THE ICE WAGON GOING
DOWN THE STREET

s
@%v’that they are out of world affairs and back where they started,

Peter Frazier’s wife says, “Everybody else did well in the international thing

except us.”

“You have to be crooked,” he tells her.

“Or smart. Pity we weren’t.”

It is Sunday morning. They sit in the kitchen, drinking their coffee,
slowly, remembering the past. They say the names of people as if they were
magic. Peter thinks, Agnes Brusen, but there are hundreds of other names.
As a private married joke, Peter and Sheilah wear the silk dressing gowns
they bought in Hong Kong. Each thinks the other a peacock, rather splen-
did, but they pretend the dressing gowns are silly and worn in fun.

Peter and Sheilah and their two daughters, Sandra and Jennifer, are vis-
iting Peter’s unmarried sister, Lucille. They have been Lucille’s guests sev-
enteen weeks, ever since they returned to Toronto from the Far East. Their
big old steamer trunk blocks a cotner of the kitchen, making a problem of
the refrigerator door; but even Lucille says the trunk may as well stay where
it is, for the present. The Fraziers’ future is so unsettled; everything is still
in the air.

Lucille has given her bedroom to her two nieces, and sleeps on a camp
cot in the hall. The parents have the living-room divan. They have no priv-
ileges here; they sleep after Lucille has seen the last television show that in-
terests her. In the hall closet their clothes are crushed by winter overcoats.

They know they are being judged for the first time. Sandra and Jennifer are
waiting for Sheilah and Peter to decide. They are waiting to-learn where
these exotic parents will fly to next. What sort of climate will Sheilah con-
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sider? What job will Peter consent to accept? When the parents are ready,
the children will make a decision of their own. It is just possible that San-
dra and Jennifer will choose to stay with their aunt.

The peacock parents are watched by wrens. Lucille and her nieces are
much the same—sandy-colored, proudly plain. Neither of the girls has the
father's insouciance or the mother’s appearance—her height, her carriage,
her thick hair and sky-blue eyes. The children are more cautious than their
parents; more Canadian. When they saw their aunt’s apartment they had
been away from Canada nine years, ever since they were two and four; and
Jennifer, the elder, said, “Well, now we’re home.” Her voice is nasal and flat.
Where did she learn that voice? And why should this be home? Peter’s an-
swer to anything about his mystifying children is, “It must be in the blood.”

On Sunday morning Lucille takes her nieces to church. It seems to be the
only condition she imposes on her relations: The children must be decent.
The girls go willingly, with their new hats and purses and gloves and coral
bracelets and strings of peatls. The parents, ramshackle, sleepy, dim in the
brain because it is Sunday, sit down to their coffee and privacy and talk of
the past.

“We weren’t crooked,” says Peter. “We weren't even smart.”

Sheilah’s head bobs up; she is no drowner. It is wrong to say they have
nothing to show for time. Sheilah has the Balenciaga. It is a black afternoon
dress, stiff and boned at the waist, long for the fashions of now, but neither
Sheilah nor Peter would change a thread. The Balenciaga is their talisman,
their treasure; and after they remember it they touch hands and think that
the years are not behind them but hazy and marvelous and still to be lived.

The first place they went to was Paris. In the early fifties the pick of the
international jobs was there. Peter had inherited the last scrap of money he
knew he was ever likely to see, and it was enough to get them over: Sheilah
and Peter and the babies and the steamer trunk. To their joy and astonish-
ment they had money n the bank. They said to each other, “It should last
a year.” Peter was fastidious about the new job; he hadn’t come all this dis-
tance to accept just anything. In Paris he met Hugh Taylot, who was earn-
ing enough smuggling gasoline to keep his wife in Paris and a girl in Rome.
That impressed Peter, because he remembered Taylor as a sour scholarship
student without the slightest talent for life. Taylor had a job, of course. He
hadn’t said to himself, I'll go over to Europe and smuggle gasoline. It gave
Peter an idea; he saw the shape of things. First you catch your fish. Later, at
an international party, he met Johnny Hertzberg, who told him Germany
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was the place. Hertzberg said that anyone who came out of\Germany broke
now was too stupid to be here, and deserved to be back home at a desk.
Peter nodded, as if he had already thought of that. He began to think about
Germany. Paris was fine for a holiday, but it had been picked clean. Yes,
Glermany. His money was running low. He thought about Germany quite
alot.

That winter was moist and delicate; so fragile that they daren’t speak of
it now. There seemed to be plenty of everything and plenty of time. They
were living the dream of a marriage, the fabric uncut, nothing slashed or
spoiled. All winter they spent their money, and went to parties, and talked
about Peter’s future job. It lasted four months. They spent their money,
lived in the future, and were never as happy again.

After four months they were suddenly moved away from Paris, but not
to Germany—to Geneva. Peter thinks it was because of the incident at the
Trudeau wedding at the Ritz. Paul Trudeau was a Frerich-Canadian Peter
had known at school and in the Navy. Trudeau had turned into a snob,
proud of his career and his Paris connections. He tried to make the differ-
ence felt, but Peter thought the difference was only for strangers. At the
wedding reception Peter lay down on the floor and said he was dead. He
held a white azalea in a brass pot on his chest, and sang, “Oh, hear us when
we cry to Thee for those in peril on the sea.” Sheilah bent over him and said,
“Peter, darling, get up. Pete, listen, every single person who can do some-
thing for you is in this room. If you love'me, you'll get up.”

“Ido love you,” he said, ready to engage in a serious conversation. “She’s
so beautiful,” he told a second face. “She’s nearly as tall as I am. She was a
model in London. I met her over in London'in the war. I met her there in
the war.” He lay on his back with the azalea on his chest, explaining their
history. A waiter took the brass pot away, and after Peter had been hauled
to his feet he knocked the waiter down. Trudeau’s bride, who was freshly
out of an Ursuline convent, became hysterical; and even though Paul

Trudeau and Peter were old acquaintances, Trudeau never spoke to him
again. Peter says now that French-Canadians always have that bit of spite.
He says Trudeau asked the embassy to interfere. Luckily, back home there
were still a few people to whom the name “Frazier” meant something, and
it was to these people that Peter appealed. He wrote letters saying that a
French-Canadian combine was preventing his getting a decent job, and

could anything be done? No one answered directly, but it was clear that

THE ICE WAGON GOING DOWN THE STREET «% 195

what they settled for was exile to Geneva: a season of meditation and re-
morse, as he explained to Sheilah, and it was managed tactfully, through Lu-
cille. Lucille wrote that a friend of hers, May Fergus, now a secretary in
Geneva, had heard about a job. The job was filing pictures in the informa-
tion service of an international agency in the Palais des Nations. The pay
was so-so, but Lucille thought Peter must be getting fed up doing nothing.

