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			WILLIAM GADDIS (1922–1998) was born in Manhattan, and reared on Long Island. He attended Harvard during World War II, but left without a degree in 1945. He was a fact-checker at The New Yorker for a little over a year, during which time he began writing short stories. In 1947 he embarked on a course of travel, living in Mexico, Panama, Spain, and France, while starting his first novel. The Recognitions was published in 1955 to largely negative reviews, though it found an underground following. Over the next twenty years, Gaddis was employed by various companies as an industrial writer, and taught part-time while working on his second novel, J R, which was finally published in 1975, winning the National Book Award. Ten years later he published his third novel, Carpenter’s Gothic, which was also well received, and nine years later published his fourth novel, A Frolic of His Own, which won the National Book Award in 1994. Just before his death in 1998 he finished a novella, Agapē Agape, which was published in 2002 along with a collection of his essays, The Rush for Second Place. He was the recipient of grants and awards from the Rockefeller Foundation, Guggenheim Foundation, MacArthur Foundation, and Lannan Foundation, and was a member of the American Academy of Arts and Letters. His letters were published in 2013, and his work has been the subject of more than a dozen books and numerous essays. In addition to J R, New York Review Books also publishes The Recognitions as part of its Classics series.

			JOY WILLIAMS is the author of several novels, including The Quick and the Dead, which was a finalist for the Pulitzer Prize, and several story collections, including The Visiting Privilege. She was inducted into the American Academy of Arts and Letters in 2008.
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			INTRODUCTION


			Sixteen years like living with a God damned invalid sixteen years every time you come in sitting there waiting just like you left him wave his stick at you, plump up his pillow cut a paragraph add a sentence hold his God damned hand little warm milk add a comma slip out for some air pack of cigarettes come back in right where you left him, eyes follow you around the room wave his God damned stick figure out what the hell he wants, plump the God damned pillow change bandage read aloud move a clause around wipe his chin new paragraph God damned eyes follow you out stay a week, stay a month whole God damned year think about something else, God damned friends asking how he’s coming along all expect him out any day don’t want bad news no news rather hear lies, big smile out any day now, walk down the street God damned sunshine begin to think maybe you’ll meet him maybe cleared things up got out by himself come back open the God damned door right there where you left him . . . 

			—William Gaddis on writing a novel



			A MAGNIFICENT example of rant. A perfect example really. The Recognitions, his first novel, was seven years in construction. J R, his second, took more than twice that long. In each case the invalid miraculously arose and, with commanding vigor, transformed and transforming, entered the realm of great literature.

			Back in 1957, Malcolm Lowry kept trying to deliver his enthusiasm for The R through a mutual friend, David Markson. “It is a truly fabulous creation, a superbyzantine gazebo and secret missile of the soul.” Mr. Gaddis did not respond. He had not read Under the Volcano (“It was both too close and too far away from what I was doing . . .”). On the other hand, he wrote a letter to J. Robert Oppenheimer and even sent him a copy of The R and never received a reply.

			The R sank like a stone in the sea upon publication. The scholar and excellent biographer Joseph Tabbi notes dryly that critics were “unprepared” for it. Some of the reviews are parodied (though not by much) in J R:


			 . . . so ostentatiously aimed at writing a masterpiece that, in a less ambitious work, one would be happy to call promising, for such readers as he may be fortunate enough to have . . . 




			 . . . nowhere in this whole disgusting book is there a trace of kindness or sincerity or simple decency . . . 




			 . . . a complete lack of discipline . . . 



			But Mr. Gaddis wasn’t keen on even the occasional good reaction. He disliked the Stuart Gilbert quote the publishers put on the back cover comparing him to Eliot and Joyce:


			 . . . long though it is, even longer than Ulysses, the interest, like that of Joyce’s masterpiece and for very similar reasons, is brilliantly maintained throughout . . . 



			He felt this gave reviewers an “escape hatch” and protested that “my Joyce is limited to Dubliners and a few letters.” He maintained throughout his life that he had never read Ulysses. He merely seemed to have read everything else. And as Ezra Pound said when an acquaintance showed him her copy of The R: “You should tell your friend [Gaddis] that Joyce was an ending, not a beginning.” The R with its thickets of allusions and transcendental questing was all ravishing encyclopedic ambition. It was new. J R was even newer. It employs none of the fictive habits, the prompts and crutches and connective tissue of narrative. Time slips around like an eel. Place is bulldozed. Characters have no identity save for the words they speak and they speak the speakable with tireless abandon. There is no communion, no closure. There are rants. Mad soliloquies. Offended ripostes, offensive parries. Almost everyone accounted for is indignant, baffled, enraged, duplicitous, misunderstood, or misunderstanding. There are dozens of players and voices—composers, writers, teachers, lawyers, politicians, financiers, deadbeats, and frauds. And it never lets up. Even the end is poised to start all over again. It is a riotous dizzying discomfiting success beholden to nothing that came before save for its elusive more elegant daddy, The R, which was beholden to no one.

			In 1956, nineteen years before the publication of this second novel, Mr. Gaddis wrote a registered letter to himself to protect his idea for it from copyright infringement:


			In very brief it is this; a young boy, ten or eleven or so years of age ‘goes into business’ and makes a business fortune by developing and following through the basically very simple procedures needed to assemble extensive financial interests, to build a ‘big business’ in a system of comparative free enterprise employing the numerous (again basically simply encouragements (as tax benefits &c) which are so prominent in the business world of America today. . . . 

			This boy (named here ‘J.R’) employs as a ‘front man’ to handle matters, the press &c, a young man innocent in matters of money and business whose name (which I got in a dream) is Bast. Other characters include Bast’s two aunts, the heads of companies which JR takes over, his board of directors, figures in a syndicate which fights his company for control in a stockholder’s battle, charity heads to whom his company gives money, &c. 

			This book is projected as essentially a satire on business and money matters as they occur and are handled here in America today; and on the people who handle them; it is also a morality study of a straightforward boy reared in our culture, of a young man with an artist’s conscience, and of the figures who surround them in such a competitive and material economy as ours. The book just now is provisionally entitled ‘SENSATION’ and ‘J.R.’



			What a surprisingly unpromising précis! This letter to self gives not the slightest hint of the manner in which the earnest Bast, who just wants to compose music, the less than winsome J R, and “the figures who surround them” will be presented, which is in 770 pages of unattributed, intercepted, interrupted dialogue, in “speech scraps, confetti like wiggles of brightly colored cliché” (William Gass, admiringly), the occasional lyrically peculiar description: 


			For time unbroken by looks to the clock the only sound was the chafing of an emery board, and the clock itself, as though seizing the advantage, seemed to accomplish its round with surreptitious leaps forward, knocking whole wedges at once from what remained of the hour. 



			snatches of advertisements, radiospeak, and news fragments:


			——selection from Bruckner’s eighth symphony brought to you by . . . 




			——like sending your mouth on a vacation . . . 




			——homes in America, many were treas . . . 



			and even the class paper J R wrote in cursive on Alaska: 


			Alsaka. . . . There is about a hundred billion barrells of oil in Alsaka waiting these millions of years locked in the earth for the hand of man to release it in the cause of human betterment . . . 



			But mostly there is dialogue. Dinner is served in dialogue. Here is the unhappy diCephalis family. Dan diCephalis is a psychometrician at J R’s school; Ann, his deeply frustrated wife. They are both so miserable and distracted in their marriage that they harbor a flatulent drifter in their home, both thinking he is the other’s father. The children are Nora and Donny:


			— . . . Nora I said get Donny for supper . . . Here, sit Donny here and you . . . 

			—But Mama Donny has to sit where the plug is so he . . . 

			—All right, my God it’s probably too late for a psychiatrist anyhow, we should take him to the electrician . . . stop talking and eat . . . 

			—What is it.

			—What do you mean what is it, it’s your supper. What does it look like.

			—It looks like lingam.

			—Like what?

			—Like a lingam.

			—Like a lingam! How do you know what a lingam looks like.

			—Because it looks just like this.

			—Maybe she, maybe she saw that book you had . . . 



			Death too happens (of course) but is delivered at a remove:


			—Jack look you’re spilling that all over the . . . 

			—I’m not spilling, it’s spilling. I’m not . . .  

			—Damn it just let me pour it will you!

			—But about Mister Schramm is he, he’s all right isn’t he? I mean, where is he . . . 

			—Down the hall there look, he had an accident Bast he . . . 

			—I know it yes I was, you mean another one?

			—Yes he, wait listen don’t go in there now!



			or in the case of the unfortunate Mr. Glancy:


			—Yes no go ahead Vern come in Mister ahm Major that was Gottlieb down to the Cadillac agency, he thinks he can put the financing on the car right into your name without repossessing it from Glancy’s estate to handle it like ahm, like a used car sale that is to . . . 

			—What was that about a smell.

			—No well of course it was used since Glancy did use it to ahm, I think the Cadillac people prefer to say previously owned yes and he’d only driven it seven miles but of course he’d been in it for a week when they found him down in the woods there and apparently they’ve been unable to remove the, to restore the smell of a new car interior that is to . . . 



			We are . . . swept along. Mr. Gaddis confessed that he wanted us to be, in this flow of unremitting talk—“might miss a lot but that’s what life is, after all? missing something that’s right before you?” His characters can’t or won’t communicate in any meaningful way. “Can’t drive and I won’t ride,” pronounces Jack Gibbs, the stalled writer who is forever sifting through his boxes and boxes of paper, his research, his notes, his material, for his all-consuming impossible to complete definitive Spenglerian “work.” Gibbs is a churlish mess, it is the composer Bast, “a young man with an artist’s conscience,” who possesses a bit of pummeled purity. He so wants to create magnificent oratorios but the closest he comes to a commission is writing “zebra music” for the stockbroker/big game hunter Crawley who wants to make a film about African wildlife in the hopes that the government will import game—prey and beasts of prey—for use in National Parks. 


			— . . . wake up some people down in Washington to the idea of stocking our public lands with something more suitable than a lot of trailers and beer cans.



			The reader enters J R not as through a dark wood but by way of the churning flush of the Big Commode—American capitalism. J R himself, a bright and slovenly boy, is all canny greedy play, affecting everyone, the good, the bad, and those simply not paying attention. He grasps the capitalistic model perfectly (Mr. Gaddis said he was fascinated by the concept of big business as a fairly childish affair), doing what he does “because that’s what you do!” Here he is in a phone conversation with the “general counsel,” a Nonny Piscator, he has acquired for his J R Corp Family of Companies:


			— . . . see if it’s got any of these minerals in it we should get to take this here percentage depletion allowance off the whole . . . I mean if we can get some tax benefit off depleting something why shouldn’t we . . . Okay so with these here futures I’m not telling you to do something illegal . . . I mean what do you think I got you for! I mean if I want to do something illegal what do I want with a lawyer I mean holy shit where do you think we are over at Russia? where they don’t let you do anything? These laws are these laws why should we want to do something illegal if some law lets us do it anyway . . . 



			Mr. Gaddis’s manner of composing his novels was amassment and re­arrangement. He collected all matter of stuff, paper stuff, heard stuff. “Though I weep for order I still live in a world of scrawled notes on the backs of envelopes,” he admitted. Many of the scraps, fragments, musings, quotes made their way from book to book. A line from Thomas Wolfe’s Look Homeward, Angel that he fancied—“the unswerving punctuality of chance”—appeared in all four novels as well as the novella Agapē Agape. He preserved an enormous amount of source matter, “barells and barells” stored in food and liquor boxes and now archived in the Special Collections at Washington University in St. Louis. 


			——homes in America, many were treas . . . 



			There was so much! There could be no end to it, to its possible significance or soulful worth (or lack of it). He well knew the entropy that chaos brings. He believed that America itself was a “grand fiction” exacting not only taxes from its people but more critically a continuing faith, or at least the suspension of disbelief, in its own existence. In a 1973 letter to the theologian Thomas Altizer, he wrote:


			 . . . it is this question what is worth doing? that has dogged me all my life, both in terms of my own life and work where I am trying now again in another book to fight off its destructive element and paralyzing effects; and in terms of America which has been in such desperate haste to succeed in finding all the wrong answers. In this present book satire comic or what have you on money and business I get the feeling sometimes I’m writing a secular version of its predecessor . . .  



			During all the years he worked on J R, he was dutifully laboring for a paycheck from the corporate machine—Kodak, Ford, IBM, Pfizer (“an operation of international piracy”)—writing ad copy and position papers, managing to stay employed though his efforts were sometimes found wanting. An executive chided one of his industry filmscripts as “a little too profound and needed reshaping in a manner that would be informative at a shallower depth.” He knew the cant of marketing well and was ever alert to systems of speech, of persuasion, of obfuscation, seeing and portraying the American way of waste—the waste of nature, talent, energy, the waste that markets, systems, management demand for growth.

			A great deal has been written about the works and intentions of Mr. Gaddis, much of it alarmingly erudite yet still interesting in its sort of meanly excluding way. Many are the ways he is perceived and read. Shortly before The R was published, Jack Kerouac met him in a bar and described him as “ironic looking, sporting a parking ticket in his coat lapel.” I picture him at the age of five when he was sent off to a “strict” boarding school, already Mr. Gaddis in my imagination, though small. Intelligent, neatly attired, comporting himself with all the seriousness a suppressed hilarity allowed.

			In 1976, J R won the National Book Award—chance arriving with unswerving punctuality. As judges, Mary McCarthy and William Gass were instrumental in awarding it. The other judge, whoever and whatever his opinion, was deeply, deftly ignored. McCarthy found the novel “horrid and funny” and referred to it as Junior. The award provided a respectable amount of fame and increased readership, though not as much as might be expected for J R is not for the faint of heart and mind or the weak of concentration. J R is a rude demanding complex riotous uncomfortably edifying novel, a howling maelstrom of voices, a grabby talky disorderly inferno of the spirit. It is also remarkably knowing about the American character.

			Somewhat early on (page 203!), a young boy appears for the first and only time. This is Francis. He has many questions and a few cautious opinions. 


			—You know what I used to think Mama? if I didn’t talk now, if I kind of saved it up and didn’t talk, that then I’d be able to talk after I’m dead.



			How intriguing! But if true we would be unable to experience the figures of J R there (as we have so thoroughly, appallingly, enjoyably experienced them here) for how would we recognize them?

			—JOY WILLIAMS


			J R


			


For Matthew

			Once more unto the breach, dear friend, once more


			—MONEY . . . ? in a voice that rustled.

			—Paper, yes.

			—And we’d never seen it. Paper money.

			—We never saw paper money till we came east.

			—It looked so strange the first time we saw it. Lifeless.

			—You couldn’t believe it was worth a thing.

			—Not after Father jingling his change.

			—Those were silver dollars.

			—And silver halves, yes and quarters, Julia. The ones from his pupils. I can hear him now . . . 

			Sunlight, pocketed in a cloud, spilled suddenly broken across the floor through the leaves of the trees outside.

			—Coming up the veranda, how he jingled when he walked.

			—He’d have his pupils rest the quarters that they brought him on the backs of their hands when they did their scales. He charged fifty cents a lesson, you see, Mister . . . 

			—Coen, without the h. Now if both you ladies . . . 

			—Why, it’s just like that story about Father’s dying wish to have his bust sunk in Vancouver harbor, and his ashes sprinkled on the water there, about James and Thomas out in the rowboat, and both of them hitting at the bust with their oars because it was hollow and wouldn’t go down, and the storm coming up while they were out there, blowing his ashes back into their beards.

			—There was never a bust of Father, Anne. And I don’t recall his ever being in Australia.

			—That’s just what I mean, about stories getting started.

			—Well, it can’t help repeating them before a perfect stranger.

			—I’d hardly call Mister Cohen a stranger, Julia. He knows more about our business than we do ourselves.

			—Ladies, please. I haven’t come out here simply to dig into your intimate affairs but since your brother died intestate, certain matters will have to be dealt with which otherwise might never come up at all. Now to return to this question of . . . 

			—I’m sure we have nothing to hide. Lots of brothers don’t get on, after all.

			—And do come and sit down, Mister Cohen.

			—You might as well tell him the whole story, Julia.

			—Well, Father was just sixteen years old. As I say, Ira Cobb owed him some money. It was for work that Father had done, probably repairing some farm machinery. Father was always good with his hands. And then this problem came up over money, instead of paying Father Ira gave him an old violin and he took it down to the barn to try to learn to play it. Well his father heard it and went right down, and broke the violin over Father’s head. We were a Quaker family, after all, where you just didn’t do things that didn’t pay.

			—Of course, Miss Bast, it’s all . . . quite commendable. Now, returning to this question of property . . . 

			—That’s what we’re discussing, if you’ll be a little patient. Why, Uncle Dick, Father’s older brother, had walked all the way back to Indiana, every step of the way from the Andersonville prison.

			—And after that business of the violin, Father left home and went to teaching school.

			—The one thing he’d wanted, all his life, was to own as far as he could see in any direction. I hope we’ve cleared things up for you now.

			—We might if he came back here and sat down. He won’t find anything gazing out the window.

			—I had hoped, said Mister Coen from the far end of the room, where he appeared to steady himself against the window frame, —⁠I expected Mrs Angel to be with us here today, he went on in a tone as drained of hope as the gaze he had turned out through evergreen foundation planting just gone sunless with stifling the prospect of roses run riot only to be strangled by the honeysuckle which had long since overwhelmed the grape arbor at the back, where another building was being silently devoured by rhododendron before his eyes.

			—Mrs Angel?

			—The daughter of the decedent.

			—Oh, that’s Stella’s married name isn’t it. You remember, Julia, Father used to say . . . 

			—Why, Stella called earlier, you told me yourself Anne. To say she was taking a later train.

			—That name was changed from Engels, somewhere along the way . . . 

			—I’m afraid I’ll miss her then, I have to be in court . . . 

			—I scarcely see the need for that, Mister Cohen. If Stella’s husband is so impatient he’s hiring lawyers and running to court . . . 

			—You’re losing a button here, Mister Cohen. Thomas had the same trouble when he got stout. He couldn’t keep a crease in anything either.

			—Miss . . . Bast. I’m afraid I haven’t made myself clear. My court appearance today has nothing whatsoever to do with this matter. There is no reason for any of this to ever come into court. In fact, believe me Miss Bast . . . both of you ladies, the last thing I would wish would be to . . . to see you ladies in court. Now. You must understand that I am not here simply as Mister Angel’s attorney, I am here as counsel for General Roll . . . 

			—You remember back when Thomas started it, Julia? And we thought it was a military friend he’d made?

			—Of course it was James who had friends in the military.

			—Yes, he’d run off to war, you know, Mister Cohen. A drummer boy in the Spanish war.

			—The . . . Spanish war? he murmured vaguely, braced against the back of the Queen Anne chair before the empty hearth.

			—Yes. He was only a child.

			—But . . . the Spanish war? That was ’thirty-seven, wasn’t it? or ’thirty-eight?

			—Oh, not so long ago as that. I think you mean ’ninety-seven, or ’ninety-eight was it, Anne? When they sank the Maine?

			—Who? That’s one I never heard. Do you feel unwell, Mister Cohen?

			—Yes, Thomas ran off right after James did, but he was too small for the war of course. He joined a Tom show passing through town, playing clarinet in the entreact and they also let him look after the dogs, finding livery stables to put them up in. You might have noticed his scar, Mister Cohen, where one of the bloodhounds tore open his thumb. He carried it with him right into the grave, but you’re not leaving us so soon, Mister Cohen? Of course if we’ve answered all your questions, I know you must be a busy man.

			—Mister Cohen might like a nice glass of cold water.

			—No, it isn’t . . . water that I need. If you ladies, you . . . just for a moment, if you’ll give me your undivided attention . . . 

			—We have no objection at all, Mister Cohen. We’re telling you everything we can think of.

			—Yes but, some of it is not precisely relevant . . . 

			—If you’ll simply tell us what it is you want to know, instead of wandering around the room here waving your arms. We want to see this settled as much as anyone.

			—Yes . . . thank you, Miss Bast. Precisely. Now. As we are all aware, the bulk of your brother’s estate consists of his controlling share in the General Roll Corporation . . . 

			—Share! I think Thomas had at least forty shares, or forty-five was it Anne? Because we have . . . 

			—Precisely, Miss Bast. Since its founding, General Roll has been a closely held company owned by members of your family. Under the guidance of the decedent, and more recently that of his son-in-law Mister Angel, General Roll has prospered substantially . . . 

			—You certainly wouldn’t know it from the dividends, Mister Cohen. There simply have not been any.

			—Precisely. This is one of the difficulties we face now. Since your brother, and more recently his son-in-law, have wished to build the company larger rather than simply extract profits from it, its net worth has grown considerably, and with that growth of course have come certain obligations which the company right now is being hard pressed to satisfy. Since no buy-sell arrangement had been made with the decedent prior to his death, no cross-purchase plan providing life insurance on each of the principals or an entity plan that would have allowed the company itself to buy up his interest, in the absence of any such arrangements as these, the money which will be required to pay the very substantial death taxes . . . 

