friendship that---what? cast its
glow on everyone round them? How could I be such a fool? What work relation?
They had none, right from the beginning! No, no, this isn't the way things work.
Between people a certain momentum gathers and they are no longer the choosers of
their own actions (they never were but by changing situations from time to time they
make it seem s0). They go headlong into tragedy with sensible and even righteous
expressions. Yet the momentum isn't outside them---this is where we can make a bad
mistake. They themselves are the momentum! They are the ones sucking each other
into the eye of the typhoon! “Smooth'indeed! Who looks for things to go “smoothly'?

I shall be saying next that people seek their own well-being!
Most week-ends Beatty took a subway journey to Brighton Beach. Many times

have I taken that journey myself. It passes through some bleakly girdered dereliction
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but always makes me feel good in that strange way that works by a process of inner
contradiction. The very bleakness seems to make certain non-bleak things happen, or
certain memories stir in the head which then gild the bleakness---it might be a chance
conversation with a neighbor whose fetish it is to visit Coney Island off season, or an
enquiry from an innocent face asking Is this the right train?' before she remembers to
name her destination. Or it may simply be lashings of sunlight. But also the girders
have something to do with it, the remains of a rash but still brave adventure, so that
optimism shines in their rust, dimly. With so many homeless on the streets these
girders, no longer industrial in function, serve as open bedrooms free from police
harassment. So the optimism still magnetizes. What people wish and dream about
passes into things. It seems you can't keep a human desire from beckoning to other
humans, not even if the desire has been dead this fifty years, and that's young.

She did the same journey with her two children most Saturday mornings, winter
included, so that for her too the dereliction was a moving background for her thoughts.

Joe joined them in the afternoon, by car. He spoke Russian and spent much of his

week-end time at the two or three restaurants favored by his parents. What had
promised to be an intolerable invasion of Soviet Jews in recent years had turned out to
be a non-stop party---for Joe, anyway. There was always something going
on---dancing, a comedian, a new refugee with tales, a special dish from a once top
Odessa cook. Joe also called Brighton Beach the perfect refuge from White Russians.

She enjoyed the planes turning in silently over the ocean, dipping toward the
coastline and Kennedy airport, because---of all absurdities---in reminding her of New
York they reminded her of work. They made her see her office, an enclave within a
secretarial enclave, made her feel at the secret hub of a vast important wheel of

retailing, thereby so much bigger than her life, dwarfing her children and her week-
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ends, making them enjoyable for her only because she would in two days be returning
to it.

She would sit before the log fire sipping coffee or Joe's devilish punch while the
children romped or played one of their absorbing dice games when you heard only
their breath, and she would taste what she was drinking in a way that made it seem the
same as the splash of warm apricot on the walls from the fire. Being with Joe was
simply a rest from the work, and the glow within that rest was cast by the work, the
thought that it was always there to return to. The desk at this moment was tenantless,
waiting for her to give it life on Monday morning and that was enough to make the
most boring evening, with Russian only spoken, thrilling to her. And then it was a
pleasure to get away from Joe. They emptied each other. Her friendships derived
from her work, not him, the latest example being Anthea---whom, incidentally, she
would never have seen again had it not been for her office and the swivel chair that was
for her butt alone. Not a friend did she have who didn't come to her through her
work---her in-laws didn't count as friends, she had nothing to say but yes and no to
them but even so she'd met Joe through Mondelier's financing department. He and
she would always be friends but their brief infatuation of eleven years ago had left no
trail, even of affection. Those years included two separations, each lasting about
eighteen months. A quarrel between them always seemed the finish. They'd both had
a lot of infatuations in their lives but theirs didn't figure among the memorable ones.
But two salaries made for lavish Christmases and summer vacations (which she never
enjoyed). Really they'd married to protect themselves against the sex war, in the sense
that they needed a steady home, not camping arrangements any more. They observed
a false, deliberately anachronistic courtesy toward each other, productive of lifeless

smiles and dead men's hugs and selfless enquiries that were actually loaded with
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egotism.

It was partly this unbearable simulation that made Beatty devote her few hours
of free time to prison work. Prison inmates tended not to pretend, they had raw things
to say. In Beatty's family untamed feelings only came out in the form of bitter
denunciations, foul language, the throwing of objects across the room. The love was
sickly smiles and fakely gentle hands laid on the wrist or solicitous glances for the
benefit of visitors and even for the children. The pout both Jeff and Martie had, their
frowning stares, said *we're being gypped'---cases of under-nourishment in life's most
essential food.

Also there were parts of Beatty and Joe which they wished to hide from each
other---not parts of their minds, which they poured out liberally on to each other,
curling their lips and narrowing their eyes, but parts of those bodies whose cells had
combined to produce Jeff and Martie. In Beatty's case she didn't like to be seen naked
below the waist. It had something to do with a certain unspecifiable (because non-
existent) fatness round her thighs which to her mind gave an impression of sexual
immaturity. She couldn't bear to look at media legs, in the fashion magazines or on
television, because it was their shape, not hers, which determined male judgments (what
she thought were male judgments). On his side Joe recoiled from too public a display
of his hands which were chubby and too big like a child's, and should they be resting on
any part of a naked woman they had a way of seeming to be there for reasons of sport
or a post-game massage in the changing room. They weren't really chubby and ten-
year-old at all but to him they were, so that the sexual arts he practiced almost every
day on other women were unnecessarily hindered.

Beatty hastened to tell Mike Dormund, the prison psychiatrist, how Jarvis had

paced up and down the corridor outside Gertrude's apartment. There was momentary
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alarm in Dormund's eyes. After all, it had been largely his report that had secured
Jarvis's release. He questioned her, his gaze lowered. All the other facts came
tumbling out---how she'd invited Jarvis to that apartment not once but twice etc.
Dormund asked her “Why this interest in Jarvis?'. He knew the answer better than she
did but waited for a reply, which came more readily than either of them thought it
would: “He always took up more of my time than the others.'

“The thing is how will you pull out now?'

“Why pull out?"

“You presumably won't go on seeing him at your friend's apartment?'

‘I might not do that again but he expects to see me regularly, he depends on me
for his rehabilitation, surely I have to bite the bullet and see it through?'

“That's a dangerous practice,' he said, “and could become servitude'.

What she didn't tell him was that she had Jarvis down to Brighton Beach most
week-ends. They walked by the sea or sat at one of the beach cafes sipping samovar
tea made with tea-bags. She was ready with a volunteer-work alibi if Joe should pass,
though, as she well knew, Joe would be relieved to see that he wasn't the only one with
a separate life. She never divulged to Jarvis her Brighton Beach address or even that
she had one. Her caution was due to a certain alert attention to her children's welfare
which she discovered in herself. She gave him to understand that the ocean air would
do him good. And as a matter of fact their meetings were far more therapeutic than
Dormund, with his limited school wisdom, allowed for. Jarvis was beginning, because
of the idle ease of their relationship, to feel he ought to be giving up his old habits and
finding better ways of penetrating the female mystery than forced entry in cold parks or
behind bleak warehouses. He could see himself teaching people, though for the
moment this feeling was of the vaguest. As for his feelings toward Beatty, they were
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ones of cold detachment, whatever they might have been had he passed her as a
stranger on a lonely path. Once friends with a woman, he found, she became sexually
dead for him. Or so he, at this stage, thought.

As they walked through the sunlit street-market in the thick of people (he
seemed quite unmindful of listening ears) he said, “At one time, Mrs Masumerov,
before it all began, I used to go to prostitutes, street prostitutes since I would have
nothing to do with houses of ill fame. Everything would work while I was looking for
the right one and then approaching her and discussing the transaction but the moment
we were in a room and I knew that what I was seeking would be given to me without
resistance I was unable to feel any attraction and had to go away.'

‘But suppose---'Beatty said, a little shocked at herself and thinking of her
children again “---a woman made it difficult for you, any woman, would that increase
your--?'

