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The Coming;

" The trouble with Lucien Lastman was that he had seen God, and the

memory of that experience haunted him day by day.

-

Still, I had no idea of what possessed him when I offered him and

his woman comﬁagion a ride one evening in March 1973 along a vacant stretch
of New Mexico higﬁway.. Recently hired to teach comparative religions,
among other subj9é§s,'at a Colorado university, I was enroute to Santa Fe,

\ b
where 1 planned?to v jsit some etimmological museumé in order to augment my
knowledse of Soﬁthweytern Indian history, mythology, and rituals. My wife,
*hpat five months‘pr&énant with our son, had insisted on staying at home,
for we could not afford motels, and she did not savor the prospect of camp-
ing several subfre¢zing nights beside the rload, as I was determined to do.
1 was speeding in HL Volkswagen van down highway 64 between Raton and Taos. -
The sun had just drg;ped in the west behind the blue, spectral hulks of the-
Sangre de Cristo mouhtalns, leaving its last, rosy, shimmer beneath a cold,
?hrome sky. The car radio had just lost the only remaining station to
crackling static. Flicking it off,-I settled into a pensive vigil at the
wheel, my ears relaxing to the steady hiss of tires on the pavement. The

road traced monotonously, an Interminable pencil line drawn with straight

edge, into the distancd }f to the side I caught Slght of a scraggly bird s

winging low over the c /, then skimming noiselessly away into the dusk. ‘

It was several miles fy ther on, where the road went into a wide bend and
began its ascent into ‘the mountains, that I encountered them. My headlights
scanned two fugi.tive forms on the highway shoulder, which I mistook at first

as stray deer, until I swept past and saw them waving like starved suppli-
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The Coming

cants beside their little mound of rucksacks and bedrolls.

Hitchhikers at night have always left me with spasms of conscience.
My fear of crime tugs with my concern for anyone misfortunate eﬁough to be
stranded miles from hébitation. Howéver, I noticed that\they were a man
and a woman together, which was not quite so risky. Braking the van to a
standstill, I switcﬁed on my safety flashers to signal them of my good in-
tentions. Then I 1lit my pipe and waited for them to come running up.

Soon I heard their footfalls beside the car. The man, who spoke in
a taut, but polite voice, punched his head through the window and inquired
whether I was headed for Taos. I said "yes" and instructed him to pull
open the sliding door in the rear and come aboard, whereupon we went on our
way together.

At the outset I balked at striking up a conversation with my riders,
and they too reciprocated with a strained silence. Awhile later I over-—
heard the woman whispering something to the man, who subsequently opened
fis mouth and introduced himself casually as "Lucien," pronouncing it in
the French manner. He and his wife, he said, were returning from the East
Coast to their home near San Francisco. Havihg followed I-40 westward all
the way from Little Rock to Amarillo, they were now making a short detour
north to visit the farm of a friend in the San Luis Valley of Colorado.
Since he had not mentioned it, and she had not volunteered it, I asked the
woman what her name was. With affable, but correct speech and in a lightly
midwestern accent she identified herself‘as "aura.”" But her husband inter-
jected with a chuckle, that she also went‘by the nickname of "Changing
Woman" which a Hopi Indian friend had conferred on her. .

Then the conversation tailed off into silence once more. My atten=

tion drifted back to the road, which had narrowed into a gloomy and hazardous
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track that snaked up the mountainside into a thickening pine forest. It had
béen an unusally long spell since passing any oncoming car. The van's head-
lights swayed back and forth around unremitting curves, whiskiﬁg shadbwsb
from their path into the woods beyond. For an instant I glimpsed what
looked like the sheen of the rising moon through a hollow in some tree limbs,
but the light swiftly vanished behind an embankment, and when the car came
to where it should have been visible again, it was gone.

I sought to pick back up the conversation. "You must have been glad
I came along when I did," I said, but I received no reply. At once I felt
awkward and unnerved. Glancing in the rear-view mirror, I observed the
woman had lié a cigarette, which glowed like a ghostly candle wick in the
darkness. There was a wispy brightness off in the sky. The highway crested
in a large meadow overrun with the shadows of some huge boulders. I peered
in the direction where the light had first shown itself, and again to my
surprise nothing hung to the horizon but the glossy twinkle of a few early
stars. It was then that I had an intimation of something eerie about the
situation: the lonely road, my mute passengers, the light in the sky. VYet I
could not actually define for myself what was so uncanny, and impatiently I
pressed them: "Did you see a light over there? I think the moon is rising."

"The moon isn't up," Lucien came back.

"I don't know, but I saw a light."

"I saw something too, I think," Laura added reticently.

"No," the man retorted, "You couldn't have seen tﬁe moon. It's not
up yet."
I detected a nervous edge to his words. I wanted very much to convey

to him that he could be at ease with me, but the right gesture escaped me.

I sensed that there was a bar of mutual uncertainty between us that could
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not be removed until we had the chance to know each other better. In the
meantime I could only remain apprehensive. There boiled inside me the
terrible feeling of an invisible force or presence menacing us all from

the environing darkness. The ghostly light was perhaps an omen of some

kind; though I did not know what. For a moment I shuddered to myself, think-
ing that whatever it was lay in wait somewhere up the road, that he knew it
was there and that it would soon fall upon us.

The highway lunged and twisted up still another grade, which I had
to negotiate in second gear. I was confronted with the light for a third
time. OVer the rim of the hill a glow appeared; and grew brighter. I had
a frightful premonition that the light would not go away as it had done
before, that suddenly it would be revealed for what it actually was. I
called out to my passengers: "Don't you see it? It's coming. Oh, my God!"
I was about to slam on the brakes when I was shocked into happy recognition.
It was only the headlights of another car. Arriving concomitantly at the
top of the grade, we.switched on our low beams together, and my stomach
fluttered with foolish embarrassment. The car rushed on into the night.

On the other side of the hill more lights came into view. The
mountains glided away into a sweeping valley in the center of which huddled
the streetlamps and blinking neon signs of a town. We raced on until we
were cruising down the deserted thoroughfare. As we halted for a solitary
red traffic signal, it occured to me that we should ﬁroceed no further
until I could chat with my riders face to face. I had aimed anyway to stop
for supper about this time, and I asked them if they were hungry. They
said they were, so I pulled up to the only eating place I could see —-—- &
weather-bitten, little adobe tavern with a Spanish name such as one always

forgets because it is so common in the wayside villages of the American
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Southwest.

Indoors a juke box was blaring country and Western music. The tavern
was congested with swarthy Indians drinking and chattering in their strange,
but beautiful language which white men rarely understand. A chubby-faced
Chicano waitress in tight Levi's escorted us to a table beside the fireplace,
stécked high with sputtering and smoky pine logs, and with crisp indifference
slapped some menus in front of us and walked away.

In the faint light of the room I was able to study the physical
appearance of my companions. Casting discreet glances at them while they
inspected their menus, I determined that there was nothing extraordinary about
either one of them. The man, Lucien, was thick-set with slightly hunched
shoulders bundled by a padded army parka which he kept on, despite the warmth
from the fire. He had a ravel of hair and a tangled, full beard, like so
many of the new vagrants who wander the highways of America these days,
shading a pair of flitting blue eyes that seemed to avbid my glances. His
nose was curved in the middle and disfigured by a small hump, as if once it
had been broken severely without healing properly. He looked in his late
twenties or early thirties, though the crease; in his forehead told me he
could have been even older. Laura was perhaps a little younger; she was
slender and of darker complexion; which could have made her of Hispanic
descent, or possibly Indian, as her nickname suggested. .- She had deep, brown
eyes and a long, drawn face which cramped at her cheekbones into a steady
and winsome smile. Hersleek, black hai?, which needed combing, washed down
over her frail shoulders. Without regardiﬁg each other, the two of them
nudged affectionately together, intimating that, even though perhaps they

had been a couple for many years, they were still very much in love.

Finding nothing on the menu which particularly interested me, I
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decided at last on a bowl of chile. The waitress returned, this time with
'more amenity, and took our orders. After stickling, Lucien asked the price
of the chile, and on receiving a satisfactory response from the waitress,
ordered the same for both of them. I suspected they did not have much money.
When the waitress left, Lucien pulled out a cheap, briar pipe, stuffed it
with tobacco from a packet in his coat, and then turned his eyes_squarély

on me for the first time. He asked me for a match, which I did not have,
shrugged, and laid the pipe unlit on the table. I could see he was fumbling
for some pretext on which to start up conversation. Staring momentarily at
the table, then at his wife, he broke abruptly into an amiable grin and
said: "We were happy to see you come along when you did."

"I can imagine," I said; "I usually don't pick up strangers, but I
couldn't leave anyone out there in that godforsaken spot."

Lucien smiled. "We often get dropped off in those kinds of situations,
but we always seem to haul ourselves out."

Laura, too, now became aniﬁated, and squeezing her husband's had as
it rested on the table, she added: "We'd been waiting since midday. We
watched the sun go down, and frankly I was a'little scared, not knowing
whether we would have to stay there. It was our plan to make it to Taos
tonight, and fortunately we'll make ik

I asked them whether they wished to sleep in the van with me that
night, providing we found a decent campground.

'"Oh, that's very nice of you," Laura chirped, eager to seize my offer,
but Lucien remained close-lipped. '"Is there something wrong?'' Laura asked,
puzzled. "I think that's an offer that would be difficult to turn down."

Lucien smiled weakly at her. He was sunk in some private thoughts

which he refused to share. Distractedly, he plucked a paper napkin from
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the dispenser on the table, rolled it up, and made a little torch from the
candle on the table to light his pipe. Dense spirals of smoke rose about
his beard and hair as he took the initial puffs, veiling his face. As the
smoke cleared, I nmoted that his countenance had grown rigid with a pallor
of anxiety in his eyes. I recalled his snappish retort to my mention of
the light on the first occasion I had seen it. I sensed some sort of
shadowy fury welling up inside him, but I couldn't be certain.

A log cracked in the fireplace, spewing sparks. Suddenly Lucien shoved
his fist on the table and started rattling on to me: "You think there's
something not right with me or this situation," hé began in earnest and
with an ardor that seemed calculated to smother any polite protests on my
part. "Well, you are probably right. Something is loose here. You were
wondering about the light in the sky. I saw it too, and I was worried
about it. T don't know what it is, but perhaps it means something, something
I'11 have to think about for awile." Then he managed a chuckle which seemed
somehow out of place. 'The shepherds saw a light in the sky two thousand
years ago which they didn't quite understand, but they followed it. Oh, what
am I talking about? I musn't give you the wrong idea, or sound all so grave
and mysterious. I'm not sure I myself believe in omens, but sometimes T
wonder. Anyway, I must admit I am a bit out of sorts. Perhaps I was afraid
also of having to spend the night in the darkness."

