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For Karen
Amor mi mosse



Death ends alife, but it does not end a
relationship, which struggles on in the
survivor's mind towards some resol ution
which it may never find.

— Robert Anderson
I Never Sang for My Father



June 1969

'Oliver, you'resick.'

'I'm what?

'You're very sick.'

The expert who pronounced this startling diagnosis had come late in life to medicine. In fact,
until today | thought he was a pastry chef. His name was Philip Cavilled. Once upon a time his
daughter Jenny was my wife. She died. And we remained, our legacy from her to be each other's
guardian. Therefore once a month 1'd either visit him in Cranston, where we'd bowl! and booze and
eat exotic pizzas. Or he would join me in New Y ork to run an equally exciting gamut of activities.
But today as he descended from the train, instead of greeting me with some affectionate obscenity,
he shouted.

'Oliver, you're sick.'

'Really, Philip? In your sage professional opinion, what the hell is wrong with me?

You aren't married.’

Then without expatiating further, he just turned and, leatherette valise in hand, he headed for the
exit.

Morning sunlight made the city's glass and steel seem almost friendly. So we both agreed to walk
the twenty blocksto what | jocularly called my bachelor pad. At Forty-seventh Street and Park, Phil

turned and asked, 'How have your evenings been?



'Oh, busy,' | replied.

'‘Busy, huh? That's good. Who with?

‘The Midnight Raiders.’

'‘What are they — a street gang or arock group?

'Neither. We're a bunch of lawyers volunteering time in Harlem.'

'How many nights a week?

‘Three,' | said.

Again we strolled uptown in silence.

At Fifty-third and Park, Phil broke his silence once again. 'That still leaves four free nights.'

'I've got alot of office homework too.'

'Oh, yeah, of course. We gotta do our homework." Phil was less than sympathetic to my serious
involvement with alot of burning issues (e.g., draft cards). So | had to hint at their significance.

'I'm down in Washington alot. I'm arguing a First Amendment case before the Court next month.
This high school teacher — '

'Oh, that's good, defending teachers,’ Philip said. And added oh-so-casually, 'How's Washington
for girls?

'l don't know." | shrugged and walked along.

At Sixty-first and Park, Phil Cavilleri stopped and looked mein the eye.

‘Just when the hell do you intend to plug your motor into life again?

It hasn't been that long," | said. And thought: the great philosopher who claimed that time heals
wounds neglected to impart just how much time.

‘Two years,' said Philip Cavilleri.

'Eighteen months,’ | corrected him.

"Yeah, well . . . ' he answered, gravelly voice trailing off. Betraying that he too still felt the cold
of that December day but . . . eighteen months ago.

In the remaining blocks | tried to warm things up again by touting the apartment | had rented
since he last was here.

'So thisisit?

Phil looked around, an eyebrow raised. Everything was very orderly and neat. I'd had a woman
come that morning specialy.

'What do you call the style? he asked. 'Contemporary Shitbox?



'Hey,'| said. 'My needs are very simple.'

'l should say. Most rats in Cranston live as good as this. And some live better. What the hell are
all these books?

'Legal reference volumes, Phil.'

'Of course,' he said. 'And what exactly do you do for fun — feel up the leather bindings?

I think | could successfully have argued an invasion of my privacy.

'Look, Philip, what | do when I'm alone is my own business.’

"Who denies it? But you're not alone tonight. So you and | are gonna make the social scene.’

‘The what?

"I didn't buy this fancy jacket — which you haven't complimented, by the way — to watch some
lousy film. | didn't get this suave new haircut just to make you think I'm cute. We're gonna move
and groove. We are gonna make new friends. . ."

'What kind?

"The female kind. Come on, get fancied up.’

'I'm going to the movies, Phil.’

‘The hell you are. Hey, look, | know you're out to win the Nobel Prize for suffering, but | will not
alow it. Do you hear me? | will not alow it.'

He was fulminating now.

Oliver,' quoth Philip Cavilleri, now turned priest, S.J., 'I'm here to save your soul and save your
ass. And you will heed me. Do you heed?

'Y es, Father Philip. What precisely should | do?

'Get married, Oliver.'
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We buried Jenny early one December morning. Luckily, because a huge New England storm made
snowy statues of the world by afternoon.

My parents asked me if I'd go back to Boston with them on the train. | declined politely as |
could, insisting Philip needed me or he would crack. In truth it was the other way around. Since all
my life. I'd been immured from human loss and hurt, | needed Phil to teach me how to grieve.

'Please be in touch,’ said Father.

'Yes, | will." I shook his hand and kissed my mother's cheek. The train departed northward.

At first the Cavilleri house was noisy. Relatives were |oath to let the two of us alone. But one by
one, they peeled away — for naturaly they all had families to go to. Each in parting made Phil
promise that he'd open up the shop and get to work. It's the only thing to do. He always nodded sort
of yeah.

And finally we sat there, just the two of us. There wasn't any need to move, since everyone had
stocked the kitchen with a month's supply of everything.

Now, with no distractions from the aunts or cousins, | began to feel the Novocaine of ceremony
wearing off. Before | had imagined | was hurting. Now | knew that 1'd been merely numb. The
agony was just beginning.

'Hey, you oughta get back to New Y ork," said Phil without too much conviction. | spared him the
rejoinder that: his bakery seemed rather closed. | said, 'l can't. | have aNew Year's Eve date herein

Cranston.'



'Who? he asked.

'With you,' | answered.

‘That'll be alottafun,’ he said, 'but promise me — on New Y ear's morning you'll go home.'

'Okay,' | said.

'‘Okay,' he said.

My parents called up every evening.

'No, there's nothing, Mrs Barrett,” Phil would say to her. She'd obviously asked how she could . .
. help.

'No, nothing, Father,' | would say when my turn came. 'But thanks.'

Phil showed me secret pictures. Photos that were once forbidden me by Jenny's most adamant
command.

'‘Goddammit, Phil, I don't want Oliver to see me with my braces on!'

'‘But, Jenny, you were very cute.’

'I'm cuter now," she answered, very Jenny-like. Then added, ‘And no baby pictures, either, Phil.’

'‘But why? Why not?'

'l don't want Oliver to see me fat.'

I'd watched this happy cannonade, bemused. By then we actually were married and | couldn't
possibly divorce her on the grounds of braces past.

'Hey, who's boss here? I'd remarked to Phil, to keep the action lively.

‘Take aguess.' He smiled. And put the albums back unopened.

Now today we looked. There were alot of photographs.
Prominent in all the early ones was 'T'resa Cavilleri, Philip's wife.
'She looks like Jenny.'

'She was beautiful,' he sighed.

Somewhere after Jenny's baby fat but prior to her braces, T'resa disappeared completely from the
pictures.