‘No, ma'am,' he said with a flat finality, almost brusque. ‘It would do nothing
for me atall. That means calculation, aforethought, and nothing freezes the sensual
faculties more.'

Dr Dormund had told her, “These people have mostly had hundreds of hours of
psychiatry which you and I pay for and they think we actually need their talk, even that
that's why they're in prison, to provide research material.'

At the same Brighton Beach market a week later she asked him, *What would I
feel if I was raped?'

"Mortal fear.'

"And what else?'

“Just fear.'

“Which of us three do you like best?"
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*You mean of you and your two friends, Miss Tellingas and Miss Anthea?'

“Yes.'

‘T haven't given it a thought ma'am. You see these thoughts usually start from a
sexual interest and---'

*Which of us would you follow at night and select as your victim, supposing she
was a stranger to you?'

“Anthea.'

“She dislikes you.'

“Exactly.’

He put his hand on her arm and said, "Mrs Masumerov, don't imagine too much
an event you don't want to experience. That has a way of attracting it and believe me,
whatever I say, it isn't what I would want to be inflicted on you or any friend. Don't
take your volunteer work too far, there's such a thing, you know, as over-zealousness.'

She repeated this diplomatic little speech to Dr Dormund because it gave the
impression that---since she was getting over to Jarvis as a zealous volunteer worker (not
that she was)---this impression would spill over to Dr Dormund. But he wasn't
deceived either. She gazed at him secretly. He registered this look of hers and
decided to cooperate, that is listen with simulated interest to everything she had to say
about Jarvis. He did it because she was in fact giving him information about herself, in
which he was much more interested.

When she quoted Jarvis's advice to her not to think about the “event' too much
lest she call it on to herself Dormund had his eyes down and quietly said, "He doesn't
want you to become a victim for other rapists. He doesn't savor the idea of other rapes
taking place atall. You must remember that what the criminal does is always for the

first and last time. Itisn't that he dislikes competition but it presses uncomfortably on
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his fantasies if someone else is shown to share them, he starts thinking about them and
is in danger of seeing himself as what he is, a simple thug.' That was his parthian shot
of the day. He intended to advise her one day to seek help from an analyst and was
only waiting for her to mention her husband (most women did).

That evening she made chicken pepper dumplings followed by hot pepper jelly
and cream cheese, her excuse for pepper in both courses being that the air was suddenly
chill but it was really because she felt uncomfortably distracted. Joe's parents had gone
dancing with neighbors, being less sedentary than either of them. “We can't imagine
why you sit still so much,' they said. “Because we do all day,' Joe said, “they even pay
usto doit' ‘Butweekends, son!' the parents said. “Does jogging once a week
compensate for a week of doing nothing?' Playing cards, which the in-laws did by the
hour, didn't count as sitting. Nor did two visits to the cinema each week. Joe's father
had a store two blocks down and was always heaving boxes and driving to and from
wholesalers. Mother worked in the shop and was never off her feet. She only spoke
Russian but had a number of Italians come in on Fridays for her salted cod and she even
baked it their way for those who worked near by. That was how tall swivel stools and
marble wall counters got into the shop. It was a good life and they believed in small
numbers.

Joe said, *Do you think we'd do better separated?'. She thought this heralded
one of their divorce discussions, always timed for after the kids went to bed. But he
put her right. “No,' he said, "I just want to know what you think. I'm pretty sure
myself it's better to have a family.! "Obviously I don't make you very happy,' she said,
overlooking the fact that she didn't make him happy either. ‘I don't know what happy
means,' he said. "Anyway, we didn't meet yesterday did we?'. *What on earth do you
mean by that?' she asked. “Well,' he said, “if everything was fresh between us we'd be
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happy maybe!".

Of course his way of keeping fresh was known to the both of them, though
neither ever mentioned it. His long hours of work restricted him but he managed three
or four affairs a year. Since these were conducted in Russian, or Latvian sometimes (he
could manage Polish if he'd had some wine), there was little chance of Beatty knowing
too much, for which she was thankful. Joe didn't have a shrink but not because he
didn't believe in shrinks. In fact he thought they would straighten him out a bit. He
meant to go to one but was always postponing the first visit until the good time he was
having was finished. He saw his life spinning away from him simply because he was
enjoying it. Most of his male friends, who were further away from their ethnic origins
than he was, needed the shrinks in order to have the good time while he had it
naturally, which made him try to be unnatural because everybody else was. He
resolved to change radically after the dancing had stopped but it never did. It meant
that Beatty could be perfectly alone even in his company. Sometimes she saw it as the
ideal marriage if that was what you wanted.

It added to her yearning for the office and the vibration of the Madison Avenue
traffic and the amnesiac warning system. She wanted to burst into Anthea's little
cubby hole but rarely did---she felt Anthea was sexless, which contradicted her other
view of Anthea, that she was too much on the look-out for men. Joe showed some
interest in Anthea though not what Beatty called of a Russian kind. He said, "Why
does she ask such a lot of questions?' “She wants to trip you up,' Beatty said. ‘It'sa
power game.! "How can asking questions be a power game?' “Well she's got her own
little life and it all goes on inside her head and she's not going to come out for anybody,
that's why her shoulders are bony." *“How does it make her shoulders bony?' “She

never sits back and relaxes so she doesn't get any flesh on her shoulders, she used to
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have enormous tits and I suppose all the flesh went there. Now she's a workaholic, she
only came to see me because she wanted a job, I knew her at school but not all that well,
she was a man-hater even then.! “She's a lesbian?' ‘I never thought of that, could be.'
“You seem not to like her very much.! When he asked about Gertrude she just
shrugged and said "She yells and jumps up and down at ball games and throws plastic
cups of coke at the television screen if the Seattle Seahawks lose'.

One morning at work Anthea told her that Gertrude had been with Jarvis on one
of his “night prowls' and Beatty nearly fell through the floor. To her astonishment she
felt jealousy. She also found herself liking Anthea more than Gertrude because she
disliked Jarvis. But at once she disliked her again because Jarvis liked her. These were
the kind of thoughts that made her choose two pepper dishes for the same dinner.

She told Dr Dormund about the “night prowls'. She wanted him to ask her if
Gertrude was receiving any “help' but he didn't (she hadn't checked whether Gertrude
had her own shrink). She also wished he would give her a volunteer assignment, like
planting certain questions in her conversations with Jarvis. Buthe didn't. In fact he
had noticed that her visits to the prison had declined recently. The other prisoners had
seemingly become uninteresting for her, including a student killer who had failed
(though only just) to kill himself at the end of a graduation day spree. Previously she
would have made a beeline for him.

Dr Dormund said something interesting which she could take two ways. He
said, "Everybody's obsessed with crime nowadays, we'll soon have TV ads with crime
themes. Ihave to deal with people under restraint but believe me if  had a private
non-institutional practice' (he did) "I'd feel the need for iron bars on my windows and a
bodyguard." He was in the act of picking up his papers. ‘The guys in this prison are

tit-suckers in comparison. It's the millions going free that worry me.' She left (or



rather he left, papers under arm, before her). She felt an instant of shame and then, to
cover it, hot anger.

His private practice was small and he selected his clients carefully. He slept
with a percentage of the women, being expert at transference problems (but not their
resolution) and he would have preferred Beatty as a patient rather than a phoney
volunteer worker. This way, with her coming to his private office twice a week, he'd
have done away with the phoney element. His appetite for her was both whetted and
discouraged by her treating him as an official and thus obliging him to treat her as
potential prison staff. She had a wildly voluptuous look that suggested to him a
unique power to ‘receive' (his language) a man. He daydreamed about her body---the
very parts she thought looked pre-sexual to a “practiced' eye. But he listened to her
crap about Jarvis just the same. He was terrified the man would screw up, and soon.
He'd done it before on parole. Dormund covered his interest in her with a snarling
irritability, which he felt didn't sit well on him as a practitioner, and which naturally

enough he blamed on her.
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Five

It was an excellently appointed New Jersey house of wood quite without
character inside or out with a sloping shaved lawn fore and aft and a semi-circling
fringe of beeches that cast a look of ancient wonder on the property. There were three
bathrooms, a newly fitted kitchen and no corridors on the ground floor so that each
room gave out on to another and those walls that existed seemed designed only to
defend the proprieties. It had no more sense of interior than an open gym. But
realtors have to sell places, with heartfelt insincerity. Upstairs, where a corridor was
necessary for sleeping privacy, the rooms were six equal chopped-out spaces built
without respect for function, mood or comfort. The owners had done what they could.