			—Julia, I’m sure Mister Cohen only is complicating things unnecessarily . . . 

			—Crowned by the complications inherent in any situation in which the decedent dies intestate . . . 

			—Julia, can’t you . . . 

			—Further complicated by certain unresolved and somewhat delicate aspects of the family situation which I have come out here today to discuss with . . . 

			—Mister Cohen, please! Do sit down and come to the point.

			—Yes, after all Julia, you remember. Charlotte died without leaving a will and Father simply sat down and parceled things out. Of course I think that James always felt . . . 

			—Yes, James made it quite clear how he felt. Do sit down here, Mister Cohen, and stop waving that piece of paper around.

			—It’s . . . simply the waiver I mentioned, he said giving it up and seating himself in the Queen Anne chair whose arm came off in his hand.

			—Julia? I thought Edward had fixed that.

			—It was the side door latch he fixed, Anne.

			—It didn’t work when I let Mister Cohen in. He had to come round by the back.

			—I thought you came in at the side, Mister Cohen.

			—Well I let him in, Julia. After all.

			—I thought Edward had . . . 

			—Let him in?

			—No. Fixed the latch.

			Mister Coen, finished fitting the arm of the chair back into place, leaned carefully away from it. —⁠That is the waiver I brought out for your nephew Edward to sign, he said resting his elbows on the scarcely more firm support of his knees. —⁠A, a mere formality in this case. Of course, where there’s a will . . . 

			—There’s a way. You’re quite witty today Mister Cohen, but believe me Anne I think this is Thomas’ will, the tangle things are in right now.

			—Yes, just look at these obituaries, and why Mister Cohen ever brought them out unless to tangle things up still further. To read them it’s hard even knowing who’s dead. Did you see this one? It’s all about James. James, and no mention of Thomas at all.

			—I simply included it because . . . he began in a tone that seemed to echo the deep, as he fixed the newspaper streamer flown before his glazed eyes. —⁠Word comes in to a newspaper of a death, if someone there is in a hurry and just hears the last name, he might grab the obituary that’s already written on someone like your brother James, as prominent as your brother James, they keep one written and up to date against the day . . . 

			—But James isn’t dead! he’s just away . . . 

			—Abroad, accepting some sort of award.

			—Yes, yes in fact, I think if you’ll read that clipping . . . 

			—That seems to be about all James does now, going about to accept awards.

			—It’s not as though he didn’t deserve them, Julia. Don’t give Mister Cohen the wrong idea, there’s no telling the stories he’ll carry back with him.

			—I . . . ladies I assure you, all I wish to carry back is this waiver with your nephew’s signature. Since your brothers were not, ahm, especially close, and the decedent died intestate, the cooperation of the survivors is . . . 

			—You make us sound like a shipwreck, Mister Cohen.

			—Well now that you speak of it, Miss Bast . . . 

			—I think I know what he’s trying to say. He’s going to drag up those old stories about James and Thomas not getting on.

			—I don’t think he could sit there and name two brothers who went out of their way for one another as often as James and Thomas did. Neither of them had a single job that the other didn’t claim to have got for him.

			—The Russian Symphony . . . 

			—And Sousa’s Band? Of course there was a certain competitive spirit between the boys. No one denies that, Mister Cohen. We had a family orchestra, you know, and they practiced three and four hours a day. Every week Father gave a dime to the one who showed the most improvement. From the time they were six, until they left home . . . 

			—Yes, Julia played the . . . where are you going now, Mister Cohen? If you’ll just sit still for a minute, I’m sure we can find some black thread. I can sew that button back on while we’re chatting.

			—While I wait to talk with your nephew Edward . . . 

			—Whatever that paper is you’ve brought there, I don’t think he’ll be in any hurry to sign it.

			—Yes, I remember Father telling us to never sign anything we didn’t read carefully.

			—But . . . ladies! I want him to read it, I urge him to read it. I urge you to read it! It’s only a few lines, the merest formality, a waiver to permit the appointment of the decedent’s daughter, one Stella, Mrs Angel, as administrator of her father’s estate, so that we may submit to the court . . . 

			—Mister Cohen, you distinctly said that you hoped to keep us all out of court. Didn’t you hear him say that, Anne?

			—Yes, I certainly did. And I’m not at all sure what James will say about these goings on.

			—James has a great instinct for justice, Mister Cohen, and in spite of his being a composer he knows more than a little about the law. If we’re all obliged to end up in court in order to settle what’s right and wrong here . . . 

			—Madam, Miss Bast, please I . . . I implore you, there is no such issue at stake, and there is no reason there ever should be. The law, Miss Bast, let me tell you, the law . . . 

			—Do be careful of that lamp, Mister Cohen.

			—There’s no question of justice, or right and wrong. The law seeks order, Miss Bast. Order!

			—Now Mister Cohen, if you’ll just sit still. I’ve found some black thread right here in the basket.

			—And an agreement within a legal framework is made for the protection of all concerned. Now . . . 

			—Perhaps you would like to take off your jacket. I’m just afraid you will spill those papers.

			—Yes. Thank you. No. Now . . . 

			—It’s carpet thread, and should hold quite well. It will probably outlast the suit itself.

			—Let me assure you that signing this waiver will not in any way affect any claim your nephew may have upon the estate of the decedent. But because of his somewhat equivocal position . . . 

			—I got it for Father’s overcoat buttons. It always outlasted the coats themselves.

			—I don’t know what you’re inferring, Mister Cohen, but . . . 

			—This is as I understand it, Miss Bast, your nephew Edward’s position in the family. His mother, who was known as Nellie . . . 

			—She wasn’t simply known as Nellie. That was Nellie’s Christian name, even though a lot of people thought it was a nickname. But I see no reason to start prying . . . 

			—I think when James is done his memoirs, can you raise your arm a little Mister Cohen? A lot of prying people will have surprises, and after all the gossip that followed . . . 

			—Ladies, I am not here to pry! But in the legal disposition of your brother’s estate, his relationship to Nellie and your nephew Edward is extremely pertinent. Now as I understand it, your brother Thomas had one child, Stella, by his first wife, who then died . . . 

			—I wouldn’t really say who then died, Mister Cohen. Why, she was still alive when . . . 

			—Of course, forgive me. At any rate Thomas remarried, one Nellie, who in due course appears to have separated from him, in order to cohab . . . ahm, to . . . 

			—Yes, to marry James. Precisely. But I would hardly say in due course, Mister Cohen. I think we were all really quite surprised.

			—I don’t know, Anne. Nellie was flighty.

			—I remember James using that word, now that you say it. It was when Rachmaninoff was visiting, I remember because he’d just had his fingers insured. Hand me those scissors please, Mister Cohen?

			—However, yes, thank you, here . . . now, however, in the absence of any record of legally contracted marriage between the said Nellie and James . . . 

			—My dear Mister Cohen . . . 

			—Or indeed any evidence of legal and binding divorce between the aforesaid Nellie and the decedent . . . 

			—It scarcely seems necessary . . . 

			—And although it appears to have been known that this Nellie aforesaid was the, living as the, ahm, the wife of the decedent’s brother James at the time she bore her son Edward, and had been so living for some indefinite time prior to that event, nonetheless in the continued absence of a birth certificate attesting to those circumstances of his, ahm, provenience, Edward is in a position to exert a substantial claim upon the estate in question, and therefore . . . 

			—I scarcely understand a word you’ve said, Mister Cohen, and where you got that piece of paper you’re reading from . . . 

			—But I wrote it, Miss Bast, it’s . . . 

			—His glasses are rather like the ones that James lost that summer up near Tannersville, aren’t they Julia.

			—And the idea of digging up all this gossip again. Why, Edward’s been perfectly happy here, and James has been a fine father to him, there’s never been any question at all, why . . . 

			—But I don’t question that, Miss Bast. The point is simply that in regards to your brother’s estate, until his position is clearly established, he . . . what . . . 

			—Just a little thread here still hanging, if you’ll hold still . . . 

			—Yes, thank you again for the button, Miss Bast, but . . . 

			—Are you leaving so soon?

			—No I simply hope I think may be . . . maybe think better on my feet . . . 

			—He’s spilling those papers there, Julia.

			—Miss Bast, and . . . yes, thank you Miss Bast, and therefore . . . 

			—After Nellie died, Mister Cohen.

			—To the contrary notwithstanding . . . 

			—James brought him here then, you know, and we’ve practically brought him up ourselves. James’ work has always made such demands. That’s his studio there at the back, you can see it right out that side window, and we’d often miss him for days at a time . . . 

			—But the point, the point Miss Bast, the point of law at issue here is . . . 

			—Julia, I think I heard something, it sounded like hammering, someone hammering . . . 

			—The presumption, you see, the presumption of legitimacy while not conclusive and rebuttable in the first instance remains one of the strongest presumptions known to the law, and will not fail, Miss Bast, yes, where is it, Hubert versus Cloutier, it will not fail unless common sense and reason are outraged by a holding that it abides . . . 

			—There’s no question that at the time, Julia, we all thought James’ behavior outrageous . . . 

			—In general this presumption is not even overcome by evidence of the wife’s adultery, in regard to your nephew’s claim even when this adultery is established as of about the commencement of the usual period of gestation, as held in Bassel versus the Ford Motor Company . . . 

			—Mister Cohen please, Edward has nothing against the Ford Motor Company or anyone else, now . . . 

			—I am merely stating the legal position open to him, Miss Bast, in the event he should elect to pursue . . . 

			—Hammering, didn’t you hear it?

			—Possibly your testimony and that of your brother James regarding the period of his cohabitation with the said Nellie prior to Edward’s birth, since there is merely a prima facie presumption that, just a moment, here, yes, that a child born in wedlock is legitimate where husband and wife had separated and the period of gestation required, in order that the husband may be the father, while a possible one, is exceptionally long and contrary to the usual course of nature, you see? Now in bringing a proceeding to establish the right to the property of a deceased person, the burden is on the claimant to show his kinship with the decedent, where kinship is an issue, of course, as in this instance of basing a claim on the alleged fact that claimant is decedent’s child, and . . . yes, that while in the first instance, where is it yes, proof of filiation from which a presumption of legitimacy arises will sustain the burden and will establish the status of legitimacy and heirship if no evidence tending to show illegitimacy is introduced, the burden to establish legitimacy does not shift and claimant must establish his legitimacy where direct evidence, as well as evidence of potent . . . is this word potent? potent, yes potent circumstances, tending to disprove his claim of heirship, is introduced. Now, regarding competent evidence to prove filiation . . . 

			—Mister Cohen, I assure you there is no need to go on like this, if . . . 

			—Ladies, I have no choice. In settling an estate of these proportions and this complexity it is my duty to make every point which may bear upon your nephew’s legal rights absolutely crystal clear to you and to him. Now.

			—It’s kind of him, Julia, but I must say . . . 

			—You understand that to proceed without taking into consideration your nephew’s possible rights in this estate would be to jeopardize the status of everyone concerned, since to hold a child a bastard is not permissible unless there is no judicial escape from that conclusion . . . 

			—Mister Cohen!

			—And it is incumbent upon the party assuming the fact of illegitimacy to disprove every reasonable possibility to the contrary, and as apparently obtains here, in the case of a child conceived or born in wedlock, it must be shown that the husband of the mother could not possibly have been the father of the child.

			—Crystal clear indeed Mister Cohen!

			—Crystal clear, and while I am aware that you ladies may find certain legal terms somewhat obscure, nonetheless in pursuing other evidence tending to support illegitimacy, a declaration of the deceased mother, for example, might be admissible, or any similar characterizations of family relationships tending, as part of a series of res gestae, to throw light . . . 

			—Nellie was never one to write letters.

			—Or photographs, he came on in a flourish of papers at the wall behind him —⁠for the purpose of comparing the physical characteristics of the child with those of the husband and such other man . . . 

			—Just behind your left shoulder Mister Cohen, that’s always been my favorite picture of James. There, the two men sitting in the tree, the other one was Maurice Ravel. It shows James’ profile off so nicely, though he always felt that our Indian blood . . . 

			—I don’t think that’s anything to get into now, Anne.

			—It’s quite all right, ladies. I have it here somewhere . . . 

			—Really, Anne . . . 

			—Yes, here, even where territorial statute provides for the legitimacy of the issue of marriages null in law, the issue of a white man and Indian woman has been held illegitimate . . . 

			—It is Cherokee blood you understand, Mister Cohen. They were the only tribe to have their own alphabet.

			—Notwithstanding that the alleged marriage may have been conducted in accordance with the customs of the Indians on an Indian reservation within the territory and that, I think, should settle that. It’s not an area to meddle in, Miss Bast.

			—He might like to see that picture of Charlotte in the headdress, when she was touring with . . . 

			—Now. There appears to be another sister somewhere. Carlotta.

			—That’s precisely who Anne is talking about. She’s right behind you there, Mister Cohen.

			—She what? who . . . ?

			—Do be careful, you’re going to break something. She’s there, just above the building with the dome. That’s one of James’ Masonic lodges. Charlotte’s wearing a green felt hat, but of course the color doesn’t show in the picture. She bought it to get married in.

			—She did this place over you know, Mister Cohen. After her stroke, which was why she left the stage. She made quite a name on the Keith Circuit where she introduced . . . what was that song, Julia. I know the sheet music is around somewhere, probably over in James’ studio. She’s wearing a hat made to look like a daisy. That was why she took the name Carlotta, of course.

			—And she died of the stroke?

			—Why, certainly not. She carried right on, with a beaded bag on her withered arm, and except for a slight limp when she was tired you’d never know what she had gone through. She spent most of her winters in Cairo.

			—Cai . . . ro? that . . . that would be, Egypt? Perhaps . . . The tremor seemed to pass through his voice right out his arm snagged in mid-air upon his wristwatch, —⁠when I’ve talked with your nephew Edward, will he be down . . . 

			—If Mister Cohen would just come to the point here, we might not need to bother Edward at all.

			—Yes, Mister Cohen. If you’ll just tell us how we can work things out for him . . . 

			—Work things out for him? He’s not an infant, is he?

			—Infant! He’s bigger than you are, Mister Cohen, and you scarcely need shout.

			—Taller, Julia, but I wouldn’t say bigger. I just took in the waist on those gray trousers . . . 

			—By . . . by infant I meant merely a, an infant in law, a, someone under the age of twenty-one.

			—Edward? Let me think, Julia. Nellie died the year that James finished his opera, and . . . 

			—No, she died the year he started it, Anne. Or rather he started it the year she died, and so that would make . . . 

			—His opera Philoctetes. Maybe you know it, Mister Cohen?

			—There’s no way he could, Anne. It’s never performed.

			—Well, there was the winter when James was in Zurich. Perhaps Mister Cohen has . . . 

			—Ope! dropped his glasses . . . 

			—I hope they didn’t break? That’s a good way to take off weight, Mister Cohen. Bending up and down from the floor like that. I met the woman who told me about it in the ladies’ room at A and S’s. She was doing it with a deck of cards. She threw the whole deck out on the floor, and then stooped to pick them up one by one. I’m sure some of the weight goes in perspiration, but perhaps Mister Cohen . . . 

			—Mister Cohen seems to perspire quite freely . . . 

			—If we’re patient with him a little bit longer, I think that all he really is after is Edward to sign this piece of paper.

			—You have nothing else up your sleeve, Mister Cohen?

			—I . . . thank you for your patience, yes all I need is a copy of his birth certificate.

			—There. You see, Anne?

			—To establish his parenthood and his age. I had, I assumed he had passed his majority and fervently hope so, so, so that I won’t have to deal . . . to inconvenience you ladies further, the validity of his signature, you see, of course, on this waiver, depending upon his legal capacity to contract, although of course a minor may be emancipated . . . 

			—Emancipated! I assure you Mister Cohen . . . 

			—Which entitles him to keep his own earnings, but . . . 

			—Every penny that Edward earns . . . 

			—In no way enlarges his capacity to contract, as in Masus vernon Manon, I mean Mason versus Wright, yes, the contracts of an infant being voidable by him but not void, though this may not apply to necessaries, these however being relative. Now, comparing the voidable contract which is in itself not void to that of a lunatic, when of course his contract is made before he has been judicially declared incompetent, you ladies deserve . . . 

			—Oh Julia.

			—Poor Edward.

			—You see? You ladies deserve every protection, because the infant himself is the only one who can take advantage of infancy. The defense of infancy is not available to the adult, and this infant may disaffirm any time he likes. His mere intention to disaffirm is sufficient. In an action brought against him by creditors, assignees by purchase or in bankruptcy, sureties, or anyone else with a collateral interest in the contract, the mere setting up of infancy as a defense is sufficient, and none of them has available the defense of the infant, which is that of infancy.

			—As far as his age goes, Edward himself . . . 

			—For your own protection, ladies. This birth certificate. Because this infant, ladies, this infant may disaffirm any time he wishes to, even if he has misrepresented his age in the first place in order to get the other party to contract with him, remember that ladies. Remember Danziger versus the Iron Clad Realty Company.

			—I think he’s going for a glass of water, Julia.

			—That door, Mister Cohen.

			—Failing any adoption papers, which could of course change the picture substantially, since the adopted child has the same legal rights as the blood child. Therefore if the child were the natural child of the decedent’s brother but had been adopted by the decedent, he would of course have every right to participate in this estate. If on the other hand he . . . 

			—He’s going to get into Reuben, Julia.

			—James never really adopted Reuben.

			—In the distribution of this estate that is to say, since in order to satisfy taxes part of this estate will have to be sold . . . 

			—They’re after our trees right now.

			—I suppose it does look like an estate to them, Julia, stuck in their tiny pasteboard houses on little shirttails of land.

			—Forcing your holdings to go public . . . 

			—They take for granted everything’s for sale.

			—Proper evaluation will have to be made, of course, in terms of the prevailing market . . . 

			—That’s what the water people said, when they went into court and swore up and down that back in our trees was the only place they could possibly put up their pumping station.

			—Since no part of the estate involved has ever been offered publicly before.

			—I heard hammering out there last night, Julia.

			—I thought I heard the sound of a truck myself.

			—Or a tractor, the kind they knock down trees with.

			—Would they do that? even the water people? come in knocking down our trees at night?

			—They were there this morning.

			—The water people? Why didn’t you call me!

			—No the trees Anne, the trees.

			—I’m glad you saw them. I didn’t really look.

			—I can’t say I did either. But I know that passing the kitchen window I would have missed them if they’d been gone.

			—Perhaps Mister Cohen looked when he came in.

			—The oaks, Mister Cohen?

			—And some locust?

			—It’s the oaks, though, Anne, that really stand out.

			—Before the advent of such a sale, you would, of course, receive adequate notice.

			—What Mister Cohen considers adequate, I can’t even read them without a glass, Anne? have you seen the latest one? I had it here just a moment ago.

			—It’s right there on the mantel, a picture of a castle? James’ hand has never been easy Mister Cohen, and he tries to get so much on one postcard . . . 

			—Anne I’m talking about the local paper, Mister Cohen means these legal notices they tuck off in the back in type so small that no one can read it, in language no one can understand. In fact if he has a moment now, he might be willing to translate something . . . 

			—But Julia he’s just broken his glasses.

			—Here it is yes, yes this second column here Mister Cohen. No, right down here. It looks to me like they’re up to something with the old Lemp home.

			—Do they have a picture of it there? It was always the grandest house in town, and when we were just girls Mister Cohen . . . 

			—This is simply a legal notice, Anne. They don’t print pictures in a legal notice. Can you see through the breakage, Mister Cohen?

			—It’s a shame that Mister Cohen can’t see it, a white Victorian with a tower and a porte cochere along one side, and those copper beeches on the lawn. When Julia and I were girls Mister Cohen we used to imagine living there. We dreamt that some great stroke of fortune would . . . 

			—So far as I can make out here Miss Bast, this is simply a petition for a zoning change to turn the place into a nursing home . . . 

			—Old Mrs Lemp never was well of course, was she.

			—It’s her son we mentioned earlier Mister Cohen, the attorney you should be taking all this up with.

			—But Julia someone should warn Mister Cohen, when he says the law has no interest in justice . . . 

			—Ladies I, please I seem to be having difficulty making myself clear but I assure you . . . 

			—He made himself quite clear didn’t he Julia but I think he should be forewarned, if Mister Lemp took no interest in justice Father would never have chosen him.

			—Even James holds him in high regard, and James can be most critical.

			—Yes and Thomas, Julia, after all, he had Mister Lemp begin the suit against that dreadful little man who started that musical instrument company and stole every idea Thomas had.