'l shoulda never let her drive at night,” said Phil, as if the accident in which she died had
happened just the day before.

'How did you cope? | asked. '"How could you bear it? | had asked the question selfishly to hear
what remedy he might suggest that could be balm for me.



'Who says that | could bear it? Philip answered. 'But at least | had alittle daughter . . ."

‘Totakecareof ..."

‘To take care of me," he said.

And | heard tales that in the life of Jennifer had been classified material. How she did everything
to help him. And to ease his pain. He had to let her cook. But what was worse, he had to eat her
early efforts, drawn (and quartered) from recipes in supermarket magazines. She forced him to keep
up his Wednesday bowling-with-the-fellas nights. She tried her best to make him happy.

'Isthat why you never married, Phil?

'What?

'‘Because of Jenny?

'Christ, no. She pestered me to marry — even fixed me up!’

'She did?

He nodded. 'Jeez, she must have tried to sell me every eligible Italo-American from Cranston to
Pawtucket.'

'But all losers, huh?

'No, some were nice,' he said. Which took me by surprise. '‘Miss Rinaldi, Jenny's junior high
school Englishteacher .. ."'

'Yeah? | said.

'Was very nice. We saw each other for awhile. She's married now. Threekids.'

"Y ou weren't ready, Phil, | guess.’

He looked at me and shook his head. 'Hey, Oliver — | had it once. And who the hell am | to
hope that God will give me two of what most people never get at all.'

And then he sort of looked away, regretting his betrayal of that truth to me.

On New Y ear's Day he literally pushed me on a homeward train.

'Just remember that you promised to get back to work," he said.

'You too,' | answered.

'It helps. Believe me, Oliver, it really helps.’ And then the train began to move.

Phil was right. Plunging into other people's legal problems, | found an outlet for the anger 1'd
begun to feel. Someone somehow screwed me, so | thought. Something in the world's



administration, the Establishment of Heaven. And | felt | should be doing things to set it right.
More and more | found myself attracted to 'miscarriages of justice’. And, man, right then our garden
had alot of nasty weeds.

Owing to Miranda v. Arizona (384 U.S. 436), | was a very busy boy. The Supreme Court now
acknowledged that a suspect had to be informed he could be silent till he got alawyer. | don't know
just how many had been previously hustled off to judgment — but | suddenly was angry for them
al. Like LeRoy Seeger, who aready wasin Atticawhen | got his case through Civil Liberties.

Lee had been convicted on the basis of a signed confession deftly (ah — but legally?) dlicited
from him after a long interrogation. By the time he wrote his name he wasn't sure what he was
doing except maybe now they'd let him sleep. His retrial was one of the major New Y ork cases to
invoke Miranda. And we got him sprung. A little retroactive justice.

‘Thank you, man," he said to me, and turned to kiss his tearful wife.

'Stay loose," | answered, moving off, incapable of sharing LeRoy Seeger's happiness. Besides, he
had awife. And anyway, the world was full of what in lawyers slang we call 'screwees.

Like Sandy Webber, who was dueling with his draft board to get CO. status. They were
vacillating. Sandy wasn't Quaker, so it wasn't clear that it was 'deeply held belief and not just
cowardice that made him want to not make war. Although it looked precarious, he wouldn't go to
Canada. He wanted the acknowledgment that he could own his conscience. He was gentle. And his
girl was scared as hell for him. One of his friends was doing time in Lewisburg and not enjoying it.
Let's split to Montreal, she said. | want to stay and fight, he said.

We did. We lost. Then we appealed and won. He was glad to get three years of washing dishesin
a hospital.

Y ou were just fantastic,’ Sandy and his lady sang, embracing me together. | answered, 'Keep the
faith." And started walking off to slay more dragons. | looked back just once and saw them dancing
on the sidewalk. And wished that | could smile.

Oh, | was very angry.

| worked as late as possible. | didn't like to leave the office. Everything in our apartment
somehow emanated Jenny. The piano. And her books. The furniture we picked together. Yeah, |
sort of told myself that | should move. But | got me home so late it didn't seem to matter. Gradually
| got accustomed to my solo dinners in our quiet kitchen, playing tapes alone at night — although |



never sat in Jenny's reading chair. | had even amost taught myself to get to sleep in our so-empty
bed. And so | didn't think I had to |eave the place.
Until | opened up a door.

It was Jenny's closet, which | had avoided till that day. But somehow, foolishly, | opened it. And
saw her clothing. Jenny's dresses and her blouses and her scarves. Her sweaters — even one from
high school she'd refused to toss away and used to wear, as mangy as it was, around the house. All
of it was there and Jenny wasn't. | can't tell you what | thought as | stood staring at those silk and
woolen souvenirs. Like maybe if | touched that ancient sweater | might feel a molecule of living
Jenny.

| closed the door and never opened it again.

Two weeks later Philip Cavilleri quietly packed all her stuff and took it off. He mumbled that he
knew this Catholic group that helped the poor. And just before he left for Cranston in his borrowed
baker's truck, he said in valediction, 'l won't visit you again unless you move.'

Funny. Once he had despoiled the house of everything that wakened Jenny in the mind, | found a
new apartment in a week. Small and prisonlike (the first-floor windows in New York have iron
bars, remember?), it was the not-quite basement of a brownstone where a rich producer lived. His
fancy gold-knobbed door was up a flight of steps, so people headed for his orgies never bothered
me. Also it was closer to the office and just half a block from Central Park. Obvioudly, signs were
pointing to my imminent recovery.

Still I have a serious confession.

Even though I'm in new quarters al refurnished with new posters and a brand-new bed, and
friends; more often say, "You're looking good, old buddy," there is something that I've kept of
Jenny, who was once my wife.

In the bottom drawer of the desk at home are Jenny's glasses. Y es. Both pairs of Jenny's glasses.
Because a glance at them reminds me of the lovely eyes that looked through them to look through
me.

But otherwise, as anyone who sees me never hesitates to say, I'm in terrific shape.



'Hi, my nameis Phil. I'm into baking cookies.'

Incredible! The way he'd caught the lingo, you would think that cupcakes were his hobby, not his
livelihood.

'Hi there, Phil, I'm Jan. Y our friend is cute.'

'‘And so isyours,’ said Phil, asif to all this bullshit born.

This scintillating repartee was taking place in Maxwell's Prune, a very fancy singles bar at Sixty-
fourth and First. Well, actualy, its name is Maxwell's Plum, but my pervasive cynicism shrivels up
the fruit of everybody else's optimism. Simply put, | hate the joint. | can't abide those self-styled
beautiful young swingers chattering euphorically. And coming on like they were millionaires or
literary critics. Or evenreally single.