Hanging carpets and rubber plants and some plaster copies of Roman heads produced
some interior feeling of a puzzling kind and helped you overlook the fact that there
were too many windows and too many apertures altogether.

It was a house defying laws of magnetic fields, wind, water courses and sunlight.

Not exactly south in aspect, it failed, because of its trees, to get a good northern one
too. A stream had been cemented up, which promised floods for the future, though
mostly for home owners down the hill. But if this one was tough to sell Gertrude of all

people in the floundering real estate business was the one to do it. In order not to buy
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a house of hers you had to have a head of iron, which isn't easily yours if you're looking
at a house for the first time. You more or less absorbed whatever she said, true or not,
along with the fittings, and by the end the fact that you disliked the house and found
the price too high seemed irrelevant compared with the fact that you wanted to buy it.

For one thing she could organize Open Houses better than anyone in the
business, perhaps because of her background in the fashion and jewelry trades. She
arrived at eight in the morning and before she put the signs out on the sidewalk she
‘reorganized' the furniture and if necessary lit a log fire. If it was the Christmas season
she brought portable festive bunting and even a tree and put gifts under it---brochures
and lighters and pen flashlights. In the summer she erected a trellis table in the garden
for drinks and had all the house apertures open.

The days were closing in, so this was a log fire occasion. On the entrance table
she set out house descriptions in which termite reports were cited and average heating
and lighting costs estimated. She told the owners to get their cars out of the car port
and park them by the sidewalk to make the road look well filled up. She brought her
own cassettes and if necessary provided the hi-fi outfit too. She knew the music that
clients liked. You avoided hard rock at one end and Beethoven at the other and you
also avoided piped industrial sound. At a house which instinct told her rednecks
would love she supplied recordings of football game commentaries with breaks for the
national anthem and Frank Sinatra singing *America'. She sat down and studied the
house, the season, the likely client, and she approached Open House days as if they
were theatrical events except that the audience were the unwitting actors, enacting in
their minds the cozy family events which she was subliminally beaming into their
brains through her non-stop but never strident or intrusive chit chat.

She had been haunted by the idea of sex with strangers since a child. Her
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fantasies were the usual ones---a close crowd in a swaying subway train, a rush of
spectators at a football game, a sudden encounter in a momentarily deserted corridor or
office with danger but a few inches away. That they were also the key to her ability to
sell a house is easy to explain. There was no direct connection at all, nothing overt,
since directness is poison to fantasies like hers. Nothing happened, never had and
never would. But the sounds of movement through an empty house, the fact that she
might be alone with the male of a couple, the rustle of jackets, the striking of a match,
the proximity on staircases contributed to an inner state of high excitement that was like
an unheard musical accompaniment to everything she said.

Gertrude was an extraordinarily brown person---the brown of her hair and her
eyes was so intense that it just missed being deepest black. That was somehow an
important mark of her aura, it stamped something definite on to her behavior, made her
eyes seem wide and more peering than they really were, as if the images they were
taking in, if possible at close proximity, were being gobbled up by a deep brown
omnivorous source. A remarkable thing was the fact that being brown by nature she
didn't eschew brown colors. On the contrary, she went in for every shade of brown
and even wore hats that enveloped her brown hair in extended versions of itself so that
sometimes the hair looked as if it was growing out of her hat rim.

She was almost always elegant. This wasn't the outcome of an interest in
elegance but an effort to hide one appalling (to her) defect of her structure. Like
Anthea and Beatty and every other woman she had a sense of physical defect which
determined the way she stood and dressed. Butin fact she created the defect by trying
to disguise it. To tell the truth, her figure was excellently balanced but she was
convinced that she was a little too tall, that she gave a too long impression, that her

length outweighed her width and that the appendages---the too long arms and too long
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legs and too long hands---made for an unruly aspect which the color brown might
happily have the effect of framing, though in fact, since she was always thrashing about
with these appendages, the brown emphasized her movements to the point of making
her from time to time look like an electronic witch. Since her fictional “long' look was
her own secret other people were unable to advise her about it or stop her building
herself out sideways as if layers of gross fat lay hiding under the layers of abundant
cloth, while in fact her limbs were pricelessly well formed. As a result she didn't steal
glances at long mirrors in passing but averted her whole body from them with a grim
decisiveness which made the very few observant people she knew think she was
pleasantly lacking in vanity.

As for herself naked she couldn't bear it, which was another reason she could
never verify what kind of figure she had. The breasts, in her view, sagged, which they
did a very little but this was because they were large and had to obey gravity. Hers
was an unreliable view of the matter, being based on guesswork and not looking. Her
hips, in her view, were huge globes of opaque glass but in fact they were wonderfully
lacking in cellular drift and in any case how was this globe impression reconcilable with
the supposed long look? Another thing, her breasts were spaced very slightly too far
apart, they missed the right biological boundary lines by a fraction of a millimeter but
for her it was a mile. So when she was choosing a new bra she tried to bunch them
together, which evoked altogether too much cleavage. With so much to correct, you
couldn't throw on anything you felt like wearing, as Anthea could (she supposed). It
forced her to be elegant. You spent hours sniffing out the right things in boutiques,
and it always happens that the right things are the most expensive. Once properly
fitted out she took it all to a football game or the ice rink, which was absurd---sneakers

and ski pants and billowing multi-colored sweaters and ski jackets would have done
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fine while a pair of shoulder pads would have horizontalized her splendidly. But no,
she wasn't satisfied with obliterating her enviable natural lines, she had to divert
attention from them by means of contrived dazzlement which usually meant an outfit
so desirable she had to borrow to make it hers. Yet it worked too, especially as when
she talked and her voice turned out to be husky you wanted to hear what she had to
say, you found yourself reacting to her as a dynamic personality (such as you had
sometimes heard about) rather than a body. The clothes, especially the conflict with
her real lines that they set up, somehow made this possible. Not that she said anything
important. She was so full of stadium jargon it couldn't be otherwise. But again---such
was her peculiar, one might say insidious appeal---she was exactly the girl you would
want to take to a football game if you didn't like football games. Her elegance balanced
her cheering. Not that she went overboard and stamped and screamed herself hoarse
and hugged other spectators every time there was a score, she did it more like a man,
with measure, which, since she didn't really know the difference between a man and a
woman, she considered the feminine thing to do (as Dr Dormund said, it's a difficult
world if you have hormones).

The whole problem of what it was to be feminine seemed more marked in her
even than it did in other women. When deciding how to pitch certain remarks
(‘Really,' with a laugh, “you are something!' for example) she felt she had an infinite
range of pitches to choose from and was sometimes in a panic as to whether to go high
or low, loud or modulated. It was the same with walking across a room. Should she
slouch intimately, stride imperiously, shuffle daintily or just walk collectedly? And the
arms? The hands? Where, how fast, how brusquely or otherwise? Much of the
problem of what it was to be a woman, what other people meant by it, was settled in

front of a mirror, in private, but the acting part, that was a real bitch. In boutiques and
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department stores you felt safe and looked after, as you did when you flipped through
the fashion magazines, you saw what a woman was supposed to look like-—-but how
was she supposed to be?

Should she let herself by picked up (literally) by Hank Schwanger when in
playful mood and carried about the room? Should she laugh till she was sick, as she
did now and then in female company? Should she dig people in the ribs when feeling
particularly warm? Should she spit? How far could she belch? Could she belch at
all? Could she even know about belching? There were a lot of other things too that
she had doubts about, particularly in the intimate zone where a man was
concerned---how much should she do on her own initiative and how much not even
know about? How much should you fumble and hesitate, how much grasp decisively?