He paused to light his pipe again, using the saﬁe method as before.

He seemed to be retreating rapidly into the cloudy reaches of his own thoughts,
and he no longer appeared to ;ake account of me or Laura. At the same time,
his manner became more relaxed. As he spoke, his words mellowed int? a gentle
singsong. "But now we're among friends," he said, waving to the fire with

his pipe. "Friends come along to save us from the darkness. It's hard to
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figure what 1 mean by that. You wouldn't kno
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comradeship with him, his queer and distant manner continued to make me fret.

And I would have on that occasion been quite pleased for them to stay behind

in the tavern.
As the waitress handed me the check, however, a great commotion

suddenly erupted in a far corner of the room. A young Indian, obviously

drunk, was shrieking and carrying on in a squall of personal abuse. Immedi-

ately I realized that the object of his rage was Lucien, though precisely

what had set him off was unclear. Lucien himself appeared both startled and

frightened at the Indian's hectoring. A scrawny stalk of a man with a wild

mane of black hair, the Indian swaggered out of the shadows and poised him-

self in front of us, his chest puffed out and his body swaying from his

"yiolator," he screamed, and he

raised his fist in a daunting salute, but before he could swing, he tumbled

backward and was captured by one of his cronies, who gave us a swift, dumb

look of embarassment. Another man, a tall and dapper Chicano who must have

been the proprietor, thrust himself in the midst of the fracas, and whispered

something to a pair of patrons who hauled the Indian, now tamed, out through

a rear door.

The man apologized curtly: "You have to understand, there's some bad

feelings toward whites in this place, and it comes out when they drink too

much. TForget the check. It's the best I can do to make up for the nuisance.”

I thought Lucien would be even more edgy because of the incident, but

as soon as we were in the car, he was chuckling. "I guess my bad looks go¥

us a free meal." The disconcerting little affair seemed actually to have

loosened him up. As we drove out of town his air of solemnity lifted, and

he turned remarkably light-hearted and chatty. Seated up front with me, he

breezed along with small talk, giving a number of trivial details about himself
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doesn't, and he snickered. "Very little can matter a very lot," he said,
and let the subject drop. : -

By now we were travelling through the mountains égain. I wéndered
whether we would see that light as before, but we did not. I was feeling
sufficiently relaxed in his presence in spite of the fact that I could not
reglly figure him out. And in those moments there came to me the bland and
relieving awareness (which had also arisen in certain past instances,
particularly whenever I was struggling to get to know somebody who is not
easily calculable) that his detachment, his riddling remarks, were due
doubtlessly to his own unsureness about me. One can never be all that direct
with strangers, especially if one is tuned to the other's quirks and sensi-
bilities. After all, he and his wife were virtual prisoners in my automobile.
From his standpoint I could have been a quiet, canny psychopath who might
be pricked into rash behavior at the most insipid provocation. We were
slowly, however, groping toward a mutual trust in each other. And his
growing easiness with me matched my rising confidence in him.

After an hour or so a highway marker yeared up in the headlights with
the notice that we were ten milés from Taos. Once more I asked if they
wished to remain the night with me in the van. If not, I would drop them
off in town, and go find a rest area along the road where I would sleep alone.
Once more Lucien declined my invitation, though with a little reluctance this
time and some forethought. We rolled along a two-lane strip of pavement
into the dusty and deserted center of Taos. Stopping at the intersection
of the two main highways in the village, I hopped out to open the side door
so that they could unload their geér from the back. Laura climbed down on
to the street, lugging the two pack frames along with her, and I reached in-

side to lend her some assistance. The wan light from an overhanging street

-
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lamp trickled down over her dark hair and dimly illumined her cheeks. For
an instant I noticed something strangely beautiful about her, which I had
not bothered to observe until now. Yet she was not beautiful in the every-
day sense of the word. The longish and angular contours of her face were
somewhat out of propor?ion to what one customarily expects in the physiognamy
of a woman. Her beauty seemed to seep from an unseen well of vitality in-
side her. Her diffident nature was unlike the common feminine kind. There
was a suppresséd masculine aura about her, a firmness and inner solidity
which contrasted with the volatility of her husband. Throughout the evening
she had struck me as somehow comprehending, rather than being disturbed by,
Lucien's fits and shifts of mood. I stood before her and smiled timidly,
for I was a little afraid to say anything that might sound silly.

She gave me back a look of convivial assurance, and I turned to give
my parting respects to Lucien, whom I discovered still sat in the car.
Laura stepped past me to open the door for him. He did not look at us, b;t
was staring through the windshield toward the lighted intersection.

"Honey, let's go," she urged gently.

But I saw that his eyes were welded in a frontward gaze, as though
he had suddenly fallen into a trance. Laura was dumbfounded. Sidling up
to his shoulder, she gingerly drew back.

"What's the matter?" she asked softly with alarm.

He made no response. I squinted in the direction where he fixed his
attention. In the remote shadows I caught sight of two small figures,
perhaps children, ambling down the street away from us, yet there appeared
nothing unusual about them. Off in the distance a dog was yelping, then

everything turned silent again. No sound came from the figures, who gradu-

ally shrunk away into the darkness. Soon there was the roar of another
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automobile, and a pickup truck with growling gears and a sputtering engine
slowed up to the intersection, made a turn, and pulled into a nearby service
station. A young woman got out, and went to fill the tank with gas.

Lucien rubbed his eyes, and came back to us. He cast a look of help-
less fright at Laura, who tossed her head as a sign of reproof. Shrugging,
he demanded like a petulant child that he did not want to get out after all,
causing Laura to become visibly peeved.

"For Goé's sake," she exclaimed, 'what's going on with you? Can't
you wait until we get to sleep to have your nightmares?"

Her reprimand made him flash with anger. His mouth tensing, he came
to the verge of recrimination, but he glanced at me and said nothing at all
to her. Then he beckoned me to get back in the driver's seat.

"I'm sorry, I guess you think I'm wierd," he said. "I had a premoni-
tion that we couldn't catch another ride north this time of night.. There's
nowhere to stay in town. We're glad for your invitation, professor."

We clambered back into the van, and I swung round to traverse the
road back in;o.the mountains a way, for I remembered having passed, just
before entering town, one of those brown and'yellow National Forest markers
which read "campground." I could sense that Laura was smoldering in the
backseat. Her husband's antics had evidently brought her at last to embarrass-
ment. His most recent whim seemed to have pierced the limit of her under-
standing and tolerance.

We came to the campground and pulled off the road into a small, rutted
parking area where a pilenic table lay beneath some tall, arching trees crusted
with icicles which spangled in the glow of the now risen moon. 1 got out
to inspect the place. My footfalls crinkled in a layer of hard frozen snow.

I heard the car door open, and immediately Lucien was at my side, following
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me as I wandered down among the trees through a thicket of dead bushes to .
the bank of a frozen stream. The moon was hovering above the black skirt
of a closeby mountain and winking, as I walked along, between the treetops.

Lucien tapped me softly on the shoulder. 'I want to apologize,' he
said meekly, "for stirring things up with you. I know I've got Laura mad,
but that happens with her and me. We can't predict each other a hundred per
cent. I imagine you're convinced you've got a queer fish on your hands."

I assured him that he wasn't causing me any grief at this point, but
I knew something was disturbing him. I added that, of course, I did not
necessarily expect to have him tell me about it, that I did not demand a mere
acquaintance pour out his soul to me in any case.

"But maybe that's the problem," he mused. ''We don't pour our souls
out but to a few people, and then only rarely."

"So?" I was not sure what he was driving at.

"Look," he said, "I'm coming across to you as crazy perhaps, because
you don't know me, and until you do, you'll say to your self that I'm a
little touched or something. Right?"

I nodded. I could not see his face which was steeped in the shadows
of the trees. I began to stroll back toward the van, but he stayed where
he was.

"Listen, professor,'" he called to me, "don't go for a minute."

I returned to the spot where we had been standing together.

"See the moon,'" he said, waving his hand against the sky. "It's a
common sight. We've seen it many evenings of our lives, so we're not afraid
of it. But suppose you had never seen the moon before. What would you think?
You would think, that's an eerie object up there in the heavens. It throws

out light, but no warmth. It might be a ghost, or a spaceship, or a super-
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time in the wintry tomb that nature provides. They're waiting for spring,
you see, to be freed. But with freedom sometimes comes madness. When we
have freedom tﬁ see mw'

"See what? I think I'm following you," I said, though I was actually
confouﬂded.

"You see, one spring I went mad. I can't tell you about it now. It
would take too long. Sometime, perhaps,-when the time is ripe, i will Eell
you about it. Not even my wife knows everything about it. I suppose I'm
like that frozen stream. My real thoughts are wintering right now, yet soon
it will be spring, and then it will be time."

Now he stepped out of the shadows and I could make out his face. It
was so serene that it startled me.

"Yes," he said, "it will be time. I think I will be able to find you
when it is time. Do I have your address?"

‘ I reached into my wallet and hinded him one of my cards.

"Good. We musn't talk about this to Laura. I will come back some day
and see you. You know, I've been wandering now for a number of years. Not
wandering in space, I mean, but wandering in‘'my own restless hunches and
imaginings. Professor, there is something coming. Something that is here
now, but in truth, not yet. And I have seen it. I'm no seer of the occult
variety. I have no powers. I can't even be mad any longer. I will return
to California, but I will come back, and you will hear.me out. When the
time is ripe, I will come to you. Perhaps by then I will be able to share
secrets for the first time. I've learned the secret —— with flesh and blood
-- since knowing Laura. But my secrets are yours too, and ...and possibly

the world's. For we are waiting for the end time to be our time. It will

come, just as we all are wondering if we're all mad, just as we think that
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winter is eternal. It's March now, and it will be spring in a short while.
You see, professor, I have a story that is both sane and insane at once. I
have SeeNgesNO~=rl can't tell you that now."

~ With that he squeezed my arm amicably and bade me follow him back to
the car. Inside the van Laura was undoing her sleeping bag. I pulled down
the folding bed that made up automatically from the rear seat, and offered
it to my two guests, who graciously accepted. I myself blew up an air
mattress and contribed a cramped, but cozy bunk on the floor in the space
beneath the bed.