‘Thisis Oliver,' said Philip Cavilleri, suit by Robert Hall, coiffure by Dom of Cranston, cashmere
sweater by Cardin (through Filene's basement).

'Hi, Ol," said Jan. 'Y ou're very cute. Are you a cookie-lover too?

She maybe was a model. What the magazines call statuesque. To me she looked like a giraffe.
And of course she had aroly-poly friend. Marjory, who giggled when presented.

'Do you come here often? queried Jan, the statuesque giraffe.

‘Never,' | replied.

'Y eah, that's what everybody says. | only come on weekends. I'm from out of town.'

'‘What a coincidence,’ said Phil, 'l aso hail from out of town.'

'And you? said Jan to me.



'I'm out to lunch,’ | said.

'No shit,’ said Jan.

'He means," my colleague Philip interposed, ‘we'd like to ask you both to dinner.’

‘Cool,' said Jan.

We dined in some place down the block called Flora's Rib (Gage.

'Very in,' said Jan.

But | might add not very inexpensive. Phil outwrestled me 1:0 get the check (athough he
couldn't hide his shock upon perusing it). He grandiosely paid it with his Master Charge. |
imagined he would have to sell enormous quantities of cookies for this gesture. . .

'‘Are you very rich? said giggly Marge to Phil.

'Well, let us say | am a man of means,' the Duke of Cranston answered, adding, ‘though I'm not
as cultured as my son-in-law.'

There was alittle pause. Ah, quite a sticky wicket, this.

'Son-in-law? said Jan.. 'Y ou two are, you know . . .? And she waved her bony, long-nailed hand
in interrogatory-circles.

Phil did not know how to answer, so | helped him, nodding yes.

'Hey, wow,' said Jan, 'that's far-out wild. But where's your wives?

'Well . .. uh,' said Phil, 'they're. ..’

Now another pause as Philip groped for equilibrium.

'Not in town," | said, to spare him more embarrassment.

There was another pause as Jan absorbed the scene.

‘That's cool,' she said.

Phil was looking at the murals on the walls and | was at the limit of my patience.

'Girls,' | said, 'l gottaleave.'

'‘Why? asked Jan.

'l have aporno filmto go to.' And | edged away.

'Hey, that isweird,' | heard the lissome Jan exclaim. That creep goes out to porno films alone?

'Oh, | don't go to them," | called across the crowded room. 'l act in them.’

Seconds later, Phil had reached me on the street.

'Hey, look,' he said. 'Y ou gotta start.’

'Okay, we started.'



'So then why'd you leave?
‘The utter joy was killing me,' | said.

We walked in silence.

'Look," said Philip finally. 'It was away of getting back to things.'

"There's gotta be a better way.'

‘Like what?

'Oh, | don't know,' | said facetioudly. 'I'll take an ad.'

That shut him up for several seconds. Then he said, 'Y ou did aready.'

'‘What?" | stopped and looked at him, incredulous. 'l what?"

"You know that fancy book review that Jenny used to read? | took an ad for you. Don't worry.
Real discreet. With class. Sophisticated.’

'Oh,' | said. 'Like what exactly was the essence?

'Well, sort of "New Y ork lawyer heavy into sports and anthropology —" '

"Where the hell'd you get the anthropology?

He shrugged. 'l thought it sounded intellectual.'

'Oh, great. I'm all aglow to read the answers.’

'Here,' he said. And from his pocket drew three different envelopes.

'What did they say?

'l don't read other people's mail,’ said Philip Cavilleri, staunch defender of the right to privacy.

So there, beneath an orange tungsten street lamp, my bemusement tinged with trepidation — not
to mention Philip at my shoulder — | laid bare a sample message.

Holy shit! | thought but didn't say. Phil, pretending that he wasn't reading, ssmply gasped, 'My
God!

The correspondent was indeed a person into anthropology. But this epistle was proposing pagan
rites so wild and strange that Philip nearly fainted.

It'sajoke," he mumbled feebly.

'Yes. Onyou,' | answered.

‘But who could like such weirdness, Oliver?

'Philip, it's a brave new world," | said, and smiled to camouflage my own astonishment. | tossed

the other lettersin a bin.



'Hey, I'm sorry," Philip said, after a block or two of very chastened speechlessness. 'l really didn't
know.'

| put my arm around his shoulder and began to laugh. Relieved, he chuckled too.

We wended homeward in the balmy New Y ork evening. Just the two of us. Because our wives

were. .. not in town.



It helpsto run.

It clears the mind. Releases tension. And it's socially-acceptable to do alone. So even when I'm
working on some crucia case, or if I've spent all day in court, and even if it's Washington or
anywhere, | put my sweat suit on and run.

Once upon atime | did play squash. But that requires certain other skills. Like eloquence enough
to say, ‘Nice shot' or 'Do you think well mangle Yale this year? That far transcends my current
capabilities. And so | run. Working out in Central Park, | never have to speak to anyone.

'Hey, Oliver, you s.o.b.!"

One afternoon | seemed to hear my name. Just imagination. No one ever paged me in the park.
And so | jogged along.

'Y ou goddamn Harvard snob!'

Although the world abounds with guys of that description, still | somehow sensed that | indeed
was being called. | looked back and saw my former college roommate, Stephen Simpson, '64, about
to overtake me on his bike.

'Hey, what the hell is wrong with you? he said by way of salutation.

'Simpson, what gives you the right to say that anything is wrong with me?

'Well, first, I'm now a graduated doctor; second, I'm supposed to be your friend; and third, |
leave you messages you never answer.'

'l figured med school students never havethetime. . .’



'Hey, Barrett, | was busy, but | found the time to marry Gwen. | called — | even telegrammed an
invitation to your office— and you didn't show.’

'Gee, I'm sorry, Steve, | never got the message,' | prevaricated.

'Y eah? How come you sent a wedding present two weeks later?

Jesus Chrigt, this Simpson shoulda been a lawyer! But how could | explain that al | really
wanted was a leave of absence from the human race?

'I'm sorry, Steve,' | answered, hoping he would ride on by.

Y ou're not sorry, you're pathetic'

‘Thanks. Regards to Gwen.' He didn't leave my side.

'Hey, look — don't ask me why, but Gwen would love to see you," Simpson said.

‘That's awfully masochistic. Has she seen a doctor?

'‘Me. | told her she was off her rocker. But since we can't afford the theater, you're the cheapest
way to get some laughs. How's Friday night?

'I'm busy, Simpson.’

'Sure, | know. There's aways night court. Anyway, show up at eight.’

He then accelerated by me, turning back but once. To say, as if addressing one of limited
intelligence, "That's eight p.m. this Friday night. We're in the goddamn book, so no excuses.'