Even the nature of the cry emitted at climax was a matter for inner debate, especially
as it happened so close to somebody's ear. But she rarely did emitit. More often she
had to simulate it, letting out a long breath through the mouth which she hoped
conveyed satisfaction and even, but this was much more difficult, delight.

Football games threw her into the company of women she contemptuously
called (to herself only) dikes and these she felt were in real trouble, trying to pull down
an image of womanhood which was by no means secure anyway. Whatever you had
to say about this image it did exist and slovenly bra-less behavior and unpermed and
even uncombed and unwashed hair and pants that should have belonged to an
automobile mechanic was no way to help matters. She knew some men wanted
women permanently in high heels and tight skirts and here she agreed with the lesbians
that she mustn't behave like a sex object. But this raised the question of whether
womanhood existed except as a sex object, namely a male expectation, and it was this

that the lesbians, to her mind, made more horribly complicated than it need be. Not
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that her lesbian friends actually did look slovenly or unwashed. All but one of them
was as careful in self-presentation as she was. But that was Gertrude. She had a
strange mental habit of forming durable impressions despite examples, not because of
them. So among lesbian friends, in spite of their being as groomed as she was, she
wanted to tear off her pinching bra and kick off her shoes and drink with a gurgling
sound and belch (and worse) and run her fingers through her hair to disrupt sixty-
dollarsworth of recent attention. She felt that their being lesbian implied this behavior
in spite of their never behaving this way. Yes, Gertrude had a puzzling mind. It made
a beeline for wherever she didn't fit in, then it tried to make her fit in, but what she was
trying to fit into was a chimera, like the unwashed lesbian friends she didn't have. This
despite the fact that she frequently found closer friends among the lesbians than among
the married and mated ones. They emanated a certain self sufficiency which, strangely,
since they were women, managed to suspend the daily search into what a woman was.
She wondered “what it would be like' with a woman but only in the way she might
wonder what it would be like with a heavyweight champion.

Men---the sneakers and T-shirt and crewcut type she liked (no, the type she
consorted with most)---represented something of a painful sexual challenge for her,
which was probably why she chose them. It provoked her to fretful inner research,
making her wonder whether the way she had decided to behave was the one they
would acknowledge as womanly. As these men were wondering precisely the same
thing about their own behavior it was a biological quandary indeed. Did she receive
their simulated deep voices, their over-hearty cries in front of a television ball game,
their manner of grasping their cans of beer and loping with that strange upward and
downward motion of one shoulder and then the other, as the way a man should be?

Mercifully, for both parties, one biological side never shared notes on the subject with
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the other, never doubted that the other side was straight and sound and, well, just as
they'd always been. For example, when feminists pilloried “men' they rarely had a
doubt as to what a man was---rarely even considered that the question could be raised.
And Gertrude's image of “men' was as fixed as theirs of her. Had she known that
particularly in her set the male-identity question (being the cause, so to speak. of the red
in the redneck) was as fretful as the female-identity one she would have felt that a major
support in her life had collapsed. Men did certain things, women did other certain
things. But here Gertrude and Hank Schwanger were lucky. They kept to the fixed
image through thick and thin. He knew she would cook and wash the dishes and
refuse his help in the kitchen, while she could call him any time there was a sudden
plumbing difficulty at one of her houses or a tile had slipped or she needed a tree
trimmed.

Hank didn't always wear sneakers and jeans. He was an accountant and
worked in a building a stone's throw from Wall Street where the lack of a collar and tie
would have been noticed. He was a tall, heavy-shouldered man of that reassuring type
which while brawny seems not to know how to apply the brawn harmfully. He
wouldn't hurt a fly and was the one man Gertrude could put her head against (it came
up to his middle chest) and feel as consoled as a child, especially as parental
consolement had rarely come her way in childhood. Hank gave lectures in
accountancy and had once taught at Columbia. He took an interest in real estate and
often gave her advance information about a property that hadn't got on to the
computers yet. She was grateful for his paternal watchfulness, not that he was older
than she, just very much bigger. He had lately started attending her Open Houses.
Yet, for all his paternality, he had the look of a round bright boy with slightly mottled
fair skin. It wasn't that he inspired trust by being always there when she needed him:
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an automatic confidence simply clicked on inside her the minute he appeared, a vast
benign shadow in the doorway. Not that he was particularly benign. For one thing he
was possessive, the more as his care for you grew. He sent flowers, he called up just
when you were going to the bath on Sunday mornings and said he'd be picking you up
in an hour for a champagne brunch at a place he knew. He broke all the genderless
rules and it was thoroughly enjoyable. Even his jealousy became enjoyable---his way of
guarding your person. She couldn't tolerate the idea of being guarded but what felt
good about it was that it showed how genuine her womanly comportment must be,
otherwise what was there for him to guard? As soon as another male form lurked
nearby a frown would draw like a veil over his brow, it wasn't a real physical frown---it
indicated more a state of gentle concern, for her---why worry the poor woman now, you
awkward dude, please take your feeble repartee some place else! If they had a date to
watch a ball game on television in a bar and she turned up with another man he would
actually draw back, almost take her aside to get her assurance as to the guy's validity,
giving him long hooded glances as he said good evening to her---all so endearingly
against the genderless rules. Then he snapped out of it (he seemed to time this quite
unconsciously) and gave the other man a handshake that nearly twisted his arm off.
Nothing aggressive. His candid steady gaze and easy smile combined with the
handshake to relay a message of buddyship subtly spiced with an invisible wink (what
are we doing with women anyway?). A computer couldn't have done it better. Yet he
calculated none of it. If it looked like bad acting it wasn't because it had been in any
way rehearsed but because it was unreal. Men simply didn't behave like that. But this
simple statement was rendered false the moment it was uttered---by the fact that he, a
man, clearly did behave like that (and only hormones complicate life, Dr Dormund?).

Had Gertrude but known it, his jealousy was a simple nervous tic which had
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nothing to do with any feelings for the woman it was supposed to be about. In fact
he'd often had to shake a woman gently off over a period of months after she'd begun to
assume that she was his, primally---otherwise he wouldn't be so proprietary and put her
other men friends at a distance, would he? And she may never have so much as
pecked him on the cheek. Luckily, his tic got worse if he felt desire, and even began to
look like authentic or old-world passion.

Toward Gertrude he thought he felt desire, which was almost the same, for him,
as feeling it (because how could you know if you desired a woman until you had tried
her?). Gertrude had had two divorces, so had he. Their ages were within two years of
each other. An accountant and a realtor wouldn't do badly together.

There was a contradiction working here, however. While he found Gertrude
made him feel a man, and he made her feel a woman, they behaved like a couple of kids
in that pre-genital state of life when everything is pushing and shoving and tripping
and exploding paper bags. They whooped and jumped and hugged each other at the
football games, they drank an equal measure, they got ravenously hungry at the same
moment---what else could they become except inseparable? They would stand
hugging each other in silence and for much more time than seemed (secretly) natural to
them. There was no kissing or fumbling. They had got themselves so far back into the
pre-democratic gender world (almost as back as top hats and broughams) that the
physical stuff was obviously being consigned by mutual consent to when it would be
legally condoned in the form of marriage, if ever it happened. It was after all what real
respect demanded. Not that either of them had the minimal intention of marrying the
other. It was just another idea that their being together induced. True, they made each
other feel a man and a woman but it was another man and woman, an imagined one, not

them at all. Romping around throwing popcorn at each other they might have guessed
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this but didn't.

His jealous tic was in full throb today. He appeared on the doorstep in casual
but not sportive wear just when the first clients were slamming their car doors and
peering at the house like it was a giant weasel. Gertrude's hand and voice activity
excised their helpless look right away while Hank put himself at the front door with his
wrist-sprainer and his "How you doin' today?' at the ready.