			—They’re not instruments at all, Mister Cohen. The Jubilee Musical Instrument Company is what he calls it but all they make are machines that play tunes, and that lawsuit, Anne, I think it was really James’ idea. He was someone James held in great contempt.

			—He had something to do with that awful family, that politician out west somewhere whose family owned stock in the little company Thomas took on there may even be some there in the drawer, when he was looking for sheeps’ intestines to . . . 

			—We needn’t go into that right now Anne, if Mister Cohen has no more questions . . . 

			—But ladies I, this newspaper here I understood it was the local paper . . . 

			—Well of course it is it comes every week, it’s the only way we keep up with things.

			—But it’s, I just noticed it’s from a town in Indiana I’m afraid when you said local I thought, your attorney Mister Lemp is, is in Indiana?

			—Did you think he would be in Timbuctoo?

			—No no I, I simply meant that if, that a nearby lawyer who might be more familiar with local situations . . . 

			—He’s quite familiar with them thank you Mister Cohen. I wrote him last week about this bingo parlor, Anne.

			—But I meant, to go back to your nephew ladies some clue possibly regarding his age just, on your income taxes for instance do you recall listing him as a deduction?

			—You talk about adequate notice Mister Cohen, this went up right under our noses. The holy name of something or other, they play there every Wednesday night and park their cars right up in our hedge.

			—I see yes because if he is that would indicate he is still a minor though I, I trust he’s not disabled?

			—We’d better be thankful to still have the hedge. It deadens the noise from the road, James says.

			—You might tell Mister Cohen about those two women who came pounding on the door last week, staring in through these living room windows they thought it would make a nice teen center.

			—I see yes you see your nephew ladies, your nephew Edward, in the event he is still a minor, he . . . 

			—Looking in from the road they said it looked empty. Just what were they doing looking in from the road?

			—To protect his interests as well as your own re, recalling Egnaczyk versus Rowland where the infant sought to recover his car and disaffirm the repair contract the infant lost out in this case ladies, the defense of infancy in this case ladies, in this case the court refused to permit it, using infancy as a sword instead of a shield . . . there! I heard something. Don’t I hear him now? your nephew coming downstairs at last?

			—Edward?

			—Hammering, Julia.

			—Yes, it couldn’t be Edward. He left long ago, didn’t he Anne?

			—I think I heard him leave when I was sewing that button on. He has class today you know, Mister Cohen. At the Jewish temple, rehearsing Wagner . . . 

			—He’s . . . left? You mean, while I’ve been waiting, you just let him go? He . . . I don’t understand . . . 

			—We don’t interfere with his comings and goings but don’t think we haven’t wondered ourselves. Why he wants to teach at the Jewish temple.

			—And what’s got into them, doing Wagner.

			—That table Mister Cohen, do be careful . . . 

			—You’re not leaving us?

			—I’m, yes, leaving . . . leaving this waiver for him, for you . . . somebody to sign, and your, I mean his birth certificate, here is his card, if you will give it to me, I mean if you will give him my card Miss Bast and urge him to get in touch with me so I won’t have to . . . to inconvenience you further . . . 

			—Our counterfeit quarter, Julia, we wanted to show it to Mister Cohen. It was such a crude job, Mister Cohen, the copper showing right through at the edges, and one of our own tradesmen passed it on us. Can you see it, there on the mantel?

			—I don’t think he can see a thing, Anne. But it wasn’t on the mantel this morning.

			—That one sticks, Mister Cohen. You’d best use the side.

			—It’s the side that sticks, Julia. He’d better use the back. Out through the kitchen Mister Cohen . . . 

			—And Mister Cohen . . . ? Once you’re out there if you’ll just take a look? in the back? for the trees?

			—And he might listen, Julia . . . pursued him through the presence of potatoes and green beans with strings like packing thread disintegrating with a smoked pork butt on the kitchen stove since near dawn, followed him as far as the corner of the house where a hanging gutter streaked clapboards and glass whenever it rained.

			—I don’t think he’s paid us any attention. Just see him out there, my! He is in a hurry.

			Avoiding an apple tree, its entire top blown out the year before, which redeemed itself now with a bumper crop of tasteless fruit in brave colors and curious shapes, —⁠he looks like someone’s chasing him.

			—He was certainly full of gossip, for a perfect stranger.

			—I do wonder what James will have to say.

			—James will say what he’s always said. He knows I’ve never believed it, for one.

			—But even if you are right, Julia. If they weren’t married till Edward was born, he’s been Edward’s father all these years.

			—You remember what Father used to say, the devil paying the piper for all the good tunes.

			—Yes. There he goes now . . . The car crept up the drive past trees which appeared to stagger without even provocation of a breeze, rearing their splintered amputations in all directions, an atmosphere of calamity tempered, to the south, by a brooding bank of oak, by several high locusts serenely distinct against the sky in the west. —⁠It was naughty of James.

			—I hope he gets out through the hedge all right.

			—Did you hear that crash last night? and the sirens? It’s a wonder they aren’t all killed.

			—Listen . . . !

			To the squeal of brakes, the car burst out into the world trailing a festoon of privet, swerved at the immediate prospect of open acres flowered in funereal abundance to regain the pavement and lose it again in a brief threat to the candy wrappers and beer cans nestled along the hedge line up the highway, that quickly out of sight to the windows’ half-shaded stare from the roof pitches frowning over the hedge to where it ended, and a yellow barn took up, and was gone in a swerving miss for the pepperidge tree towering ahead, past shadeless windows in a naked farmhouse sprawl at the corner where the road trimmed neatly into the suburban labyrinth and things came scaled down to wieldy size, dogwood, then barberry, becomingly streaked blood-red for fall.

			Past the firehouse, where once black crêpe had been laboriously strung in such commemoration as that advertised today on the sign OUR DEAR DEPARTED MEMBER easy to hang and store as a soft drink poster, past the crumbling eyesore dedicated within recent memory as the Marine Memorial, past the graveled vacancy of a parking lot where a house, ravined by gingerbread, had held out till scarcely a week before, and through the center of town where all allusion to permanence had disappeared or was being slain within earshot by shrieking electric saws, and the glint of chrome that streaked the glass bank front across the resident image of bank furniture itself apparently designed to pick up and flee at a moment’s notice doors or no doors, opened, as they were now, to dispense the soft music hovering aimlessly about a man pasteled to match the furniture, crowding the high-bosomed brunette at the curb with —⁠something, Mrs Joubert, something I’d meant to ask you but, oh wait a moment, there’s Mister Best, or Bast is it? Mister Bast . . . ? He’s music appreciation, you know.

			—He?

			—What? Oh there, coming out? No, no that’s Vogel. Coach Vogel. You know him, the coach? Coach? Good morning . . . 

			—Good what? Oh, Whiteback. Good morning, didn’t see you. I just robbed your bank.

			—I didn’t see you, called Mister Whiteback, and waved. —⁠He what did he do? The sun in my eyes . . . It caught him flat across the lenses, erasing any life behind them in a flash of inner vacancy as he returned to —⁠here, this young man coming here is Bast, you could probably tell he’s in the arts, can’t you. Mister Bast? I was just telling Mrs Joubert here, if she thinks she’s pressed for space you’ve had to rehearse all the way over to the Jewish temple since we had to take the cafeteria over for the driver training, right? Mister Bast is helping out Miss Flesch on her Ring to have it ready for Friday, the Foundation is sending out a team to give our whole in-school television program the once over and giving them a look at Miss Flesch’s Ring will give a real boost to the cultural aspect of, things. Not to slight your efforts Mrs Joubert. She has the new television course in, is it sixth grade social studies Miss Joubert? What’s in the paper bag, you haven’t robbed the bank, Mrs Joubert?

			—This? No, it’s just money, she said, and shook the paper sack. —⁠Not mine, my class. It’s what they’ve saved to buy a share in America. We’re taking a field trip in to the Stock Exchange to buy a share of stock. The boys and girls will follow its ups and downs and learn how our system works, that’s why we call it our share . . . 

			—In what.

			—In America, yes, because actually owning it themselves they’ll feel . . . 

			—No, I mean what stock.

			—That’s our studio lesson today deciding which one, if you want to look in on our channel. We have a resource film from the Exchange itself, too.

			—Teaching our boys and girls what America is all about . . . 

			—Stick ’em up!

			Bast’s elbow caught Mrs Joubert a reeling blow in the breast, she dropped the sack of coins and he stood for an instant poised with raised hand posed in pursuit of that injury before the flush that spread from her face to his sent him stooping to recover the sack by the top, spilling the coins from its burst bottom into the unmown strip of grass, and left him kneeling down where the wind moved her skirt.

			—Poor child, why they let him run around loose . . . 

			—It’s the testing . . . Mister Whiteback withdrew a foot where his clocked ankle was nudged in pursuit of a dime, glancing down as it prospered to a quarter under Mrs Joubert’s expensively shod instep, and his voice was sheared off by an inhuman scream.

			—What was that! . . . oh Mister Bast, I’m sorry, I didn’t hurt you . . . ? She withdrew her heel from the back of his left hand as Bast got the nickel with his right, looking up from her flexed knee to start to speak.

			—Those saws, they’re doing the trees in the next block, widening Burgoyne Street, said Mister Whiteback above. —⁠I’ll drop you, if . . . Mister Bast? he retired in the box step of the rhumba now spilling from the bank out across the walk and into the grass where Bast was going at it as though finding money lost by someone else, —⁠if you can just pick the rest of it up and drop it off for Mrs Joubert’s studio lesson?

			—It was twenty-four dollars . . . 

			—And still get to your rehearsal, Mister Bast. To have it ready for Friday, we want to show this Foundation team how we’re motivating this cultural drive in our youngsters, it’s all in preparation for the cultural festival next spring you know, Miss Joubert . . . watch his hand there yes, to show we can make this cultural drive pay off like never before in mass consumers, mass distribution, mass publicity, just like automobiles and bathing suits . . . 

			—And sixty-three cents, Mrs Joubert finished, a gentle bulge rippling from her knee as she shifted her weight in departure to disappear in the swirl of her skirt as the quarter bounding from the billowing trouser cuff drew Bast in a headlong lunge after the exhaust of Whiteback’s car shearing from the curb, rounding the corner into Burgoyne Street to course through the shrieks of saws and limbs dangling in unanesthetized aerial surgery, turning at last into the faculty parking lot and into Gibbs’ limited vista from a second floor classroom window watching Mrs Joubert alight and come toward the portal beneath him, knuckles gone white where he grasped the cold radiator staring down into the loose fullness of her approach till it was gone beneath the sill, and he turned back to the darkened classroom to face the talking face in flattened animation on the screen itself until the tension of watching without listening broke the surface in a slight twitch of his own lip and turned him back to the window looking down, now into the wide eye of a camera aimed up at himself and the frieze of teachers similarly abandoned in windows surmounting the dedication of the school hewn over the entrance.

			—EBΦM ΣAOH AΘΘΦBP . . . 

			—Oh, can you read it? asked the young man with the camera, lowering it to join the congregation of cameras, meters, and accessories strung from what convenient protrusions his lank figure afforded.

			—Not exactly read it, said his companion, a scrap of paper spread on the back of a heavy book in the crook of his arm. —⁠But I thought I’d copy it down, it might make a good epigraph for the book when I find out what it means. And get some of those blank faces. There, the one at that window having a smoke in the boys’ washroom while his class is being taught by television, speaking of technological unemployment.

			—I don’t think that’s a point the Foundation wants you to stress, particularly. But it’s your book.

			—But you’re paying for it.

			The camera snapped and joined the others, swinging to their stride as they passed in beneath the sill and out of the view of Mister Gibbs, molested from behind by words,

			——Energy may be changed but not destroyed . . . 

			From a basement door Mister Leroy rose into the sunlight bearing a pail and his smile, intimate even at the distance turned directly up to Gibbs before there was chance to evade it, as he glided over the gravel in the silence of the boxing shoes laced tightly to the image of nonviolence his passage insisted everywhere he went.

			——Scientists believe that the total amount of energy in the world today is the same as it was at the beginning of time . . . 

			—Turn that off . . . 

			—But wait Mister Gibbs it’s not over, that’s our studio lesson we’ll be tested on . . . 

			—All right let’s have order here, order . . . ! he’d reached the set himself and snapped it into darkness. —⁠Put on the lights there, now. Before we go any further here, has it ever occurred to any of you that all this is simply one grand misunderstanding? Since you’re not here to learn anything, but to be taught so you can pass these tests, knowledge has to be organized so it can be taught, and it has to be reduced to information so it can be organized do you follow that? In other words this leads you to assume that organization is an inherent property of the knowledge itself, and that disorder and chaos are simply irrelevant forces that threaten it from outside. In fact it’s exactly the opposite. Order is simply a thin, perilous condition we try to impose on the basic reality of chaos . . . 

			—But we didn’t have any of this, you . . . 

			—That’s why you’re having it now! Just once, if you could, if somebody in this class could stop fighting off the idea of trying to think. All right, it all comes back to this question of energy doesn’t it, a concept that can’t be understood without a grasp of the second law of, yes? Can’t you hear me in the back there?

			—This wasn’t in the reading assignment and that . . . 

			—And that . . . he paused to align pencils on his desk all pointing in the same direction before he looked up to her far in the back bunched high and girlish by a princess waist, bangs shading the face pancaked into concert with her classmates in the shadowless vacancy of youth, —⁠that is why I am telling it to you now. Now, the concept we were discussing yesterday, first a definition . . . ?

			—The tendency of a body which when it is at rest to . . . 

			—Never mind, next . . . ?

			—And which when it is in motion to re . . . 

			—I said never mind! No one . . . ? Does anyone dare try to spell it then . . . ? He turned reaching high enough on the board to pull up his jacket for a glimpse of blue drawers through a hole in the trouser seat, wrote e and waited.

			—E?

			—Yes e, obviously. What comes next.

			—N?

			Gibbs repeated —⁠n, and wrote it.

			—D? as the bell rang.

			—Correct, t, r, o, p, y, he finished the word and broke the chalk in emphatic underline, turning past the toss of blonde hair repeated in the thighs as she stood up and joined the surge of disorder at his back, his lower lip now caught between his teeth in a way that seemed to dam his spirit as he regained the window and the open parking lot below where now, all continent and unaware of fragmentation in another mind’s eye, Mister diCephalis came carrying a child’s umbrella in the congruous fashion it feigned here in the small, rolled, black, its handle a curve of simulated birch hooked on his wrist as he passed under the inscribed lintel and pushed at the glass door that never yet had opened in and did not now, stopped to unlimber the umbrella, pulled the door open, and moved at home through crowd and noise toward a door of wood and thick as his wrist which swung lightly closed behind him, not for being well hung but because its hollow core reduced it to a swinging sign for the word Principal and a sounding board diffusing the racket in the hall into the presence of moderation and benign achievement themselves diffused, along with the Horatio Alger award and fifty-six honorary degrees when hung, high in the confines of a single face framed cheaply on the wall in witness “that confidence, a belief in ourselves, individually and collectively, is a very important feature in the degree of activity you normally anticipate in our economy,” resolve that “if we have the courage, if we have got, you might say, the widely held determination to move courageously, there is no question in my mind but that it would be helpful,” only the eyes tinged with alert vexation over “whether or not a campaign for bringing about this kind of confidence is the best thing, I haven’t thought of that as a public relations problem that has yet come to me . . .”

			—The fear psychology, the drills, all that stuff and junk, came the voice of Miss Flesch hacking through the diffusion that bore him on toward the inner office, eyes lowered from initial confrontation where she’d look at him, at anyone, her own eyes wide and wild as though she’d been touched privately or slapped. —⁠It’s not the kids, they think the drills are a game, crawling under their desks and everything, they have a ball. It’s the parents that make the trouble, she concluded through bread, the gone bite in her seed roll smeared with lipstick like the coffee cup at her knee on the desk, and the cigarette, raised quivering now her contact lenses were in focus and she looked at him with neither that precipitate outrage nor, in fact, much interest at all, as he surreptitiously rid himself of the umbrella, hooked it on the rim of a metal school wastebasket, before advancing to shake hands.

			—Dan? Mister Hyde, on our new school board. This is Dan diCephalis, Mister . . . 

			—Major Hyde, Dan. Good meeting you . . . loomed worsted with a bluish tinge in arbitrary sway over the pastel arrangement behind the desk, cordially drawing Mister diCephalis half out of a sleeve of knife edge pressed nondescript. —⁠We all know Dan here from the school television. Driver training, right Dan?

			—That, ah, yes I started giving that course but . . . 

			—Did a fine job too Major, but Vogel’s taken that chore on now. Vogel, the coach, he has a real sense of ahm, of cars, yes and doing a very fine job. We’ve saved Dan’s talents here for . . . 

			—Some elementary math and physics . . . 

			—On tape, Miss Flesch closed in and bit and scarred her bun and smiled the lipstick on her teeth.

			—Dan’s our school psychologist now, or psycho . . . psycho . . . 

			—metrician. Psycho . . . 

			—Psychometrician, yes. In charge of all our testing and, and doing a fine job, yes. That’s why I wanted him in on this ahm, these budget questions, this equipment, some of the new testing equipment . . . 

			—We’re talking about the new testing equipment, Dan.

			—It’s quite a budget item, yes. Now the need to justify the test results, of course, in order to justify the test results in terms of the ongoing situation, in other words, this equipment item is justified when we testor tailing, tailor testing to the norm, and since the only way we can establish this norm, in terms of this ongoing situation that is to say, is by the testing itself, somebody’s going to get left out in the cold, right? A boy who scores out at the idiot-genius level, this music-math correlation, perfectly consistent but he’s running around town sticking people up with a toy pistol. Then here’s one with no future at all on the standard aptitudes, but I was told . . . 

			—It isn’t the equipment it’s the holes, in this computerized scoring the holes that have been punched in some of the cards don’t, aren’t consistent with forecasts in the personality testing, the norm in each case should . . . 

			—Right Dan, the norm in each case supporting, or we might say being supported, substantiated that is to say, by an overall norm, so that in other words in terms of the testing the norm comes out as the norm, or we have no norm to test against, right? So that presented in these terms the equipment can be shown to justify itself, in budgetary terms that is to say, would you agree, Major?

			—I’ll say one thing Dan, if you can present it at the budget meeting the way Whiteback’s just presented it here no one will dare to argue with you, and I don’t think you need to bring up these problems with your holes Dan. Might be misunderstood, lead you right back into questions about all this teaching equipment you people bought here last year that’s not even unpacked.

			—There’s nothing wrong with it at all it’s just that we, that nobody understands how to use it.

			—How to utilize it yes, but . . . 

			—What you can’t get through people’s heads, when you’re dealing with these grants and aid federal, state, foundations whatever it is, if you don’t spend you don’t get. See it at the corporate level all the time, mention an initial outlay and they grab for their wallets take this shelter idea now . . . 

			—Major Hyde headed up our Civil Defense Program here Dan, you may remem . . . 

			—Before it turned into a milksop rescue outfit and lost sight of the basics Dan, we’re talking about bringing your mobile tv unit over and giving these youngsters a looksee at my shelter, show them what . . . 

			—Yes well of course Dan may have ahm, may not have been living here yet when it was built back in the ahm, and did a very fine job of course when it was built before the . . . 

			—Before the whole country lost sight of the basics Dan, we all saw it spread right up to the national level and giving these fine youngsters a good looksee at my shelter will get them off to a fresh start, show them what America’s all about, what we have to protect . . . 

			—Yes well the youngsters of course are ahm, are youngsters yes but incorporating this shelter proposal in the new budget may not ahm, Vern that is to say, I don’t think Vern will . . . 

			—I don’t think Vern’s head’s screwed on Whiteback, if you’re going to let a District Superintendent like Vern dictate to the parents of these future citizens that they can’t exercise their democratic right to vote on an issue that may decide the whole . . . 

			—Yes well of course I think Senator ahm, Congressman Pecci he’s dropping by to fill us in on the chances for locating this new Cultural Center here and of course his ahm, yes is that him?

			—Tell him to wait, said Miss Flesch through bread, and banged the phone down.

			—Wait we can’t keep him waiting, he’s . . . 

			—It’s not him no it’s Skinner, this textbook salesman Mister Skinner . . . she knotted her knees, —⁠for me.

			—I’m sorry Major yes Miss Flesch here, Miss Flesch doubles in brass you might say, our top studio teacher you know that and our curriculum specialist too, she’s . . . 

			—Glad to see somebody who’s not afraid of work. Getting this budget across is going to take everything we can give it, they’ll be there with their hands on their wallets and their youngsters’ educations will be the last thing on their minds, take this shelter proposal if they have a good look at one before they pile in and tear the idea to pieces they . . . 

			—Hello . . . ? Yes, yes send him right in . . . 

			—Mister . . . 

			—Congressman . . . ?