Peter often asks his sister now who put her up to it—what important
person told her to write that letter suggésting Peter go to Geneva?

“Nobody,” says Lucille. “I mean, nobody in the way you mean. I really
did have this girl friend working there, and I knew you must be running
through your money pretty fast in Paris.”

“It must have been somebody pretty high up,” Peter says. He looks at his
sister admiringly, as he has often looked at his wife.

Peter’s wife had loved him in Paris. Whatever she wanted in marriage she
found that winter, there. In Geneva, where Peter was a file clerk and they
lived in a furnished flat, she pretended they were in Paris and life was still
the same. Often, when the children were at supper, she changed as though
she and Peter were dining out. She wore the Balenciaga, and put candles on
the card table where she and Peter ate their meal. The neckline of the dress
was soiled with makeup. Peter remembers her dabbing on the makeup with
a wet sponge. He remembers her in the kitchen, in the soiled Balenciaga,
patting on the makeup with a filthy sponge. Behind her, at the kitchen table,
Sandra and Jennifer, in buttonless pajamas and bunny slippers, ate their sup-

per of marmalade sandwiches and milk. When the children were asleep, the

_ parents dined solemnly, ritually, Sheilah sitting straight as a queen.

It was a mysterious period of exile, and he had to wait for signs, or sig-
nals, to know when he was free to leave. He never saw the job any other way.
He forgot he had applied for it. He thought he had been sent to Geneva be-
cause of a misdemeanor and had to wait to be released. Nobody pressed him
at work. His immediate boss had resigned, and he was alone for months in
aroom with two desks. He read the Herald Tribune, and tried to discover how
things were here—how the others ran their lives on the pay they were offi-
cially getting. But it was a closed conspiracy. He was not dealing with ad-
venturers now but civil servants waiting for pension day. No one ever
answered his questions. They pretended to think his questions were a form
of wit. His only solace in exile was the few happy weekends he had in the
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late spring.and early summer. He had met another old acfjuaintance, Mike
Burleigh. Mike was a serious liberal who had married a serious heiress. The
Burleighs had two guest lists. The first was composed of stuffy people they
felt obliged to entertain, while the second was made up of their real friends,
the friends they wanted. The real friends strove hard to become stuffy and
dull and thus achieve the first guest list, but few succeeded. Peter went on
the first list straightaway. Possibly Mike didn’t understand, at the begin-
ning, why Peter was pretending to be a file clerk. Peter had such an air—he
might have been sent by a universal inspector to see how things in Geneva
were being run.

Every Friday in May and June and part of July, the Fraziers rented-a sky-
blue Fiat and drove forty miles east of Geneva to the Butleighs’ summer
house. They brought the children, a suitcase, the children’s tattered picture
books, and a token bottle of gin. This, in memory, is a period of water and
water birds; swans, roses, and singing birds. The children were small and
still belonged to them. If they remember too much, their mouths water,
their stomachs hurt. Peter says, “It was fine while it lasted.” Enough. While
it lasted Sheilah and Madge Burleigh were close. They abandoned their hus-
bands and spent long summer afternoons comparing their mothers and
praising each other’s skin and hair. To Madge, and not to Peter, Sheilah
opened her Liverpool childhood with the words “rat poor.” Peter heard
about it later, from Mike. The women's friendship seemed to Peter a bad
beginning, He trusted women but not with each other. It lasted ten weeks.
One Sunday, Madge said she needed the two bedrooms the Fraziers usually
occupied for a party of sociologists from Pakistan, and that was the end. In
November, the Fraziers heard that the summer house had been closed, and
that the Butleighs were in Geneva, in their winter flat; they gave no sign.
There was no help for it, and no appeal.

Now Peter began firing letters to anyone who had ever known his late fa-
ther. He was living in a mild yellow autumn. Why does he remember the
streets of the city dark, and the windows everywhere black with rain? He re-
members being with Sheilah and the children as if they clung together while
just outside their small shelter it rained and rained. The children slept in the
bedroom of the flat because the window gave on the street and they could
breathe air. Peter and Sheilah had the living-room couch. Their window was
not a real window but a square on a well of cement. The flat seemed damp
as a cave. Peter remembers steam in the kitchen, pools under the sink, sweat

on the pipes. Water streamed on him from the children’s clothes, washed
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and dripping overhead. The trunk, upended in the children’s room, was not
quite unpacked. Sheilah had not signed her name to this life; she had not
given in. Once Peter heard her drop her aitches. “You kids are lucky,” she
said to the gitls. “I never ad so much as a sit-down meal. ] ate chips out of
a paper or I ‘ad a butty out on the stairs.” He never asked her what a butty
was. He thinks it means bread and cheese.

The day he heard “You kids are lucky” he understood they were be-
coming in fact something they had only appeared to be until now—the
shabby civil servant and his brood. If he had been European he would
have ridden to work on a bicycle, in the uniform of his class and condi-
tion. He would have worn a tight coat, a turned collar, and a dirty tie. He
wondered then if coming here had been a mistake, and if he should not,
after all, still be in a place where his name meant something. Surely Peter
Frazier should live where “Frazier” counts? In Ontario even now when he
says “Fraziet” an absent look comes over his hearer’s face, as if its owner
were consulting an interior guide. What is Frazier? What does it mean?
Oil? Power? Politics? Wheat? Real estate? The creditors had the house
sealed when Peter’s father died. His aunt collapsed with a heart attack in
somebody’s bachelor apartment, leaving three sons and a widower to sur-
mise they had never known her. Her will was a disappointment. None of
that generation left enough. One made it: the granite Presbyterian immi-
grants from Scotland. Their children, a generation of daunted women and
maiden men, held still. Peter’s father’s crowd spent: They were not afraid
of their fathers, and their grandfathers were old. Peter and his sister and
his cousins lived on the remains. They were left the rinds of income, of
notions, and the memories of ideas rather than ideas intact. If Peter can
choose his reincarnation, let him be the oppressed son of a Scottish par-
son. Let Peter grow up on cuffs and iron principles. Let him make the
fortune! Let him flee the manse! When he was small his patrimony was
squandered under his nose. He remembers people dancing in his father’s
house. He remembers seeing and nearly understanding adultery in a guest
room, among a pile of wraps. He thought he had seen a murder; he never
told. He remembers licking glasses wherever he found them—on win-
dowsills, on stairs, in the pantry. In his room he listened while Lucille
read Beatrix Potter. The bad rabbit stole the carrot from the good rabbit
without saying please, and downstairs was the noise of the party—the
roar of the crouched lion. When his father died he saw the chairs upside
down and the bailiff’s chalk marks. Then the doors were sealed.
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He has often tried to tell Sheilah why he cannot be defea
memb.ers his father saying, "Nothing canytouch us,” and Petert:ili:Zdrei;
fmd still does. It has prevented his taking his troubles too seriously. Noth-
ing can be as bad as this, he will tell himself. It is happening to me iiven in
Geneva, where his status was file clerk, where he sank and sto eli on th
level of the men who never emigrated, the men on the bicy'clesﬁjeven there
he had a manner of strolling to work as if his office were a pastime, and hi:

real life a secret so splendid he could share it with no one except himself,

In Geneva Peter worked for a woman—a gitl. She was a Norwegi
small town in Saskatchewan. He supposecgl they had been put t(g)lga:thf:f:
sause d.ley”were Canadians; but they were as strange to each other as if
Canadian” meant any number of things, or had no real meaning. Soon after
Agnes Brusen came to the office she hung her framed university degree on
the Wall.‘ It was one of the gritty, prideful gestures that stand for push, toil
?md I."amdy sacrifice. He thought, then, that she must be one of a fanurl o%
tmmigrants for whom education is everything. Hugh Taylor had told ilm
tha}t in some families the older children never marry until the youngest hav
finished school. Sometimes every second child is sacrificed and %nade t X
work for.the education of the next-born, Those who finish college spe fl
yeats paying back, They are white-hot Protestants, and they live wifh a}; nd
of work and debt and obligation. Peter placed his o
of information. He had never been in the West.
She came to the office on a Monday morning in October. The office
overheated and painted cream. It contained two desks, the filing cabin t‘: N
map of the world as it had been in 1948, and the Charter of the%nitedeN’ :
tions 'Ieft behind by Agnes Brusen’s predecessor. (She took down the Cha::
ter v‘.'lthout asking Peter if he minded, with the impudence of gesture you
find in women who wouldn’t say boo to a goose; and then she hung her Zol-
Iege‘degree on the nail where the Charter had been.) Three peo leg brought
II;er 1nA—a whole committee. One of them said, “Agnes, this is P}Zte Fraziger
: z’e,s A imishilusa?);i;; .s”Canadxan, too, Agnes. He knows all about the of-
Of course he knew all :
cord o e ke blinzb::: t;::yofﬁce. He knew the exact spot where the
the right.

.Th.e girl might have been twenty-three: no more. She wore a brown tweed
suit with bone buttons, and a new silk scarf and new shoes, She clutched an

new coﬂeague on scraps

ed, obliging one to give an extra tug to
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unscratched brown purse. She seemed dressed in going-away presents. She
said, “Oh, I never smoke,” with a convulsive movement of her hand, when
Peter offered his case. He was courteous, hiding his disappointment. The
people he worked with had told him a Scandinavian girl was arriving, and
he had expected a stunner. Agnes was a mole: She was small and brown, and
round-shouldered as if she had always carried parcels or younger children in
her arms. A mole’s profile was turned when she said good-bye to her com-
mittee. If she had been foreign, ill-favored though she was, he might have
flirted a little, just to show that Lie was friendly; but their being Canadian,
and suddenly left together, was a sexual damper. He sat down and lit his
own cigarette, She smiled at him, questionably, he thought, and sat as if she
had never seen a chair before. He wondered if his smoking was annoying
her. He wondered if she was fidgety about drafts, or allergic to anything, and
whether she would want the blind up or down. His social compass was out
of order because the others couldn’t tell Peter and Agnes apart. There was
a world of difference between them, yet it was she who had been brought in
to sit at the larger of the two desks.

While he was thinking this she got up and walked around the office, al-
most on tiptoe, opening the doors of closets and pulling out the filing trays.
She looked inside everything except the drawers of Peter’s desk. (In any
case, Peter’s desk was locked. His desk is locked wherever he works. In
Geneva he went into Personnel one morning, early, and pinched his appli-
cation form. He had stated on the form that he had seven years’ experience
in public relations and could speak French, German, Spanish, and Italian.
He has always collected anything important about himself—anything use-
ful. But he can never get on with the final act, which is getting rid of the in-
formation. He has kept papers about for years, a constant source of worry.)

“I know this looks funny, Mr. Ferris,” said the girl. “I'm not really
snooping or anything. I just can’t feel easy in a new place unless I know
where everything is. In a new place everything seems so hidden.”

If she had called him “Ferris” and pretended not to know he was Fra-
ziet, it could only be because they had sent her here to spy on him and see
if he had repented and was fit for a better place in life. “You'll be all right
here,” he said. “Nothing’s hidden. Most of us haven’t got brains enough to
have secrets. This is Rainbow Valley.” Depressed by the thought that they
were having him watched now, he passed his hand over his hair and looked

outside to the lawn and the parking lot and the peacocks someone gave the
Palais des Nations years ago. The peacocks love no one. They wander
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about the parked cars Iooking elderly, bad—tempered, mournful, and lost.

Agnes had settled down again. She folded her silk'scarf and placed it just
so, with her gloves beside it. She opened her new purse and took out a note-
book and a shiny gold pencil. She may have written

Duster for desk
Kleenex
Glass jar for flowers

Air-Wick because he smokes
Paper for lining drawers

because the next day she brought each of these articles to work. She also
brought a large black Bible, which she unwrapped lovingly and placed on
the left-hand corner of her desk. The flower vase—empty—stood in the
middle, and the Kleenex made a counterpoise for the Bible on the right.

When he saw the Bible he knew she had not been sent to spy on his work.
The conspiracy was deeper. She might have been dispatched by ghosts. He
knew everything about her, all in 2 moment; He saw the ambition, the ter-
ror, the dry pride. She was the true heir of the men from Scotland; she was
at the start, She had been sent to tell him, “You can begin, but not begin
again.” She never opened the Bible, but she dusted it as she dusted her desk,
her chair, and any surface the cleaning staff had overlooked. And Peter, the
first days, watching her timid movements, her insignificant little face, felt, as
you feel the approach of a storm, the charge of moral certainty round her,
the belief in work, the faith in undertakings, the bread of the Black Sunday.
He recognized and tasted all of it: ashes in the mouth.