Laura seemed mollified. As I lay in my bedroll I could hear her
whispering and cooing with Lucien up above. In a short while all was silent.
It took me incalculable time to fall asleep. My mind heaved and churned as
I pondered what Lucien had spoken to me out there in the moonlight. I
struggled to convince myself that what he said had no depth or significance,
that they were the lenient ravings of a man not altogether in balance. He
had said he had been mad, yet he sincerely believed he was that way "no
longer." .In one respect he seemed to have a }ind of intense, though somewhat
inchoate vision of things which beggared clear and precise language. And in
another respect, his "ravings'" struck me as making some strange sense, even
if I could not specify what that sense entailed. Perhaps I could not state
the sense, because I refused unwittingly to concede his ultimate claim that
there was a tremendous mystery escaping my notice, and that this mystery was
pushing inexorably toward the threshold of revelation. Ever since a young
boy I had always been wary of the night and unmanned by its wordless, wraith-
l1ike bodings; but my fears were the fears, I reasoned, of an adult hounded
by the unplacated hobgbblins of childhood. When I was three years old I

woke up screaming at the flickering of heat lightening through the windowpane
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on a summer's evening. Even now I am a bit resfive when I sleep alone in a
strange room. Such fears are all too primitive. It occured to me, however,
that Lucien had been referring to something of which I should not be afraid.
He was talking not about the unearthly, but the unfamiliar, and that was
what made his intimations sound 'mad."

That night I had bizarre and fretful dreams. At one point I opened
my eyes and thought to my astonishment that I saw the moon resting on the
ground right béside the trees. Its shine seemed indescribably brilliant.

I was afraid to look any more, and I quickly let it pass as the figment of
a dream, whereupon I did not look out again until morming.

The dawn light was now rilling through the side curtains. My guests
were awake. According to my watch it was seven fifteen. We wormed out of
our sleeping bags and got on the road. I invited them to have breakfast
with me in Taos, but this time Laura suggested they had better hasten on
their way. They hoped to reach the home of their friends in Colorado by
afternoon. I left them off at the intersection where we had stopped the
previous night. For a minute or so I watched them hike up the road that led
north out of town. After several steps Laura waved goodbye to me, but Lucien
did not turn around. I revved up the engine of the bus, and headed south to
Santa Fe. I tried not to think much more about my encounter for the rest of
the trip. On returning home, I mentioned the episode to my wife, who com-
mented that she was glad I had made some company after all.

Every so often I reflected back on what had gone on between us that
night. I wondered if he would keep his piomise to see me once more.

It was March again, the year 1975. The day was Saturday. I had
slipped over to my office that afternoon to finish grading a bale of term

papers and examinations at the close of the academic quarter. After an hour,
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however, I lost my concentration and began to daydream. My office is on the
third floof and has a broad window with a southwest prospect toward the
mountains. The mountains themselves were only failtly discernible, peeping
forth at‘intérvals from behind a.mucid overcast. It was a blustery day.
Swirls of snow were borne along on blasts of wind, which rumbled against
the window and soughed in the corners of the building. From thelsky dark,
ragged tusks of clouds seems to dip toward the ground and 1lift back up again.
Then a snow flﬂrry would made the air heavy and white, only to be dissipated
quickly by the roiling wind. I noticed the fractured image of my desk lamp
mirrored in the window, and I caught a glimpse of my own personage as part
of the diffuse reflection, which seemed to grow transparent as the sky
tﬁickened and the light outside waned. I drew a deep breath and was about
to return to my papers when suddenly I felt an obscure presence behind me.
In the glass I descried my own face, but there was something which seemed
to lurk behind it. Impulsively I wheeled around in my chair, and I beheld
him in the doorway. I recollected every detail of his face, though his
beard had grown longer and shaggier. He was wearing the same army jacket.

"So you recognize me,'" he said, smilink.

"Of course, how could I not remember you," I said.

"I meant what I said about coming back."

"So you did. But how did you get in the building? The doors are
locked." |

"The door was ajar. Perhaps you left it open for me unconsciously.
I called your house. Your wife gave me the phone number, and I considered
ringing you up, but I chose the element of surprise."

"Indeed," I said. "I'd wondered if you would come, if you weren't

giving me a line."
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"No," he said. "I was faithful and true. I said I would come. How
are you, professor?"
| "Fine, I presume. And you?"

He eased toward me and, espying an empty chair which I keep for
student appointments, settled into it. He was grinning widely. "I came a
long way, professor," he said. "It took a while, but I had to because, you
see, it's the right time now."

"rime for what?" I blurted the words at him. "Stop being so goddam
enigmatic. What do you have to say to me? I don't want anymore of your

oblique whatevers."

"Of course," he said assuringly. "I have something to tell you now."
Then his mien became absolutely serious. "I will tell you all about it.
You say you want to be a writer, professor." Springing up from his chair,

ﬁe leaned across the desk at me with a fury and earnestness that took me
wholly aback. "You must write it down, for my words are faithful and true."

"Write what?"

"Can you listen?"

"Yes." :

"] will tell you something you may believe, but will probably not
understand. But at least you must write it down. I can't hold it within
me any longer. It's like hot lava shut up in my bones. You must be my voice,
if that is proper." |

"Do you want to dictate it to me?" I asked.

"No," he said, 'you must listen, and you will remember. The right
words will come to tell it in your own way later on."

And he began to recount to me his story, which I realized now would

also be my story as well as that of others. I listened intently. What I
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relate from hereon is reconstructed out of memory, though I have not tried

to subtract one scintilla of detail, nor even the scantest thread of truth.
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His story began on the main in June of 1966, when his father died.
Twenty-two years old at the time, he was left without parents. The shock
of his father's death: stemming from a sudden and massive heart attack, was
further aggravated by his sense of complete abandonment, which had nagged
him since the age of ten when his mother also had left. Perhaps his father's
death in itself had not been all that devastating, since the old man was
close to sixty and had a known heart condition. Expecting such a day might
come Lucien had tried to prepare himself for it. While he had close,
respectful relations with his father, he knew in his own soul that the time
might arrive when he would find himself alone in life. No, his father's
death was calamitous, because it reminded him grievously of the earlier loss
of his mother, whom he had deeply loved. Her loss had not been due to
natural factors, and thus the pain was deeper. The incident rankled in his
memory. One spring afternoon he came home From school to find that his
mother, who always presented for his arrival; was not there. When his father
came from work at suppertime, he discovered a note tacked to his dresser.
The note said she would not be coming back.

On that occasion his father revealed some facts about the past which
as a young child he had been ignorant of. The more difficult details were
divulged to him by his father shortly before his death. His mother was not
German, as his family name suggested, but'a French Jew from Alsace-Lorraine.
Lucien had no knowledge he was half-Jewish. It was the "family secret,"
his father explained. The secret was kept, not because either his father

or mother was ashamed of Jewish blood, but because his mother, in particular,
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wanted to bury forever her terrible past. More precisely, she did not want
her children aware of the horrors which she had experienced. She, along
with the rest of her own parents, two brothers, and a mentally fetarded
sister, had been swept up in the dragnet of Jews following the Nazi occu-
pation of France in 1940. The local authorities had marched to their house
in a little village not far from Strasbourg, read the detention warrant,

and spirited the family members away. A day later they were all separated
from each other. His mother was told that she would be put on a train with
others who had been "confined" for "security reasons' and sent to an undis-
closed destination. However, she had a dreadful prescience about what lay
in story for her on the journey. At that juncture she compromised herself
for the sake of survival by doing something that would dog her with guilt
and self-loathing for much of her life. The night before the train's
departure she seduced a young male guard at the detentlon center. He was
not German, but a French quisling employed by the Vichy government authori-
ties. He was a mere farm boy, and she duped him into believing that she was
Aryan, that she would grant him sexual favors if he would alter her papers
and keep her in France. The young guard suc;eeded in freeing her, but
extracted from her a severe price. He took her on as his personal harlot,
and not only did he have an insatiable appetite for what often amounted to
bestial acts, finally out of sheer boredom he began to vilify her and to
beat her on the slimmest pretext, all the while threatening to deliver her to
the police "as a Jew" if she dared resist. Then one evening her tormentor
was arrested by the Germans for being drﬁnk and raucous in a tavern.
Recognizing her chance, she took her false identity papers, and boarded a
train west, apprising the gendarmes that she was traveling to visit her sister

in Reims. In Reims she made contact with the Resistance, who escorted her
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to Calais and managed to sneak her, together with two other Frenchmen hunted
by the Nazis, across the English channel at night in a rowboat. In Britain
she gurrendered to the Anglo-American military command, and there she met
Lucien's father, an Army lieutenant, who fell in love with her and married
her within a month. In late May of 1944, about a month before D-Day, she
gave birth to her son.

Nobody else in the household ten years later knew about the letter
which came intthe mail. The letter was from an elderly lady in Dijon, a
Mme. LaMettrie, who had traced through the U.S. naturalization officials the
whereabouts of Lucien's mother in order to convey to her some happy news.
Lucien's mother had believed all along that her entire family was dead.
But Mme. LaMettrie informed her that her retarded sister was still alive
and under care in a state hospital in the countryside near her childhood
home. Lucien's mother wept at the news. The disclosure, however, left her
topsy-turvy. No longer able to deny her past, even to herself, she decided
on the spur of the moment to make instant restitution for her double life.
Perhaps it was her intractable guilt over the humiliating ruse by which she
had personally escaped the holocaust. Perhaﬁs it was a gesture of reconci-
liation with her original family. Perhaps it was her conviction she had
somehow to ransom her heritage. She could never be anybody but a Jew, not
so much in the religious sense, for she was willing at least formally to
adopt the Protestant faith of her husband, but in respect to her own passion
to preserve her connections with history. She would go back to France for
a period to nurse her sister, though she could not tell her husband the
decision. She left surreptitiously. The note said she planned to return
within six months, but she never did. She had written another note for

Lucien, which she laid under his pillow. It read: '"My dearest son, I want
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you to know how much I love you. You are too young to really know why I

have to go right now, but I will explain all when I come back. I will write
you soon." Several weeks thereafter the promised letter came. It described
the beauty of the Vosges mountains in spring. After that there were no more

letters.