			—No it’s only, it’s Mister Skinner . . . she recovered her balance and her knees one to the other —⁠I’ll be right out, she called at the figure retreating through the door weighted by a briefcase of Gladstone bag design past the threat of pinstripe coming up behind.

			—Come in Senator come in, I know it’s still Congressman just getting in the habit . . . 

			—Mister . . . 

			—Whiteback, Major . . . 

			—diCephalis, Dan, the school . . . 

			—Great pleasure . . . 

			—Congressman . . . 

			—And Miss Flesch here kind of doubles in brass you might say, right Whiteback? Handles the curriculum, and she’s shaping up as a real video personality on the school tv. We’re just checking out a few items before the taxpayers get their teeth into this budget, Hyde went on as the blue stone ring borne on Pecci’s hand ceased darting about in handshakes and withdrew to highlight his pinstripe presence. —⁠The only thing on their minds is their tax rate and most of them don’t even know that, right Whiteback? As president of the bank and principal of this school setup Whiteback here gets a grandstand look at both sides of the coin, take the whole idea of locating this Cultural Center here, I don’t see why we can’t tie it right in with . . . 

			—Once we have their confidence . . . 

			—Now whether or not a campaign for bringing about this kind of confidence is the best thing, I haven’t thought of that as a public relations problem, but let’s not forget above all things the need of confidence, and that . . . 

			—Of course, I think nationally, it’s what you and I think of the prospects . . . 

			—PRwise it can’t hurt us educationwise, Miss Flesch got in through bread.

			—In fact, tie it all right into this shelter item too, let people have a look with your mobile tv unit. My boy could give it sort of a tour in fact, he knows it inside out. Wall thickness, ventilation, food storage waste disposal get in a little about what America really is, what we . . . 

			—Just give them an inch, like with the religious holidays if they all get off Good Friday the Jewish parents want them off Seder too . . . 

			—Is Seder a holiday? I thought it was a . . . 

			—Fight over prayers in the school and that gets us right into the transportation mess, they vote against busing the Catholic kids to parochial school and we can get thirteen hundred of them dumped on us over night, then where are we?

			—And take this one, custodial salaries, two hundred and thirty-three-odd thousand, up from two seventeen . . . 

			—Ask Mister Leroy, that’s his baby.

			—Right. You mention education and they grab for their wallets. Now here’s thirty-two thousand six hundred and seventy for blacktopping the parking lot over to the tv studio.

			—That’s the only bid that came in.

			—And there’s this twelve thousand dollars item for books.

			—That’s supposed to be twelve hundred, the twelve thousand should be paper towels. Besides, there’s already that bequest for books for the library.

			—Did it say books in so many words? No. It’s just a bequest for the library.

			—Use it for a pegboard. You need a pegboard in a library. Books you don’t know what you’re getting into.

			—Right. Remember Robin Hood? That man Schepperman . . . 

			—Schepperman! That reminds me that lettering over the front door, Gibbs’ idea . . . 

			—It’s worked so far but it can’t work forever, sooner or later somebody will show up who reads Greek. Then where are we?

			—Up the creek, Miss Flesch obliged with a promptness that lost her some coffee down her chin, —⁠like the smut mail.

			—There’s an issue. The smut mail rise.

			—My boy sent off for a ball glove and what he got back in the mail was . . . 

			—Mouthpiece puller, sleigh bells, strobotuner, choir risers, tympanies, marching bell and stand, two thousand five hundred and . . . what’s all that for?

			—Breakage. Here, replacing glass, repairing doors, painting, refinishing and so forth, thirty-three thousand two eighty-five. Thirty-three thousand dollars for breakage, isn’t that what we’re really talking about? Plain unvarnished vandalism? And another fourteen thousand plus item down here, repairs and replacement, chairs, desks, project tables, pianos, same thing isn’t it? Breakage . . . ?

			—But two thousand dollars for filmstrips and five more on filmstrip projectors, movie projectors, record players, tape recorders, projection carts . . . 

			—It’s already on the books . . . 

			—That’s what I mean books, Miss Flesch scattered seeds. —⁠All this audio-visual bla bla bla and we’ve practically promised Duncan and Company a textbook order to Mister Skinner for . . . 

			—Thirty-three and fourteen, that’s forty-three, forty-seven thousand on breakage.

			—Waffle iron, sixty dollars?

			—Predictable, deliberate, you might even say prescheduled breakage . . . 

			—And doing a very fine job, too.

			—I see it at the corporate level all the time. Now, getting back to the point, how about Friday for bringing your mobile tv over for a looksee at my shelter, get across the remote capabilities of microwave transmission with a good cable system . . . 

			—But not Friday, Friday we’re getting a visit from the Foundation. They’re sending out a team, a program specialist and a writer, to give our whole in-school television setup here the real once over for a book. I don’t hardly need to say that the point in all this is to show them how we’re using, utilizing this new media to motivate the cultural drive in these youngsters should give things a nice boost right up their . . . 

			—Up their alley, check. My shelter . . . 

			—My Ring . . . Miss Flesch got in at a bite.

			—My wife . . . ventured Mister diCephalis, who had been busy responding to Mister Pecci’s stylish appearance by squaring the handkerchief in his own breast pocket, leaving it with apparent satisfaction and a clean margin showing between the pocket’s edge and the line of dirt that had distinguished the initialed fold on view there now for some weeks.

			And as though calculating the effect, Hyde stepped from the window and reduced the figure behind the desk to the less pungent proportions of natural lighting. —⁠The Foundation is committed up to its, it’s deeply committed. They’ve sunk seventy or eighty million into this school tv project nationwide and they’re not pulling out and leaving setups like this one holding the bag. The point like I’ve been saying from the start is that in-school tv, to be in-school tv, it has to be in-school tv with lessons piped into school receivers in school classrooms for school kids in school classes, a simple interference-free closed-circuit school setup where every Tom Dick and Harry can’t tune in on the kind of open-circuit broadcast you’ve got now and write letters telling you off on the new math.

			—Educationwise it isn’t hurting us PRwise, I’ll say that, Miss Flesch said it, and mashed out her cigarette.

			—Now the Senator here, Assembleyman Pecci that is, he has a bill he’s introducing that makes all this mandratory, it will get this in-school television out of the community entertainment field and back into the school, and the only squawk we’ll get from the Foundation is because they stuck you with this whole open-circuit setup in the first place.

			—I don’t get mail telling me off . . . Miss Flesch threatened with a buttered thumb. —⁠I get all this mail . . . 

			—She gets all this fan mail.

			—All this fan mail you could call it even, she pursued from the desktop to Mister Pecci who seemed, just then, to realize that from where he sat he might appear to be looking up her skirt, and lowered his eyes to adjust a gold tieclasp representing an unfurled American flag to match his cufflinks. —⁠Not just mail from kids’ parents but from shut-ins, jobless, old retired people and everybody like just last week I got this letter of commendation from the Senior Citizens, you need popular support to run a school system and you don’t get that without the support of the community look at this budget vote coming up and all that bla bla bla, they want to see where their money goes. I got nothing to hide, she came on, and pinioned a passing eye with the barest movement urging —⁠my Ring, you take my Ring . . . 

			—We take her Ring, Pecci responded to this invitation, and then raised his eyes to the others, —⁠there might even be some way to tie it into the cultural, something cultural?

			—Let’s give Pecci here an A for breakthrough. Tie it in with this Culture Center, locating it here, bring in your Spring Arts Festival expanded with a few remote specials stressing the patriotic theme, you might even do one on my shelter, what America’s all about, waste disposal and all, and wrap it all up with the whole in-school television program once that’s on a good interference-free closed-circuit system bring in a little Foundation backing and you’re on your way.

			—Once we have their confidence . . . 

			—Now whether or not a campaign . . . 

			—I think nationally . . . 

			—PRwise . . . 

			The telephone rang. —⁠Hello . . . ? Oh. Yes. Long distance, for you Mis . . . 

			—Me? Oop! my coffee . . . 

			—My office . . . Pecci inclined across the desk avoiding the puddle. —⁠I told them where to reach me if . . . Hello?

			—And something else, Whiteback reclined with a squeak, —⁠this young man what’s his name, Bast? He’s a composer, he writes music, he’s here from the Foundation or rather they placed him here, in this pilot program. Handed to us on a platter, he’s ahm . . . 

			—Me? paid to me? No, it was paid to the law firm, my partner. Just say twenty-five thousand paid for consultation, representation, and what? No, say legal services, rendered by Ganganelli during this legislative session in conjunction with . . . no, conjunction, conjunk, junk . . . 

			—Motivating the music appreciation drive in these youngsters, we have him helping out Miss Flesch while we work something up for him maybe with the high school band.

			—In conjunction with certain amendments to the state law relating to highway construction standards, just say standards in highway construction.

			—I talked to him about it on the way over this morning, motivating this cultural drive and seeing it pay off in mass consumers, mass distribution . . . 

			—No, standards. I said standards, standards, with a d . . . 

			—Like automobiles and bathing suits.

			—Law! They can’t pull that law on him tell him, it wasn’t even passed till after he wasn’t reelected . . . Goodbye, call me if there’s any snag.

			—On her Ring, yes and, and doing a very fine job . . . 

			—He helps some, rehearsing and all that stuff and junk but he hasn’t got much personality for it . . . here, gimme one of those, will you? She swooped at Mister diCephalis quietly disposing of a cigarette package in the wastebasket.

			—No, I . . . they’re candy, he blurted. —⁠The children’s. I picked them up by mistake, they look just like mine, the package . . . 

			She laughed at him.

			The telephone rang.

			—Hel . . . oh, what? Now? They’re here from the Foundation? They can’t be, this isn’t Friday. Well try and stall them . . . 

			—Gimme the phone, my . . . 

			—My boy’s in this thing of hers, Hyde dropped to Pecci, —⁠quite the little musician. No piano or violin, nothing pansy. Trumpet.

			—My wife’s taping something this morning, Mister diCephalis got in abruptly. —⁠A resource program . . . 

			—Let’s just turn on the tube and see what we’ve got to show them.

			—Taping? what, said Miss Flesch over the rim of the telephone.

			—A resource program. On silkworms, she has her own Kashmiri records . . . 

			—If your Ring isn’t ready, your Wagner, what is there?

			—My Mozart. She hung up the telephone and dialed again. —⁠No answer, I’ll call and see if my visuals are ready . . . and she found her bun, washed in another bite with cold coffee and chewed into the mouthpiece, listening.

			——gross profit on a business was sixty-five hundred dollars a year. He finds his expenses were twenty-two and one half percent of this profit. First, can you find the net profit?

			—What’s that? demanded Hyde, transfixed by unseeing eyes challenging the vacant confine just over his head.

			—Sixth grade math. That’s Glancy.

			——percent this would be of the entire sales, if the sales were seventy thousand dol . . . 

			—Sixth? That?

			—Glancy. They’re doing percents.

			——merchant, and this merchant sold a coat marked fifty dollars at ten percent discount . . . 

			—Glancy reading cue cards. You can tell.

			—Don’t show them that, just Glancy writing on a blackboard.

			——that this merchant still made a twenty percent profit, let’s find the cost of the original . . . 

			—Try switching to thirty-eight.

			——original cost of the . . . combustion in these thousands of little cylinders in our muscle engines. Like all engines, these tiny combustion engines need a constant supply of fuel, and we call the fuel that this machine uses, food. We measure its value . . . 

			—Even if the Rhinegold is ready it’s Wagner, isn’t it? But if the Mozart is scheduled the classroom teachers, they’re ready with the followup mate-    rial from their study guides on the Mozart. They can’t just switch to the Wagner.

			——the value of the fuel for this engine the same way, by measuring how much heat we get when it’s burned . . . 

			—That’s a cute model, it gets the idea right across. Whose voice?

			—Vogel. He made it himself out of old parts.

			—Whose.

			—Parts?

			—Some of them might never even have heard of Wagner yet.

			—No, the voice.

			—That’s Vogel, the coach.

			——that we call energy. Doing a regular day’s work, this human machine needs enough fuel equal to about two pounds of sugar . . . 

			—If they thought it was Mozart’s Rhinegold and get them all mixed up, so you can’t really switch.

			—He put it together himself out of used parts.

			——fuel in a regular gasoline engine, and converts about twelve percent into the same amount of real work.

			—To forty-two, try forty-two.

			——that the engine has an alimentary system just like the human machine. When you pull up at the gas pump and ask for ten gallons the fuel is poured through an opening, or mouth, and goes into the gas tank, the engine’s stomach . . . who earns a hundred and twenty-five dollars a month pays four percent of it to the Social Security . . . 

			—I said forty-two, try forty-two. I think Mrs Joubert has something.

			——how much he’s paid to the Social Security Board at the end of ten years, and . . . American Civil War, that was fought to free the slaves, and . . . in the carburetor, where the fuel is digested and . . . 

			—Omigosh! Miss Flesch erupted into the mouthpiece. Her free hand dug for a tissue  —⁠they’re what? Over at the temple? Not the Rhinegold, the Wagner no, the . . . No m, m like Mary. O. Yeah like zebra . . . she wiped her mouth,  —⁠What do you mean will I play the piano the only prop I’ve got is a . . . no a book, a book . . . A book yeah so it looks like I’m reading from this book and don’t forget the music for my singalong, I always sign off with a singalong . . . 

			—Go back to whatever that was about the Civil War, I think that’s history . . . 

			——that we wouldn’t like the taste of gasoline but luckily our car engine . . . 

			—Or Social Studies.

			——the American Indian, who is no longer segregated on the reservation, but encouraged to take his rightful place at the side of his countrymen, in the cities, in the factories, on the farm . . . 

			—Just hang on, I’m coming over there anyway. Yeah, driving, I’ll get a ride over if . . . she banged down the phone, dismounting the desk in an open slide toward Mister Pecci.  —⁠Is Skinner’s car still out front? It’s a green one, this textbook salesman. He’ll ride me over . . . 

			—My wife, said Mister Pecci withdrawing a knee from the sweep of her heel,  —⁠she was one of the original Miss Rheingolds, maybe she still has a specialty number she could help you out with introducing your Rhinegold story . . . ?

			—See you all on the hungry eye, said Miss Flesch winking one of her own and threatening one of Mister Pecci’s with a sweep of the umbrella under her arm, and whether Mister diCephalis was making a last grab for it or fending it off was not clear as she passed him for the door that banged hollowly on her call to  —⁠Skinner, Mister Skinner, can you ride me over . . . 

			Mister diCephalis had by now reached and dialed the telephone, where he kept in undertone  —⁠Yes I know it that’s why I’m calling, because . . . from the Foundation yes they’re here now, that’s what they’re coming for, to . . . what? The silkworms, yes, the Kashmiri . . . cultural aspect of . . . yes. But I do want them to see you, that’s why I’m calling . . . 

			—They must be out there now they, we can’t keep them waiting . . . Whiteback inclined to meet the screen’s glassine stare with his own reaching the channel selector,  —⁠if there’s something on while we’re waiting for the, for Miss Flesch something in the, something . . . 

			——about money . . . to free the slaves and . . . typifying the grandeur of our natural resources and the national heritage that makes all of us proud to be Amer . . . 

			—That’s good, there . . . 

			—What is it Dan, what’s . . . 

			—I’m cleaning up this coffee she wait, wait this must be hers this book about Mozart Mozart’s letters, she . . . 

			—Look out you’re spilling those what’s all that it looks like her script, part of her script get it over to her, there’s a page under the . . . 

			—Mind moving your foot . . . 

			—There’s another one . . . 

			——the mighty Sequoia, which may reach a height of three hundred fifty feet and be almost thirty feet at the base. An age of a thousand years old is still young for the mighty Sequoia . . . 

			—Wait the pages are getting mixed up she’ll be . . . 

			—Let her straighten them out just get it over to her wait there’s one under the desk, have you got your car Dan?

			——national parks. In the vast public domain, the federal government owns one hundred seventy million acres in our glorious west . . . 

			—No just hurry Dan, hurry up or she’ll come in! We thought you’d never get here . . . and he opened the door full on the two figures standing there as the wall clock beyond them dropped its longer hand with a click for the full minute and hung, poised to lop off a fragment of the next as Gibbs passed, looked up and saw that happen, fingering the change in his pocket on his way to the outside door and the cloudless sky filled with the even passage of the sun itself in brightness so diffuse no shadow below could keep an edge on shaded lawns where time and the day came fallen through trees with the mottled movement of light come down through water, spread up an empty walk, over gravel and empty pavement, and lawn again, lending movement to the child motionless but for fragmenting finger and opposable thumb opening, closing, the worn snap of an old change purse, staring in through the glass with an expression of unbroken and intent vacancy.

			Beyond the glass, the boy inside darted a glance from his newspaper out into the purse snapped open; snapped shut, he smoothed the porous fold of the obituary page away from him, nagged his lip with a pencil and then scratched his knee with it before his foot returned to forcing back, and forth, and back, the idle vent on a floor grating, shut, open, shut, as the light on his paper dimmed with the sun abruptly pocketed in a cloud and what shadow the child beyond had cast was lost beneath the trees where she sought the greenest leaves fallen from the pin oaks shading the grass around her. The largest she found, she folded its dark face in, creasing across the veins, then folded another as carefully chosen over it, pausing with one blown here from a maple and slightly discolored, the green already run from its edges but folded at last with the others stained back outside and snapped all together into the purse, as a wind rustled those on the ground around her and touched the trees above, the cloud past, their movement scattering the sunlight against the glass, never disturbing those within.

			—Rhine . . . G O L D! they howled into the glare of footlights, cowering round the empty table at the center of the stage.

			—Rhinemaidens! . . . The baton rapped sharply through their declining wail.  —⁠This is your shout of triumph. A joyful cry! Bast thumped out the theme again on the piano, missed a note, winced, repeated it.  —⁠Can’t you sound joyful, Rhinemaidens? Look, look around you. The river is glittering with golden light. You’re swimming around the rock where the Rhinegold is. The Rhinegold! You love the Rhinegold Rhinemaidens, you . . . 

			—So where’s the Rhinegold?

			—We’re pretending it’s on the table there, you’re all swimming around . . . 

			—No like she means we can pretend we’re out here swimming like around this old table which we can even pretend it’s this big rock but there’s nothing on it, like there’s nothing which we can pretend it’s this here Rhinegold.

			Again he tapped the baton against the music stand.  —⁠The art department has promised the real Rhinegold for Friday, so today you’ll just have to pretend. Pretend it’s there shimmering and glittering, you’re swimming around it protecting it, but you don’t dream it’s in danger. You don’t dream anyone would dare try to steal it, even when the dwarf appears. The dwarf Alberich, who comes first seeking love . . . what’s the matter there?

			—Like if we’re all so beautiful who would want to love this here lousy little dwarf?

			—Well, that . . . that’s what happens, isn’t it. You don’t. You laugh at his . . . his advances, and that hurts him, it hurts him so deeply that he decides he’ll take the Rhinegold instead, so that he can . . . where is he now, Alberich the dwarf, where is he . . . ? Bast rattled the baton briskly against the music stand, and a trumpet blast shattered the comparative quiet.  —⁠What was that!

			A salute stirred from the shadows in the wings.  —⁠That’s where I come in here with the trumpet when you hit that thing with your stick, answered a martial miniature advancing into the glare with a clatter of knife and ax, flashlight, whistle, compass, and a coil of rope crowding his small waist.

			—You come in when I point the baton right at you, and you come in playing the Rhinegold motif. Now what was that you think you just played?

			—The Call to the Colors, anybody knows that. Besides I don’t even know this here Rhinegold thing and my father said I probly should play this anyway because it’s the best thing I can play.

			—Well, what else can you play.

			—Nothing.

			Bast rested his head on his right hand, weakly flexing his left and studying the gouge on its back as a smart slap of salute wheeled the trumpeter off in the general direction of Valhalla, and he gave them the key with a chord.

			—And like right here Miss Flesch said might be a good place for our specialty numbers, like we already have ballet tap and toe and if we’re on the school tv and all . . . 

			—You . . . straighten that out with her.

			—She’s going to be here today?

			—That’s a good question, Bast muttered.  —⁠Has anyone seen her?

			—I seen her, came a voice from the wings.

			—This morning? Where.

			—No, last night in this green car parked up in the woods with this here . . . 

			—That’s enough! Bast, and the crack of his baton, severed that response and the billow of tittering it rode out on, breaking against the banks of empty seats; he struck the chord and with the power of music set their brittle limbs undulating in unsavory suggestion, bony fronts heaving with nameless longing straining the garlands of streaked paper and seamed up remnants of other cultural crusades, here the gold fringe of an epaulette quivered, there a gold tassel shook as, revived by Bast’s flailing arm, the cry of  —⁠R H I N E gold . . . ! filled the hall, brought up short by the Call to the Colors: down the keyboard Bast darted as though fleeing that, into the Ring motif, and now more faintly, the last to realize that the stage had been taken over by one enthralling bellow. Undismayed by lack of piano accompaniment, or now the peremptory rattle of the baton, this baying augmented as the apparition drew up at the footlights for breath.