After five days their working relations were settled. OFf course, there was the
Bible and all that went with it, but his tongue had never held the taste of
ashes long. She was an inferior girl of poor quality. She had nothing in her
favor except the degree on the wall. In the real wotld, he would not have in-
vited her to his house except to mind the children. That was what he said
to Sheilah, He said that Agnes was amole, and a virgin, and that her tics and
mannetisms were sending him round the bend, She had an infuriating habit
of covering her mouth when she talked. Even at the telephone she put up
her hand as if afraid of losing anything, even a word. Her voice was nasal
and flat. She had two working costumes, both dull as the wall. One was the
brown suit, the other a navy-blue dress with changeable collars. She dressed
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for no one; she dressed for her desk, her jar of flowers, her Bible, and her
box of Kleenex. One day she crossed the space between the two desks and
stood over Peter, who was reading a newspaper. She could have spoken to
him from her desk, but she may have felt that being on her feet gave her au-
thority. She had plenty of courage, but authority was something else.

“I thought—I mean, they told me you were the person ...” She.got on
with it bravely: “If you don’t want to do the filing or any work, all right, Mr.
Frazier. I'm not saying anything about that. You rhight have poor health or
your personal reasons. But it’s got to be done, so if you'll kindly show me
about the filing I'll do it. I've worked in Information before, but it was a dif-
ferent office, and every office is different.”

“My dear girl,” said Peter. He pushed back his chair and looked at her,
astonished. “You've been sitting there fretting, worrying. How insensitive
of me. How trying for you. Usually I file on the last Wednesday of the
month, so you see, you just haven’t been around long enough to see a last
Wednesday. Not another word, please. And let us not waste another
minute.” He emptied the heaped baskets of photographs so swiftly, push-
ing “Iran—Smallpox Control” into “Irish Red Cross” (close enough), that
the girl looked frightened, as if she had raised a whirlwind. She said slowly,
“If you'll only show me, Mr. Frazier, instead of doing it so fast, I'll gladly
look after it, because you might want to be doing other things, and I feel the
filing should be done every day.” But Peter was too busy to answer, and so
she sat down, holding the edge of her desk.

“There,” he said, beaming. “All done.” His smile, his sunburst, was
wasted, for the girl was staring round the room as if she feared she had not
inspected everything the first day after all; some drawer, some cupboatd, hid
a monster. That evening Peter unlocked one of the drawers of his desk and
took away the application form he had stolen from Personnel. The girl had
not finished her search.

“How could you not know?” wailed Sheilah. “You sit looking at her every
day. You must talk about something. She must have told you.”

“She did tell me,” said Peter, “and I've just told you.”

It was this: Agnes Brusen was on the Burleighs’ guest list. How had the
Burleighs met her? What did they see in her? Peter could not reply. He knew
that Agnes lived in a bed-sitting room with a Swiss family and had her meals
with them. She had been in Geneva three months, but no one had ever seen

her outside the office. “You should know,” said Sheilah. “She must have
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son}\e;fhirég, rnore than yo::l can see, Is she pretty? Is she brilliant? What is it?”
i Sh: t g: kt Il:leally tnlk, APeter said. They talked in a way: Peter teased h.er
1 0 notice. Agnes was not a sulker. Shé' had taken h.

. : def
gl;l a ;porﬂt. She did her work and a good deal of his. She sat be;nde ;:E
Bib e}:;o v:rh olwers, ;nctl) her tI;leenex, and answered when Peter spoke. That

€ learned about the Burleighs—just by teasi ing |
It was a January afternoon. He said, : T pog i being bored.
: . said, “Miss Brusen. Talk ¢t
evell:{t’hmg.‘ Pretend we have petfect rapport. Do you like G;;‘:;”Teu ™
tsa nice clean tox.zvn,” she said. He can see to this day the reci and bl
ancin;ones mlthe glass ti::lr, and her bent head, and her small untended han;se
re you learning beautiful French with { ily?” .
“They oeek B it with your Swiss famdy?
“Why don’t you take an a
' : partment of your own?” he said.
usnf:l[lly unpertment. He was bored. “You'd be indepenfi::t tl'xpeilt":'r et
. am nfldependent,” she said. “T earn my living. I don’t thinl; it proves
Shy&e,s 11nogo ;dr):oufhve by yonrself. Mrs. Burleigh wants me to live alone, too
one's | g for something for me. It mustn’t be dear. I send money
useI-cI)e;eC }vlvras Fhe extraordinary thing about Agnes Brusen: She refused the
e of Ch ::Ean ;znes and fnever spoke to Peter unless he spoke first, but
an thing, as if to say, “Don’t waste time fishing. H i is.”
wasI—ie f}:?arr:leclfal}ll 11113 ox;e minute that she sent her salary homeg.ande rt:eh;tt fne
iend of ¢ i ’
s & fi e Burleighs. The first he had expected; the second knocked
“She’s got to come to dinner,” Shei i
. ome A eilah said. “We should have had
r;lghlt from tne begmmng. If only I'd known! But you were the onaeveYo hi:ll.
s eS 1;)oked hke—.oh, I don’t even remember. A Norwegian mole." e
o 1-lei cham}f t; dmner one Saturday night in January, in her navy—l;lue dress
o c fs e a'd pinned an organdy gardenia. She sat upright on the ed e’
e sofa. Shedah had ordered the meal from a restaurant. There i E
ist;r, good wine, and a piece~montée full of kirsch and cream. Agnes reﬁv:saesd ih—
i;)e ;t::;dSh'e haj never enten anything from the sea unless it had been steril‘-a
= famﬂtu}xlned X 1;:lnnd sal'd sn. She was afraid of skin poisoning. Someone in
her fa an):i a ks poisoning after having eaten oysters. She touched her
cheels ar neck to show where the poisoning had erupted. She sniffed her
ine an fP;lt the glass.down without tasting it. She could not eat the cake
bec utse o ‘ e alcohol it contained. She ate an egg, bread and butter, a sliced
ato, and drank a glass of ginger ale. She seemed unaware she w:is creat-
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ing disaster and pain. She did not help clear away the dinner plates. She sat,
tly dressed, and waited to learn why she had

adequately nourished, decen
been invited here—that was the feeling Peter had. He folded the card table
on which they had dined, and opened the window to air the room.

“I¢’s not the same cold as Canada, but you feel it more,” he said, for

something to say.