Today was a very special day for him because he'd chosen it as the day on which
he would express himself, namely, put into words his feelings (by which he meant
dimly perceived unfinished notions already weakened by doubts as to whether he was
really having them or not). These feelings were about Gertrude. And she had a right
to know about them. Self-expression of this kind had happened twice in his life before
and had led to two divorces, having first of course led to the marriages. As it
happened he had several chances to talk to Gertrude alone since the house wasn't
evoking much interest and viewers only came in sporadic humble bursts, with long
pauses in between when the music continued to drift across the lawn (it had turned out
warm) and the upstairs floor let in the afternoon sunlight and the breeze shook the
drapes in a balmy idyllic way. They sat about, looked at the magnolia trees and ate the
canapes and he quietly told her that they seemed to feel pretty good around each other
(he had had a couple of years in California) and he didn't see there was anybody else in
his life who made him feel that great. Her face went through an alarming series of
changes which he didn't notice because he was expressing so carefully, but none of
these faces looked like her own and they even suggested that she didn't have a
composite face of her own. Some of the faces demonstrated shock, others plain fear,
yet others a raw rude anger. She just didn't feel THAT way about him! Who else

could she go around with now? on what enormous chest could she lay her ten-year-old
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head on now? why was he screwing it up, why did he want to make it difficult for her?
was he one of those daddies who shot their own feet and then pissed on your leg? By
the time he was finished she thought she was going to faint for lack of a place to put her
eyes. The upstairs drapes were like handkerchief distress signals to her now, the music
sounded like an Irish wake.

When she was quite certain it was over she smiled very broadly, with a kind of
freak delighted look, and said, *Oh Hank! It's fantastic hearing you say these things!'.
When the Open House notices were taken in and the front door locked he said, *And
now I think we should grab dinner together, don't you?', to which she said she couldn't
she had to rush, she'd be in touch and almost before he'd taken breath she was in her
car and off. To his mind she went away in a cloud of girlish confusion, understandable
in a real woman. He walked to his car thoughtfully and proudly---proudly because his
self-expression had paid off.

But now that he had her implicit assent, as he thought, he began to undo
mentally what he had so carefully constructed. Her confusion, pretty and modest as it
was, made him actually look at his own remarks for the first time and absorb their
sense. First he was dumbfounded and then he said to himself, Well, well, well, so
Gerty Tellingas is going to be turned into a Schwanger is she? He was entertaining the
thought for the first time. And he had no idea at all as to whether that prospect
appealed to him. He felt perplexity, a little alarm and then a lot, in that order. An
engagement, a common abode etc would have to be arranged! So Hank Schwanger
wanted to marry Gertrude Tellingas did he? Well, well, well! Well, if he felt sure
about it---! This thought produced nausea in him---he saw himself touching Gertrude
on a bare area of her body and recorded only sensations of horror. But listen, son, an

idiotic voice kept croaking at him, if you wanna marry the lady---!
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He drove faster than he should have to Long Island without noticing that he was
even going there. Most every week-end he went to Maidie Panipoulos's place and they
sat about and cooked and smoked pot and looked at ball games on television. They
slept together, in the fullest sense, and this evening they would sleep together too. If
you had asked either of them if they were attracted to each other you wouldn't have got
a quick or certain reply, the cohabitatory habit had simply established itself over the
years and from the habit had grown a certain---well, cohabitatory pleasure. As he
walked into the dimly lit den where Maidie was sprawling amid the New York Times
he suddenly thought, “Everything's a scam', and then couldn't believe he'd had the
thought and that it seemed like the sincerest he'd had that day. It was equivalentto a
dull metallic taste in the mouth, a chasm of unfulfillment opened before him and it
rendered even the familiar Maidie, bra-less and shoe-less, as remote from him as a
boulder in the Mohabi desert.

He called Gertrude later that evening only because, in his view, she expected it.
They agreed to meet a week-day evening but not at her place---she liked to get out, she
explained (having been out all day). After the call he wanted to cry, and actually put
his head in his hands. The meeting took place the following Wednesday and they were
still in their status clothes. They munched and stared like a couple of senior citizens at
a pancake place watching their cholesterol. She told him she had a lot to talk about and
he said they needed an intimate bar for that. They went to a place with armchairs in
remote palmed corners and concealed wall lights with classical jazz on the speakers.

He felt sick and still wanted to cry. He behaved paternally, spoke very quietly. She
was ridiculously dressed, from her own point of view. She had got up real early and
nothing she tried on worked until finally in a panic she threw on whatever wasn't lying

on the floor. She wanted not to cry but scream. If he put his hand on her knee or even
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her arm she was going to do it too.

“Listen Hank,' she said, 'I'm flattered but it's not on.'

*Why?' he said, his mouth dry because now she didn't want him he suddenly
wanted her, not that in fact he did but he thought he did and this was frequently the
nearest he got to a feeling he could actually describe. To his bemusement she then
began talking about a guy called Jarvis. But not about the Jarvis as we know him. This
was a transformed Jarvis who had never been in prison and was actually quite well set
up in life. He emerged from her obscure staccato sentences as possibly a business
executive a tad or two higher than Hank to say the least. Hank nodded, his lips set,
and stared into his beer with that hooded look on his brow, not that he was feeling the
slightest jealousy. She asked herself if her aim was just to use Jarvis to put him off. But
it wasn't. She was talking about Jarvis because she wanted to. And gradually this
became clear to Hank as it became clear to her. By the end of her account he was
sympathetic, even proud of her. He put his hand on her knee but it was congratulatory
so she didn't scream. He said, “Go for it, lady,' and she said, “Thank you, Hank, I really
mean that.' ‘That's OK, it's OK,' he murmured into his glass just as he was tipping it
back to drink so that he sounded like a horror movie voice-over for a moment.

As they walked out of the bar she said, “Come home and have a coffee'---this an
instant after he'd started looking forward to his own bed and record player and had
happily surrendered her to Jarvis and was thinking about which of the other girls he
could chum up with and maybe he'd be her new husband's buddy and their best man
(was she catholic maybe or presbyterian?). By the time they got to her block it was past
midnight. Just as they were turning into the foyer she saw Jarvis hanging about
outside. He didn't even try to conceal himself. He was looking right at her. She felta

thick hot wave of deliriously enjoyable panic flooding her middle, almost buckling her
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knees. Anthea was already in bed and Gertrude signalled to Hank to be as quiet as
possible. She led the way straight to her bedroom, running. They waded noisily
through shoes and skirts on the floor. She turned to him before she'd closed the door
and put her head on his chest and a moment later they were flung by a combined
compulsion on to the bed (which took the sudden four hundred pounds combined
pressure with a huge crack) and suddenly found themselves locked not in the opening
stages of copulation but the final. There had been only a minor few seconds of delay
due to Gertrude's urgent need being momentarily beyond his comprehension so that at
first, literally, he failed to rise to the occasion but the sudden astonishing availability of
a dark and guarded and secret area drove her meaning home to him and the matter was
ended hardly a moment after it had begun.