			—She’s being Wotan, a Flosshilde offered in awe.

			—Wotan isn’t on yet. You’re not on yet! Bast shouted at this eruption freely adorned with horns, feathers, and bicycle reflectors, the helmet hung askew over a face where mascara awash in perspiration descended a bad complexion to streak the imbrications of silvered cardboard covering the padded bosom below. Simulated fox tails dangled at the flanks. The spear sagged forward.  —⁠I thought you all knew, there was to be no makeup until your actual performance, he said, and as Wotan obediently drew a glistening forearm across that face he looked away, noting apparently for the first time the epaulettes and gold tassels trimming jackets tailored to imaginary bosoms, the gold piped shorts cloistering assorted hams.  —⁠What’s that you’re wearing there? And you . . . ?

			—She’s wearing her mother’s falsies in there, said one Wellgunde, delivering a Woglinde a punch in the bloated chest, bringing blushes and brays of laughter.

			—No, those gold tassels, those costumes . . . 

			—We got twirling after.

			—You have what?

			—Twirlingafter! . . . he don’t even understand plain English.

			—That bulletin about your costumes. Did you read it?

			—We couldn’t hardly. You know? Like there were all those words in it which we didn’t have them yet.

			—What grade English are you in? What year?

			—English?

			—Like he means Communications Skills only we didn’t get those words yet, we maybe won’t get them till Language Arts even.

			—All right, all right, you can . . . take your places, Bast said, drawing both hands down his face in imitation of sepulchrous calm which promptly provoked  —⁠Uh, say there . . . from behind, and swung him round dropping his hands to face an elderly figure being weighed unsteadily forward by the saxophone strung to his neck.

			—Where do I sit?

			—Sit?

			—Up on the stage? or down here with you.

			—Sit? You’ve . . . come to watch?

			—Not today, no, today I’ll play right along, said his guest eagerly, fingers quivering over the keys of the saxophone.  —⁠Keep at it the doc told me last night, just keep at it and you’ll have the old muscular coordination back like a well-oiled machine in no time. You’re loosening up the old fingers yourself, eh? Your hand there? That’s a nasty one, he said with solicitous relish, drawing a folding chair nearer the piano.

			But Bast had escaped to the edge of the stage where he called in a choked tone  —⁠all right! the dwarf now, who is Alberich, the dwarf?

			—That’s supposed to be that boy J R, said Wotan sidling up, wiping both hands on a fox tail.  —⁠He’s only being it to get out of gym anyway, this here little dwarf. He don’t even have a costume yet.

			—Well . . . where is he! Find him!

			—He was reading the paper over at that window.

			—He was in the front office, I seen him when I went to the girls’ room playing with the telephone in there.

			—I got a cold, that’s why my eyes look like this, said Wotan with a rheumy stare that sent Bast up the aisle and out the pastel hall, looking in doors till he reached the last one: there in a swivel chair a boy sat, back to the door, his cheerless patterned sweater of black diamonds on gray hunched over the desk, and a hand with a pencil stub rose over one narrow shoulder to scratch where his hair stood out in a rough tag at the nape.

			—What are you doing in here! Playing with the . . . 

			—Playing? The chair lurched, then swung round slowly as the boy recovered the wad of a soiled handkerchief from the telephone mouthpiece as he hung it up.  —⁠Boy you scared me.

			—Scared you! What are you doing in here, aren’t you in this rehearsal? What are you doing here playing with the telephone . . . 

			—Playing? But no I was just . . . it rang. He reached for it.

			—Give me that!

			—But it’s probably . . . 

			—Here! . . . What? hello? . . . Miss Flesch here? now? No, I haven’t seen her all morning, she . . . Me? Bast, Edward Bast, I’m . . . What do you mean are we ready? Ready for what . . . The telephone pressed at his ear, Bast stared blankly at the boy’s foot twisting under the chair’s pedestal, the seam split up the back of the sneaker, and abruptly put out his hand to stop the repetition of the chair tipping forth, and back, and the boy shrugged, recovered a grimy envelope with figures penciled on its back to stuff it, with his pencil stub and wadded handkerchief, into a pocket, looped a knee over the chair arm and began to wedge the toe of his sneaker into a desk-drawer handle.  —⁠You mean right now? today? Of course it’s not ready today, no. No, and listen. An old man just showed up here with a saxophone, he . . . what? What class in music therapy, where? Hello? Hello? He banged down the telephone, swerved the chair round to face the door saying  —⁠Come along, and was almost out when it rang again.  —⁠Give me that! he said catching his balance. —⁠Hello? Who? No . . . No he’s not and what’s more this telephone is not . . . what? He banged it down again.

			—Why’d you want to do that? the boy came hurrying out ahead of him. —⁠It was just . . . 

			—Come along! Bast pressed him down the hall, eyes on the shoulders narrowed in a shrug and held there by the sweater, which was too small. —⁠You’re supposed to be up on that pile of chairs in back, Bast pursued him down the aisle —⁠while the Rhinemaidens swim around down in front, do you know your part?

			—He don’t even have a costume yet grumbled Wotan, drooping in the lee of the piano like some lost sport sulking in a corridor of prehistory.

			—And hunch down up there, Bast called after him. —⁠You’re supposed to look small, like a dwarf.

			—He’s already littler than us, Wotan obliged, swelling. —⁠He’s only in sixth grade which that’s why he could be in it to be this here little dwarf which he’s only being it anyway to . . . 

			—Get up on the stage, out of sight. Now, we . . . Bast halted. Behind him the saxophone wavered tentatively around C-flat. —⁠Wait a minute! Where is it! That paper bag that was here on the piano.

			—You always carry your money like that?

			—It’s not mine, that money. It belongs to Mrs Joubert’s class. Where is it!

			—Hey, see? here? a Rhinemaiden giggled from the stage. —⁠See? Like for the Rhinegold, with real money so we can really pretend, see?

			—That one’s my type, the saxophonist confided over Bast’s shoulder as he sat to the piano. —⁠Maybe you can . . . but he was cut off as Bast came down with an E-flat chord that sent the boy scaling the peak of the stacked chairs and the Rhinemaidens wriggling and howling by turns below, arching limbs and brazening impertinent bodies in what quite rightly they believed to be lewd invitation, whispering, perspiring, cowering to the blast of the Call to the Colors obliterating a brief saxophone chorus of Buffalo Gals while, in sinister pianissimo, making good use of his unimpaired hand, Bast echoed the Ring motif oblivious, staring, up into the stage illumination on the dwarf’s uncostumed threadbare scaffolded above the caterwauling, and he pounded an open way for his desperate crew through the rhythms of the Nibelungs, hand drawn up in twinges each time a finger struck among those sharp cadences teeming with injury.

			—Look! Who’s that up in the back there, came in a stage whisper.

			—The lights, I can’t see nothing . . . 

			—It’s that fruit Leroy.

			—He’s too little, it’s that Glancy.

			—Running . . . 

			Faster, Bast played now as though hurrying to catch a train, straining toward the crescendo of its arrival till this, with pain that streaked to his elbow sharp as the chord he struck, was all he heard, and the cry of the dwarf was lost, —⁠Hark floods! Love I renounce forever! . . . lost, if it was ever made at all, the figure running down the aisle reaching the piano as it crashed with the Rhine­gold motif that brought the pile of chairs cascading to the stage and scattered the Rhinemaidens in disheveled pursuit of the dwarf, who seemed indeed to know his part, and had got off with the Rhinegold.

			—I told you . . . ! shouted Wotan bursting out into the sun, bearing down on the only figure in sight who watched this extravagant onslaught without alarm; but all they wrested from her was the change purse, its nickeled clasp worn down to brass from being closed, and opened, and closed, opened now and on dead leaves at that, flung back to the ground indistinguishable from the leaves they trampled, drawing up in garish clumps of recrimination.

			—Where’d he go? that lousy little . . . 

			—Look!

			—Look out!

			Gravel sprayed them from the drive.

			—In the car, that’s Mister Bast. They’re chasing him in the car.

			—Whose? Driving . . . 

			—Glancy. That big lardass Glancy . . . 

			—It wasn’t either that’s deSyph, that old junk heap that’s deSyph’s . . . and they drifted off to tell, over groundswells of lawn heaving with the slow rise, and fall, of light broken by the gentle sway of trees on winds bearing news, from higher up, of a used car sale blown down on retching waves of the tune Clementine to the wailing counterpoint of the saws in Burgoyne Street, where the used car plunged among the dangling limbs.

			—The lesson’s all set up, the visuals everything right from the teacher’s guide . . . and the brief prospect of a straightaway freed his hand from the wheel to turn on the radio. —⁠The script that’s her script and that book, that’s to pretend like you’re reading it it’s a prop . . . 

			—But this money, the boy who ran off with that paper bag we were using it in the Rhinegold rehears . . . 

			—You don’t need it no, for the Mozart that Rhinegold bag it would throw off everything the testing, the whole . . . 

			—It’s not that it’s the money, it’s the money . . . 

			Steel teeth overhead shredded a descending bloat of Clementine as the radio warmed to Dark Eyes, and the driver shifted in a seated schottische overshooting a turn to the right. —⁠My wife will help you out don’t worry, she’s waiting for us I already called her and I told you about the singalong, don’t forget the singa . . . 

			—But then maybe your wife could . . . 

			—Help out yes she has a resource program on right after, she’s in the arts too maybe you know her? B’hai, folk song, preColumbian sculpture . . . he cut short with a grimace that might have been merely the effort of swerving to a halt at the door where he promptly resumed the catalog in introducing —⁠my wife Ann Mister Bast, she had the Senior Citizens’ class in clay sculpture too, the ones with arthritis here, wait! don’t forget the script . . . before leaving Bast in a spray of gravel, where Mrs diCephalis took his hand and kept it.

			—In this way, she led him, raising the folds of a many-colored sari to pick her way over the maze of cables, into —⁠an intimate medium, it really is, because when you look into the camera you’re looking each child right in the eye, she said flashing him a blacked sweep of hers over a shoulder. —⁠When I’m on camera, I just keep repeating to myself I am speaking to a single child. I am speaking to a single child, over and over. That’s what makes it intimate . . . She stopped abruptly in the shadow of a stage flat so that he ran up against her and discreetly lowered his eyes from the caste mark that had begun to run on her forehead, past the distinct lashes, nose shadowed retroussé and white teeth, to come up short on a gape in the sari where her brassiere strap hung errant and anomalous. —⁠I do my own makeup but these are my own eyelashes, I’m naturally dark, she said, taking his attempt to withdraw his hand as provocation to hold it in both of hers. —⁠You see, I am a talented woman, Mister Bast, who has never been allowed to do anything . . . Somewhere a bell rang but she held him in an instant longer, with peristaltic reluctance let him slip away —⁠in there, we’ll look in there first. It’s where the director monitors the programs.

			On the screen was Smokey Bear.

			——pledge as an American to save and faithfully to defend from waste, the natural resources of my country, its soil and minerals, its forests, waters, and wildlife.

			—The youngsters find it reassuring, said Hyde looking up from Smokey Bear. —⁠Like seeing a commercial.

			—Yes, in terms of implementing the study material, Whiteback continued as his guests came to rest on the small sofa under their litter of cameras, coats, pamphlets, brochures and notepaper, —⁠into a meaningful learning experience . . . 

			——a series of collapsible pipes, called the intestines . . . 

			—Thirty-seven thousand five hundred, came Pecci’s voice from the inner office, —⁠for legislative services rendered in conjunction with proposition thirteen on the referendum on pay subscription televis, you’d better call me back on this . . . 

			——of America, the free enterprise system, and man’s modern industrial knowhow, have forged a two edged sword which at one fell swoop has severed the barrier between . . . 

			—What’s that?

			—The American flag, said Mister Pecci joining them, glittering at the cuff.

			—Oh, the film. It’s on film, a resource film on ahm, natural resources, Mister Hyde’s company was kind enough to provide . . . 

			—What America is all about, said Hyde standing away from the set with a proprietary air. —⁠What we have to . . . 

			—To use, or rather utilize . . . 

			——like the iceberg, rising to a glittering peak above the surface. For like the iceberg, we see only a small fraction of modern industry. Hidden from our eyes is the vast . . . 

			—Gibbs? Is that you? Come in, come in.

			—No, don’t let me disturb you . . . 

			—Yes come in, we have some people here from the Foundation, Whiteback insisted. —⁠Their Program Specialist Mister Ford . . . An arm rose from the clutter of cameras, —⁠and Mister Gall here. Mister Gall here is a writer. Mister Gibbs here is the what you might call chief cook and bottle washer on our science program and . . . doing a fine job, yes. Mister Gall here is getting material together on the Foundation’s whole in-school television support program, Gibbs. They’re going to publish it in book form.

			—Bitten off quite an assignment, Mister Gall. I imagine you need all the information you can get, said Hyde abruptly threatening him with a thick brochure from above. —⁠I just happened to have this research report with me. It’s a pretty good rundown of long-term operating cost estimates on closed-circuit cable setups, compared to what you run into trying to carry a full lesson load on open-circuit broadcasting. I picked it up to show the Senator here, Congressman, Pecci . . . 

			——energy still locked in the vast shale oil deposits beneath thousands of barren mountain peaks jutting from the sea of the public domain, two thirds of the state of Utah . . . 

			—Structuring the material in terms of the ongoing ahm, situation yes, on Mozart’s, ah, Ring, is it?

			—I noticed something here . . . Mister Ford spoke for the first time with the commanding indifference of an old-school drawl, running his finger down a catalogued list —⁠here, The Rhinegold is it?

			—Oh, you have one of our schedules, we . . . having trouble locating one, this use of, utilization of . . . 

			—Schepperman?

			—Schepperman? Yes well he, ahm, it was his idea originally. This doing this Ring, before he, before we replaced him. He, ah, painted, taught painting, that was before we replaced him of course, a little trouble over the loyalty oath provision . . . 

			—Little? Mister Pecci repeated, opening pinstripe over his glittering tieclasp in a campaign gesture. —⁠Like being a little bit pregnant, eh?

			—Yes well of course the, on the cultural aspect of the arts we have a studio teacher now, Whiteback came on at the brightness control, —⁠a video personality that motivates a really meaningful learning experience in these youngsters . . . 

			——Everybody has a laughing place, to go, ho! ho!

			The face of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart shimmered on the screen.

			——To go ho! ho!

			—Here she is now yes, I think she taped this audio part, introducing this, music appreciation this is, in terms of closed-circuit capabilities this . . . 

			—In terms of tangibilitating the full utilization potential of in-school television . . . 

			—Something for the pit and something for the gallery, murmured Mister Ford.

			—Making the artist really come alive for these youngsters. Humanizing them, the artists that is to say, motivating . . . 

			—Warm bodies . . . 

			——Today, boys and girls . . . 

			—Who’s that?

			—The Mozart. It’s . . . 

			—No. The voice . . . 

			——fairy tale life of the composer Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. Even his name, Amadeus, or in German, Gottlieb, means beloved by the gods . . . 

			—Remind me to call him later, about the fire sprinklers, Whiteback inclined toward Hyde in undertone.

			—Call who.

			—Gottlieb, about the fire sprinklers.

			——darling of the gods, this little Peter Pan of music who never really grew up, a real life fairy tale that takes us from the glittering courts of Europe to a scene in a great thunderstorm. There’s even a mysterious messenger of death in this tale, filled with magic and enchantment . . . 

			—That’s not Dan, is it? the voice? muttered Hyde, as the camera shuddered down the spangle-decked embroidery of a sleeve to fingers drawn poised on a keyboard.

			——apple cheeks, dressed in silks of lilac and gold, was barely seven years old when he played for the court in Vienna and the Emperor called him my little magician. In Naples the superstitious Italians even made him take off a ring he was wearing, to prove it wasn’t a magic ring that gave him his magical powers . . . 

			And in response to a querulous growl from Mister Pecci the still picture on the screen gave way to a face staring directly at the viewers, glistening with perspiration.

			——playing and composing music since the age of four. By the time he was fourteen Mozart had written sonatas, a symphony, even an opera . . . 

			—This is our, our composer in residence, Whiteback blurted with what sounded like relief. —⁠He’s been working with our ahm curriculum specialist she thought he needed, must have thought he needed exposure to the ahm, to do a very fine job of course we have you Foundation people to thank . . . 

			——rich people who commissioned work from artists and gave them money. Mozart wrote beautiful music for his patron until he left the Archbishop’s house to marry a beautiful girl named Constanze. Later Mozart told a friend, when my wife and I were married we both burst into tears, and that shows us what a really human person this great genius really was doesn’t it boys and girls. His wife’s name Constanze means constancy, and she was constant to her dear childlike husband all the rest of his, of his, his cheap coffin in the rain that . . . 

			—A little heavy on the talking face, came murmured from the heap of cameras on the sofa —⁠and you want a little more spontaneity here where he’s shuffling pages around like that, come in close on the way his hands are shaking, it looks a little forced . . . 

			——the um, constant yes she, she constantly spent what little money they had on luxuries and she, she was constantly pregnant and she, finally she was constantly sick so you can see why she, why Mozart burst into tears when he married her. He was always the, this little darling of the gods he’d supported his whole family since he was a child being dragged around by his father and shown off like a, like a little freak . . . 

			—He, he seems to be departing somewhat from the ahm, the . . . 

			—They needed a stronger key light on that waist shot when he threw out the script, get across a lot more spontaneity without it . . . 

			——money, he wrote three of his greatest symphonies in barely two months while he was running around begging for loans wherever he . . . 

			—Yes Miss ah, Miss Flesch will probably take over any minute she, it’s her program, studio lesson that is to say of course on our budget we can’t go all out on ahm, on these enrichment programs in music, just in music alone we’re already spending just on band uniforms alone . . . 

			——three more piano concertos, two string quintets, and the three finest operas ever written, and he’s desperate, undernourished, exhausted, frantic about money while his wife runs up doctor bills and he’s pawning everything in sight just in order to work, to keep working . . . 

			—You’ve got to watch those hot lights on these close shots.

			—Yes he, he needs a haircut . . . and the full face on the screen dissolved to a wigged profile where the camera sought something of interest in the composer’s baleful eye.

			——think he was childish, she was twice as childish and, and oh yes this mysterious stranger dressed all in gray who Mozart thought was a messenger of death, it was really just a messenger from a crackbrain count named Walsegg who wanted some music for his dead wife. He couldn’t write a requiem so he wanted to hire Mozart to, and then pretend he’d written it himself. What else could Mozart do? He’s sick, worn out, used up, he’s only about thirty-five and he’s been supporting everybody in sight for thirty years, but he sets to work again. He’s having trouble breathing, having fainting spells, he’s emaciated, his legs and hands swell up and he finally thinks somebody is trying to poison him that’s a, a real life fairy tale all right boys and girls, now the storm. It’s December, rain and sleet howling through the night. I’m already tasting death, he says, and shivers his lips in the, in a little drum passage from his requiem . . . 

			—Sorry, if someone could tell me where the men, the boys’ room is . . . ?

			—Out yes out to the right Mister Gall it’s ahm, it’s marked boys yes maybe we’ve all seen enough of this to ahm, in terms of structuring the material that is to . . . 

			—What’s their camera there an Arri? Looks like they’ve got the wrong lens . . . 

			——spent about four dollars for his funeral but that, that might spoil our nice fairy tale boys and girls his few friends following the cheap coffin in the rain and turning back before it ever reached the pauper’s grave nobody could ever find again is, do you know what a pauper is boys and girls? It means a very poor person and and, yes and we don’t like to think about poor people no, no let’s try to remember this little, little unspoiled genius in his happy moments when he, when he um, yes when he wrote happy letters to people, yes . . . 

			—I’d stay away from prop shots like this one too, they’re liable to pick up the book upside down.

			—Yes we’ve had ahm, had trouble with books yes . . . 

			——that here’s um, yes here’s one he wrote to a girl cousin about the time he was writing his Paris symphony he says, he apologizes to her for not writing and he says Do you think I’m dead? Don’t believe it, I implore you. For believing and shitting are two very different things . . . 

			—Did you, did I . . . hear that?

			The cameras heaved patiently. —⁠You find the sound systems on these commercial receivers are pretty uniformly poor . . . 

			——um, his um playful sense of humor yes he tells her you wouldn’t be able to resist me much longer and our arses will, will um, will be the symbols of our peacemaking and then he, then he tells her down here about an imaginary village called Tribsterill where the, where the muck runs down to the sea . . . 

			—It’s that switch on the left yes the one that says off, turn it off, off . . . 