Lucien pined for over a year. He waited for his mother to come back.
When he could not envision her face to his satisfaction, he would steal away
to his father's room and stare at the small, cameo photograph of her as a
young woman in a silver frame on a bedside table. One day his father removed
the picture, and Lucien was unable to find it. As the years passed his
father talked less and less about her. He seemed to want to forget her, and
to induce his son gently to do the same. The two of them began attending
church regularly, except on mother's day, when his father always concocted
some excuse for staying home. As an adoloscent Lucien became very religious.
He learned from the pastor's sermons about the mercy of God and the myster—
ious will of his Heavenly Father. He became resigned what had happened to
him, and came to accept the divine plan for his life as well. He knew now
only a father. :

During his senior year in high school Lucien fell in love with a
girl, aged fifteen, named Arleen. He dated her for over a year and became
so enthralled with her that on graduation he proposed marriage to her "some
day." Arleen consented happily, but the following year when Lucien went off
torcollege (having been awarded a scholarship at a small institution near
Los Angeles), the two of them slowly grew estranged from each other. The
break came during Christmas vacation after they had gone a little too far
petting in Luclen's parked car one evening. Perhaps Arleen had discovered

for herself that she did not love him at all now. Perhaps she was punished
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by her girlish compunctions for having yielded to a desire which she did

not realize was so intense. At any event, several days after his return to
college he received a terse letter from her‘declaring that everything had
ended. Lucien reeled from the letter; he felt an unsearchable loneliness
once  again. And for many weeks thereafter he held high the torch of Arlene,
as he had done with his mother. On occasions his dismay and self-pity would
flare into rage; he would waver between damning himself for his own unhappi-
ness and blaming it unmindfully on the selfishness and inconstancy of woman-
kind. One day he seized the whole of Arlene's letters and dumped them into
the incinerator of the dormitory where he lived,-though that night he
regretted tearfully what he had done. For he recognized that he had suddenly
severed himself from the happiest portion of his immediate past, despite the
bruising memories. Frightened, he cursed his own recklessness. He conjured
up the image of Arlene, whom he tried to imagine as she had been to him in
happier days. And he thought of his mother over whom he mourned again for
the first time in a long spell.

The episode with Arlene left him with a confounding sense of woman's
unsolvable mystery. He had loved Arlene very much, yet something had come
between him on which he had not counted at all. Arlene in the letter had
subtly accused him of being overbearing with her. '"Lucien,'" she wrote, "you
are too strong and stubborn. You want to make me in your own image. You
say you love me, but you really love what I can give you, nothing more. You
are also too much wrapped up with your religious beliefs to make me feel
comfortable."

On numerous occasions he had discussed religion with Arlene. The letter
startled him, because he had always been impressed with her youthful, hopeful

kind of faith. He loved her because of that. Perhaps he had loved that
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side of her too much. He had been extremely zealous in conveying his own
faith, his will to surrender to the divine purpose. Just as his mother's
leaving had accorded such a purpose, so did their love as well, including
their plans for marriage and living happily together. It was what would
happén, if God were just. But he seemed not to have figured out God very
well and he had a hard time telling whether he was angry at God or at Arlene
or at his mother. He became a somber young man, who had few friends
throughout college. He plied hard at his studies, sometimes to the edge

of desperation, as though success in that worldly pursuit would repair his
wretched life. During his junior year he became very ill. The doctor
diagnosed an ulcer and advised him to stop working so much. But it was not
work itself which drove him at heart, and he did not recover. He was unable
to eat without vomiting his food, and he lost considerable weight. He
prayed to God, unsuccessfully, to be relieved. When he was twenty-one he
gave up believing in God and in the divine purpose. After graduation he
came came back to his father's house in. Dakland, and there, for a few weeks
at least, he came to terms with himself and the universe. He talked with
his father about many things with an ease and‘candor which had not marked
their relationship before. He discovered what a true and abiding friend his
father was, even though the latter never mentioned his mother. But it all
came to an end much too swiftly and suddenly.

It was a mild and bright afternoon with a flickering breeze that came
in from the San Francisco Bay and swished through trees and hedgerows. Lucien
had driven in his ca?, an old and stutteriﬁg '59 Plymouth, over to Berkeley
to browse thrﬁugh the bookstores and to hunt for a job of some kind, which
he needed now that he had graduétéd. About four o'clock he pulled up to the

house, a two-bedroom stucco residence on a quiet street up the hill south
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and east from the busy intersection of MacArthur Boulevard and Broadway,
not too far from the Kaiser Hospital. Built back in the early 1920s, the
house which his father owned and in which he had grown up, was well-kept,
but treillsed with dark grape vines and climbing ivy lending it the look of
undue age and ripeness. A clump of Pyrocantha bushes crowded the wrought
iron gate at the front. T;o towering Ponderosa pines overreached the walk-
way and helped keep the yard, for which the only other possible sluice of
sunlight during the day was blocked by the eaves of neighboring houses, in
uninterrupted shadow.

Nearing the porch, Lucien caught sight of Emery, his brindled tomcat,
crouching behind a column. Emery was usually waiting around the porch to
be let indoors, but this time he did not come frisking up, as he normally
d1d, when Lucien twisted the key in the latch. The cat peered at Lucien
with cold, vitreous eyes, flaunted its bushy tail, and darted off into the
ivy, as though it were afraid of his very steps. The cat's behavior was |
strange. Within the house, though, everything appeared quite customary.
Nothing was out of place. Through the bay window in the dinette at the back
the sunlight was cascading in and splashing all.over the shiny, teakwood
table and chairs on which he and his father ate dinmer each evening. The
great, walnut ancestral clock, which lay on the stone mantle above the fire-
place in the livingroom, continued to tick in sonorous rhythm. Next to the
kitchen windown a covey of playful sparrows were scamperiﬁg about the twigs
and chirruping loudly. On the pink tile counter beside the sink was the
morning newspaper that his father had left unread that morning.

Lucien riffled through the ﬁewspaper for a few minutes. In recent days
he had mulled over the possibility of securing a job as a newspaper reporter

somewhere. He had majored in English while in college, and surmised that he
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might have some talents in that area. Certainly he could report the news
as well as the unnamed local journalists who padded the colummns with dry
and soulless little accounts of automobile accidents and muggingé, of venal
public officials at their fulsome press interviews. The front page,
slathefed with Associate Press wire stories, was all about the Vietnam war
and the commotion in the land it was causing. The war, which he knew or
thought little about, somehow worried him. Having finally graduated, he
was bound to lo;e his student deferment. That in itself was not alarming,
since the doctor had assured him he was safe from_conscription because
of his stomach disorder. But he was aware that every day other young men
his age were being called up to fight a war which they considered senseless
and atrocious, and were having to go with anxiety and loathing, or flee to
Canada. Already several of his classmates, whom he knew mostly by name,
had been sent away to Asia, and one had committed suicide to avoid that
fate.

The newsprint bristled with language about death and mass death.
Three young children had perished from a fire-alarm blaze at an apartment
building in the city. A hundred or so Americ;n soldiers has been killed
the day before in the jungles around Saigon. He folded the pages of
newspaper back together and laid them aside. Just as he was leaving the
kitchen, the telephone on the wall jingled. It was Ted Domeshek, the shop
foreman at the tool and dye plant where Lucien's father was manager.
Could he make it to the hospital quickly? His father had dropped uncon-
scious and had been‘rushed by,émbulgnce té the emergency ward. ''Oh, my
God," were Lucien's sole words as he hung up the receiver. The silence of
the house swelled up into a giddy terror which stampeded through his head

and settled down into the very soles of his feet. The sound of the clock
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became a vicious pounding mingled with a relentless rasping noise, which

he confusedly interpreted as that of the cat clawing the screen. Racing

to the door, however, he found that the cat was not there. He felt cold
and nauseous. But he finally mustered the resolve to confront the emergency
and to do what was necessary.

On arriving ag the hospital, he was informed that his father was
already dead. He had not survived the ambulance ride. The attending doctor
was condolent, but curt and very official as doctors who police the traffic
of death from day to day inevitably are.

Lucien asked if he could see his father's body.

"Yes, well," the doctor, a stocky and balding man with furry eye-
brows replied, "but it might be best if you could see the receptionist
first, regarding the papers and other ﬁatters." Then he excused himself
and bustled away.

Lucien did not go to the receptionist first, but hurried to where
his father lay. A middle-aged nurse, sympathetic to his misfortune,
greeted as he entered the whitewashed room that stunk of disinfectant. She
drew off the shroud from the old man's face.' Lucien had expected to see an
ashen and flintlike countenance, the mask of death; but instead he beheld
in his father's brow and cheeks a hale and ruddy hue which Lucien had
seldom witnessed even when the old man was alive. His jaw was not stiff
but supple, and his mouth arched gently into a placid smile.

Lucien stared at the corpse. His father seemed almost vital, and
Lucien had the odd feeling that the lips were poised to speak a few last,
consoling words to the bereaved. Shyly he reached out to lay his fingers
on the face. The nurse noticed his astonishment.

"It is extraordinary," she said benignly. "I guess that's what
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happens when one dies suddenly. It must have been beautiful and easy for
him."

He continued to gaze into his father's face.

"I know how hard it is for you,'" the nurse went on, "but you must
rejoicé that he died in_peace. God must have had a special blessing for
him, if you believe in God."

"I don't," Lucien snarled. '"No," he said after a pause, "I can't
thank God for any kind of death," and he began to weep. "Don't you see,"
he objected, transfixing her with anger, "a happy death can only be enjoyed
by the dead. 1 can't. It wasn't his time to die, and it's not my time
to have this. Oh, God."

And he turned from her to rush out the door. The sight of death,
no matter how peaceful, now struck him as horrible. Everything in the
hospital reeked of death. He was furious with his father for dying that
way, in fact, for dying at all. Furthermore, he was distraught that he
had not been able to be at his father's side at that cruel instant, to
hear him speak some last words, even if they had only been banal. His
father's words would never come to him again,'and that realization pressed
on his mind with a wrath which thfeatened to annihilate whatever courage
remained for him. The thought of his mother trilled through his brain,
but now in the midst of his frenzy it had no sting. Itlwas just one among
many spinning memories whose energy was being rapidly spent. Walking down
the corridor, his wish to run away immediately collapsed, and he halted,
with his head in his arms and sobbing against the wall.

The nurse came up quickly behind him. "Sir, we have a chapel. Possi-
bly esiwl know'whét's happening to you right now."

He spuﬁraround and looked at her shamefaced. "It's alright," he
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begged, "just let me be what I am for awhile."