'Forget it, Steve. | won't be there!'

He pretended not to hear my firm rebuttal. Goddamn arrogance to think | could be pushed

around.

Anyway, the guy in Sherry-Lehmann claimed that Chateau Lynch-Bages, though a mere fifth
growth, was very underrated and among the best Bordeaux (‘Charming, round and witty"). So | got
two bottles ('64). Even if the Simpsons would be bored to tears, they'd have a clever wine for con-
solation.

They acted pleased to see me.

'Oliver, you haven't changed a bit!'

'Y ou haven't either, Gwen!'

| noticed that they also hadn't changed their posters. Andy Warhol at his Poppiest. ('l saw so
damn much Campbell soup when | was young, I'd never hang it on the wall!" my wife remarked
when we had visited them years ago.)



We sat down on the floor. From corner speakers Paul and Art were softly asking if we were goin'
to Scarborough Fair. Stephen opened some Mondavi white. | munched innumerable pretzels as we
talked of metaphysical profundities. Like what a drag it was to be a resident, how rarely she and
Steve could have a quiet evening. And of course, did | esteem that Harvard had a chance to mangle
Y ale that year? Gwen didn't specify what sport. She could have asked if Yin would mangle Y ang.
But let it pass. The point is that they tried to make me feel that | could loosen up. It wasn't half as
bad as I'd imagined.

Then suddenly abell rang and | froze.

'What's that? | asked.

'Stay loose," said Steve. 'It's just the other guests.’

I'd accurately sensed conspiracy in that bell's timbre.

'What other guests? | asked.

'Well, actually,’ said Gwen, 'it'sjust asingle guest.'

Y ou mean aguest who's single, right? | said, now feeling like a cornered animal.

'By chance, said Steve, and left to get the door.

Dammit, this is why | never go to other people's houses! | can't endure the friends who try to
'help'. | knew the whole scenario already. This would be a former roommate or an older sister or a
classmate who was getting a divorce. Y et another ambush, dammit!

Inwardly enraged, | wanted to say, 'Fuck.' But since | didn't know Gwen well enough, | just said,
'Shit.'

‘Oliver, it's someone nice.’

'I'm sorry, Gwen. | know you both meant: well, but —*

At that very moment Steve returned with this night's sacrificia victim.

Wire glasses.

Wheat | noticed first was she was wearing rounded wire glasses. And was taking off her clothes. |
mean the jacket she was wearing, which was white.

Simpson introduced Joanna Stein, M.D., aresident in pediatrics, whom he'd gone to med school
with. They currently were slaving in the selfsame hospital. | didn't even pay enough attention to
decide if she was pretty. Someone said let's all sit down and have a drink and so we did.

Lots of small talk after that.



Gradually | noticed that Joanna Stein, M.D., besides her rounded wire glasses, had a gentle
voice. Later still 1 noticed that the thoughts articulated in that voice were sensitive and kind. I'm
glad to say there was no mention of my ‘case’. | guess the Simpsons briefed her.

'It'sacrappy life,' | heard Steve Simpson say.

"I'll drink to that,’ I said. And then | realized he and Gwen were just commiserating with Joanna
on how hard it was to be a resident.

'What do you do for recreation, Jo? said I. And wondered, Christ, | hope she doesn't think I'm
hinting that | want to ask her out.

'l go to bed," she answered.

'Oh?

'l can't helpit,' she continued. "I get home so tired | just crash and sleep for twenty hours.’

'Oh.’

There was a pause. Who now would take the ball of conversation and attempt to pass or run for
yardage? We sat in silence for what seemed a century. Until Gwen Simpson bade us come to
dinner.

May | say in total candor that although Gwen is alovely human being, she is not exactly gifted in
the culinary arts. Sometimes when she simply boils up water it can taste all burned. Tonight was no
exception. One could even claim she'd . . . overdone herself. But still | ate, in order not to have to
talk. At least there were two doctors present should my stomach later need emergency attention.

And as things wore on, as we were savoring — would you believe — a cheesecake that seemed
charcoal broiled, Joanna Stein inquired, 'Oliver?

Thanks to my experience in cross-examination, | responded quickly.

'Yes?

'Do you like opera?

Dammit, that's a tricky question, | thought inwardly, while racing to consider what she might
intend. Would she want to speak of operas like Bohéme or Traviata, works in which, by chance, a
lady diesin the finale? Just to offer me catharsis, maybe? No, she couldn't be that gauche. But any-
way, the room was hushed awaiting my reply.

'Oh, | don't mind opera,’ | replied, then shrewdly covering all bases, added, 'l just don't dig
anything Italian, French or German.’

'‘Good,' she said, unfazed. Could she have meant the Chinese opera?



'‘Merritt's singing Purcell Tuesday night.'

Dammit, | forgot to rule out English too! Now I'd probably got involved in taking her to some
damn Limey opera.

'Sheila Merritt's this year's big soprano,’ Stephen Simpson said, now double-teaming me.

'‘And she's singing Dido and Aeneas," added Gwen, thus making it a three-on-one encounter.
(Dido — yet another girl who dies because the guy she went with was a selfish bastard!)

‘That sounds great,’ | said, capitulating. Though inwardly | cursed both Steve and Gwen. And
most of al, Chateau Lynch-Bages, for weakening my first intention, which was to say that any
music made me sick.

'Oh, I'm pleased,’ Joanna said. 'lI've got two seats. . .'

Ah, hereit comes.

"...but Steve and | are both on duty. | was hoping you and Gwen could use the tickets.'

'‘Gwen would really dig it, Oliver,' said Steve, his tone of voice implying that his wife deserved a
break.

"Yeah, fine,' | said. Then realizing | should act a little more enthused, | told Joanna, 'Thanks a
lot.'

'I'm glad that you can go,’ she said. 'Please tell my parents that you saw me and I'm still aive!'

What was this? | now cringed inwardly, while picturing a seat adjoining the aggressive ('Like my
daughter?) mother of Joanna Stein.

‘They're in the strings,’ she said, and hurried out with Steve.

Sitting there with Gwen, | thought of punishing myself for my absurd behavior. So | tried to
chew another piece of charcoal cheesecake.

'Where the hell is"Strings'? | asked her.

‘Usually it's eastward of the woodwinds. Joanna's mother's aviolist and her father plays the cello
with the New Y ork City Opera.’

'Oh," | said, and took a mouthful more of punishment.

A pause.

'‘Wasit really al that painful meeting Jo? she asked.

| looked at her.

And answered, 'Yeah.



When | am laid . . .

Thus begins the song that was the hit of 1689. The problem with an English opera is that
sometimes you can understand the words.

When | am laid —

Am laid in earth

May my wrongs create no trouble —

No trouble in thy breast . . .