A strange event, that, with the door still ajar and the hall lights on and shoes all
over the floor and most of her and his clothes on and no precautions taken and he lying
on his back with the beer bubbling in him and she continuing to ride on the waves of a
vision that, unknown to him, had started downstairs in the street---until she too
collapsed in a heap with a haunted cry as if someone had just beaten her. He left her
lying there. No good nights. She slept in her state of half dress until almost dawn, one
foot touching the floor, and when she woke she recollected nothing, simply dragged

herself between the sheets and fell asleep again.
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Six

Dr Lisa Tensevic had been analyzed as a girl by Anna Freud so it was assumed
she knew her business and visits to her, once achieved after a year or so on a waiting
list, were a matter for awe. You arrived unnecessarily early and you didn't throw on
any clothes you felt like wearing since this was a special occasion and you might as well
look good if you were going to be stripped naked, as people said you were. Dr
Tensevic's first glance from over her eye-glasses was sternly appraising as if to say
“What for God's sake have we got here?'. She didn't shake hands, she didn't get up
from her little chair at the head of the couch. You followed a brief pen-in-hand sign
from her to get lain down. You had already heard (for you only got to her by referral)
that you must never under any circumstances address her before she addressed you, no
matter how many times you had been to her. And at the end of a session you simply
got up and left, without any form of farewell even it was your last visit. This had the
effect of making you tell the truth, that is tell her the story about yourself you most
believed in, because you weren't going to have a relationship with her anyway. It was
she who decided on truth or otherwise---you simply babbled. Not that she told you
what she thought was true and what not. After a time it didn't seem to matter what

you said. A number of clients sulked and said nothing for a whole session, to pay her
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back in the same coin of silence, but she remained quite unperturbed, indeed she
seemed to like it that way and the sulks soon dried up (at a hundred dollars an hour
they were in any case an expensive luxury). With some analysts you could recount any
junk that came into your head on the grounds that since it came into your head it must
have some relevance. The junk you talked to Lisa was received (or so it seemed, for
you had no way of being sure) not at all as an account of your life, much less as an
account of reality, but as non-verbal noises in which a certain grotesque pre-musical
cacophony could be detected (Lisa was very musical). It was the cacophony Lisa
listened to, which accounted for her smile when she listened to tears, and her shocked
contempt when listening to something “funny'.

Also she never helped you out of your guilt. When you were writhing in its
suffocating vapors on the couch she allowed you silence and time enough to begin to
watch these vapors, and without a word of direction from her you found yourself
learning to observe them with a certain curious interest, even irony. When Gertrude
told her about Hank Schwanger and reported (inaccurately---but most things are
recounted inaccurately anyway) her conversation with him in the bar and then her
glimpse of Jarvis on the sidewalk, followed by the tumbling event on her bed with the
man she couldn't bear to think of in any erotic mode, there was a silence so long that
Gertrude thought their time had run out and they must already be into somebody else's
session.

"Did he express satisfaction?' the doctor asked (these were the first words she
had ever uttered to Gertrude, after perhaps six sessions).

“Who?'

“The jilted gentleman.'

"He got up and dressed and perhaps he thought I was asleep but he just tiptoed



67

out.'

"Did he dress quickly?'

“No, very slowly.'

“Then he expressed satisfaction.'

There was another silence that seemed to stretch into the next client's session.

"I wouldn't advise you to take another walk in the dark,' the doctor said.

‘Iwon't.

*Will you repeat that to me, having first considered whether this "I won't' vow
you've just taken has any relationship with what you actually intend to do?'

Gertrude didn't understand the words but a desperate sentence boomed out of
her mouth like a call through a megaphone, 'I want to go on my night prowls, I want to,
I want to!" followed by anguished sobs.

After the sobs had gone the doctor asked quietly, "Would you like me to
recommend hospital care for you?'

"No, no, please! I can stop myself!'

She felt her analyst lean forward in the dimness of the room by her head.

‘I repeat,' she heard Dr Tensevic whisper, ‘you're in great danger, I have certain
responsibilities, I must look to your safety, I will give you a number to call.'

She felt herself beginning to cry again but the little reminding bell, discreet as a
cat's purr, told her to get up and leave behind whatever passions were setting her
bowels alight. That evening she told Anthea not to let her go out. ‘If I do, if I insist,
call this number', and she handed her Dr Tensevic's card with the emergency number
written on it.

Gertrude told Dr Tensevic next time, "I omitted to tell you that Hank Schwanger

said “mother' too.'
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“When did he say mother?’

“At his orgasm.'

*And why did you omit saying it?'

"I suppose I rejected it.”

“You don't want a husband.'

‘I didn't say that!'

‘I didn't say you did say it.'

Gertrude had “rejected' something else too---the fact that she was “prowling' the
streets almost every night. Anthea didn't find her at home any more, so had no chance
to restrain her. The result was that only Anthea was in when Hank Schwanger called
to see Gertrude, which he did regularly. He had in the meantime told Maidie
Panipoulos what we call Everything. She stroked his head and saw tears starting in his
eyes, which made her realize that what he was saying might even be true. She
murmured, concealing her determination to get him out of the house before anybody
got hungry, “You're a real man, you can cry, a man's tears should be as hot as his
sperm.' As she was of Greek parentage he took this to be some form of Mediterranean
earth wisdom but Maidie was always quite happy not to know what she was talking
about-—-it was part of her lazy attraction. She wished to give him a manly boost after
the shame of his tears, and her idiotic remark had this effect. In fact she didn't throw
him out but fed him a huge dish of pan-sauteed catfish fillets with parsley pecan sauce
followed by chess pie. The big darling boy needed consoling, that was all, and she had
enough New Jersey earth wisdom to see that people end up with their cooks and
consolers, not their soul mates.

What he didn't tell Maidie---what would have got him thrown out long before
the farm-bred cat-fish had been take out of freeze---was the fact that from his point of
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view he had never had sex until that word “mother' had escaped from his lips in
Gertrude's dim bedroom. Since that moment he had been fumbling about in his mind
for an explanation of why it had happened but his mind, used to figuring out rebates,
simply didn't getit. After all, it wasn't as if he was attracted to Gertrude. She was a
riot when jumping around trying to get the popcorn out of her blouse but that was
fellow-feeling of the kind you could have with a man, it wasn't love. How explain,
then, the rush of warm utter meltingness, that sense of being lost in her, that most
perfect of all helplessnesses he had ever experienced, making him murmur pleadingly,
reluctantly the word “mother'? Surely he must be attracted to her? And how explain
the fact that during the pre-"mother' limbo in which he had once lived he had all but
proposed marriage to her? Surely that had been in the nature of a premonition of
things to come? Yet still the idea of having sex with Gertrude (now that he'd had it)
was repugnant to him. What did being attracted to someone mean, then? Surely it
meant getting on with them, wanting to live with them, being happy to see them and
above all---well, presumably above all---going to football games with them? Then he
was attracted to her! But he didn't want to kiss her, put his nose in her hair, clasp her in
more than a hail-fellow way (and in fact he'd done none of these things). So how
explain the ‘mother' episode which he urgently, tearfully wanted to repeat at all costs as
soon as possible even if he went to prison for rape?

Having told Everything to Maidie, he next poured himself out to Anthea---like
beer going into a tankard. She was fascinated by this huge man on to whom, she felt,
one could literally climb, as he put his head in his hands and then looked up at her with
reddened eyes and stared about him like a Midland Bank Amateur Dramatic Society
Macbeth she had once seen. On his earlier visits to the apartment, when she was

settling in and before all this Jarvis business began, he hadn't seemed real to her at all as
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he had lumbered about, mostly biceps and deep voice and hail laughter but now, as she
saw, Aeschylus would have found him intriguing. It was easy to laugh at him but
laughing at another human being has an uncanny way of referring to a similarly
laughable weakness in oneself. Anthea was falling in love with Hank Schwanger,
beginning to dream about him even while he was sitting there, and allowing the dream
to become extravagant, then outrageous the moment he left.

The first evening he appeared she waited up for Gertrude afterward and told her
everything he'd said. Gertrude could hardly conceal her tedium. She potted about
getting herself a cup of chocolate and undressing and creaming her face and brushing
her hair out and at the end, to Anthea's joy, she shrugged and said, *To hell with him'.
But next evening she was at home when Anthea arrived. Her bedroom door was ajar
and she could just be glimpsed at her dressing table spraying fixative on her hair.

“Shouldn't I be telling you not to go out?' Anthea asked her.

“I'm going out with the Shwanger fink.! Anthea suffered a stab of jealousy. She
put on her earphones in her bedroom and listened to an enchantingly sweet version of
“The Night Is Young and You're So Beautiful'. The crooner had such a delicate tremolo.