Now there came to his ears the dull chatter of the hospital persomnnel
on the floor. Down the hallway two candy-stripers, pretty 1ittlé blonde
girls in their teens, were carrying on a giggly conversation. They made
him feel guilty for being so wrought up. He remembered what the doctor
had said about the 'papers.'" He hunted for the right desk and was told by
an orderly to go to the hospital lobby. Soon he was in a jostle of people
leaving and entering through a revolving glass door. He had gone too far.
Near an exit sign, he found the desk. A young woman in a lavendar, spa-
ghetti-strap dress greeted him with a pert smile. He was struck by her
somewhat homely appearance. She was quite skinny, which showed both in
her bare, lean shoulders and in her meager breasts tucked away against her
body like the frail blossoms of an early spring crocus. Her face, arms,
and chest were thicketed with deep freckles, and she had long flosses of
carroty hair which dangled behind her head.

"I'm sorry,” Lucien said to her, "but you see, my father died here
today, and I need to get the right things filled out and signed, so I can
take care of him." ‘

The youné woman cocked her head and gave him a businesslike glance.
"Have you claimed the body?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Have you made arrangements with a funeral home?"

"No. I was just informed."
"It would be best you do that befere we give you the release."
'"What do you mean?"

"I mean you should settle with a mortuary first. Then we can put

everything in order. Did your father have insurance (AN
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"Yes, but what does that matter. He's dead."
"I mean with regard to the emergency room services."
"Yes, he did, I presume, with his company."

"Which was?"

. "Lamda, Incorporated, of San Leandro.”

onto a

ceremonial dash, and handed him a blue copy for his signature.

.

The young woman sat at her typewriter transcribing the information

yellow form.

"His birthdate?"

"February eight, nineteen eleven."

"Married, widower, or di%orced?"

"None of those."

"I don't understand.”

"Say divofced."

"Any surviving children other than yourself?"
"No."

"Address?"

279 Monte Vista Avenue."

"His name, please, and yours." :
"Lucien Lastman. His name was Karl."
"One more item. Place of birth?"
"Hartford, Connecticut."

The young woman plucked the yellow form out of the typewriter

to arrange for the services, if that's what you're intending to do,"

with

"You need

she

gaid. "I can direct you to someone who can assist you here at the hospital.”

As she spoke, however, her words droned off into a curious bemusement.

She Looked at him, slightly stunned. '"You're trying to hide how upset
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you really are,'" she declared.’

Such a gratuitous observation took Lucien aback. *He thought that he
had gained a hold on himself and had been concealing his mood well. His
eyes met hers in a gaze of surprise and recognition, and he had the quizzical
sense tha£ she was no longer merely a clerk with whom he had to carry out
a tedious transacfion, but a person who had some intimate knowledge of him
which seemed quite untimely and outlandish. He studied her cautiously.

"You must have psychic abilities," he chortled.

"Oh no," she said, "but I gnow nobody, even you, can come up to me
and talk to me in such a trying situation as if they were simply answering
to a census taker. I have to fill out these forms all the time, you know,
and it all has to do with somebody close to them who died, but they never let
on that's what it's all about. They think they can be brave by covering it
all uvp with that cool sort of matter-of-factness. But they're not being
honest with me. They deal with death by making a mere thing out of it, if
you know what I mean. And they deal with me by treating me only as the mouth
that asks them questions. They give me the information, they leave, and
they're never really aware that I was here all tﬁe time taking these facts --
about the dead, that is -- down on the typewriter. You know, I've typed a
thousand bits of information about the dead, and they never wonder if it's
all real to me. I guess they think it can't be, because they're the ones who
are all sad, angry, and hung-up, as you are, though you won't admit it to me,
because why should you? I just work this typewriter, correct?"

She broke into é wry, toothy grin. Lﬁcien was a bit embarassed.

"I get what you're saying," he said. "No, I suppose I wasn't actually
figuring you at all:in the picture."

"Sure," she said, "that's your right. You're the aggrieved one."
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"What's your first name?" she asked.

"Lucien."

"That's French, isn't it?"

"Yes."

"I've got a French'ﬁame too. TIt's Lille." She pronounced it "Lilly."
"[t sounds like the flower, but I was named after a town in France. My father
was in the war and happened to be near there on the day I was borm, so he
named me after it. My father died too, some years back."

"I'm sorry."

"It's OK. It was sudden. -He was killed in a private plane crash.

He was a pilot, but he got a little too reckless. You can't fly a twin-engine
job like a fighter;bomber. He was careless, and it cost him his life."

"How long ago?" Lucien thought that he might be prying, but since
she had broached the topiche would inquire, if only the keep the conversa-
tion going. .

"Aha." Her face brightemed. ''Now you're being matter-of-fact again.
You don't really want to know, but you presumed it was a good thing to say,
correct?"

"No, not really."

"Yes, really. You know, Lucien, I could talk things out with you, if
you wanted. I guess what I'm really saying is that we don't need to carry
this chatter on anymore at such a superficial level. I'm sick of having to
screw around with the subjgct of death. I don't get along very well with this
kind of job. You can't really télk to people, especially those who need
somébody to talk to. I'd walk away from this typewriter in a flash, if I
coulé. But you dqn't need to hear my‘complaints;"

""Do you want to get together?'" he asked, realizing that she was making
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even though he was not sure whether
'

some sort of friendly advance toward him,
He did

moment.

he was prepared to discuss his problems with anybody at the
and he was uncertain as to what she

not find her particularly attractive,

genuinely had in mind.
\.

"Yes, that would be nice.”

"After work?"

"I'm ready to quit about now, anyway."
and he was on

Lucien had not noticed that it was almost five-thirty,

the spot.
"But can you leave just now?"

I should have quit at five. let me tell my

Listen,

"I can take off.
supervisor." And she got up from her desk and disappeared into a back room.
It seemed that she was being inordinately forward with him. No girl before

profound interest in him, even the ones ;

had ever taken such a precipitous and
His feet
|

with whom he had been acquainted under ordinary circumstances.

tapped the floor nervously while he waited for her return.
"God, I'm free for

She appeared in the doorway with a gleeful smile.
another day," she warbled. "Let's go," and she tlutched him arm. "I'd like

to get out of this charnel house, if you don't mind."
oon sun was soaking the pavement and glaring in

Outside the late aftern
He took her to his car, which he had parked at a pay lot, and

their faces.

they drove off in the direction of his house.
"I ought to go home for a minute —-

"Where do you want to go?" he asked.
I just live a half-mile or so from here —- and make a phome call."

"To the funeral home?"

"No, to one of my dad's associates. He should know."

"can it wait?" She inched up to him on the seat.

i .
< e T R TSR e T T =
chdr i SO PRt L U TR T s

e - e



The Coming

"Yes, it can wait a while. Why don't we have dinner together?"

"Fine. Anywhere would please me."

"We can go to Berkeley."

"I'm agreeable.”" She gave him a warm, ingratiating smile.

"But I really should stop by home first."

"OK, but don't gethwrapped up in something you can't handle. That's
why you need me right now." %

They came to the house.

"Just a minute, if you wait here, 1'll only be a minute."

But Lille opened the door before he could comﬁlete his sentence.

"I really don't think you want to come in," he said. '"There's nothing..."

"I know. You do what you have to do. I just don't like to sit in
parked cars, and besides, your yardllooks very intriguing.'" She glanced idly
at the wrought iron gate. "Abandon-hope, all ye who enter here!" she exclaimed
whimsically and with 1aughter, but then her face wrinkled with mock serious-
ness. "Oh, I apologize, I shouldnft make light of these things. Don't mind
me. But Lucien, you musn't be so grave, after all. No pun intended. After
all..." And she sidled up to him, gently taking his arm again. '"Lucien,
I want to be honest‘with you. It may sound crazy, all of a sudden like this,
but I really like you, and I want you to know that."

Her words pierced his melancholy. Something was happening to him,
and it was all like a strange a pleasant little fantasy. ﬁis brooding thoughts
about the tragedy of the day, the loss of his father, the sight of the corpse,
began to melt awaf in the warmth of ﬁhe evening. He stared up at the sky.
The sun was sendiﬁg flat, brilliant shafts of light out from behind humps of

woolly clouds, and the birds were twittering in the black needles of the pine

trees.
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"I'm glad to hear that," he said, and he took her hand as he unclasped
the gate.

The cat was waiting by the steps. Spying the animal, Lille stole up
to it and stooped down to stroke its fluffy head. The cat rubbed affection-
ately against her ankles a;d gave out a faint purr.

"He's beautiful," she said.

"He was out of sorts a few hours ago," Lucien said. "I think he knew
what was up. He knew that Dad had the heart attack even before I got the
telephone call."

"Yes," she said, "cats know things we don't. See how loving he is
right now. He's convinced things are going to be alright, aren't you," she
said to the cat. "What's his name?"

| "Emery."

"I like that name. I've got two Angora cats myself —- Belle and Taffy.
They're at home now with my mother in Seattle.'" She scratched the cat's
ruff vigorously, and it rolled over on its back inviting her to caress its
underside. "fhat's enough,”" she said to the cat.firmly. "You'll get plenty
of loving from me."

"Are you from Seattle originally?"

"Yes. 1 was brought up there."

He opened the front door. "You can come in, if youlreally want?"

She followed him insgide.

"Let me make that call," he said.

Searching through the telephone directory on the counter, he found the
home pumber of Ted Domeshek. He dialed, but there was no answer.

"Perhaps he's étill at work," she said.

. "No, I'm sure he's left. I can wait a little while.” Then he thought
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that he ought to call his Aunt Dorothy, his father's sister, in Hartford.

She was eleven years younger than his fa-

He barely knew his Aunt Dorothy.
ther, and he had only encountered her once, right aftqr hié mother left, when
Her number was scribbled in a small

she came out west to visit for a day.
address book in a kitchen drawer. He rang, but again there was no answer.

"Damn!" He hung up the phone.
"I guess that means there really isn't anybody to tell," she said

coyly.
"What do you mean?"
"Oh, nothing. It's just a reminder of the fact that everybody dies

alone."
: tille had ensconced herself on the living room sofa. She was fingering
the hard, knurly little leaves df ; miniature jade plant that grew in a tiny, |
white plastic pot on the coffee table. Her dress was drawn up slightly above j
her-knees, revealing hér pale and delicate stockingless legs. There was a

small bluish, bruise mark on one of her claves. She looked up at him and

smiled. Her face, at least, was soméwhat pretty, he thought. She had bright,

hazel eyes and a stub nose that was very enchanting.