Dido, queen of Carthage, was about to self-destruct and feel the need to tell the world about it in
an aria. The music was fantastic and the text antique. Sheilla Merritt sang it brilliantly and well
deserved al her ovations. Finally she died definitively, dancing Cupids scattered roses, and the cur-
tain fell.

'Hey, Gwen, I'm glad | came,’ | said, aswe arose.

'Let'sthank our benefactors,’ she replied.

We threaded through the people moving out and reached the orchestra.

'Where's Steve? said Mr Stein as he was covering his cello. He had flowing grayish hair that
didn't seem acquainted with a comb.

'He's on duty with Joanna,” Gwen replied. 'Thisis Oliver, afriend of hers.' (She didn't have to put
it: quite that way!) At this moment, bearing her viola, Mrs Stein approached. Sort of small and
stocky, though her effervescent manner made her quite attractive.

'‘Are you holding court. King Stein?



'‘As usual, my dear,' he answered, adding, 'Gwen you've met. And thisis Oliver, afriend of Jo's.’

'Nice to meet you. How's our daughter?

'Fine," retorted Mr Stein, before | could respond.

'l didn't ask you, did I, Stein? said Mrs Stein.

‘Joisfine,' | said, not quite in sync with all their badinage. 'And thank you for the seats.’

'Did you enjoy it? Mrs Stein inquired.

'Of course. It was terrific!’ said her husband.

'Who asked you? said Mrs Stein.

'I'm answering for him because I'm a professional. And | can tell you Merritt was superb.’

Then back to me, 'Old Purcell could write music, huh? That finale — all those great chromatic
changes in the downward tetrachord!"

'Perhaps he didn't notice, Stein,' said Mrs Stein.

'He had to. Merritt sang the thing four times!'

'‘Excuse him, Oliver,' said Mrs Stein to me. He's only crazy when it comes to music'

"What else is there? Stein retorted, adding, 'Everyone's invited Sunday. Our place. Half past
five. That'swhen welll really play.'

'We can't,’ said Gwen, at last returning to the conversation. 'It's Stephen’s parents anniversary.'

'Okay,' said Mr Stein. 'Then Oliver —*

'He may have other plans,’ said Mrs Stein to help me off the hook.

'Who are you to talk for him? said Stein to Mrs Stein with righteous indignation. And then to
me, 'Show up around five-thirty. Bring your instrument.’

Theonly thing | play ishockey,' | replied, in hope that | would gross him out.

"Then bring your stick,' said Mr Stein. "We'll put you by the ice cubes. See you Sunday, Oliver.'

'How'd it go? said Steve, when | deposited his wife.

"Wonderful," Gwen rhapsodized. 'Y ou missed a great performance.’

'What did Barrett think? he asked, though | was standing there. | wanted to refer him to my
newfound spokesman, Mr Stein, but simply mumbled, ‘It was good.'

‘That's good,' said Steve.

But inwardly | paraphrased the late Queen Dido as | thought, Now | am screwed.



Sunday came. And naturally, | didn't want to go. But fate did not come through for me. | didn't get
an urgent message on an urgent case. | didn't get a call from Phil. | didn't even get the flu. Thus,
lacking an excuse — and carrying a large bouquet — | found myself on Riverside and Ninety-
fourth. Outside the door of Louis Stein.

'‘Aha,’ sang out the host when he espied my floral offering. "Y ou shouldn't have." And then called
out to Mrs Stein, 'It's Oliver — he brought me flowers!’

She came trotting up and kissed me on the cheek.

'‘Come in and meet the music mafiosi,” Mr Stein commanded. And he put his arm around my
shoulder.

Ten or twelve musicians were installed at music stands around the room. Chattering and tuning
up. Tuning up and chattering. The mood was upbeat and the volume loud. The only fancy piece of
furniture was alarge and brightly polished black piano. Through a massive window | could see the
Hudson River and the Palisades.

| shook everybody's hand. Most were sort of grown-up hippies. Except the younger ones, who
looked like younger hippies. Why the hell had | put on atie?

'Where's Jo? | asked to be polite.

'She's on till eight,’ said Mr Stein, 'but meet her brothers. Marty plays the horn and David winds
and flute. You notice they rebelled against their parents. Jo's the only one who even touched a
string.'



Both were tall and shy. But brother David was so timid he just waved his clarinet in greeting.
Marty shook my hand. 'Welcome to the music zoo," he said.

'l don't know anything about it, Marty," | confessed uneasily. 'Say "pizzicato" and I'd tell you that
it'svea with cheese.'

Itis, itis, sad Mr Stein. '‘And stop apologizing. Y ou're not the first who only came to listen.'

'‘No? | asked.

'Of course not. My late father couldn't read a note.'

‘Oliver, please tell him that we're waiting,” Mrs Stein called out, 'or else you come and play the
cello.

'Patience, darling,’ said the host. 'I'm making sure he feels at home.'

I feel at home," | said obligingly. He stuffed me in a floppy chair, then hurried back to join the
orchestra.

It was fascinating. | just sat there watching what my preppie buddies might describe as weirdos
making lovely music. Now a Mozart, now Vivaldi, then aguy called Lully | had never heard of.

After Lully came a Monteverdi and the best pastrami | had ever tasted. In the food break, tall,
shy brother David whispered to me in clandestine tones.

'Isit true that you're a hockey player?

'Was,' | said.

‘Then can | ask you something?

‘Sure!’

'How did the Rangers do today?

'Geg, | forgot,' | said, and clearly disappointed him. How could | explain that Oliver the former
hockey maniac was so immersed in legal research he forgot to watch the Rangers beat or lose to his
once daily worshipped punching Boston Bruins?

Then Joanna came and kissed me. Actually, it must have been aritual. She kissed everybody.

'Have they driven you insane?

'No,' | said. 'I'm really having fun.'

And suddenly it struck me that | wasn't even lying. The harmony | had enjoyed that evening
wasn't just the music. It was everywhere. The way they talked. The way they complimented one
another on the execution of a tricky passage. All 1'd ever known remotely like this was when

Harvard hockey jocks would psych each other up to go and trample people.



Only here they were psyched up just playing music side by side. Everywhere | sensed so
goddamn much . . . affection.

| had never visited aworld like this.

Except with Jenny.

'Get your fiddle, Jo,' said Mr Stein.

'‘Are you crazy? sheretorted. 'I'm so out of shape —'

'Y ou practice medicine too much," he said. 'Y ou should be giving music equal time. Besides, I've
saved the Bach especially for you.'

'No," Joanna answered firmly.

'‘Come on. Oliver's been waiting just to hear you." Now she blushed. | tried to signal, but to no
avail.