“Your blood has gotten thin,” said Agnes.

Sheilah returned from the kitchen and let herself fall into an armchair.
With her eyes closed she held out her hand for a cigarette. She was per-
forming the haughty-lady act that was a family joke. She flung her head back
and looked at Agnes through half-closed lids; then she suddenly brought

her head forward, widening her eyes.
“Are you skiing madly?” she said.
“Well, in the first place there hasn’t been any snow,” said Agnes. “So no-
body’s doing any skiing so far as I know. All I hear is people complaining
because there’s no snow. Personally, I don’t ski. There isn’t much skiing in
the part of Canada I come from. Besides, my family never had that kind of
leisure.”

“Heavens,” said Sheilah, as if her family had every kind.

I'll bet they had, thought Peter. On the dole.

Sheilah was wasting her act. He had a suspicion that Agnes knew it was
an act but did not know it was also a joke. If so, it made Sheilah seem a fool,
and he loved Sheilah too much to enjoy it.

“The Butleighs have been wonderful to me,” said Agnes. She seemed to
have divined why she was here, and decided to give them all the information
they wanted, so that she could put on her coat and go home to bed. “They

had me out to their place on the lake every weekend until the weather got
cold and they moved back to town. They've rented a chalet for the winter,
and they want me to come there, too. But I don’t know if T will or not. I
don’t ski, and, oh, I don’t know—I don’t drink, either, and I don’t always
see the point. Their friends are too rich and I'm too Canadian.”

She had delivered everything Sheilah wanted and more: Agnes was on the
first guest list and didn’t care. No, Peter corrected: doesn’t know. Doesn’t

care and doesn’t know.

“I thought with you Norwegians it was in
ing,” Sheilah murmured.

“Drinking, maybe,” said Agnes. She covered her mouth and said behind
“In our family we were religious. We didn’t drink or

the blood, skiing. And drink-

her spread fingers,
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:?oke.d My brother was in Norway in the war. He saw some cousins. Oh,”
e said, unexpectedly loud, “Harry said it was jusr terrible. They v‘;ere ’
Eocc;rl.)They ha—i }flhes in their kitchen. They gave him something to eat a fslo
ad been on. They didn't have a real toilet, and they’ i ¢

, y'd been in th
house about two hundred years. We've only recently built our ownehsoarirxlee

and we have a bathroom 1 g
- . and two toilets. I'm from Saskatchewan,” she said
m not from any other place.” .

it;r:.llﬁ one wi;u:e;1 here had been punishment enough? In the spring they
remember him and free him. He wrote Lucille, who sai
to have a job at all. The Burleigh: S b e ek
: . ghs had sent the Fraziers d i
Christmas card. It showed a Mosl i [ secondguest i
. em refugee child weepi i
They treasured the card and left i [ ° ping Qurside 2 pene
. it standing long after the others had
given the children to cut up. P 1 e e
: ‘ ut up. eter had discovered by now what had
;\v/;o(rilg ’m the friendship—Sheilah had charged a skirt at a dressrr?akff rtlz
mia dgt;) s accscilurlllzh Madge had told her she might, and then changed her
nd. Poor Sheilah! She was new to this part of it th 1
of independent friends. Paris was alre d '_to c changing fumors
: - ady a year in the past. At Mardi G
iei }Z;tzl:rghs g:;ve t.herr annual party They invited everyone, the d;m:ez
e oppe ,”wn:h the proc'ixga‘lity of a child at prayers. The invitation
mightm co;tume, but the Fraziers were too happy to wear a disguise They
not be recognized. Like many of the ‘
‘ guests they expected t
]che party, they had been disgraced, forgotten, and rehal)a,ﬂitftedeThZ meefﬂac;
e anxious to see one another as they were. . e
N fCo);l t:nedncrlght oft}i}e p:;lrtty}; the Fraziers rented a car they had never seen
: ! rove through the first snowstorm of the P
clrrx;ex;1 ;mceh last summer’s blissful trips in the Fiat. Heyzzzldexzzrt Ii;:;l:l Itllcxt
switch for the windshield wiper in this car. He lea
1dshi , ned over the wheel. “
yﬂc;u see on your side?” he asked. “Can I make a left turn here:;)vozd' lcan
e a one-way?” ‘ s itlook

“I can't imaoi h . )

Shellar gine why you took a car with a right-hand drive,” said

kncl;::n}:ife tz:ul;fe ﬁndirll)g a place to park; they crawled up and down un-
ets whose curbs were packed with snow-c d

stood at last on th overe cats. When they

snow.” n the pavement, safe and sound, Peter said, “This is the first

“ can see that,” said Sheilah. “H i ir.”
g see tha” sal urry, darling. My hair.
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“You're repeating yourself," she said. “Please hurry, darling. Think of my
poor shoes. My hair.”

She was born in an ugly city, and so was Peter, but they. have this differ-
ence: She does not know the importance of the first snow—the first clean
thingina dirty yeat. He would have told her then that this storm, which was
wetting her feet and destroying her hair, was like the first day of the English
spring, but she made a frightened gesture, trying to shield her head. The ges-
ture told him he did not understand her beauty.

“Let me,” she said. He was fumbling with the key, trying to lock the car.
She took the key without impatience and locked the door on the driver’s
side; and then, to show Peter she treasured him and was not afraid of wast-
ing her life or her beauty, she took his arm and they walked in the snow
down a street and around a corner tO the apartment house where the
Butleighs lived. They were, and are, a united couple. They were afraid of the
party, and each of them knew it. When they walk together, holding arms,

they give each other whatever each can spare.

Only six people had arrived in costume. Madge Burleigh was disguised as
Manet's “Lola de Valence,” which everyone mistook for Carmen. Mike was
an Impressionist paintet, with a straw hat and a glued—on beard. “I am all of
them,” he said. He would sather have dressed as a dentist, he said, welcom-
ing the Fraziers as if he had parted from them the day before, but Madge
wanted him to look as if he had created her. “You know?” he said.

“Perfectly,” said Sheilah. Her shoes were stained and the snow had soft-
ened her lacquered hair. She was not wasted: She was the most beautiful
woman there.