"Well, what do we do now?" she asked.
"We could go for dinner, but I would like to get hold of somebody

she said teasingly.

first."
"You still haven't called the funeral home,'

"No. I suppose in the morning."
"Why don't we talk awhile? Do you have anything to drink?"
|
.f

"Beer?". (2
She'nodded. . Lucien went to the kitchen and brought back two frothing

giésses.
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Lille sipped her glasé pensively.

" "Lucien, are you wondering how we happened to be here right now?"

"Yes, a bit."

"Do you ever believe in providence, or in fate?"

"I used to believe.it, but I've quit trying to make sense out of the
way things happen."

She grinned. "I don't believe that much of what happens is determined,
or all that, but there are some things that seemed planned in a way we don't
comprehend. For instance, I knew that I wasn't going right home this evening."

Lucien gaped at her inquisitively, and she looked slightly abashed.

"Now don't get me wrong," she said. "I bet you're reasoning, well
this was some sort of setup, or I forced myself on you because I had it all
planned out from the beginning. That's not what I'm implying. You see, Lucien,
I had the sense this morning that something significant would happen to me
today, and when 1 came across &ou, well, I thought I'd better heed the call
of destiny. Do you get what I'm driving at?"

"You thought that leaving with me was following your hunch."

"Yes, that's right. I never had you personally in mind, but..." She
shrugged. "That's the way it turned out."

Because he was gulping his beer, a speck of foam lodged in Lucien's
nostrils, causing him to sneeze and to spill a little of the beer on his
shirt. As he wiped the beer off blushingly, she leaned over and laid her
hand on his shoulder.

"Even spilling the beer," Qhe remarked.

"As what?"

"Part of fate."

"Phooey. You're talking about prophecies after the fact."
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"I don't know what that means."

He could see that she was easing up to him as a polite signal of her
intentions. Earlier he had been positive that he did not want to make love
to her, given the opportunity. The thought of making love, when mingled
with all his morbid fe%lings and anxieties, was definitely incongruous, if
not distasteful. But somehow it didn't seem to matter. He was eager to do
what she seemed to have in mind, perhaps he was pleased to find a woman so
genuinely fond of him. And he dealt away any scruples he might have had
then about what might appear improper or impulsive. Smiling broadly at her
for the first time, he reached over, took her chiﬁ, and kissed her. She
curled up in his arms, her eyelids shut, her mouth pushing gladly his. He
was happy too. He had not been so happy in a long while. It was a miracle
of sorts. The clock on the mantle ticked away through the vanishing minutes.
Then she pul}ed aﬁay with little, straining sighs, and she gazed at him,
tamely and meekly.

. "So are we friends?"
"Of course," he said, and he placed another kiss on her neck.

' she said, "you've got to tell me more about yourself, and

"Lucien,'
I'1l let you know about myself."

"What do you want to know?"

"'Oh, I don't know exactly," she replied, glancing about the house.
"I take it you're all alone now."

But he did not feel lonely now. It all had the piquancy of an unfur-
bished, 1itt1e faif} tale. qu hg& driven out despair. Gratefully, he
beamed at her. - -

"Really," she said. "I didn't have it planned this far."

"I doesn't matter,” he said.

I ——— Y



The Coming ¢y e it, your mother, she's gone too?"
"Yes." “
"Did she die? Was it tragic?" )
"No," he whispered. He did not want to discuss that affair. -
‘"You seem to know death ﬁeli," she said.
"What do you mean?"
"Oh, I don't know." She nestled back against his chest and looked up
at the ceiling. '"Lucien, I have an odd feeling about you. I feel . . .
welll ., . . I feel that you'wve bfought something to me. I can't put my finger
on it, but it's_beautiful. That's all I can say. You see, Lucien, there's
something big about my life that's not complete. One part of it's my job.
I'm one of those college graduate types who's not really doing with my life
what I ought to be doing. I;m an artist, you know. I got my degree from
Mills, right here in Oakland, last year. I was going to splash my life--my
moods, my intuitions, my experiences--on rough canvas. But I wo&id up
typing sickness and death. It's such an aboration, of my aptitudes, that ié.
But even I was going to spend more time with my brush and paints, there still
was something I needed before I could color tbe world the way I wanted. You
see, you can only ﬁaint with love. Do you understand, Lucien? Maybe I'm
getting too far ahead of myself to talk about . . . love."
"No."
"I don't want to say at this point that I love you," she said with
an air of abstraction. "Love has to find itself out, but.I think the experi-
ment has been set up."

"0f course," he saild, and he kissed her again. "Of course."

The house was growing dark with the advent of twilight. He suggested

dinner to her once more.
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"I'm not all that hungry anymore," she sighed.

He offered to fix something in the kitchen, as there was left over
lamb roast in the refrigerator fdr sandwiches. She nodded dreamily, and
he sauntered into the kitchen to put the meal together. They sat down at
the table together and munched the sandwiches along with more glasses of
beer. The mellow and d}ffuse light of a Tiffany lamp, hanging from the
ceiling, dusted her hair like moonglow. She reéched across the table and
nabbed his hand, caressing it with shy strokes.

"Lucien," she said finally, "I've something else I want to tell you.
It's queer; it's downright maniacal, but I feel I've always known this house,
as though it were my house, my home. Isn't that what a good guest is
supposed to say?"

He did not reply. His thoughts were all converging on one aim now,
about which he had no qualms. Hurriedly he finished his meal, and watched
her silently as she went about doing the same. She took her time, then
mopped her mouth with a paper napkin. "OK," she said with sweet satisfaction.

He rose and led her away from the chair back to the couch. She
requested some music, and he switched on the radio. Strains of some unidenti~-
tigd rock music came wailing and raging into the room. The sounds, however,
were soon cut short by the yammering of a disc jockey, whose speech immediately
fuéed into the lyrical bleat of more guitars overborn by the gravel voice of
the pop singer Bob Dylan: "I want you, I want you, so bad." He went back to
turn out the TIffany lamp, leaving the room dark, but luminescent from the
dusk and the firefly streaks through the curtains from a faraway street light.

". . . with the king of spades, and talked with her chambermaid. . P
They were kissing with deep plunges into the murkiness of each other's

face and body, and he could hear her breathing fitfully. The radio blared:
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" . . the cracked bells and washed out horns, blow into my face with

scorn. . . She was pressing on, much faster than he was. Her hand gamely
s1id through the buttons of his shirt and on to his bare chest. He feit
the glassy skin of her back and the tight, little nubs of her breasts. He
did not have to force hér, as she was the one who was urging them forward,
as though she were a priestess summoning some spirits from a cloud. Her
fingers were now exploring his lap, where they fumbled to find the stalk of
his erect penis. When they reached there, he trembled, captured at last by
her hot, tendrilous fingers. She let out a tiny moan. Then she gave a
‘start, like a fluttering sparrow.

"No." she panted. "It's going too fast. Lucien, wait a moment, "
and she padded off into the shadows of the house. He heard the bathroom
door creak softly. | A8 he stared out in the darkness, the song on the radio
ebbed away, and a raucous commercial, a jingle advertising a new automobile,
came on. He was anxious about her absence. He could hear nothing but the
loud radio, and‘he began to worry that she had fled from him. Perhaps she
had sudden and shaming scruples about what was going on. He remembered
Arlene. Perhaps, like Arlene, she was silently blaming him, and he grew
restive and angry, for he knew that she was the one who had led him on.

The music resumed. Another entire song went by, and the disc jockey
burst in again, then more music. He was afraid. The sense of his dead
father was stalking him all of a sudden. He called for her. A minute passed.
The door creaked, and he looked up to see a white, ethereal shape near the
hall leading to the bedfoom. There was a pause in the music, and he heard
her cooing to céﬁe her way.

| She was beckoning him toﬁard his father's bedroom. He saw now that

she was naked. Her body glimméred, like a white crypt, in the faint light.
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She shoved open the door to the bedroom, but something discomfited him.
"No, Lille," he breathed. '"That's wﬁere Dad slept. It'd be a éacrilege."
"Why?" she protested. "He's not here."

"No, he isn't." The dark nipples 6f her beasts stood out from her pale

torso, like the heads of white daisies. She seemed so innocent of propriety.

T 1

"He'd be happy for you," she murmured. "Come," and she moved toward him
with outstretched érms. He could not resist her. In an instant he was undressed
together with her, and they were 1ying atop -the sheeting of the great, flabby
bed. She said nothing, but pulled him tende?ly onto her, etching her finger
playfully down his back across his buttocks. She kissed him deeply. Slowly
their bodies merged, then ravelled fogether in heaving embraces. He tried to
enter her.

"You've gof to open me up," she whispered with a slight note of rebuke, and
she placed his hand in the right spot. Her legs tensed. She was rocking back and
forth on the bed, then furiously, fastening her lips to his, and commanding him
wordlessly to quench her desire. No longer did he have any control over her.

Her eyes were shut, and it was though she had departed for another universe.

He struggled with her and with himself. Suddenly he felt cold and drained of
emotion. She wanted too much of him, for he was not at all experienced. Roiling
on top of her, he fought to reach the ecstasy she demanded qf him, but he was
unable. At last he gave up, exhausted, and with acute embarrassment.

"Damn," he uttered with an agony that failed to justify his own concern about
failure.

Now she opened her eyes in a daze, and he expected the worst. But she was kind
and forgiving, even apologetic.

"Oh Lucien," shé said, "I didn't mean to frighten you. I get carried away. The

time wasn't exactly right, I guess, but we can learn together."

"I'm sorry," he whined. '"You musn't think bad of me. It was the first time," .
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and he squeezed a tear. Suddenly she was like an alien in hig bed.
"y don't," she said sunnily, drawing the covers over the.both of them. "We
must sleep and forget for now. Tomorrow."

Througnut the night he had awful dreams. He dreamed he was running down an
empty hospital corridor i; search of the room of his father. But he could not
locate the room, and he staggered through a great, sliding panel door into a
garden, which too was void of people. Lilacs, oleanders, and larkspur grew in con-
fused and magled stands. There was a fissured, marble birdbath and a solitary
belve&ere with a brass staircase spiraling up to an ébservation deck. Climbing
tje staircase, he found himself beering outrover the Bay and at one of the
bridges, swathed in an eerie mist. Out of the fog, on the burnished Watér, Lille
came gliding toward him, dressed in a‘satiny, fairy gown. She was frowning.