Mr Stein then turned to me. 'Tell your friend my daughter to tune up her violin.' Before | could
react, Joanna, now a maraschino, ceased protesting.

'Okay, Daddy, have it your way. But it won't sound good.'

It will, it will,;” he answered. Then as she went off, he turned to me again. 'You like the
Brandenburgs?

Inwardly | tightened. For these Bach concertos were among the few | did know. Had | not
proposed to Jenny after she had played the Fifth and we were walking by the river back at Harvard?
Had that music not been something of a prelude to our marriage? The very thought of hearing it
began an ache.

'Well? asked Mr Stein. Then | realized | had not responded to his friendly query.

'Yes,'| sad, 'l like the Brandenburgs. Which one are you doing?

'All! Why should we show afavorite?

'I'm just playing one," his daughter called, affecting pique. She now was seated with the violins,
engaged in dialogue with some old gentleman who shared her stand. The group was tuning up
again. But as the intermission had been laced with booze, the volume was a good deal higher than
before.

Mr Stein had now decided to conduct. 'What has Lenny Bernstein got on me? A better hairdo!”
He tapped his podium, a TV set.

'‘Now,' he said, Ms accent suddenly Germanic, 'l vant sharp attack. Y ou hear me? Sharp.’

The orchestrawas poised. He raised his pencil for the downbest.



| held my breath and hoped | would survive.

Then suddenly the guns went off.

| mean a kind of fist artillery upon the door. Too loud and — if | may so judge — quite out of
rhythm.

'‘Open up!" a semihuman voice bellowed.

'Police? | asked of Jo, who suddenly was at my side.

‘They're never in the neighborhood." She smiled. 'It's much too dangerous. No, it's Godzilla from
upstairs. His real name's Temple and he's anti-life."

'‘Open up!!"

| looked around. There were some twenty of us, yet the orchestra seemed cowed. This guy
Godzillamust be pretty dangerous. Anyway, Lou Stein unbolted.

'‘Goddamn hell, you s.0.b.s, | tell you every freakin' Sunday — cut the noise!

This he said while looming over Mr Stein. 'Godzilla was indeed quite apt. He was a huge and
hairy creature.

'But, Mr Temple,' Mr Stein replied, ‘we always end our Sunday sessionsright at ten.’

'Shit!" the monster snorted.

"Yes, | noticed you had left that out,’ said Mr Stein.

Temple glared at him. 'Don't push me, creep. I've reached the boilin' point with you!" Hatred
smoldered in Godzilla's tones. | sensed his goa in life was to aggress; his neighbor Mr Stein. And
now he was about to make a dream come true.

Stein's two sons, though clearly frightened, moved to join their father.

Temple ranted on. And now, with Mrs Stein already by her husband's side, Joanna slipped away
from me and headed for the door. (To fight? To bind the wounds?) It al was happening so fast.
And coming to a head.

‘Goddammit, don't you lousy bastards know that it's against the law disturbin' other people's
peace.’

'Excuse me, Mr Temple, | think you're the one who's violating peopl€e's rights.'

I just spoke those words! Before | even realized | was going to pronounce them. And, what
surprised me more, | had risen and begun approaching the unwanted visitor. Who now turned to
me.

'What's your problem, blondie? said the animal.



| noticed he was several inches taller and had forty pounds (at least) on me. But hopefully not al
of it was muscle.

| motioned to the Steins to let me handle this. But they remained.

‘Mr Temple,' | continued, 'have you ever heard of section forty of the Crimina Code? That's
trespassing. Or section seventeen — that's threatening bodily harm? Or section —

' Whatta you — a cop? he grunted. Clearly he had known afew.

‘Just alawyer,' | replied, 'but | could send you up theriver for alengthy rest.'

"You're bluffin',’ Temple said.

'No. But if you're anxious to resolve this issue sooner, there's another process.'

'Y eah, you fruit?

He flexed his looming muscles. Behind me | could sense the orchestra's anxiety. And inside, a
scintilla of my own. But till | camly took my jacket off, and spoke sotto voce with extreme
politeness.

'Mr Temple, if you don't evaporate, I'll ssimply have to slowly — as one intellectual to another —
beat your Silly Putty brains out.'

After the intruder's quite precipitous departure, Mr Stein broke out champagne (‘imported
straight from California). The orchestra then voted to perform the loudest piece they knew, a very
spirited rendition of Tchaikovsky's 1812 Overture. In which | even played an instrument: the
cannon (empty ash can).

Several hours later — all too soon — the party ended.

'‘Come again,’ said Mrs Stein.

'Of course he will,' said Mr Stein.

"What makes you so sure? she asked.

'Helovesus,' Louis Stein replied.

And that was that.

No one had to tell me that my duty was to take Joanna home. Although the hour was late, she
dtill insisted that we take the number-five bus that goes down Riverside and ultimately snakes
across to Fifth. She was sort of tired from her hours of work. And yet: her mood was up.

'God, you were fantastic, Oliver,' she said. And put her hand on mine.

| tried to ask myself just what | felt about her touch.

And couldn't get an answer.



Joanna still was bubbly.

‘Temple won't dare show hismug again!’ she said.

'Hey, listen, Jo — it doesn't take much brainsto call a bully's bluff.'

I'd used my hands to gesture and they now were disengaged from hers. (Relief?)

But «ill ... "

She didn't finish. Maybe it began to puzzle her the way | kept insisting | was just a stupid jock.
My only purpose was to let her know | wasn't really worth her time. | mean she was so nice. And
kind of pretty. Well, at least z. normal guy with normal feelings would have found her so.

She had a fourth-floor walk-up near the hospital. As we stood outside her door, | noticed she was
shorter than she'd seemed at first. | mean she had to ook straight up at me to talk.

| also noticed that my breath was kind of short. It couldn't be from climbing stairs (I run a lot,
remember). And | began to feel the vaguest sense of panic as | talked to this intelligent and gentle
doctor lady.

Maybe she'd imagine that | liked her more than just platonically. What if maybe —

‘Oliver,' Joannasaid, 'l'd liketo ask you in. But | go on at six am.’

'‘Another time,' | said. And suddenly could feel more oxygen within my lungs.

'l ' hope so, Oliver.'

She kissed me. On the cheek. (They were a bunch of touchers, her whole family.)

'‘Good night,’ she said.

I'll call you,' I replied.

'l had alovely evening.'

'l did too.'

And yet | was ineffably unhappy.

Walking back that night, | came to the conclusion that | needed a psychiatrist.



'Let's begin by leaving out King Oedipus completely.’

Thus began my well-prepared self-introduction to the doctor. Finding a reliable psychiatrist
involves a simple set of moves. First you call up friends who are physicians and you tell them that a
friend of yours could use some help. Then they recommend a doctor for this troubled person.
Finally, you walk around the phone two hundred times, you dial, and make your first appointment.