It hadn't been unmale in the Thirties, apparently, to be tender. She wondered what on
earth her imagination was doing with Hank Schwanger's vast bulk but her imagination
refused to budge from him, even for Roy Fox and his orchestra from all of sixty years
ago.

She was asleep when Gertrude returned and so didn't know that Hank returned
with her or that they left the bedroom door ajar or that there was a vast resounding
crash from the four hundred pound impact on the master bed. Downstairs on the
sidewalk Gertrude had turned to him and said, “Well, Gert's had it for tonight, see you!'

and held out her hand for him to shake just at the moment when she glimpsed Jarvis
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standing more or less where he'd been standing on the previous occasion---and staring
at her again. She at once said, "Hell, why not come up for a last drink?'.

Well, the drink didn't happen but another “mother’ event did and with almost
the same speed as before and with only the hall lights providing illumination. He
didn't say “mother' this time. Apparently the satisfaction was too deep even for this
one word. They said nothing to each other before, during or after. She had the
presence of mind this time to drag her head to a pillow and get between the sheets as he
lifted himself off the bed. She didn't even hear him leave. For the second time in a
week she had to tear the sheets off the bed when she woke in the morning and plunge
them into the dirty wash basket.

This second “mother’ event bit hard into her work schedule. She woke too late
to have a bath, even to make up. That would all have to be done at the house she was
to look over (she grabbed her makeup kit and a bath towel on her way out).
Thankfully the tenants were in Mexico City. She would have given anything for a
bidet right now but New York wasn't a Greek island. There was a smell of bacon and
hash browns on the street as she flung herself into her car and that too, with bagels on
the side, would have been welcome. Love made you hungry. Love? Whatlove? She
wanted to drop Hank Shwanger into molten lava, painlessly of course but finally. She
flushed with shame as she drove past the winos and mounted police in Washington
Square park, they seemed to know all about last night and were grinning about it.

Hank sped to Maidie again over the week-end to tell her more but this time she
didn't stroke his head. She said, “You're getting yourself involved up to your eyeballs
and you'll live to repentit.' To her astonishment (since not even she knew what she
meant) he said, “You're damned right.' So again he gota meal. Only afterward, when
he'd made a log fire and behaved like he was staying the night, did she realize how
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insulting to her womanhood his presence was. “I'm sorry I couldn't ever give you what
you really wanted,' she said, unaware of the corn that lay heavy on this remark, “it's
been so much wasted time hasn't it?"

“What are you saying Maidie?' he asked (corn for corn). “You're the most
important person in my life and you know it' (she didn't know it and he didn't either,
though his remark made it seem possible in a funny sort of way).

‘I do know it,' she said, “but you've moved on to a bigger world.'

“How, bigger?' he asked, feeling that this might explain events that were
completely mysterious for him.

“You've found yourself.! (What a let-down!). He said, to revive her sympathy
for him, *Between you and me I've landed myself in a load of trouble. Anyway--' He
found himself taking her shoulders in his hands and gazing into her eyes---not an easy
thing to do when sitting on the floor---"let's go to bed shall we?'. As he said that his
head seemed to swing off his neck and leave the house. As they went upstairs he felt
nauseous---why the hell had he suggested this thing? He couldn't understand the
movement of his own legs even. Yet it was Hank Schwanger's body that lay down at
Maidie's side, and the noisy breathing ten-year-old fumbling event they had been
practicing for years, with no “mother' ever uttered, repeated itself. They had a
breakfast next morning worth three meals, they thought they were never going to stop
making fresh toast. It was a chill downcast Sunday outside. You could hear a distant
car start up, and a dog barked. He took the sports section of The Times while she sat in
the rest.

They didn't expect to be disturbed that day but they were. There was a knock
on the door. A kind of limp looking guy was standing outside, Maidie thought it was a
panhandler but he was dressed a little too well, though only a little. It was Jarvis.
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Hank went to the door and when he heard ‘I'm a friend of Mrs Masumerov and Miss
Tellingas' he gave the man his wrist-sprain treatment and on-the-level gaze and made
way for him to enter. By this time there was another log fire and the television was on
but minus the sound. Jarvis accepted a cup of coffee, which could be had at Maidie's at
any time of the day.

“You'll want to know how I found you,' Jarvis said---an untrue statement which
suddenly became true because he'd said it (Hank thought what a fine gentleman he
seemed). “Mrs Masumerov---'

“Beatty, yes I know her,' Hank said.

"It's a very worrying situation and if you don't mind sir I'd like to talk to you
alone.'

He couldn't have said a better thing. Hank came into his own vast self, so to
speak. As for Maidie, she wondered how the hell he'd got himself mixed up with
Beatty too or had she got the names confused? Rising from and at first mostly with The
Times she said, *"Well, I'll leave you two guys alone, there's some things want doing
upstairs, why don't you give this gentleman some more coffee, Hank, when he's ready?'

"A nice lady,' Jarvis said just within her earshot as she left.

Hank couldn't prevent his hooded look and said nothing in such a way that
conveyed the thought let's keep to business in hand' to Jarvis.

"It's Gertrude.'

Hank found himself flushing generously and wondered if Jarvis was a brother, a
lawyer or, worst, a lover.

‘T've observed her a number of times roaming the streets at night and I frankly
think that's dangerous.'

"Roaming the streets for God's sake?’ Hank's vast paternal self loomed from his
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armchair.

'I follow her at a safe distance from time to time but I'm a busy man,' Jarvis said.

“You follow her? So you're in the habit of roaming the streets too?'

‘I'm often in the area in the small hours.' Jarvis looked at him gently. “Are you
sure the lady really wanted to go upstairs?'

“The lady?'

“Your lady.'

‘Oh my lady. Why sure, you said you wanted to see me alone, huh?'

"I don't like to offer offence.'

Christ, what language! he must be some aristo!

‘I'm mainly Beatty's friend,' Jarvis said. “We meet quite often at Miss Tellingas's
residence.'

*Oh you do!'

‘I never call her Beatty. She's a great help to me, I need her several times a
week.'

“You do huh?' (sickly look).

‘I've been in prison, you see.'

“Oh you have!' Hank all but shouted, trying not to explode out of his armchair
and call the emergency number. “What for?'

“Rape.’

‘Jesus Christ,' Hank whispered. *And you're Beatty's friend? And Gertrude's?
And you go to Gertrude's place regular?'

“Beatty does prison volunteer work you remember.'

‘Ohyes! Yes!" Hank puffed out air and stretched his legs as if momentarily
intending to walk vertically. ‘I'd forgotten. So Gertrude takes long walks at night.
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Now that's dangerous---at night.'

"It's dangerous Mr Schwanger.'

“Call me Hank' (now why the hell did he say that?).

"Hank.'

"Maybe I should go with her, I mean she clearly needs to do it, I don't see what
the mystery's about, she's an active woman, she may even be viewing houses.'

“At four o'clock in the morning Hank?'

"So what's it all about?'

“I'm afraid I can't discuss her motives,' Jarvis said.

Do you know them?'

‘T have my hunches.'

“Such as?'

“I'm afraid I can't communicate further on that.' Jarvis got up.

Hank jumped up too. *Where'd you put your car?'

‘I don'thave one. Icame by train.'

“You did? Then you have to stay for a meal!'

And stay Jarvis did. He asked to help Maidie in the kitchen and said he could
make a wonderful jambalaya some time, if he ever got invited again. Hank settled back
jealously into the sports section. He didn't think about Gertrude walking the dark
streets. He wanted to give up thinking altogether. He ducked into the kitchen and
drew himself off a pint of beer from a barrel he kept there. They barely noticed him.