About an hour after their arrival, Peter found himself with no one to talk
to. He had told about the Trudeau wedding in Paris and the pot of azaleas,
and after he mislaid his audience he began to look round for Sheilah. She
was on a window seat, partly concealed by a green velvet curtain. Facing her,
so that their profiles were neat and perfect against the night, was a man.
Their conversation was private and enclosed, as if they had in minutes cov-
ered leagues of time and arrived at the place where everything was irnplied,
understood. Peter began working his way across the room, toward his wife,
when he saw Agnes. He was granted the sight of her drowning face. She had

dressed with comic intention, obviously with care, and now she was a ragged
hobo, half tramp, half clown. Her hair was tucked up under a bowler hat.
The six costumed guests who had made the same mistake—the ghost, the

Py
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gypsy, the Athenian maiden, the geisha, the Martian, and the apache—wer
delighted to find a seventh; but Agnes was not amused; she was gasping foi
l.1fe. When a waiter passed with a crowded tray, she took a glass without see-
ing it; then a wave of the party took her away.

Sheilah’s new friend was named Simpson. After Simpson said he thought
per}.laps he’d better circulate, Peter sat down where he had been. “Now loik
Shel‘lah," he began. Their most intimate conversations have taken place a;
parties. Once at a party she told him she was leaving him; she didn't, of
‘c‘ourse. Smiling, blue-eyed, she gazed lovingly at Peter and said rapidl

Pete, :shut up and listen. That man. The man you scared away. He's a biy ’
wheel in a company out in India or someplace like that. It’s gorgeous ou%
there. Pete, the servants. And it's warm. It never never snows. He says there’s
hea.ps of jobs. You pick them off the trees like . . . orchids. He says it’s even
ea51’er now than when we owned all those places, because now the poor pets
can’t run anything and they’ll pay fortunes. Pete, he says it’s warm, it’s heaven
and Pete, they pay.” ’

A f:ew minutes later, Peter was alone again and Sheilah part of a closed
laughlpg group. Holding her elbow was the.man from the place where 'ob;
grew like orchids. Peter edged into the group and laughed at a sto ] he
hadn’t heard. He heard only the last line, which was “Here comes anf)};her
tunnel.” Looking out from the tight laughing ring, he saw Agnes again and

he thought, I'd be like Agnes if T didn’t have Sheilah. Agnes put her ’ Jass
down on a table and lurched toward the doorway, head forward Mid e
Bur.l‘eigh, who never stopped moving around the room and smiling ‘Was st%ll
smiling when she paused and said in Peter’s ear, “Go with Agnes ’PeCe See
that she gets home. People will notice if Mike leaves.” ’ '

“She probably just wants to walk around the block,” said Peter. “She’ll
be back.” , o

“Oh, stop thinking about yourself, for once, and see that that poor girl
gets home,” said Madge. “You've still got your Fiat, haven't you?” ;

He turned away as if he had been pushed. Any command is a release, in
a way. He may not want to go in that particular direction, but at least he is
going somewhere. And now Sheilah, who had moved inches nearer to hear
what Madge and Peter were murmuring, said, “Yes, go, darling,” as if he
were leaving the gates of Troy. ¥

Peter was to find Agnes and see that she reached home: This he repeated

to himself as he stood on the landing, outside the Burleighs’ flat, ring}; for
the elevator. Bored with waiting for it, he ran down the stairs, four ﬂights,
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and saw that Agnes had stalled the lift by leaving the door open. She was
crouched on the floor, propped on her fingertips. Her eyes were closed.
"Agnes," said Peter. “Miss Brusen, 1 mean. That’s no way to leave a party.
Don't you know you're supposed to curtsy and say thanks? My God, Agnes,
anybody going by here just now might have seen you! Come on, be a good
gitl. Time to go home.”
She got up without his help and, moving between invisible crevasses, shut
the elevator doot. Then she left the building and Peter followed, remem-
bering he was to see that she got home. They walked along the snowy pave-
ment, Peter a few steps behind her. When she turned right for no reason, he
turned, too. He had no clear idea where they were going. Perhaps she lived
close by. He had forgotten where the hired car was parked, or what it looked
like; he could not remember its make or its color. In any case, Sheilah had
the key. Agnes walked on steadily, as if she knew their destination, ahd he
thought, Agnes Brusen is drunk in the street in Geneva and dressed like a
tramp. He wanted to say, “This is the best thing that ever happened to you,
Agnes; it will help you understand how things are for some of the rest of
us.” But she stopped and turned and, leaning over a low hedge, retched on
a frozen lawn. He held her clammy forehead and rested his hand on her
arched back, on muscles as tight as a fist. She straightened up and drew a
breach but the cold air made her cough. “Don’t breathe too deeply,” he-said.
“T¢’s the worst thing you can do. Have you got a handkerchief?” He passed
his own handkerchief over her wet weeping face, uptumed like the face of
one of his little girls. “I'm out without a coat,” he said, noticing it. “We're
a pair."

“I never drink,” said Agnes. “I'm just not used to it.” Her voice was sweet
and quiet. He had never seen her so peaceful, SO composed, He thoughit she
must surely be all right, now, and perhaps he might leave her here. The trust
in her tilted face had perplexed him. He wanted to get back to Sheilah and
have her explain something. He had forgotten what it was, but Sheilah
would know. “Do you live around here?” he said. As he spoke, she let her-
self fall. He had wiped her face and now she trusted him to pick her up, set
her on her feet, take her wherever she ought to be. He puﬂed her up and she
stood, wordless, humble, as he brushed the snow from her tramp’s clothes.
Snow horizontally crossed the lamplight. The street was silent. Agnes had
lost her hat. Snow, which he tasted, melted on her hands. His gesture of
licking snow from her hands was formal as a handshake. He tasted snow on

her hands and then they walked on.
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“I never drink,” she said. They stood on the edge of 2 broad avenue. The
wrong turning now could lead them anywhere; it was the changeable avenue
at the edge of towns that loses its houses and becomes a highway. She held
his arm and spoke in a gentle voice. She said, “In our house we didn’t smoke
or drink. My mother was ambitious for me, more than for Harry and the
others.” She said, “I've never been alone before. When I was a kid I would
get up in the summer before the others, and I'd see the ice wagon going
down the street. I'm alone now. Mrs. Burleigh's found me an apartment. It’s
only one room. She likes it because it’s in the old part of town. I don’t like
old houses. Old houses are dirty. You don’t know who was there before.”

“I should have a car somewhere,” Peter said. “I'm not sure where we are.”

He remembers that on this avenue they climbed into a taxi, but nothing
about the drive. Perhaps he fell asleep. He does remember that when he paid
the driver Agnes clutched his arm, trying to stop him. She pressed extra
coins into the driver’s palm. The driver was paid twice.