He awoke to the piping of birds outside the window. He noticed that Lille
had gotten out of bed. Quickly he dressed and hunted for her. The house was
as still as the hour of ﬁatins, éxcept for the familiar clock's ticktock. Emery
was scratching at the front screen, as he had been left out all night. The.cat
bounded in as Lucien opened the door,lmewling and purring in a feline dither, and
scuddgd into the ketichen, where he heard Lille softly coaxing the animal. Clad
in her clothing of the day befofe, she was nibbling from a box of bran flakes which
she had fetched from the cupboard. His appearance gave her a start.

"I didn't hear you get up."

"I was as quiet as a pussy cat."

She held out_fhe'box of bran flakes. ""Would you like some? I found them.
I'm always famisheﬁ'when 1. Eiyat éet up.”

"Lille; I'm sorry about last night."

Cocking her head, she gazed &t him with arch amusement. "What's there

to be sorry about? 'Yog did your thiﬁg.f

X
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"Oh, come off it. You must feel like any other woman.' With that comment:
she slunk up to him and draped her arms about his neck. "Don't let it worry you,"
she said complacently and squashed his nose with a stab of the finger. '"Men get all

concerned about performance.'" She spoke the last word with derision. "The point is --"

"YES?"

-~

"The point is not what happened on the mere physical plane. That's temporal,

you see. It can be done over, and if it works, well. But Lucien -="

Her eyes
sparked with girliéh gaiety. "But Lucien, but Lucien, I've --- dammit, I want to
say it right. Now --" She kissed him wildly; "I'm’in love." She gave him
a hangdog look. V"Do I mean it? T don't know. Yes, yes, I do. Oh Lucien, have
you ever been in love before?"

"Once, but it-didn'£ work out."

"The first oneé ﬁever do. They're like the early tulips that wither in the
snow." | '

"You're poetic," he said.

"I'm an artist. Lucien, say you love me, if you do." Her speech quavered,
as though she were chagrined from what she had just asked him to do. Her challenge
was disconcerting. He wanted to say ekactly what she dared him to say, but her
levity gfated on him. -Did he really fove her? Yes, he supposed, but he felt
more the charm of love than a love for her in particular. For years he had craved
love —— the love of a woman. The pécqliarity of the situation into which he had
been thrown stropped his appetitte.

Enfolding her with a strang hﬁg, herséid finally, "I love you."

"Lucien, do you believe in Godé"'

"No, not reélly.ﬁ He wondered wh§ she had brought that up. He had already
hinted ét his views ori the subject. |

l"I'm_ﬁét talking about_'fate_,li she said; "I'm talking about God. I think

God‘is love."
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He recalled the phrase from the Bible, and he mentioned tﬁatlfact to her.

"I know what thg Bible says. I'&e heard preachers recite that line with
their tiring twaddle.' No, I'm asking, do they take it seriously? God is love.
Love is God. Is God more than love? That's what they don't understand. God and
love are one and the same tﬁing, I believe. 1It's not the inclusion of one class of
shings in another, the predicate being inadequate to the subject. That's a distincton
I learned from philosophy,'" she said, smirking with self-congratulation.

"I don't know,# he said, not being interested in philosophy.

"You don't have to know, you have to find out, ‘'she caroled. And she broke
past him into the 1living room. '"What's today?"

"Wednesday." |

"The day after."

"And the day after that?"

"You like to talk in riddles, don't you?"

"It's the only way to get semse out of things."

' He realized he would have to attend to

"There are things to do today.'
burying his father, and.&pe should call Ted Domeshek. It was strange that Ted
himself had not called. Possibly, he had learned already what had happened. He
noticed it was almost eight o'clock. "Aren't you going to be late for work?"

His question caught her off guard. "Oh yes," she said, pondering a moment.
"No, I'm not going to work today. I need to be here. I couldn't sit at that desk
for eight hours thinking about --"

An absence came over her, as if she were plotting much more than this simple
decisiOn; Staring toward the windéw, shé said, after scuffling with her thoughts,"
"No, I éouldn't. Lucien, it's ordained, I have to be here with you."

Her decision pleased him immensely. It gave him comfort that he would not
have to deal with the matters of the day alone. And, besides, she was letting him
kﬁow that ghe was‘commiftéd to him, She did lové him, although it was astounding

_she could do it so recklessly. The.prSpect was, to say the least, frightening, but he



"

The Coming

tiied not to think about it. . i g
MI'm glad."

: fI'll call my supervisor and tell her I'm sick. I'1l say I'm down N
with beriberi. Not enough nutrition on my job, you know." She laughed. "No,
I'11l wait til tomorrow, and then explain. Where shall we go today?"

"The funeral home."

“OE cﬁurse, I forgot. Lucien, I can make you breakfast. She went back into
thé kitchen and began rifliné through:the refrigerator. "Some scrambled eggs?
I.can make scrambled eggs." . |

She went about cooking him breakfast. He wandered outside and picked up
' the morning newspaper on the ffont_lawn‘ The paper was damp, as it had been
tossed by.che newsboy into a patch of wet grass left by the sprinkler the day
before. There was more news about the war. "Seventy-five yanks dead from
fighting near DaNaﬁgf "Jestern Senator critical of administration war goals."
His mind was elsewhere. He wondered how to dispose of his father's remains.

He did not want to view the body again, nor did he desire a pompous ceremony
with people whom he did not know well at all‘and about whom he cared little.

Flipping through the yellow pages, he found a mortuary with a nearby
address. A wom;n came on the line with a santimonious "hello" and "good morning,"
"1istened to him for a few seconds, then with an orderly air connected him with
the funeral direétor. The funeral director, a Mr. Davey, heard him out politely.

with businesslike aplomb and no hint of grief
Lucien attempte%ﬂto Talk o Mr. Davey, who had a pulpy Texas twang; Lucien

was supspicious of whatever “sympaﬁhy" tﬁe man might offer. He was convinéed

that all morticians were hypocritical and venal, and he wished he did not have
fo be going through with tﬁe entire affair. Mr. Davey recommended cremationm.

"That would suit your needs," he drawled, "egpecially if you want to dispensg

with_unneceééth_ﬂeta;}s'jf-énﬁ‘éeremﬁny."‘
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Iaxcietmthanked Mr. Davey and hung up. Lille had set on the table scrambled

eggs and toast, as well as instant coffee, exhaling in beige, plastic mugs.

"The guy at the funeral home suggested cremation.”

"Did your father want that?"

"He never said."
"Is it in his will?"

"I'm gsure it's not." Lucien had never read his father's will.

"'Some people‘é religion forbids it."

"My father didn't say anything about it." His father, like himself, had been

Presbyterian. So far as he knew, there was no religious ban in the church on cremation

"Then we're all tight,"-Lille gsaid., "I think that would be best. anyway.

I hate it when they doll the corpse all up, and the relatives come to snivel and

grieve. It makes it hard to forget -— and for the living to go on living. You

can take the ashes out to the sea and fling_them to the wind."

He smiled at her.

When they weré done with breakfast, he called his aunt again. Still there

was no answer. Lucien sighed and called back the funeral home. The funeral

home would pick up the body, if he could come out and sign the appropriate papers.

Lille asked to accompany him to the mortuary. It was a bright and warm

morning. They drove out of the city and up into the hills, which had changed from

their winter verdancy into a desolate, cornflake brown, as they did at this time

each year, from the rainless summer weather. Spots of live oak and groves of

eucalyptus hugged the otherwise vacant hillsides through which the road meandered

until it emptied back onto a marrow esplanade with a clutter of new, freshly

t streets and a forest of sprinkler jets

About a mile further on they came to the access

road for the mortuary. A black, ﬁainte& steel pylon hinged to stone turrets marked

the entrance, where there begén a parrow lane flanked by blooming acacia trees

i s .
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Lucien introduced Lille who seemed to- blush slightly.

"Very pleased to make your acquaintance,“ Haskings said. "You'll have to come
again with Lucien to our churéeh,"

Lille gave him a correct smilé; Haskings folded the handkerchief neatly and
stuffed it back into a pocket beneath his gown. Lucien thought it proper at this
 time to inquire about the fee for the service.

" Haskings smiled. "Please,lit's alright. We can take care of that later,"
Looking up at ﬁhe suﬁ,-ﬁe muttered: "It's finally summer, isn't it now?" Ted and
Liz suddenly appeared again. Lucien wished they would étop bothering him, but they
had in mind to say sométhing to Haskings instead

""Reverend Haskings," Liz trilled, we wanted to thank you ~- thank you so much
for handllng it as you did."
At that point Lucien excused himself and went back with Lille to the car.
Lille said she was very glad it was over. "I hate sermons!"

He had hated the sermon as well. He hated having to put his father to rest
in such a way. The image of the crOSs kept popping up in his mind, and he became
furious with himself for having submitted to Haskinks' service. Ié all seemed a
vicious farce. Lille was right -~ he was too conventional to let it be any other
way. Then again, he had no right to feel so strongly in that manner. Aftér all,
they -~ Haskings, the Domesheks, and the others —-— were trying to do the best they
could for him, even if the result seemed hollow. After all, they were good people.

Lille remained quite'the whole way home. Whenithey got out of the car, however,
her face met him with a putkish smile, and she began giggling. Lucien asked her
what was so funny, A - ;

"It's the absurdity of it all,”" she cackled. "Come on, I know what we can do."
She gravved his hand and led him suspensefully into the house, where burst into

wild 1aughter.

"Dammit what's so- funny?“ But he was starting to laugh too. Her peculiar
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and forsynthia intétspersed with sinuous beds of varicolored flowers. Puffs of
yellow pollien siftéd.down from the acacias, blanketing the roadway.

The receptioﬁ building for the‘mortuary was a soulless, rust-brick and tinted
glass.miscreation. Beneath the overhang, just before one entered the vestibule,
a little cyanic. tile fountains was splash-ng. At the desk Lucien asked for Mr.
Davey. The receptionist buzzed him somewhere in the building, and in less than
a minute Mr. Davey came strutting down the red carpeted stair. He was a thick-
hided mastadon of a man; his whole form gellied in his blue suit, and his jowls
flapped against a creviced, éunburnt neck. Yet he turned out to be a very
discreet gentleman. Without mincing woras, he escorted the two of them into his
office, refé:ting‘toAthem as "Mr;‘and‘Mrs. Lastman." The death papers were

awaiting éignature.

"Yes, Mr. Lastman," he sniffed as they walked away, 'you can trust us to
care best for your father. You may pick up his ashes day after tomorrow."