But think he would have to. First, there was a rapist in the house. Somehow he
had to get that news to Maidie, and quick (so why the hell had he asked the creep to
stay?). He satin the den, coughed, he even called Maidie's name once. But the

tranquil hum of kitchen chatter continued. What did rapists do? After all, one
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thought of them as kin to thieves, murderers and arsonists. Did they take an
impression of the keys, look for safes in the wall? Did they rape with gloves on? Since
just about any woman would do for them, would a man do equally well? The
absurdest thoughts took precedence over practical ones. In fact, as he sat there, rosy
from the leaping flames, he could hardly convince himself that Jarvis was in the house,
that he hadn't seen the whole thing on television. Should he not be calling Beatty or at
least trying to find her number? Above all, he needed to get worried about Gertrude.
But he didn't know how to do that, especially as he didn't give a damn. He required
only one thing from her, and to this degree only was he interested in her safety---how
could she continue to be the purveyor of ‘mother' events if she got herself attacked and
hospitalized? But apart from that one requirement she could walk the streets until the
soles of her feet wore off. As for her Open Houses, she could stuff them. Football
games he preferred to go alone to. He was dumbfounded by these thoughts! This was
the woman he loved, the woman he wished to marry! But he didn't love her, and he
only wanted to marry her so as to increase the probability of ‘mother' events. He was
beginning seriously to dislike himself and, since she was the cause of his self-distaste,
Gertrude too. The fact that Jarvis, not she, had caused these thoughts didn't even occur
to him, mostly because that was the case.

Suppose Gertrude walked the streets that very night, he asked himself, did he
intend to drive to New York to stop her? Not if he could help it. Did he prefer
sleeping in Maidie's bed? He certainly did. So how could even the *mother' event
remain safe if its source of supply was left to the dogs? He was still sitting in his log-
warmed island of indifference, half dozing, when Maidie's special bouillabaisse in a
huge tureen was borne in by the rapist. The three of them squatted round the coffee

table and slooped and slurped their way through it as if DAs and paroles didn't exist.
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“What the hell am I supposed to say to her?' Hank asked himself with shrimp in his
teeth. “He's a rapist so watch out for yourself?'

“Like me to drive you back to the city?' he asked Jarvis.

“Only if you're going anyway.'

‘Tam,' he said. Maidie glanced at him---the first Sunday night missed for quite a
while.

He thought it was the least he could do---see what Gertrude was up to. But how
it could help anybody, least of all himself, he didn't know. She was a hard head. In
fact he was in the deepest don't-know state he'd ever known. He was quite prepared to
find Gertrude doing the street-corner like a whore.

She was. He and Jarvis were just arriving on foot from where he'd parked. She
was so enveloped in brown she was like a blob. In the car Hank had suddenly
announced, ‘Let's play it this way, we'll both follow her. And see what she gets up to.'

"Oh I don't think she'll get up to anything,' Jarvis said, as if to give her his moral
protection. ‘But we can see she doesn't get harmed.'

They didn't have to follow her long. She slipped down a side street to the left
and suddenly came out at them as they passed. When she realized that Hank
Schwanger, no less, was knowingly in Jarvis's company there broke on to her face a
little electric storm of fury and she screamed---at Hank, *What the hell are you doing
here?'. She repeated it and nothing Hank or Jarvis could stutter made it anything but
worse. She walked toward her apartment block and they again followed her. Just
short of the entrance she turned and addressed Hank again, this time hissingly, “You've
made a gigantic screw-up haven't you? A SCREW UP!'" And that was the last they
saw of her for the night.

I've often wondered why Beatty took it into her head to tell Jarvis to seek Hank
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Schwanger out at his Sunday funkhole as he sometimes called it. Itled, after all, to a
series of events she was the last person to want. But perhaps I'm being a fool again.
She did want those events perhaps, though they cost her her life, or that part of it which
was worth living. The fact is that she had no more idea why, when on the phone to
Jarvis (they were making plans for the next day, Sunday, a “Brighton Beach day'), she
had suddenly told him she knew about Gertrude's ‘night prowling' and was worried
about it and maybe he should get in touch with her boyfriend Mr Schwanger and if he
called her back in twenty minutes she would have his number. Then Joe had asked her
if she'd like a Russian lunch with dancing the following day and she'd found herself
saying yes because she wanted to be in the half darkness with those haunting sounds
and in a vodka haze. Then she phoned Gertrude who quite unsuspectingly gave her
Hank's week-end number. Jarvis called her back and she passed the number on. ‘It's
Long Island,' she said. Then she said, "No, you'd better call on him. It might be
difficult explaining yourself on the phone. I'll get the address.! And this is what she
did, calling Gertrude a second time. Afterwards she thought, "'Why did I do all that?".
Most of all I think she wanted to engineer some trouble. She preferred chaos to an
order that left her out increasingly. She didn't feel any attraction for Jarvis but this
very fact compelled her to think about him altogether too much. It was as if his lack of
attraction hid a surprise---suggested a power he might exercise---just because he had
exercised that fearful power for which he'd been jailed. For the first time she thought
about a man in a sexual contact without having any desire for him, and its fascination
lay in the fact that it simply posed a question, a possibility, almost abstract---some deed
he seemed to promise her but which she shrunk from trying to specify.

But I haven't yet dealt with Jarvis's motive in agreeing to go to Long Island. He

was a rather inflexible man and was likely to refuse. He received suggestions,
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especially ones designed for his or someone else's welfare (prison had made him
suspicious of these), with poor grace. But he leapt at this one of Beatty's-—-perhaps
because he too wanted to stir things up and felt a dim premonitory excitement at what
was to come. Also my feeling is that he wished to have the night streets to himself.
We must try to see it from his point of view. On the evenings Schwanger came round
the corner with Gertrude on his arm Jarvis was a free man. It was when Schwanger
didn't appear and she emerged from her apartment block like an enormous brown fern
and began prowling on his beat that chagrin gnawed at his heart. I'm certain that this
too drove him to Long Island (not that certainty is a guide to truth).

When Gertrude got to her bedroom that night after screaming at Hank she began
smashing things. Anthea crawled from her bed thinking that someone was beating her
up. She went and hugged the poor crazed creature and Gertrude began crying or
rather bawling, her feet turned in, her knees slightly buckled, like a child. She sounded
so forlorn, so immeasurably and irretrievably lonely, as if she'd never known what it
was to be loved, that Anthea began weeping too, silently, the tears gushing down her
face. Is there no such thing as enjoyment nowadays, she asked herself as they clung
together, only work and then getting sleep for more work? She glanced over
Gertrude's shoulder at the clock. It was half past midnight.

She helped Gertrude off with her clothes and tucked her in and Gertrude was
still sobbing with those heart-rending convulsive movements of a child when Anthea
withdrew to make her a cup of chocolate. Then, the sobs over and the chocolate drunk,
Anthea stole to her own bed hugging a hot water bottle. She tried to think of a Thirties
play that would do for the Festival but could only think of obvious choices like the early
Noél Coward comedies. Why on earth had the Festival director asked her of all people?

It gave her a thrilling feeling. She knew she was getting a reputation for tireless
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ingenuity that did better than knowledge. She had a swift impression of sparkling
sunlight along Madison Avenue---meaning projects and bustle and rushed
appointments and evenings of gentle numbed fatigue. Suddenly work seemed the only
thing there was and at that moment, just before she fell asleep, she realized that neither
night prowls nor work were over-taxing Gertrude's nerves---it must be love! Was she
in love with Jarvis then? A distinct air of sex hung round Gertrude as they'd hugged
each other. Hank Schwanger appeared voluminously in Anthea's mind but before
anything disreputable could happen in her daydream she fell asleep.

That same night Jarvis and Hank spent a couple of hours in close conference.
They chose a bar on Seventh Avenue that was an imitation of a dusky Twenties
speakeasy. They huddled together---only the bar lights were on---and verbally cooled
each other's burns from the hot shafts of Gertrude's anger (we should remember that a
woman's anger is more devastating than a man's in that it threatens
abandonment---having established this possibility in the first months of life).

‘I can tell you what I didn't want to tell you before, especially with your lady
about,' Jarvis said with three bourbons sans ice or anything inside him. ‘I think she
would like to prostitute herself.'

Had he not taken the same medicine in roughly the same dosage Hank
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