“T'll tell you one thing about us,” said Peter. “We pay everything twice.”
This was part of 2 much longer theory concerning North American behay-
iot, and it was not Petet’s own. Mike Burleigh had held forth about it on
summer afternoons.

Agnes pushed open a door between a stationer’s shop and a grocery,
and led the way up a narrow inside stair. They climbed one flight, fright-
ening beetles. She had to search every pocket for the latchkey. She was
shaking with cold. Her apartment seemed little warmer than the street.
Without speaking to Peter she turned on all the lights. She looked inside
the kitchen and the bathroom and then got down on her hands and knees
and looked under the sofa. The room was neat and belonged to no one,
She left him standing in this unclaimed room—she had forgotten him—
and closed a door behind her. He looked for something to do—some use-
ful action he could repeat to Madge. He turned on the electric radiator in

the fireplace. Perhaps Agnes wouldn’t thank him for it; perhaps she would
rather undress in the cold. “T'll be on my way,” he called to the bathroom
door.

She had taken off the tramp’s clothes and put on a dressing gown of or-
phanage wool. She came out of the bathroom and straight toward him. She
pressed her face and rubbed her cheek on his shoulder as if hoping the con-
tact would leave a scar. He saw her back and her profile and his own face in
the mirror over the fireplace. He thought, This is how disasters happen. He

saw floods of seawater moving with perfect punitive justice over reclaimed
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land; he saw lava covering vineyards and overtaking dogs and s..tragglers.nlA
bridge over an abyss snapped in two and thtj_ long express tFa1n, suc%de y
V-shaped, floated like snow. He thought amiably of every kind of disaster
. This is how they occur. '
anc;-lt?ro:ﬁitwere closed. Sheysaid, “T shouldn’t be over here. In my family
we didn’t drink or smoke. My mother wanted a lot from me, more than
from Harry and the others.” But he knew all th:at,' }‘1e had known fromht.he
day of the Bible, and because once, at the beginning, she had made him
afraid. He was not afraid of her now.

She said, “It’s no use staying here, is it?”

“If you mean what I think, no.”

“It wouldn’t be better anywhere.”

She let him see full on her blotched face. He was not expecte:d to do any-
thing. He was not required to pick her up when ‘she fell or wipe her te:Sn}:ls.
She was poor quality, really—he remembered having thought that onc; ;
left him and went quietly into the bathroom and locked the door. He tt}alar
taps running and supposed it was a hot bath. He was Pretty certamh ere
would be no more tears. He looked at his watch: Sheilah must be ’ orr.1e,
now, wondering what had become of him. He descen'ded the beet:_es stair-
case and for forty minutes crossed the city under a’wmflless fall o slnow.

The neighbor’s child who had stayed with Peter’s chddrer'l was asleep on
the living-room sofa. Peter woke her.and sent her, sleepwalkmg,. to her c;lv:lr;-
door. He sat down, wet to the bone, thinking, I'll call the forlelghs.'ln :
an hour T'll call the police. He heard a car stop and t}}e engine runnm}% ?lnah
a confusion of two voices laughing and calling good night. Presently She
let herself in, rosy-faced, smiling. She carried his trench coat over her arm.
She said, “How's Agnes?” L wh -

“ ou?” he said. “Whose car was ? ' .
Sﬁie}::zreane into the children’s room. He hfard her shuttmg’ t:e:,f
window. She returned, undoing her dress, ant}cll said, Waf Agnes all righe?
“ is all richt. Sheilah, this is about the worst ... ‘ “
Sff I:::pl;ed ougt of the Balenciaga and threw it over a ch:'nr. She st?’pli):cil
and looked at him and said, “Poor old Pete, are you 1n love V‘:lth Agnes?. A
then, as if the answer were of so little importance s}te had.n t time for 1t,"s e
locked her arms around him and said, “My love, we're going to Ceylon.

i is office, Agnes was at her desk.
Two days later, when Peter strolled into his office, ' .
Sl:: wor):: the blue dress, with a spotless collar. White and yellow freesias
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were symmetrically arranged in the glass jar. The room was hot, and th
y €

spring snow, glued for a d . ;
siew of parked cas, second when it touched the v:'mdow, blurred the

(13 .
Quite a party,” Peter said.

N fv}(l)ed d:li :c;ltdl;ok up}.1 He sxgbed,’ sat down, and thought if the snow held
e wou K besias cg1 :itt t‘ e Bur1e1ghs. very soon. Impressed by his kindness to
gPre,Serltl g; a mY1te‘<‘:1 ’the family for the first possible weekend.
e y Agnes sald’, I'll never drink again or go to a house where peo-
“Youdnnklndidn’tgl.) iﬁd I never beth‘er anyone the way I bothered you.’I’)
| Youdidn normZ.’r’ne, he said. “I took you home. You were alone and

“Normal for you, maybe, but I i
seves ol i oo c)ll.”e, ut I'm used to getting home by myself. Please
H )
- iensz;l;efoaot rﬁeg}f—l; caﬁ s;tl:xll refmember the freesias and the Bible and the
. She looked as if the el | i
ther heat nor cold. “Nothing happenej.,’e’r?;nst:ic}ll.ad R0 power She fe ne-

I behaved in a silly way. I had no right to. I led you to think I might do

spmething wrong.”

“I'might have tried something,” i “
P " mething,” he said gallantly. “But that would be my
. uSSI;eOI;utoherIknud:Ifi tcc>1 her mouth and he could scarcely hear. “It was be
u, I w i i ’ i
e y as afraid you might be blamed, or else you'd blame your-
“There’s no question of an ”
: y blame,” he said. “Nothi !
Pqth had a lot to drink. Forget about it. Nothin bao u:ig;l'ap?ened. s
poch had, g happened. You'd remember
Seef}; ftilt:ltc})lvgzg}}xle: }Sxinci; 'ghere was an expression on her face. Now she
me, e had never looked at him af ‘
sees 1o, he thog im after the first day. (He
put a name to the look on her face; but h
zzzvi ai‘ter eo many voyages, after Ceylon, and Hong K:)ng an(zl“é}:ir;a}ﬁ’e'
-t; yh eaving him, and all their difficulties—the money c;wed th .
;1 .otel managers, the lost and found steamer trunk, th ’ }fﬂ?rws
rowing up the foreign food?) She sees me now, he th. . Wh -
chowis , he thought. What does
Sh . “Y? " - - 'y
- e said, “I'm from a big family. I'm not used to'being alone. I'm not a sui
petson, bl:ltI could have done something after that f o e
adrlxymore, olr :lumk or listen or expect anything, What caia;tyth’m']usktvillfs t‘; e
. .
se people? All my life I heard, Educated people don’t do this echa::l
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people don’t do that. And now T'm here, and you’re all educated people, and
you're nothing but pigs. You're educated and you drink and do everything
wrong and you know what you're doing, and that makes you worse than pigs.
My family wotked to make me an educated person, but they didn’t know you.
But what if I didn’t see and hear and expect anything anymore? It wouldn’t
change anything, You'd all be still the same. Only you might have thought it
was your fault. You might have thought you were to blame. It could worry
you all your life. It would have been wrong for me to worry you.”