			——village called Burmesquik where the crooked arseholes are manufactured and um, in the um, his um playful sense of humor yes we, it shows us what a really human person this great genius was doesn’t it boys and um, and girls and, and you you, single child out there his letters help you, help make him somebody you can understand too . . . 

			—No on the left Congressman, the one on the left . . . !

			—Sorry . . . Gibbs recovered an elbow from the maze of camera straps where he hung over the back of the sofa staring at the blur on the screen abruptly cropped across chin and hairline, replaced by an American flag, a vista of redwood forest, the music rising as though to carry off the voice.

			——to humanize him because even if we can’t um, if we can’t rise to his level no at least we can, we can drag him down to ours . . . 

			—See what I mean, there’s too much bass in these commercial sets . . . and the foot was withdrawn as Hyde tripped over it on his way to the set where Mister Pecci stood with a control knob that had just come off in his hand.

			——what the um, what democracy in the arts is all about isn’t it boys and girls and, and you, you . . . 

			—Wait, hello? I said get Mister Leroy right in here to make a small repair hello? Don’t put any more calls through on this line . . . 

			—An interesting effect . . . Mrs Joubert’s face peered from the screen over Hyde’s shoulder —⁠but their synch is off . . . and a white-maned man erect in bed, a white-maned man seated in a wicker chair, a white-maned man in plaster replica passed in rapid sequence. —⁠Sounds like a crossed wire there . . . and words and music were restored abruptly over the image of a giant redwood tree.

			——of America’s beloved humorist whose real name wvrrrrrk fairy tales boys and girls like, like Franz Schubert dying of typhus at thirty-two yes or, or Robert Schumann being hauled out of a river so they could cart him off to an asylum or the, or Tchaikowski who was afraid his head would fall off if . . . 

			—Do something pretty fast where the, God damn it! came from under the planter where Hyde sought the plug on hands and knees.

			—You’re in trouble when your music level is up so high it fights the voice like this . . . 

			——tell you about our favorite American composer sitting on the floor cutting out paper dolls, Edward Mac . . . 

			—Can you ahm, yes can you pull the plug just pull the plug . . . 

			—What the . . . hell do you think I’m . . . trying to . . . came from the shadows behind the set where now a biceped Valkyrie bearing a dead warrior aloft gave way to an amazon Brünnhilde in massive concentric breastplates as the voice rose to challenge the stabbing rondo of the D-minor piano concerto of Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart.

			——fairy tale isn’t it, that his life was a fairy tale that’s the real fairy tale isn’t it and in um, yes in the singalong to end our fairy tale today we can um, maybe we can find some of his own words in a letter for, to sing along with Amadeus Ah, muck! Sweet word! Muck! chuck!

			—You’d better watch your recordings on this open-circuit broadcasting you know. Royalty problems . . . The telephone rang. The door opened, closed, opened again to admit Mister Gall with the final allegro, assai.

			——muck! suck, oh charmante, muck, suck! That’s what I like! Muck, chuck and suck! Chuck muck and . . . 

			An expletive broke from under the window planter as the sound cut off, leaving the screen filled with a face perspiring with silent imperative until the reassuring countenance of Smokey Bear restored one faltering note and then another of song.

			——a laughing place, to go, ho! ho!

			—Sen, Congressman? It’s for you, it’s Parentucelli . . . 

			—Who . . . Gibbs muttered immobile, eyes returning the fixity of the ursine stare from the screen —⁠just who, exactly, was that.

			——to go ho! ho!

			—That, yes, well, the young com, ahmposer in, yes in residence, composer in residence from the Foundation. Placed with us by the Foundation that is, in the, an in-depth pilot program in the arts, that is to say a grant. Maybe Mister Ford can explain it more, more in depth?

			——Likewise: ho! ho!

			—No, no, quite a different administrative area, Mister Ford sprawled easily. —⁠Only about three percent of the Foundation’s budget goes on the arts, after all.

			—A quarter, they want a quarter a yard maybe we get them down to twenty-two, twenty-three cents, Mister Pecci’s voice reached in. —⁠No, it’s Flo-Jan. The Flo-Jan Corporation, that’s f, l, o . . . 

			—Did I miss something? Mister Gall appeared with his pencil.

			—Technical difficulties creep in, trouble with their framing there a few times and they need some practice with their lenses but once you’ve got good hardware that’s all it takes. Practice.

			Behind him Gibbs came slowly erect against the wall. —⁠You can’t fault us on hardware, he said turning, as they all did, to Mister diCephalis’ entrance. —⁠What goes into it, of course . . . 

			Gall wrote software? and waited, as Mister diCephalis with some effort pushed the frail door closed behind him to have it bob open again for Mister Leroy in his boxing shoes carrying a pail which he set down. —⁠The control knobs here, Whiteback started as Leroy closed in silently, indicating the pail with a theatrical glance. —⁠Well don’t, don’t bring it in here, don’t . . . just get rid of it! it’s not why I called for you, I just want you to fix the knobs on this set . . . ! And they parted for Mister Leroy moving between them with his smile, fitting the knobs back on, pocketing his screwdriver and leaving the screen awash with a rain of dollar bills. —⁠Yes now here we, wait you’re not leaving? Because we ahm, this lesson in sixth grade social studies yes we wanted you to see this lesson in terms of structuring the ahm . . . and his pastel flurry indicated a map of the United States mounting in distended animation toward the templed splendor of the Stock Exchange to disappear in a whirr of lines, —⁠opening with this resource film . . . 

			—Lost their loop, Mister Ford obliged rising in his maze of cameras.

			—But you both ahm, Mister Gall yes you might want to see this next lesson in terms of a good deal less ahm, less unplanlessness than the one we’ve just . . . 

			—No I meant to ask though, that line over the main entrance here? in Greek? I thought, is it Plato? or . . . 

			——someone to tell us what we mean by our share in America . . . ?

			—Yes well Mister Gibbs here might ahm, here she is now . . . he waved at Mrs Joubert’s image as though she might wave back.

			—You might try Empedocles.

			—Oh . . . ? he juggled papers, book, pencil. —⁠that’s e? m . . . ?

			—And if you could stay for the next studio lesson? came between them, —⁠a re, resource program on, silkworms . . . 

			—I think it’s a fragment from the second generation of his cosmogony, maybe even the first . . . 

			—We’re yes we’re trying something new here the, combining the studio lesson with the classroom portion . . . 

			—When limbs and parts of bodies were wandering around everywhere separately heads without necks, arms without shoulders, unattached eyes looking for foreheads . . . 

			——and that’s the difference between our country and Russia isn’t it class . . . 

			—The youngsters themselves become part of the teaching process for a truly meaningful learning experience utilizing the ahm, the youngsters themselves . . . 

			—Never read it? In the second generation these parts are joining up by chance, form creatures with countless hands, faces looking in different directions . . . 

			——and that’s what owning a share in a corporation means too doesn’t it, the right to vote, just like being an Am . . . 

			—In the third generation of course you begin to get . . . 

			—Yes well that doorway is ahm, I don’t think you need to bother with the inscription there Mister Gall it’s ahm, we’re having the whole thing replaced that is to say . . . and he seized a hand extended from the maze of camera straps for any who cared to take it.

			—That literature on closed-circuit systems I gave you there Mister Gall my card’s right in it there, Hyde, if you want any more inforlook! Wait look there’s my boy! the one, no that arm’s in the way. There, that’s his hand. See this boy in front in the diamond check sweater he’s right behind him, see the arm sticking up?

			——while our volunteers count up our investment capital because our money isn’t doing anybody any good here, is it. Money that isn’t out working and earning something is just like a lazy partner who . . . 

			The door banged hollow. The telephone rang. —⁠Better just take that phone off the hook and leave it Whiteback, you’re going to be flooded with calls from every jobless welfare retired freeloading jackass in the district who sits home and . . . 

			—But my office, my office is calling me back, said Mister Pecci through gum, —⁠on this proposition thirteen . . . 

			——in the bowel, where this raw material is converted for use as . . . all kinds of raw silk . . . 

			—Wait Dan you, you’re not changing that are you?

			——this raw silk that can’t be wound and is called silk waste . . . 

			—It’s this, just this resource program my wife . . . 

			—Yes well I think we ought to get back to that social service lesson there Dan looks like she’s giving these youngsters a sense of real values, my boy there . . . 

			——when the silkworm starts to spin it discharges a colorless . . . that happens in the large bowel before . . . billions of dollars, and the market value of shares in public corporations today has grown to . . . 

			—Getting some feedback on that enrichment program you just broadcast to half the world, Whiteback?

			—That? on the phone? No, no it’s that textbook salesman he claims he had an accident on the school property out there, he says Leroy signaled him right out that blind corner in front of a truck, one of those big asphalt trucks . . . 

			—He wasn’t out there just now when they took her away, he . . . 

			—Who Dan took who away, where . . . 

			—To the hospital Miss Flesch they, didn’t you know what happened? He was riding her over . . . 

			—Sorry to miss that, was she . . . 

			—Will you just let him tell it Gibbs? And this foulmouthed whoever this was that just took over her lesson how’d he get in there.

			—Well I thought he, he tied right in didn’t he? Yes I gave him the script and . . . 

			—Why didn’t you just take the ahm, take on the lesson yourself Dan you had the script didn’t you?

			—Or Vogel, you could have grabbed Vogel couldn’t you? Real masculine man’s way of putting something over we just had him on here, his voice . . . 

			—Yes but you can’t use Vogel live no those ahm, those scars yes that’s why his lessons are all taped that is to say, voice over with models and visuals but his face, we got him from the New York City schools and ahm, and doing a very fine job of course but you can’t use him live . . . 

			——to buy stock from a broker as we’ll see on our field trip, now. Our volunteers have counted up twenty-four dollars and sixty-three cents so let’s look at the closing prices on the . . . 

			—But the lesson, the Mozart? Did, nothing went wrong did it? that could affect the testing I mean, it’s all preprogrammed statewide . . . 

			—Yes well Dan he ahm, he departed pretty severely from the curriculum.

			——a point that’s right, when we talk this special investors’ language we don’t say dollar do we, we say . . . 

			—But I heard he’s in music I gave him her script and he, she set it up right from the teacher’s guide he . . . 

			—Yes well they had some ahm, some technical difficulties Dan this program specialist from the Foundation pointed out several ahm . . . 

			——railroads we could buy three shares of Erie Lackawanna, or cars? We can’t afford General Motors can we, but . . . 

			—In simple straightforward terms Dan, you might say that he structured the material in terms of the ongoing situation to tangibilitate the utilization potential of this one to one instructional medium in such a meaningful learning experience that these kids won’t forget it for a hell of a long time, how’s that Whiteback.

			—Yes well that’s ahm, I think Mister Gibbs has put it quite clearly Dan of course . . . 

			——for Disney at forty and a half we’d have Mick . . . 

			—What he said about superstitious Italians, you heard that.

			—I certainly did Senator, you heard that didn’t you Gibbs? Mister Gibbs?

			—Oh I certainly did Major, I . . . 

			—Well what are you sitting there with a, looking like you think something’s funny about all this, you think our Congressman came all the way out here to be insulted?

			—Know just how he must feel Major, that’s your car out there Congressman? The white Cadillac with the bumpersticker that says keep God in America?

			——or Campbell Soup at twenty-seven . . . ?

			—Now look Gibbs . . . 

			—Didn’t know he was trying to get out Major, that’s all I . . . 

			—Look Whiteback, this has . . . 

			—Wouldn’t blame him of course but . . . 

			—Yes well I think what Mister Gibbs means is ahm . . . 

			—All right then just tell me this, what about this report he’s leaving under God out of his proscribed openings, what about it Gibbs.

			——or be part owners of a movie company . . . 

			—Afraid I can’t help you, it sounds a little more like Dan’s . . . 

			—Dan’s what I’m not talking about Dan’s anything, I’m talking about a report that you use a proscribed opening for your class like the pledge of allegiance you leave out under God, one nation under God I’m talking about all these smart remarks you’ve been making, I’m trying to have a serious discussion with these Foundation people on closed-circuit broadcast and you butt in with arms and legs flying around somebody’s eyes looking for their forehead what was all that supposed to be!

			—He was asking about one of the preSocratics, Major, the rule of love and the rule of strife in the cosmic cycle of Emp . . . 

			—They didn’t come here to talk about comic cycles look at this. Just one budget item, look at this. Camera, film chains, test equipment, videotape, needed to replace obsolete equipment prevent breakdowns and lost instructional time and improve lesson quality, ninety-two thousand four hundred and you think that’s a comic cycle? The taxpayers what do you think they think it is!

			——Someone said chewing gum? Well Wrigley at thirty-nine is a little out of our reach, let’s . . . 

			—That pail Major be, be careful yes of course the ahm, that lintel over the entrance I think Mister Gibbs was explaining the lettering over the ahm, the Greek letters that is to say since of course he’s the only one who can ahm, who suggested that solution to Mister Schepperman’s unfortunate ahm, of course since he recommended Mister Schepperman to us in the first place yes or was it Mister Schepperman who ahm, who’s no longer with us that is to say yes he’s probably just ahm, probably still . . . 

			—Been selling his blood for money to buy paint.

			—That’s disgusting Gibbs, sounds like somebody you’d bring in, now let’s get back to this budget . . . 

			—Why because his work, because he thinks one painting’s worth more than his own . . . 

			—Fine let him! Who asked him to paint it anyhow!

			—That’s the point, Major. Nobody.

			——mond Cable or some other growth stock . . . 

			—What did she say? what stock?

			—But without them where do you get art.

			—Get it? Art? You get it where you get anything you buy it, listen Gibbs don’t try to tell me in this day and age there isn’t enough around for everybody great art, pictures music books who’s heard all the great music there is, you? You read all the great books there are? seen all these great pictures? Records of any symphony you want reproductions you can get them that are almost perfect, the greatest books ever written you can get them at the drugstore your friend here selling his blood he’s crazy that’s all, like the one that just enriched the countryside here with the Mozart, pick up the paper the only time you read about them they’re making trouble for somebody, for themselves or somebody else that’s the only time you hear about them.

			—The only time you hear about anybody.

			——that we’re ready to vote for our share in Am . . . 

			—What do you mean do I go around with narcotics signing petitions painting slop writing books full of dirty words with a beard? They just want something for nothing half of them are crazy anyhow what about the one he just said he was afraid his head would fall off? Or your big name painter that cut off his ear what about him.

			—But that’s what I said, without them where do you get the . . . 

			—Wait be quiet!

			—Yes well of course we don’t really ahm . . . 

			—Look that’s my company! Did you hear that? They’re buying a share in my company Diamond Cable did you see that? That’s my company . . . !

			—I saw it, from the show of hands it looked like they wanted to buy the . . . 

			—The what Gibbs, the what. The show of hands you didn’t even see it, you’ve been standing there trying to look down her dress they bought what they wanted to buy. You saw it Whiteback?

			——why we call it corporate democracy isn’t it class . . . 

			—There did you hear that? Corporate democracy did you hear that Gibbs? This share in America it’s my company they just bought a share in my company, I didn’t get where I am slopping paint on the floor and cutting off my ear either run this school system along corporate lines Whiteback you’d have these strike threats complaints over harassment cleared up in no time, you’d . . . 

			—Yes well of course Vern ahm, I don’t think Vern would . . . 

			—That’s what they’re whining about isn’t it Dan? this harassment?

			—The, the yes the directives the forms, the rules, regulations, guidelines . . . 

			—Yes well of course the ahm, you teachers get them from me, I get them from the District Superahm, Vern that is to say yes and he gets them from . . . 

			—Start an investigation find out who’s behind it, the . . . 

			—The harassment?

			—No behind the complaints, the . . . 

			—And of course we all get them from the state and the state gets them from the federal education office in . . . 

			—The complaints?

			—No the directives that is to say, guidelines, forms, regulations, Title Four . . . 

			—Title Four’s a hell of a big investment the government’s just protecting their investment see it at the corporate level all the time, that’s what you’re . . . 

			—Yes well of course we ahm, in terms of the ongoing situation in order to correlate the ahm, correlations Dan you can ahm . . . 

			—The, the correlations the correlations require standardization which, which requires standards . . . 

			—Go ahead Dan I’m listening, just let me get Whiteback’s phone in there . . . 

			—The standards yes establishing the standards in, just in the scoring area, some of the cards they have holes punched in them that don’t make any sense at all, on these tests for instance the ones to classify potential failures . . . 

			—Good, get them early. Hello? Weed out the bad risks . . . what . . . ? he listened, spoke a crude syllable into the phone and laid it ranting on the desk. —⁠Father Haight over at the parochial school letting us know they didn’t miss anything, lift your lessons right off the air and . . . 

			—When a boy that boy with the cap pistol, when he scores top on the music math index and then you check up his holes and find they don’t fit . . . 

			—Yes well of course he’s ahm, all we can do that is to say is to ahm . . . 

			—Send him back to Burmesquik.

			—What was that Gibbs? Hyde sank back on the desk corner, where the telephone miniature continued to rant into his trouser pocket.

			—I said maybe he hears a different drummer, Major.

			—Nothing pansy about that, my boy’s as good on the drums as he is on trumpet. You’ve got a hole in the seat of your pants there too, Gibbs.

			—Too? like this boy with the cap pistol? He launched a sudden step backwards, —⁠let him step to the music which he . . . 

			—Look out!

			—My, God . . . 

			—What was in it!

			—That, that Leroy that idiot Leroy . . . Whiteback snatched up a blue cuff in a quick two step, —⁠he brought the whole pailful to show me what was stopping up the plumbing in the junior high be careful, they’re all over the floor . . . 

			—But the, the junior high?

			—There’s programming for you . . . Gibbs knocked a shoe against the baseboard, —⁠speak of tangibilitating unplanlessness where’d you pick up that language, Whiteback?

			—You, you have to speak it when you talk to them here Senator we, this way, we’ll get some paper towels in the boys’ room, Dan? Can you just reach over and, reach that? turn that thing off?

			——treatment of waste silk, called discharging . . . 

			—Still want to get together on this remote special Whiteback, put it on tape for these Foundation people after this disgraceful exhibition you put on here today we might be able to cut our losses . . . 

			—I said off Dan, not up . . . 

			——beautiful colors, but the smell of this waste silk fermenting is so offensive that . . . 

			—Send your remote unit out to my shelter, tie the whole thing in with what we . . . 

			—Off, the knob marked off . . . 

			——improving production knowhow and eliminating waste in the cause of human better . . . 

			—Leroy must have got these knobs on backwards.

			——elimination of waste and is fitted with a muscular mechanism, or sphincter . . . 

			—Out to the right, Whiteback led them in order of importance.

			—Remember . . . ? said Gibbs over diCephalis’ shoulder, glancing up at the portrait as he reached to close the door behind them —⁠when Eisenhower’s doctor told the press this country is very interested in bowel movements?

			—It’s marked boys . . . 

			The door swung the word Principal hollow behind their backs, leaving the only voice chiding in miniature from the desk where the telephone lay, the only face, where nothing had happened framed high on the wall there all this time to change the expression unchanged by a boy’s lifetime at the country’s helm “focusing on ideas rather than phrasing” with the plea “let’s not forget, above all things, the need of confidence and that, of course, I think nationally, it is what do you and I think of the prospects, do we want to go buy a refrigerator or something that is going to, that we think is useful and desirable in our families, or don’t we? And it is just that simple in my mind.”

			Dead before their eyes, the clock severed another of the minutes that lacked the hour, —⁠oh. Coming out? asked diCephalis and then, paused pulling at the lateral handle of the door under the word push,—⁠can I ride you somewhere?

			—I’d rather you didn’t, Gibbs said holding the door opened for him, stopping to find a cigarette, to pat pockets for the rattle of matches in a box, gazing up at the Greek letters over the portal as he lit it and then back after the diminuendo of diCephalis’ retreat until that reared off in the form of a car aiming its impressively gathered speed at its crippled mate in green parked just outside the gate where with a reassuring look around the blind corner, Leroy motioned him, full career ahead, a course halted shudderingly abrupt as from the green wreck at the curb emerged the amorphous figure of its owner holding a small rolled black umbrella by its handle of simulated birch, recoiling, at that instant, from the flamboyant arrival of diCephalis on the one hand and, on the other, a mail truck from the blind corner that passed like a shot.

			—Gosh!

			—That, that’s mine, that umbrella.

			—This? Gosh . . . And it was handed over on a note of apology given cyclopean definition by the loss of a lens.

			—She took it by mistake. Not mine exactly, my little boy’s, diCephalis shouted as the roar of his engine rose. —⁠I took it by mistake . . . and as he swerved into the open Leroy’s smile hung in the rearview mirror, down the block, through the arboreal slaughterhouse of Burgoyne Street, he kept looking up to the mirror as though it might still be there, even glancing into a wall mirror passing through the studio corridor as if to find it and reflecting no recognition for the face he saw instead, none in fact till he came on three versions of his wife on as many monitoring screens doing what, in another costume and to other music, might have been the concluding swoop of a tango, prompting the director to select a static bit of folk art so that her program ended with an endearing gesture that never left the room.