‘Look," | rambled on, 'I've had the courses arid | know the jargon we could toss around. How we
could label my behavior with my father when | married Jenny. | mean all the things that Freud
would say is not the stuff | want to hear.'

Dr Edwin London, though 'extremely fine', according to the guy who recommended him, was
not, however, too inclined to lengthy sentences.

'Why are you here? he asked without expression.

Then | got scared. My opening remarks had gone okay, but here we were already in the cross-
examination.

Why exactly was | there? What did | want to hear? | swallowed and replied so softly that the
words were barely audible to me.

'Why | can't feel.’

He waited silently.

'Since Jenny died, | just can't feel athing. Yeah, now and then a twinge of hunger. TV dinners
take quick care of that. But otherwise. . . for eighteen months. . . | have felt absolutely nothing.'



He listened as | struggled to dredge up my thoughts. They poured out helter-skelter in a stream of
hurt. | feel so terrible. Correction, | feel nothing. Which isworse. I'm lost without her. Philip helps.
No, Phil can't realty help. Although he tries. Feel nothing. Almost two whole years. | can't respond
to normal human beings.

Now silence. | was sweating.

'Sexual desire? asked the doctor.

'‘None,' | said. And then to make it even clearer, 'Absolutely nothing.’

No immediate reply. Was London shocked? | couldn't read his face. So then, because it was so
obvious to both of us, | said:

'‘No one hasto tell methat it's guilt.’

Then Dr Edwin London spoke his longest sentence of the day.

'‘Doyoufed ... responsible for Jenny's death?

Did | feel responsible for Jenny's death? | thought immediately of my compulsive wish to die the
day that Jenny did. But that was transient. | know | didn't give my wife, lukemia. And yet . . .

'Maybe. For awhile | guess| did. But basically my anger was against myself. For all the things |
should have done while she was till dive.'

There was a pause and Dr London said, 'Such as?

| talked again of my estrangement from my family. How | had let the circumstances of my
marriage to a girl of dightly (hugely!) different social background be a declaration of my
independence. Watch, Big Daddy Rich-with-Bucks, I'll make it on my goddamn own.

Except one thing. | made it rough on Jenny. Not just emotionally. Though that was bad enough,
considering her passion when it came to honoring your parents. But even worse was my refusal to
take anything from them. To me this was a source of pride. But shit, to Jenny, who'd grown up in
poverty, what could be new and wonderful about not having money in the bank?

'‘And just to serve my arrogance, she had to make so many sacrifices.

'Do you think she thought of them as sacrifices? asked London, probably intuiting that Jenny
never once complained.

'Doctor, what she may have thought no longer isthe point.'

He looked at me.

For half asecond | was frightened | might . . . cry.

‘Jenny's dead and only now | see how selfishly | acted.’



There was a pause.

'How? he asked.

'We were graduating. Jenny had this scholarship to France. When we decided to get married
there was never any question. We just knew we'd stay in Cambridge and 1'd go to law school. Why?*

There was another silence. Dr London did not speak. So | continued ranting.

'Why the hell did that appear the only logical alternative? My goddamn arrogance! To just
assume my life was more important!'

‘There were things you couldn't know,' said Dr London. It was a gauche attempt to mollify my
guilt.

'Still 1 knew — goddammit — that she'd never been to Europe! Couldn't | have gone with her
and been alawyer one year later?

Maybe he might think this was some ex post facto guilt from reading women's lib material. It
wasn't that. | didn't hurt so much from stopping Jenny's 'higher studies, but for keeping her from
tasting Paris. Seeing London. Feeling Italy. 'Do you understand? | asked. There was another pause.

'Are you prepared to spend some time on this? he asked. 'That's why | came.' "'Tomorrow, five
o'clock? | nodded. And he nodded. | |ft.

| walked along Park Avenue to get myself together. And to gear myself for what would lie
ahead. Tomorrow we would start the surgery. Incisions in the soul | knew would hurt. 1 was

prepared for that.

| only wondered what the hell 1'd find.



It took about aweek to get to Oedipus.

Who has a palace on the Harvard campus: Barrett Hall.

'My family donated it to buy respectability.'

'"Why? Dr London asked.

'‘Because our money isn't clean. Because my ancestors were pioneers in sweatshop labor. Our
philanthropy isjust arecent hobby.'

Curiousto say, | learned this not from any book about the Barretts, but . . . at Harvard.

When | was a college senior, | needed distribution credits. Hence along with hordes of others |
took Soc. Sci. 108, American Industrial Development. The teacher was a so-called radical
economist named Donald Vogel. He had aready earned a place in Harvard history by interweaving
al his data with obscenities. Furthermore, his course was famed because it was a total gut.

('l don't believe in blanking blanking blank examinations,’ Vogel said. The masses cheered.)

It would be an understatement to report the hall was packed. It overflowed with lazy jocks and
zealous pre-med students, all in quest of lack of work.

Usually, despite Don Vogel's indigo vocabulary, most of us would get some extra zzz's or read
the Crimson. Then one day, unfortunately, | tuned in. The subject was the early U.S. textile
industry, alikely soporific.

'‘Blank, when it comes to textiles, many blanking "noble" Harvard names played very sordid

roles. Take, for instance, Amos Brewster Barrett, Harvard class of 1794 . . ."



Holy shit — my family! Did Vogel know that | was out there listening? Or did he give this
lecture to his mob of students every year?

| scrunched down in my seat as he continued.

'In 1814, Amos and some other Harvard cronies joined forces to bring the industrial revolution to
Fal River, Massachusetts. They built the first big textile factories. And "took care" of al their
workers. It's called paternalism. For morals sake, they housed the girls recruited from the distant
farmsin dormitories. Of course the company deducted half their meager pay for food and lodging.

‘The little ladies worked an eighty-hour week. And naturally the Barretts taught them to be
frugal. "Put your money in the bank, girls." Guess who aso owned the banks?

| longed to metamorphose into a mosquito, just to buzz away.

Orchestrated by an even more than usua cascade of epithets, Don Vogel chronicled the growth
of Barrett enterprise. He continued for the better (or the worse) part of an hour.

In the early nineteenth century, half the workers in Fall River were mere children. Some as
young as five. The kids took home two bucks a week, the women three, the men a princely seven
and a half.

But not all cash, of course. Part was paid to them in coupons. Valid only in the Barrett stores. Of
course.

Vogel gave examples of how bad conditions were. For instance, in the weaving room, humidity
improves the quality of cloth. So owners would inject more steam into their plants. And in the peak
of summer, windows were kept closed to keep the warp and filling damp. This did not endear the
Barretts to the workers.