He remembered that the rented car was still along a snowy curb some-
where in Geneva. He wondered if Sheilah had the key in her purse and if she
remembered where they'd parked.

“I told you about the ice wagon," Agnes said. “I don’t remember every-
thing, so you’re wrong about remembering. But 1 remember telling you that.
That was the best. It's the best you can hope to have. In a big family, if you
want to be alone, you have to get up before the rest of them. You get up
early in the morning in the summer and it’s you, you, once in your life alone
in the universe. You think you know everything that can happen. . . . Noth-

ing is ever Jike that again.”

He looked at the <meared window and wondered if this day could end
without disaster. In his mind he saw her falling in the snow wearing a
tramp’s costume, and he saw her coming to him in the orphanage dressing
gown. He saw her drowning face at the party. He was afraid for himself.
The story was still unfinished. It had to come to a climax, something threat-

ening to him. But there was no climax. They talked that day, and afterward
nothing else was said. They went oh in the same office fora short time, until
Peter left for Ceylon; until somebody read the right letter, passed it on for
the right initials, and the Fraziers began the Oriental tour that should have
made their fortune. Agnes and Peter were too tired to speak after that morn-
ing. They were like a married couple in danger, taking care.

But what were they talking about that day, so quietly, such old friends?
They talked about dying, about being ambitious, about being religious,
about different kinds of love. What did she see when she looked at him—
taking her knuckle slowly away from her mouth, bringing her hand down
to the desk, letting it rest there? They were both Canadians, so they had this
much together——the knowledge of the little you dare admit. Death, near
death, the best thing, the wrong thing——-God knows what they were telling

each other. Anyway, nothing happened.
o
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‘When, on Sunday mornings, Sheilah and Peter talk about those times, they
take on the glamour of something still to come. It is then he remembers
Agnes Brusen. He never says her name. Sheilah wouldn’t remember Agnes.
Agnes is the only secret Peter has from his wife, the only puzzle he pieces
together without her help. He thinks about families in the West as they
were fifteen, twenty years ago—the iron-cold ambition, and every member
pushing the next one on. He thinks of his father’s parties. When he thinks
of his father he tmagines him with Sheilah, in a crowd. Actually, Sheilah and
Peter’s father never met, but they might have liked each other. His father
admired good-looking women. Peter wonders what they were doing over
there in Geneva—not Sheilah and Peter, Agnes and Peter. It is almost as if
they had once run away together, silly as children, irresponsible as lovers.
Peter and Sheilah are back where they started. While they were out in world
affairs picking up microbes and debts, always on the fringe of disaster, the
fringe of a fortune, Agnes went on and did—what? They lost each other.
He thinks of the ice wagon going down the street. He sees something he has
never seen in his life—a Western town that belongs to Agnes. Here is
Agnes—small, mole-faced, round-shouldered because she has always car-
ried a younger child. She watches the ice wagon and the trail of ice water in
a morning invented for her: hers. He sees the weak prairie trees and the
shadows on the sidewalk. Nothing moves except the shadows and the ice
wagon and the changing amber of the child’s eyes. The child is Peter. He
has seen the grain of the cement sidewalk and the grass in the cracks, and
the dust, and the dandelions at the edge of the road. He is there. He has
taken the morning that belongs to Agnes, he is up before the others, and he
knows everything. There is nothing he doesn’t know. He could keep the
morning, if he wanted to, but what can Peter do with the start of a summer
day? Sheilah is here, it is a true Sunday morning, with its dimness and
headache and remorse and regrets, and this is life. He says, “We have the
Balenciaga.” He touches Sheilah’s hand. The children have their aunt now,
and he and Sheilah have each other. Everything works out, somehow or
other. Let Agnes have the start of the day. Let Agnes think it was invented
for her. Who wants to be alone in the universe? No, begin at the beginning:
Peter lost Agnes. Agnes says to herself somewhere, Peter is lost.

o

THE REMISSION

% it became clear that Alec Webb was far more ill than anyone

had cared to tell him, he tore up his English Iflf;l and calxir;fe dlc:wdril t::n cc;i;eoon
i i i izabeth, -
the Riviera. The time was early in the reign of the new
1: W::;esrtill doing this—migrating with no other purPose than the hope. of
Emerciful sky. The alternative (Alec said to his only sister) .rneant queuemf1
for death on the National Health Service, lyingona regulation mattress an
i dying.
heet, hearing the breath of other men dying
mb:;ercs—-e:s obituar;ges would have it later—was husband to Barbara, fatd}ier
to Will, Molly, and James. It did not occur to him or to anyz;: elsi1 act;
’ ’ £ unusual force that could rend an
th al from England was an act o -
lafe:':elohvis children’s lives as well as his own. The difference was that their
i barely above ground and not yet in flower. .
hve';'}vx:ze’f:ii'e a\;;e)liabs arriw%:d at a property called Lou Mas in the course of a
articularly hot September. Mysterious Lou Mas, unt11 now a r.m;xe on a
Icjleed of sale, materialized as a pink house wedged in the side ?f a hﬂl etv;;een
2 motor road and the sea. Alec identified its styleb : Ed?vardlzn-Rw;e:; ;:1
the profusion of balconies and parapets,
bara supposed he must mean prof Lo e o
the slender pillars in the garden holding up nothir g. S0
. i illi d moist, like color straight from a
light everything looked to her brilliant an i e it is ey
aintbox. One of Alec’s first gestures was to raise : cld s s
i is bri i had exhausted him, she thought. She ha
against this brightness. The journey e b e s o
received notice in dreams that their change o ' . sble R
She did not tell him so, though n
.ust Alec but none of them could go back. ot tel :
];cstter times it might have interested that part of his mind 1‘1ehkept fallow:
Being entirely rational, he had a prudent respect for second sight.