			Telephones right and left lay on desks, hung from cords, berating one another. —⁠I’m looking for this Mister Bast . . . ?

			—You are, eh?

			He backed out of the man’s way, turned by his wife’s emergency and swept in its wake back the way he had come. —⁠Well? What did they have to say? she asked as he swung the car door open for her.

			—Who?

			—Who! And now look what you’ve done, torn my sari. Who do you think? she pulled a silk fragment from a tear in the door steel, —⁠the Foundation people, who! About my lesson, my . . . they saw it didn’t they?

			—Well not, not exactly all of it, they . . . he drowned his own voice with a roar of the engine.

			—They what? Did they see any of it?

			—Well they, of course, yes that part about the waste, the silk waste . . . ? The engine quieted, absorbed by its engagement with the gears which mounted the shift column in a rhythmical shimmy as the radio warmed.

			—Waste! Then they didn’t see, why didn’t they? Why didn’t they see all of it!

			—Well you see they, there were some technical difficulties . . . he began, shifting in the seat as the space around them took life with a Clementi trio from the radio.

			—Technical! tell me technical! Technical like you or one of that crew of Whiteback’s switching channels, technical! And turn off that noise. Noise, you’ll hide in noise any chance you get . . . look out!

			—But I called you to tell you they were there from the Foundation, he said as one of Burgoyne Street’s limbs swung past her window. —⁠If I didn’t want them to see you would I even have called?

			—Unless you manage to kill me first . . . she ducked away from her window, —⁠no, you knew I’d find out they’d been there even if you didn’t tell me ahead so this way you played it safe, technical! You think I can’t see what you’d do to keep them from seeing me? Because you’re afraid they might have seen some talent, they might have seen somebody creative and I might get that Foundation grant and then where would you be? I’d be in India and where would you be!

			—Well, I . . . 

			—Do you think . . . look out! Yes unless you kill me first, you’re going to tell me you didn’t see that limb? Do you think they didn’t notice it? That you picked the dullest part of my lesson to show them and then switched to something else? What. That Glancy at the blackboard? or your scarface friend with the machines? Which one. Or that Miss Moneybags with the social studies and the fake French name and the bazooms, which one?

			—But, moneybags . . . he started, and then appeared to concentrate on the prospect of a curve distantly ahead.

			—I thought so, with that front of hers that’s all you can look at, those French suits with nothing on under you don’t dress like that on a teacher’s salary. But don’t get worried I’m not asking you for anything, if you think I’d ask for your support on anything at least of all in the arts, not after this performance. Not that it’s anything different than the way you’ve always been, when I was having modern dance . . . 

			—But those lessons . . . 

			—And voice culture, singing . . . 

			—But those lessons . . . 

			—And painting, when I had it with Schepperman the support I got from you . . . 

			—But those lessons, I paid him for those lessons . . . 

			—Paid him! You paid him six months later as if that’s even the kind of support I mean, paid him! I mean some kind of plain understanding of somebody that wants to express themself and he had more inspiration in one finger . . . 

			—Finger . . . muttered diCephalis, maneuvering the curve.

			—What? Yes, mock me, go ahead. Just repeat what I say, go ahead. If you knew how childish it sounds this jealousy of yours, because that’s all it is. Jealousy. You’re afraid somebody else may try to do something, aren’t you. With your book, just because you’re having trouble writing your book, you’re afraid somebody else may do something creative, aren’t you. Aren’t you . . . !

			—But no, my book . . . 

			—Aren’t you. Can’t you answer me? Aren’t you?

			—But my book, no. It isn’t. Creative I mean, it isn’t supposed to be it’s just on measurement, measuring things, it’s nothing to do with creative, my book . . . 

			—My book! My book! That’s all we ever hear from you my book, well let me just tell you something that’s to don’t be surprised if somebody else has a book, that’s all. Just don’t be surprised! And she fixed unflinching on the passing gantlet of apartment house existences dismantled and laid out side by side on aprons of grass affording the embattled privacy of city stoops, sheltered by awnings of rippling yellow plastic blazoning heraldic initials in old world black letter, mounting names discreetly hidden a bare year since in the Brooklyn telephone directory on sentry carriage lamps, ships’ lanterns in authentic replica, a livid pastel wagon wheel swooning at a rustic angle, a demented wheelbarrow choked with stalked memories of flowers, a family of metal flamingoes, of ducks, of playful elves, till with a narrow miss for the cast iron potbellied stove painted pink and sporting a naked geranium stem from its lid the car left the pavement. —⁠Just don’t act too surprised.

			—Yes, well, we’re home, he said motionless.

			—Home! The car wavered into silence. She sat staring out, long lashes sticking at the corners. —⁠If you’d ever, even, just given me that.

			He hesitated, swallowed, and got out, to round the back of the car in no hurry until, approaching the other side of it, he opened her door in a lively manner as though he might have been waiting here to deliver her from a drive with someone neither of them cared for. —⁠That young man, he said briskly now, —⁠the one I brought over? You were going to give him some pointers before he went on, did you . . . see him? His lesson, I mean . . . ?

			—I certainly did not. I was getting my own ready. Do you think there’s nothing to it but standing in front of a camera? Why.

			—Why? what . . . 

			—Why what! You asked me if I saw his lesson. No. Why. I suppose you’re going to tell me he could have given me some pointers.

			—No in fact, I didn’t see it either and I heard, I heard there were some technical difficulties.

			Safe ahead, she stopped. —⁠I could have told you that, the minute they see talent or sensitivity they sabotage it with technical difficulties and from talking to that young man if you look at his eyes, you can tell a person by their hands haven’t I said that? And he has more artistic sensitivity look out, if you step on this . . . 

			—In one finger, he muttered behind her on the flagstone path, restraining the umbrella.

			—Finger. Yes in one finger. You’re doing it again and it’s childish, a child could see through you the way your jealousy sticks out because you’re afraid of everything aren’t you, afraid of life, living, anything that lives and grows . . . 

			—Finger, he muttered reaching for the aluminum frame door that bore his initials in the large as it slammed with the sound of a shot.

			An elderly dog eyed him from under the table but did not move.

			—Hello Dad, he said, and hooked the umbrella to a room divider supporting the old man and several sculptured primitives, all eminently male, that locked that wistful gaze beyond the silent rise and fall of fingers parading the sweeter for being unheard melody up and down the saxophone, propped erect in this mad pursuit of whatever men or gods those were to prompt a halt with —⁠She has a dirty mind.

			—Who? diCephalis asked vaguely, his hands now filling with the contents of an inside pocket, a tape measure, an automatic pencil calibrated in centimeters, a notebook thumb indexed with attached pen bearing magnifying glass or, as it turned in his hand, magnifying glass bearing pen, digits, holes, and the legend Do not fold or mutilate borne on a green card, an orange card, on two, three, four white cards, a length of string, a length of twine, a wallet glazed with soiled attentions, a linen counter, a perforation gauge, a letter with a four place number as its return address.

			—I wouldn’t let her bring things like that into any house of mine, muttered the old man shifting from one ham to the other beneath the belittling thrust of a primitive insistence particularly African. —⁠Nobody’s built like that. They couldn’t walk around. What . . . ? He looked up, —⁠yes the dog, the dog smells something terrible today, don’t he . . . and he settled back to the spirit ditty of no tone struggling to escape his fingers on the saxophone erect, as diCephalis started a round of turning off lights. Foyer, hall, bathroom, foyer, closet, side door, snap, snap, snap snap he made his way along stuffing his pockets again with everything but the letter and a newspaper clipping stuck to it, snap, snap, into the bedroom.

			—What are you doing?

			—We don’t need all these lights on in rooms nobody’s in.

			—All these lights, she said to her streaked image in the glass, removing lashes.

			—Are you using the typewriter?

			—Do I look like I’m using the typewriter?

			—Well no, I meant, just these papers . . . 

			—Just these papers! Throw them out. It’s just my project summary for the Foundation grant throw it out! What are all those papers you’re dumping there.

			—Nothing. A questionnaire I’m filling out.

			—Nothing. I’ll bet nothing. For a job? Your name must be as well known in personnel offices as Santy Claus.

			—But in this one there’s no name it’s, they use computers. He brandished a flyer carrying a man’s face eradicated by punched holes and numbers. —⁠They use, they call it coded anonymity, where they can make more meaningful evaluations of qualifi . . . 

			—What do you need to put your anonymity in code for?

			—Respecting the dignity of the private individ . . . 

			—Nobody knows who you are anyway. Nora! Stop that racket! what in God’s name are they doing, can’t you stop them? And what’s this, right in with my face creams. More papers.

			—Oh that, I’ve been looking for that.

			—Well this is a good place for it, nobody would steal it here.

			—Who would steal it anywhere? It’s for refinancing our mortgage.

			—Refinancing? What’s that, you’re borrowing more?

			—We have to, we owe . . . 

			—We? That last time they hauled the car in? She looked up to catch him in the mirror but he clung to a shoulder strap. —⁠Or the time before, every time. Is that we?

			—No I didn’t mean, what I meant, I meant to ask you, do you remember that last towing charge? how much it was?

			—Fifty cents? something . . . ow!

			—It couldn’t have been that little, it . . . 

			—So maybe it was four fifty, six fifty, I distinctly remember the fifty cents Nora, stop it! What in God’s name are you doing? Nora! Can’t you stop them? Instead of standing in here arguing about fifty cents? This thing you have about money you have a real thing about it. The way you plunge the house into darkness the minute you walk in going around turning off all the lights, turning down the heat every time you pass it, fifty cents! You get a break you’re scared to keep it, like that tax refund for three hundred dollars, and you send it back.

			—Daddy! Dad . . . !

			—No, it was three hundred twenty thirty-six and the refund I filed for was only thirty-seven ten so I couldn’t . . . 

			—Quick, a penny! Gimme another penny quick!

			—I couldn’t keep it, and I couldn’t just . . . 

			—Quick!

			—What for, Nora?

			—Quick. Donny is this machine which I have to put a penny in him to make him go, to make it go.

			—What it would have done to their records if I’d cashed it, what kind of machine?

			—A jumping machine. Didn’t you hear it? Quick I have to put in another penny before he runs out.

			—Wait! Wait a minute, to put in where? What do you mean another penny, where!

			—In his mouth, this penny I found on your dresser it . . . wait! Wait . . . ! What are you . . . what are you doing to him? Look out, you’ll break him! You’ll . . . upside down, he’ll . . . Mama! Mama! . . . There, see? I told you!

			—Well, don’t . . . don’t step in it! Get a rag. Donny! Come here, don’t touch your mother’s . . . 

			—My God! and all over my sari! Let go, let me go! Nora, take him! Can’t one of you take him? The smell will never come out. Don’t just stand there Nora! Get a rag!

			—Daddy, I got your penny back. Here . . . 

			—A rag I said, don’t wipe it on your dress! And look at my sandals! she got past them, rounded the corner and shook the bathroom door. —⁠Dad! Are you in there? A rude sound responded promptly from within, and here she came again. —⁠All of you! You’re all against me, all of you . . . !

			The side door banged. Somewhere a clock with a broken chime had a try at striking the hour, and Mister diCephalis hurried to the telephone resetting his watch, to dial and stand looking out the window at something his wife had said was a snowball bush hidden openly against others as shapeless as they were nameless she’d said only needed trimming, ignoring the tug at his trouser leg, —⁠See, Donny? Daddy’s not mad, he just wanted his penny back . . . for the recorded remonstrance he listened to through to the end before lowering his eyes from that hostile spectacle of growth to dial again, and raise them again to his wife out there scrubbing her sari with water from the garden hose squatted like some Gangetic laundress, numbed stare fixed on the remotely male privilege of the hunt as it prospered, here, past frilled ironwork made of aluminum to appear new and new lengths of post and rail treated to appear old, in the form of Bast near a gallop behind prey in a heedless trot more secure, with each step, in the protective drab of black patterned on gray, frayed, knotted, and unshorn in other details, as the intervals between bayberry keeping mown distance from mimosa alerted by Insurance, Chiropodist, This desirable property For Sale, God Answer’s Prayer, gave way to depths of locust long stunted in internecine struggle now grappling with woodbine, and the sidewalk itself finally disappeared under grass at the designated site by God’s grace of an edifice for worship by the people of Primitive Baptist Church on a sign about to be reclaimed by the undergrowth.

			—Stop!

			—What?

			—I said wait a minute . . . !

			—No you said . . . 

			—Where’s that money you, you stole.

			—I what? Oh. Oh, hi.

			—Where is it!

			—In that paper bag, that? That was our class money.

			—It was Miss, Mrs what’s her name . . . 

			—Joubert, Mrs Joubert. That’s my class, six J.

			—Well where is it!

			—The money? his shoulders hunched in the shift of books, a black zippered portfolio, a newspaper and mail in assorted sizes from one arm to the other. —⁠I told you, I had to hurry up to class from that rehearsal thing with it, he said stooping for a dropped envelope, pausing down there to add a knot to the lace in his sneaker. —⁠You can ask her.

			—You . . . you’re sure?

			—Sure ask anybody. Hey wait, I mean you’re not mad are you hey? Books and papers threatening to right and left, he trotted up beside Bast. —⁠Where you going.

			—Home.

			—Oh. You live out this way?

			—Yes.

			—Up the main road?

			—Yes but . . . 

			—I’ll walk you.

			—I’m in a hurry.

			—That’s okay. He hurried along bumping Bast’s thigh with his armload. —⁠How far up do you live, past that big corner?

			—Right off it.

			—Like across from where they’re building this here new shopping center, right?

			—They’re not building anything.

			—I mean like where they’re going to.

			—Going to what. Who.

			—You live in that big old place right after that old empty farmhouse if you turn left, right? This here old house with these little pointy windows and this like big barn in back by the woods? with this big high scraggly hedge out front like?

			Bast’s steps had slowed as a small clearing opened abruptly on their right where mangled saplings and torn trunks and limbs still bearing leaves engaged a twisted car fender, a split toilet seat, a chair with one leg and a variety of empty tin cans surrounding a sign Clean Fill Wanted with a telephone number. —⁠How did you know that.

			—That’s the only place up there, right? And like right across from it where that guy that raises flowers which used to live in the farmhouse, where he has all those flowers that’s where they’re having this here new shopping center, you know?

			—No. Who told you that.

			—It’s right in the paper here about the zoning change . . . and in his effort to keep stride and dig into that armload, everything went. —⁠I . . . oh, thanks. You don’t have to help me, I mean I just wanted to show you . . . 

			—Damn it!

			—What. The mud? It brushes off when it gets dry. I just . . . 

			—Whose is all this? said Bast stooped, picking up Gem School of Real Estate, Amertorg International Trading Corp., Cushion-Eez Shoe Company, National Institute of Criminology, Ace Match Company, —⁠this mail.

			—It’s today’s. I just went to the post office.

			—This is yours? your mail?

			—Sure, you just send away, J R said without looking up from the skidding surfaces of the magazines he was pulling together, Success Secrets, Selling, Success, the abrupt appearance of a bared breast crowding a full page, —⁠it’s mostly free, you know? He gathered in the breast without a glance, and stood.

			—What are those magazines? Bast said, staring.

			—Just things where you get to send away, you know? Like I thought I had the town paper here but it’s the wrong one, about zoning this improved property and all.

			Bast stood slowly, cleared his throat muttering —⁠improved! and kicked an empty catfood can at the twisted fender.

			—Like all they need here is fill and they, hey wait up . . . J R dug in a pocket, came up with the handkerchief wad, the pencil stub. —⁠They pay like seven dollars a yard for clean fill, you know hey? he said looking at the sign, scratching the pencil stub on a magazine margin. —⁠Have you got a pencil?

			—No, and here. Bast handed over the mail and turned away. —⁠I’m in a hurry.

			—But just, okay but sometime could we, hey . . . ? J R stood by the mangled clearing biting at the point of the pencil stub, trying it for a mark, biting again. —⁠Hey Mister Bast? he called, and Bast half raised an arm without lifting his eyes from his lengthening steps toward the main road opening ahead, where the voice barely reached him as he crossed its unkempt shoulder. —⁠I just mean like maybe we can use each other some time, okay . . . ?

			Pursuing nothing, unpursued, a police car appeared, sheared past him, its siren tearing the day to pieces out of sight beyond the firehouse and the crumbling plaza of the Marine Memorial behind him as he turned up the highway and crossed, stepping over ruts, tripping against cragged remnants of sidewalk in block lengths allotted by rusted poles still bearing aboveground indecipherable relics of street signs that had signaled a Venetian bent real estate extravaganza in the twenties, until even those limbs of rust lay twisted to earth and naked of any sign of place, of any suggestion of the tumbled column and decollated plaster Lion of St Mark’s moldered smooth there in the high browned grass where he turned in, any memory at all but these weeds recalled by the aged as Queen Anne’s laces lining ruts which led back into the banks of oak, no cars but those seeking seclusion for the dumping of outmoded appliances, fornication, and occasional suicide, and those far fewer and on foot who knew it for a back entrance to the Bast property.

			—Those woods were filled with people that summer, ’twenty-five was it, Julia? or ’twenty-six? You recall Charlotte was just back from Europe, men dressed up in gondoliers’ hats they actually had a gondola too, down at the creek at that little bridge. A white pitched bridge going absolutely nowhere and how she laughed, she had just come from Venice.

			—She stopped when she saw James out in the midst of it, selling waterfront lots to those poor people. They’d been brought out from town on special trains free.

			—Waterfront . . . ?

			—They were told it would be waterfront, Stella. With docks for ships coming in from Europe and canals like Venice, and they believed it.

			—I don’t think James tried to deceive them, Julia. James took it all as rather a lark.

			—A lark? People losing their whole life’s savings? Most of them had been domestics, they could hardly speak English.

			—Is this Uncle James? here, in this hat? Stella asked absently, mirrored in the picture’s glass, her back to them in a simple curve of gray tailored to the grave decline of her shoulders.

			—No, James, James didn’t put on one of those getups. The gondolier’s hat and all the rest of it, none of that was his idea at all. He was simply selling lots on commission for Doc what was his name, when he went to jail . . . 

			—No, no, Anne. She means that picture over there, James in some sort of academic costume. An honorary something he got somewhere after that first performance of his . . . 

			—And where is he now?

			—There’s a card from him Stella, it’s there on the mantel. A picture of a castle.

			—This? with the corner cut off it? There’s no way to know . . . 

			—James’ hand is impossible to read. The only way we can write to him is to cut off the return address and paste it on to the front of a letter, and since we never really know where . . . there! Just hold still for a moment, Stella. Do you see it now, Julia? The resemblance to James?

			—If she’d raise her chin a little. A little, perhaps, around the mouth but . . . is that a scar? Around the throat, it must be the light in here but it looks . . . 

			—Julia! I wouldn’t . . . 

			—It’s all right, said Stella, turning from them what might have become a smile to draw up her throat’s long and gentle curve. —⁠You see? It goes right around, she seemed to finish, and turned back to the photographs framed on the wall.

			—It almost looks . . . 

			—You, you might want to wear a necklace, Stella. There was one that belonged to Charlotte, somewhere. Who did that go to Julia? the one with the . . . 

			—Oh, I don’t try to hide it . . . she brought them forward with the dull calm in her voice. —⁠The children in our apartment building, do you know what they say? That I’m a witch, that I can screw my head on and off. They think that this one comes off at night and I put on another . . . 

			—Stella! that’s . . . you, you’re a beautiful girl!

			—One that would turn them to stone if they saw it, she went on, all they could see of her expression its movement in the glass, and then —⁠there were beautiful witches after all, she finished with a slight tremor that might have been a laugh.

			—What . . . 

			—What was it? An operation. Thyroid.

			—It’s a shame you . . . you’ve never had children, Stella. Children of your own, you and . . . oh, I can never recall his name.

			—Whose.

			—Why, your husband, Mister . . . 

			—Norman, oh, said Stella in the same dead calm, and then —⁠and this? turned again to a picture. —⁠Sitting at the piano beside Uncle James, this little boy. It’s not Edward, is it?

			—That? No. No, that’s not Edward, no.

			—Is it . . . anyone?

			—It’s . . . no, it’s a boy. A boy James took in for lessons.

			—Reuben? Stella turned abruptly, and stood there as the turn had left her, one foot cocked on a heel. —⁠The boy he adopted?

			—He didn’t. James never adopted him. There. Do you see? the stories that get started?

			—Yes, that Mister . . . this lawyer who was here. Prying and gossiping, trying to bring Reuben into things too, saying the adopted child has the same rights as the blood child and so forth, why . . . 