'‘And dig this blanking blanking fact,” Don Vogel fumed. 'It wasn't bad enough with all the
squalor and the filth — or all those accidents not covered by the slightest compensation — but their
blanking pay went down! The Barrett profits soared and yet they cut the blanking workers' pay!
'Cause each new wave of immigrants would work for even less!

'‘Blank blank blanking blanking blank!

Later that semester | was grinding in the Radcliffe Library. There | met a girl. Jenny Cavilleri,
'64. Her father was a pastry chef from Cranston. Her late mother, T'resa Verna Cavilleri, was the
daughter of Sicilians who had emigrated to . . . Fall River, Massachusetts.

'Now can you understand why | resent my family?



There was a pause.
'Five o'clock tomorrow,' Dr London said.



| ran.

When | |€eft the doctor's office | felt much more angry and confused than when | had begun. And
thus the only therapy for therapy seemed to be running hard in Central Park. Since our chance
reunion | had managed to con Simpson into working out with me. So whenever hospital
commitments gave him time, we'd meet and circumambulate the reservoir.

Happily, he never asked me if | ever followed up with Miss Joanna Stein. Did she ever tell him?
Had she diagnosed me too? Anyway, the subject was conspicuously absent from our dialogues.
Frankly, | think Steve was satisfied that | was talking to humanity again. | never bullshit with my
friendsand so | told him | had started seeing a psychiatrist, | didn't offer details and he didn't ask.

This afternoon, my session with the doctor had me very agitated and unwittingly | ran too fast for
Steve. After just asingle lap, he had to stop.

'Hey, man, you go thisone alone," he puffed. 'I'll pick you up on number three.'

| was pretty tired too, and so | slowly jogged to get my own breath back. Nonetheless, | trotted
by some of the many athletes who appear at eventide in multicolored, multiformed and multipaced
variety. Of course the New York club guys would go by me like a shot. And all the high school
studs could dust me off. But even when | jogged | did my share of passing: senior citizens, fat
ladies and most children under twelve.

Now | was flagging and my vision slightly blurred. Sweat got in my eyes and all | vaguely could
perceive of those | passed was shape and size and color of their plumage. Hence | can't accurately

say just who was running to and fro. Until theincident | now relate.



A form was visible some eighty yards ahead of me, the sweatsuit blue Adidas (i.e.,, quite
expensive) and the pace respectable. I'll groove along and gradually pick off this. .. girl? Or elsea
slender boy with long blond hair.

| didn't gain, so | accelerated toward the blue Adidas. It took twenty seconds to get close. Indeed,
it wasagirl. Or else aguy with afantastic ass— and | would have another issue to discuss with Dr
London. But no, as | drew nearer still, | definitely saw a slender lady whose blond tresses were a-
blowing in the wind. Okay, Barrett, make like you're Bob Hayes and pass this runner with panache.
| revved up, shifted gears and gracefully gunned by. Now on to newer challenges. Up ahead |
recognized that burly opera singer whom | regularly took in stride. Mr Baritone, you're Oliver's
next victim.

Then afigure passed me in aflash of blue. It had to be a sprinter from the Millrose Club. But no.
The azure form was that same nylon-packaged female whom I'd calculated to be twenty yards
behind me. But now she was ahead again. Perhaps it was some new phenom | should have read
about. | shifted gears again to get another look. It wasn't easy. | was tired, she was going pretty
well. | caught up at last. Her front was even nicer than her back.

'Hey — are you some champion? | inquired.

'Why do you ask? she said, not very out of breath.

Y ou went right by melikeashot . . ."

Y ou weren't going all that fast,” she answered.

Hey, was that supposed to be an insult? Who the hell was she?

'Hey, was that supposed to be an insult?

'Only if you've got afragile ego,’ she replied.

Although my confidence is shatterproof, | nonetheless was pissed.

"You're pretty cocky,' | replied.

'Was that supposed to be an insult? she inquired.

It was,' | said. Not masking it, as she did.

'Would you rather run alone? she asked.

'l would,' | said.

'‘Okay,' she said. And sprinted suddenly ahead. Now she was smoking — obviously just a ploy —
but | was damned if 1'd be bluffed. Acceleration now took total effort. But | caught her.

'Hi.'



'l thought you wanted solitude,’ she said.

Breath was short and hence the dialogue was likewise.

"What team do you run for?

‘None," she said. 'l only run to help my tennis.'

'‘Ah, thetotal jock,' | said, deliberately to slight her femininity.

'Yes,' she said demurely. 'And yourself, are you the total prick?

How to deal with this, especially when straining to keep running at her pace?

'Yes,' | managed. Which in retrospect was just about the wisest thing | could have said. 'How's
your tennis, anyway?

Y ou wouldn't want to play me.'

'Yes| would.'

'Y ou would? she said. And slowed — thank God — to walk.

‘Tomorrow?

'Sure,’ | puffed.

‘At six? The Gotham Tennis Club on Ninety-fourth and First.'

‘I work till six," | said. 'How's seven?

'No, | meant the morning,' she replied.

'Six am.? Who plays at six am.? | said.

'We do — unless you chicken out,’ she answered.

'Oh, not at all,’ | said, regaining breath and wit near simultaneously.

She smiled at that. She had alot of teeth.

‘That's fine. The court's reserved for Marcie Nash — who, by the way, is me.'

And then she offered me her hand. To shake, not to kiss, of course. Unlike what | had readied
for, she didn't have ajock-like, crushing grip. It was normal. Even delicate.

'‘And may | know your name? she said.

| thought I'd be atrifle jocular.

‘Gonzales, madam. Pancho B. Gonzales.'

'Oh," she said, 'l knew it wasn't Speedy Gonzales.'

'‘No," | said, surprised she'd heard about the legendary Speedy, the protagonist of many filthy
jokesin many filthy locker rooms.

'‘Okay, Pancho, six am. But don't forget to bring your ass.'



'Why? | queried.

‘Naturaly, she said, 'so | can whipit.'

| could counter that.

'Of course. And naturally, you'll bring the balls?

'Of course,’ she said. ‘A lady in New York is lost without them.'
With that she ran off at a sprint that Jesse Owens would have envied.



At 5 am. New York is dark both physically and metaphorically. From down the block, its second
floor illuminated, the tennis club seemed like a baby's night light for the sleeping city. | entered,
signed the register, and was directed to the locker rooms. Yawning constantly, | changed and
strolled cut to the playing area. Lights from all those: tennis courts near blinded me. And every one
was in full use. These go-go Gothamites about to start their frantic day all seemed to need a frantic
tennis session to prepare them for the Game Out There.

Anticipating that Miss Marcie Nash would wear the chicest tennis togs available, | clad 