			—Here, his card’s here somewhere. Cohen, here it is. You see? he said they’d left out the h. You would think he’d want to get new cards printed.

			—Perhaps he doesn’t care to spend the money. It might be cheaper just to change his name, you remember Father saying . . . 

			—Why your husband had to send him out here Stella, as though things weren’t confused enough.

			—I’m sorry I missed him. When Norman’s secretary said he was coming out to see you and Edward and help clear things up . . . 

			—Clear things up? Waving his arms around, breaking furniture, tossing papers every which way? And his language!

			—I’m sure that Norman never meant him to . . . 

			—Crystal clear but he couldn’t speak simple English, unless you call profanity crystal clear. Be careful of that chair arm, he broke that too.

			—Perhaps Edward can fix it, Julia.

			—Yes he warned us against Edward, if you can imagine.

			—But I’m sure Mister Coen didn’t mean . . . 

			—Referring to Edward as an infant . . . 

			—A lunatic . . . 

			—Talking about suing the Ford Motor Company, using infancy as a sword instead of a shield whatever that means, he kept repeating it. Remember Danziger, he said, versus the Ironclad Realty Company. I won’t forget them in a hurry after that performance, but heaven knows why. I never heard James mention either of them.

			—Or Father either, why Mister Cohen even wanted to hear that old story about Father and the violin.

			—And that picture of Charlotte in the Indian headdress to prove some notion about resemblances, that gossip about our Indian blood and talking about emancipation, Edward being emancipated! as though we were all a family of . . . well!

			—We even had to sew a button on for him. Where do you suppose that picture is, Julia? The one on the song sheet. It was when she opened at the New Montauk Theater . . . 

			—It must be over in James’ studio with everything else.

			—With everything else, yes. It’s a good thing he never got loose over there. When he started to pry into James’ income tax returns, asking if James took Edward as an exemption . . . 

			—There’s no reason he shouldn’t. I’ve heard James say myself that as long as Edward is a fulltime student . . . 

			—That Bryce boy, the one they called the young planter, he was still in high school at the age of twenty-nine.

			—That was quite a different story, Anne.

			—Wasn’t Reuben an orphan? Stella said abruptly over them.

			—No. Certainly not.

			—I thought I’d heard my father say . . . 

			—Just because James found him in an orphanage. The boy’s mother had died and his father couldn’t look after him and put him in an orphanage where he’d get decent care. That’s where James found him, giving music lessons. The Masons did charity work, you know, and James was giving lessons in a Jewish orphanage. He thought the boy had talent and, well, that it should be developed.

			—But he brought him home, didn’t he?

			—James brought him home to teach, simply that. It’s . . . it was all so many years ago and I’m sure the only reason your Mister Cohen brought it up was to try to stir up those old stories about James and your father. About James and Thomas not getting on, simply because of . . . of what’s at stake.

			And Stella’s turn and movement from them in her gray took a melancholy dimension from the fading streaks of the fall sun mottling the glass. —⁠What’s that, she said.

			—Why, the business. After all.

			—After all, it was James who helped him get started. When Thomas first talked about music publishing . . . 

			—I’d hardly call it music publishing, Anne. When Thomas first talked about making piano rolls, James said he thought that playing reed instruments all those years had loosened something in Thomas’ head.

			—Nevertheless I would not have imagined there was still so much money in piano rolls, but your Mister Cohen says it’s doing very well. I thought people had radios and things today. It’s not as though James has no stake in it, after all.

			—But he still owns his stock, said Stella from the pictures. —⁠And you both do too?

			—You certainly wouldn’t know it from the dividends.

			—Not that it’s all just a matter of money.

			—Then what is it . . . ? What light there was was gone, pocketed above, leaving Stella in her turn matching her stare to those fallen to the empty floor and left there, as though something only a moment before had been there, moving, and fled.

			—Why, why simply I think James simply felt that Thomas took . . . took certain advantages. Musician friends of his, of James, they showed up here on concert tours and James had scarcely introduced them when he found that Thomas had them out there in Astoria cutting piano rolls.

			—Who was that, Anne?

			—Well, Saint-Saëns was one. When he was here touring . . . 

			—I think James thought that Saint-Saëns was rather silly, with his theosophy and all the rest of it.

			—I think James really liked Saint-Saëns, Julia. It was Saint-Saëns’ music that James thought was rather silly, he thought that it was trite. Yes, it must have been the music, because it wasn’t when Saint-Saëns himself was here at all, it was when Paderewski was here playing Saint-Saëns.

			—Steinway brought Paderewski over here years before, Herbert Hoover was mixed up in that somewhere making money to get himself through college and I don’t think it was Saint-Saëns’ theosophy, Anne. I think you’re thinking of what James used to say about Scriabin and Madame Blavatsky before he had that tumor and died. He never wrote songs.

			—Was it true? said Stella from over there, —⁠that my father and Uncle James once met on the street in some city abroad where they’d both just arrived, and without a word they put down their suitcases and started to fight?

			—The boys didn’t actually fight. It was more of a philosophical dispute, Thomas insisting the magic touch of these virtuosos could be preserved on his piano rolls, and James . . . 

			—If there was anything that drove James wild it was the idea of talent going to waste, being lost, suppressed. It drove him wild.

			—And that was why he took the boy in from the Jewish orphanage?

			—Yes, he was a very shy, quiet little boy. He didn’t really look like a Jew to us.

			—Not a jewy Jew, no.

			—In those days we thought Jews all had hooked noses but he was almost blond, wasn’t he Julia. And blue eyes.

			—But he took our name, didn’t he?

			—Oh, borrowed it, Stella, borrowed it and used it and just never returned it. He had such admiration for James.

			—Well, James loved him, and . . . 

			—No, not the boy. Not James. It was the talent James loved, he took him out of that orphan asylum because he thought the boy should be spending every minute with music, studying, practicing, working on his music, James drove him as hard as he drove himself. That was the reason he took the child in, to live with him when Edward came here with us.

			—Oh? Stella turned, her arms akimbo. —⁠When do you expect him back?

			—Look at that card. Around Thanksgiving, from what I could make of it.

			—I meant Edward, didn’t you say he’s just teaching? somewhere nearby . . . ?

			—Yes, James was going to try to arrange something for him through some connections he used to have, being a composer in residence somewhere, but we don’t know whatever became of that project. When it comes to returning a kindness some people have such short memories, you know.

			—He was quite taken with you, you know, Stella. He had the kind of crush that little boys have, all those years ago.

			—Well, Stella must have seemed quite grown up to him. When you’re that age, a matter of six or eight years . . . 

			—I don’t want to miss him but I can’t stay much longer, you don’t mind if I call for a cab?

			—No, there on the secretary. The number’s somewhere.

			Then casually, without a glance back, —⁠What was it, Stella asked, —⁠that Mister Coen wanted of Edward?

			—That’s a good question!

			—He wanted Edward to sign . . . 

			—Something he wanted Edward to sign, but we’d best wait to see what James has to say about it.

			—And he wanted Edward’s birth . . . 

			—Pardon? Stella was dialing.

			—Some nonsensical notions he had, questioning James as Edward’s father and heaven knows what else!

			—James was always a lovely father to Edward.

			—Well he certainly tried Anne, but James has never been the easiest person in the world to live with when he’s working. He can seem plain morose and irritable when he’s preoccupied with work.

			—His Philoctetes, yes. When he was working on that, he didn’t speak to a soul for days at a time, he . . . what, Stella?

			—She’s phoning, Anne. And Anne . . . in a voice that rustled, out over the floor stretching bare the length of the room toward Stella as sun, spilling in again, brought it to faded life. —⁠I wouldn’t go into all kinds of details right now, before we hear what James has to say.

			—But Julia . . . 

			—You got your cab, Stella? The name is there somewhere. A Jewish name, but I can’t recall it.

			—It’s Italian, Julia. It’s painted right on the taxi door.

			—The next train, yes . . . came Stella’s murmur at the phone. —⁠Mrs Angel . . . 

			—Well, you know how cheap names are.

			—Stella . . . ? You got your taxi? It’s a shame you have to leave. You’ve scarcely sat down since you came.

			Stella stood tracing an edge of sun with the point of her shoe. —⁠It was Edward’s birth certificate that Mister Coen wanted? she said finally.

			—He, he mentioned it, yes.

			—But if there’s any question, Edward himself must wonder . . . 

			—Wonder?

			—What he’s . . . inherited.

			—Why he’s, what he’ll have from James, heaven knows. I’m sure James doesn’t. His work is always money going out not coming in, having scores prepared and getting them copied, the parts for each instrument . . . 

			—And James was never one for writing little trios. He likes lots of brass.

			—And voices.

			—Voices, yes. What it would cost to do his Philoctetes! Hiring musicians to play his compositions, getting them recorded and all the rest of it his royalty checks aren’t a drop in the bucket, even these awards seem to cost twice what they bring in. When the time comes there won’t be much for Edward.

			—It wasn’t money I meant, said Stella quietly, and then, her voice as casual as her step, —⁠was Nellie talented?

			—Nellie?

			—Talented?

			—I . . . I don’t think the question ever came up.

			—In all these pictures with Uncle James, Stella murmured clouding the glass of one with her closeness, —⁠there’s none . . . 

			—That’s the one of him with Kreisler, isn’t it?

			—But this says Siegfried Wagner, nineteen twen . . . 

			—Oh. That was Siegfried Wagner, yes. He used to be around Bayreuth and charge twenty-five cents for his photograph, simply because he was Wagner’s son.

			—But in all these pictures with women, there’s none . . . 

			—That was that Teresa what was her name, Julia. She was over here touring during the war. She’d been married to that, I can’t recall him either. During the war even though he was British, he made such a scene about being German but what was his name, a French name, but what was it. He was married a good half dozen times. She was known as the Valkyrie of the keyboard, she came from Argentina or some such.

			—There’s no picture of Nellie? Stella got in abruptly, turning her back on those frames and faces. —⁠Didn’t she take lessons of Uncle James? after he was sick, and she’d come to nurse him back?

			—I think you have it twisted, Stella. She was sick and, yes and James . . . 

			—There’s no reason to stir it all up again. That Mister Cohen, repeating gossip . . . 

			—But now that we speak of it, Julia, do you think we have Edward’s birth certificate?

			—I suppose it’s right there in the top drawer. That little Martha Washington sewing table.

			—Here? said Stella, trying it. —⁠But it’s locked.

			—Yes. The key is right there in the bottom drawer. Yes, there . . . let me see that, Stella. It’s a picture of Nellie with the Gloria Trumpeters when they led that welcome home parade for Charles Lindbergh, down Fifth Avenue.

			—I think they went up Fifth Avenue, Anne. And you certainly can’t make out Nellie in this. I think it was before her time, at that.

			—Then why would we ever have kept the clipping?

			—Nellie played . . . trumpet?

			—You knew that, Stella. You knew James gave her lessons.

			—But not, trumpet. No, I just thought, just music.

			—Yes, or was it cornet, Julia.

			—And I thought Uncle James just wouldn’t waste time on people without talent.

			—Well, but after all, Stella.

			—Nellie wasn’t well, Stella, after all. She had consumption. You knew that, didn’t you? It wasn’t as though James set out to make her the finest cornetist in the world. The doctors said she must build up her lungs, and that was why she came for these lessons. But she came too late.

			Closer, over the sewing table fitting its key, Stella’s hand rose as it might have in scorn, lost to her forehead tucking a strand of hair. —⁠Oh?

			—That’s . . . but you knew that, didn’t you? Stella?

			—Knew?

			—Knew that . . . that that was how Nellie died.

			Motionless, eyes taking all, giving nothing, Stella said —⁠Was it?

			—Why, why . . . 

			—Yes, why yes Stella . . . 

			Their looks suspended three sides of a broken triangle which crumbled, shifting on different planes. —⁠I’m sure that Thomas has told her, Anne. Perhaps it’s just slipped her mind for the moment.

			And two sides of the triangle rose again, querying, seeking confirmation in the third; but Stella’s eyes stayed down, kept the distance in her voice. —⁠There’s nothing here but stock certificates, securities . . . 

			—Yes, that’s what James always says isn’t it. Bonds are for women, and . . . 

			—Stocks are for men. But that was Father.

			—Listen. I think I hear hammering somewhere.

			—You might as well stop looking there, Stella. It’s probably over in James’ studio, though I’d hate to be the one to look. Digging through all that, pictures, clippings, deeds and tax bills, song sheets, scores and all those piano rolls . . . 

			—Julia . . . now? Don’t you hear it? Hammering?

			—Edward?

			—Oh, it’s Edward?

			—Edward . . . but what’s that he’s carrying?

			—It looks like a can.

			—A beer can!

			—In the living room? What in the world!

			—You, we said he was upset Stella, but . . . 

			—If he could see himself . . . 

			But only the wallpaper’s patient design responded to his obedient query, glancing from habit to an unfaded square of wall where no mirror had hung in some years. —⁠It’s empty . . . he brandished the can, —⁠I just thought I’d . . . 

			—You recall the time James came home so late from the Polish legation his hand, what’s happened to Edward’s hand?

			—And his coat hem all out in the back.

			—It’s nothing it’s just an empty beer can, I came in . . . 

			—Well don’t wave it around. We can smell it over here.

			—I came in the back way by the studio and picked it up on the lawn out there, just to throw it away . . . 

			—We don’t care to have it seen in our trash, thank you. He’ll have to throw it out somewhere else. Did I hear Stella’s cab outside?

			—No I have a minute before it comes, I thought Edward could show me the studio? I don’t think I’ve ever seen it, and we might find that paper . . . ?

			—Yes wasn’t there something we meant to tell Edward?

			—He had a telephone call this morning.

			—That was some wretched woman selling dance lessons, Anne.

			—They don’t mind how they run up our telephone bill. Why we don’t simply have it taken out . . . 

			—Well it’s certainly outlived its usefulness, why we ever had it put in in the first place . . . 

			—When we bought all that telephone stock Julia, I think we felt we should give them our business.

			—No I think it was the other way round, Anne. I think we decided to buy their stock because they already had our business, and if we’re having it taken out they may as well have their stock back too.

			—We might let Edward just take it in to town and sell it to someone at the Stock Exchange, I’m sure someone down there would be happy to have it. Did you see it in the drawer there Stella?

			—Where, they must have gone out. Waving that beer can, if he could have seen himself . . . 

			—That hem’s out again where I mended it. I wish he could get a nice blue suit.

			—She certainly was full of questions, wasn’t she. You remember how she spread those stories about Thomas and James, about James and Nellie, that summer, she was still just a child. It all came back through that Mrs, Mrs, fat, she had part of one finger missing, who spread it all over the countryside.

			—And did you notice? I don’t think she was wearing a girdle.

			—No, it’s something about her eyes. They don’t match her face.

			—Now, the hammering, hammering . . . 

			While with the effort of being contested from the other side by the robust emanation from the simmering tenderloin he’d got the door closed against its pursuit and set off on his own where Stella moved over the grown grass with the assurance of a nurse up corridors as though she’d brought the indoors with her, past the invalid trees and that horticultural Laocoön of honeysuckle, grape and roses, pausing inured at an excruciating attempt by Japanese crab­apple to espalier its unpruned limbs against the studio’s shingles to call —⁠this way . . . ? and then lead on, returning his eyes to her sawing haunches rounding yew overgrown at the brick terrace that fronted the place against the lowering threat of oak. He fumbled the beer can, digging in pockets. —⁠But it’s open . . . 

			—Open? the door . . . ?

			—Here . . . She thrust a thigh against the heavy door pushing it in on its hinges, showing the neatly broken pane with a thrust of her elbow, crushing glass underfoot with her entrance, asking —⁠is there a light? and as surely finding the switch, dropping the heavy shadows of overhead beams down upon them, bringing the brooding outdoors in, paused, as he came up short behind her, apparently indifferent to the lingering collision of his free hand in its glide over the cleft from one swell to the other brushing up her waist to the elbow, where only the tremor of uncertainty in his grasp moved her on into the vacant confines of the room to murmur —⁠it needs airing . . . 

			—That’s the, it’s damp yes it’s the stone floor, he came on off balance as though trying to get around her, gesturing the beer can at chance meetings of beam and scantling that niched the walls haphazard —⁠it used to be a barn it’s, they say it was the first wet wash laundry on Long Island it’s always been a, breaking in who would break in . . . 

			—But nothing’s missing?

			—That’s not the . . . 

			—Or broken . . . ? she’d paused at the piano, came around to open its keyboard and tap C —⁠they didn’t run off with this . . . 

			—It’s not funny it’s, wait! behind you my phonograph, is it still there? he came toward her all motion, provoked no more than a drop of her hand to switch the thing on sending its arm moving over the turning record with an ominous assurance taken up, as she turned, by strings foreboding in a minor key. —⁠That’s not the point! if nothing’s gone or broken it’s the idea of somebody in here somebody I’ve never, I don’t even know, it’s like finding somebody’s broken into the one place I, where nothing happens, where I work where nothing else happens can’t you understand that! he came on loudly against the rising threat of strings sundering the eaves above —⁠do you think music is just, composing do you think it’s just writing down notes? he brandished the beer can at the studio windows —⁠just part of, of all that out there . . . ? and the strings receded quelled by plaintive oboes seeking dialogue, severed by the stab of C under her finger.

			—Is this F-sharp? she ran a finger along the stave, bent closer, struck it turning him on his heel as her left hand rose to bracket C two octaves down in tremolo.

			—No wait what are you . . . 

			—All the spirit deeply dawning in, is this what you’re working on?

			—It’s no it’s nothing! he pulled the pages from the rack —⁠it’s just, it’s nothing . . . and left her standing, the strings patterning their descent in the slope of her shoulders to remain there, as she bent to close the keyboard, in the remnant of a shrug.

			—They told me you’ve been teaching Edward, is it . . . 

			—Well I’m not! he’d dropped the pages in a chair behind him, sat on its arm clutching the beer can —⁠I was but I’m not I, something just happened something as stupid as this, this breaking in here . . . he withdrew his foot abruptly, raised his eyes to her ankles’ approaching amble, turn and pass toward a bull’s eyed door beyond the fireplace.

			—What’s in there . . . she found the switch and snapped it, peering through.

			—Nothing just, just papers, programs old scores what’s . . . 

			—Uncle James’? he worked over here?

			—Well he, of course he did yes I, because it’s one place it’s the one place an idea can be left here you can walk out and close the door and leave it here unfinished the most, the wildest secret fantasy and it stays on here by itself in that balance between, the balance between destruction and and realization until . . . 

			—He said this? Uncle James?

			—What?

			—From him, it just sounds quite romantic . . . she’d snapped the room beyond back into darkness and came from behind him with that ease of drift that brought his eyes up once she’d passed, —⁠his music’s always so . . . 

			—Well why why shouldn’t he have said that something like that he, that he could come back the next day a week a month later he could open the door and find it here this same unfinished vision here just like he’d left it, this same awful balance waiting undisturbed just like he’d left it here to, to tip it and, the gray days I’ve come in here and built a fire to shut it all out so I could work those summers I, I haven’t even seen you since those summers . . . 

			—You can’t stay here though can you . . . she turned from the empty black of the fireplace —⁠working? You couldn’t stay anyhow . . . 

			—What?

			—With no heat here?

			—With, here? I, I don’t know I . . . 

			—And if you’ve . . . 

			—I said I don’t know! he was up, took the steps after her she’d turned toward the stairs as counterpoint wove the strings toward extinction, —⁠Stella . . . 

			—What happened.

			—That you, just that you’re really standing right here in . . . 

			—No your music . . . she turned her head, caught his breath on her cheek —⁠what happened to . . . 

			—No that’s what I was trying to find something like the, like Beethoven took Egmont his incidental music for Egmont I tried to, I found that long poem of Tennyson’s Locksley Hall of Tennyson’s I remembered it from school and I’ve been trying to work out something like, it’s something like an operatic suite that part you picked up there that line, those lines that open trust me cousin, the whole current of my being sets to, is that what you . . . 

			—No just that record, I thought something had happened to it.

			—What the, that? that record?

			—What happened. It just stopped.

			—That it’s nothing it’s just a practice record it’s, that’s where the solo comes in the D-minor concerto without the piano part I thought you meant my, what I’m working on I . . . 

			—I didn’t think you wanted to talk about it.

			—Well why shouldn’t I! what’s, why shouldn’t I talk about it . . . 

			—I don’t really know, Edward. What’s up there.

			—The what?

			—Up there, upstairs . . . 

			—Up, what! did you hear something?

			—No, no I just meant what’s up there . . . she nodded up to shadows where the strings lurked again in ambush for their solo antagonist —⁠up on that balcony . . . 

			—Nothing just, just the same things papers, old letters scores piano rolls wait .
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