Lucien wanted to go right homeg but Lille was fasc¢inated with the gardens.
Off in the shadé of some walnuts were cankering rows of tombstone and flat
grave markers, Somewhat fur&gr loomed the granite facade of a mausoleum. And
there were numberlesé varieties of flowers in pdots and in enormous redwood planters --
irises, chrynsantﬁymums, fuchsias, azaleas, gladiolias, hydrangeas, and lilies.

Lille wandered out among the flowers. A clump of lavender irises caught her
‘eye. She bent ovér and plucked one, then presented her trophy to him with the
glib innocence of a ch‘ild in the wildwood.

& Lucien was irritated. "That wasn't a smart thing to do," he said.

She peeped at him with a sﬁry, but slightly wounded expression. Then her
face became defiant;'."Why? The dead can't enjoy them."

“Because théy don't beloﬁg to‘us.' He caught himself soundling like a
fathernlecturing_sternly to his nﬁughﬁy; little daughter.

"Oh, Lucien, iﬂidn'; realize you could be uptight." Now it was he who
gasthrried'she ﬁighf be angry with him. -
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"I'm sorry, I was afraid soméoné.might havelseen you."
rﬁ"So what if they did? They're going to charge you an arm and a leg for
bﬁrying the old man. The least they can do is let us have one of éheir flowers.
Isn't it beautiful?" khe asked, asshe mooned over the iris. "
Her—frivolity was starting t&'bofher him. He resented her calling his
father "the old man." The thought of the cremation passed before him. He watched
the pollen falling from the trees; it reminded him his father would soon be dust
as well. Why COuidn‘t she take it as.seriously as he? There was a brash
irreverence about her which hé'both admired and felt disgusted with. Of course,
she had never known his father. 3
She was not paying any attention to him. She scampered off toward the
graveyard and gadded among some older, high, baroque tombstone. He went after
her.l She was étudying the inscriptiqn on one 6f them. Zrnold A. Shopneck and
Marie V. Shopneck. The dates were at least two generations old. A weather-bitten
trellice of climbing roses had been set beside the tombstone.
"Do you see how they used'fo make death ornamental?" she remarked. She
was still holdingrthe flower. | 7
He did not answer. Up above he could hear the doleful whirr of a small
airpiane. She moved on, away from him.
"Lille, we'd better be going."
"Sure ," she said. "But it's lovely here."
In the car she was disturbingly quiet. Finally, he blurted out: " Look, I
didn't mean to be so hard on you about the flower. I was starlted, that's all."

L]

"Sure," she sald, glancing at him with indifference. "I know."” She reflected
for a moment, then,muttered'something to herself. "Lucien," she said aloud, "there's
part of me you can't have. I wént.you to be aware of that."

Her mood baffled him. . What could he have done or said to make her be that

way? A mysterious side of het‘peréoualityhseemd to have been dredged up. A veil
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had been drawn between them. He prayed not to upset her again.
An unfamiliar, chocolate~colored Chevrolete Impala was parked in front of
the house when they got home. He noticed that Lille had left the iris, its

dainty petals now drooping in the heat, on the upholstery of the front seat.

-

A man and a womdan were loitering on the porch in wait for him. Lucien recognized

Ted pomeshek, and he presumed the woman, middle-aged and matronly, was Ted's
wife.

Domeshek greeted Lucien diffidently. "We just stopped by," he said.
Doméahek was a lank aﬁd grizzléd}man with wire specfacles on his nose. He was
dreésed in courderof slacks and a léoséufitting, creamy sport shirt. '"We
got the news, and,we‘wanted to pay éur respects." His wife, who was carrying
a bouquet of piﬂﬁ roses, managed a stafched smile.

hIt was a terrible thing" Ted Domeshek continued. "We called the hospital
ﬁhislmorning. You must have tried tb reach us last night, but we were out.
is - ¥ airight now if we come in?"

' Lille was holding back ;t a distance, next to the gate.

"Yes," Lucien.replied{ "Here, I want you to meet a friend of mine,"
and he beckoned to Lille, who came shyly up to them.

"Pleased té meet you,'" Ted said. His wife nodded.

Lucien opened tﬁe door. The house smelled a little musty. It was funny
that he had not observed the odor earlier. One was neverhaware of the smell of
his own house. The smell becomes only apparent when one has been away for some
time.

Ted and his wife seated themselves on the sofa. His wife handed Lucien

\J

the roses. ""These are for Karl's memory,” she said with ceremony.

Ted gave Lucien a questioning look. "I don't really know if you've met

my wife."

Lucien shook his head.
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"This is Liz," he said.

Despite her plump and pleasant face, Liz had the dowdy appearance of so
many working class women over fprty who inhabit the supermarkets and bowling alleys
on weekdays. Her froséed hair was stacked up in an outsize bouffant; her cheeks
were rouged and her mouth gummy with a salmon-colored lipstick. A tumid, silk
blouse with gray sequins at the waist flopped over a pair of ivory torreador
pants. that fitted so tight as to make her hips seem ready to pop out. Liz
reminded him of a housekeeper his father had hired when he was in junior high school.

Ted Domeshket himself looked more respectable. He had a thick, dry head
of hair combed into a light swirl at the forehead. His shoes were impeccably
shiny, and he maintained a deadpan, ﬁaternal manner which had always made Lucien
feel deferential to him the times he héd visted the house. Lucien remembered
many lengthy and humorless conversations which Ted and his father had carried on
in the living room; Lucien's father had described Domeshek simply as "a level-
headed guy." The Domesheks were also members of his father's church. They
were reputed to be‘quite devout.

"Lille is a friend of mine," Lucien said blandly.

"Oh yes,'" Liz put in.

"Your acquaintance must Se recent,”" Ted said to Lille. "Karl never mentioned
you."

Tille smiled polietly. '"Yes, our acquaintance is rather recent."

"We're very sorry about Karl," Ted said. '"He was such a fine man. He was
very proud of you, Lucien. It was a terrible thing -- such a terrible thing. He
was with me on the job, you know, when he just dropped." Ted paused solemnly. "It
was hard for him to talk, but he insiéted thﬁt I get you right away, Lucien."

"We were praying for him last night," Liz édded, "and for you too. I know how

hard it is. Do you have any relatives in the area?"

-  L.lltzien mentioned that the only close relative was his Aunt Dorothy in Pennsylvania,



The Coming

and that hé stiil had nof been able,éo.congact her.
With a warmthfof concern, Lillé said, "well, of course, you have us to turn
to. We want to do everything we cén to Help, but we don't, of course, want
to interfere." inspecting Lille With césual approval, she said, "but I'm sure
this nice young lady is caring for you."
Lille sﬁiled weakly and shrunk away to the kitchen.
While Ted had been talking, he had pulled out a green, bound, pocket
edition of the Bible without opening it.
7 "Have you arranged for a gervice?“ Ted asked.
"Not yet," Lucien replie&. He had not considered the matter seriously.
2 UL e told-Reverend Haskings." Haskingé was the pastor of the Mountain
View Presbyterian Churcﬁ, his father's church. "He'should be calling on you."
"Thank you," Lucien said, thbugh he did not really desire to see Reverend
Haskings at this point. He didlnot know Haskings very well, only his somnolent
Sunday sermons. Their only contact was in shaking hands after church on several
occasions -- that was all.
"We've been praying for you,' Liz said.
At last Ted opened the Bible, cautiously, and said: "If you don't mind, Liz
and I are fond of this‘passage. It's from First Corinthians." He looked down
to read. So it is with the resurréction of the dead. What is sown is perishable,
what is raised ie imperishable. What is sown is perishable, what is raised is
imperishable. It is sown in dishoﬁor, it 218 raised in glroy. It is sown in weakness,
i1t is raised in power. It is sown a physical body, it is raised a spiritual body.
He stopped reading and peered at Lucien f?om under his spectacles. "I think this
tells ﬁs we should_be rejoicing in Karl‘s glory. There's no dishonor in what's
happened. : We have to rejoice tﬂat he has a spiritual body."
Lucien Staféd_at Téd blankly, trying to appear consoled. '"That's very fine,"
he said.'"Dad'wdﬁ;d,héve app;eniated your concerng"

v

L " . . <, we g i o b
oo S b vy el Bt v e R S T e (S L i i T e R TR A, e T T B Yoanse, 09y St




The Coming

"1 gives u; hope," Liz saia.
Just then Lille returned.
"I hope you'ré“ﬁ young lady of great faith," Liz said to her triumphally.
"When we're sad, we néed.others for our strength, too." And she stretched out
her hand to Lille, who let her give it an encouraging squeeze. '"Do you go to church
around here?" she asked Lille. )

Lille shookkher head. "I'm from Seattle," she said.

“You must come to our church," Lille said. "You would love Pastor Haskings."

'At the servicé;perhaps," Ted Suggestéd.
"I have to make éhe arrangements today,'" Lucien said.
"I hope everything is aone really nicé," Liz said in a bubbly voice.
"People don't give much th ought to funerals today, which is too bad. A beautiful

funeral, well, it makes God pleased, I'm sure. You understand, Lucien, we're

willing to do anything we can to help. You know Ted has mentioned about your

mother --"
But Ted Wabrped hen wila silent shake of the head against what she
might be about to say. "Oh, I mean" she fluttered, "we want to be on hand if

trouble comes up. We want to think of you as our boy."

"Yes, you are our boy," Ted said, repeating her.

"Ted knw Karl very well," Liz said, "and I think he can help with watever
you need. We look at you as part of our family now, we really do."

Lucien had an uncomfortable feeling about the Domesheks. They were quite
conventional people, pérhaps too much so. fheir concern for him was too heavily
smirched with the kind of religion he had disqwned. He suspected they wanted

gsomething much more out of him than to accept their offers of assistance. They
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wanted a clea: confession, perhapé, that in'turning to them, he would actually
be turning to God._

Lucien notiped that Liz was twirling her fingers mervously. Liz said:
"Lucien, we did have a few things ﬁe wanted to talk to you about. We know
you've been to our church and well —— I know what a hard part of your life
this is =- and £f we can help you can what you're looking for -- we're just
simple people, but wé know God's Word and what it says, and God's word has
done a lot for us in our lives, and we thought, mafbe, since your father is
gone and your ﬁéthe: probably never helped you in this --"

i Ted fose'up aﬁruptly. "We just wanted to stop by," he said. 'We wanted

to share a moment with you. There's one other thing, but you don't need to

wofry_about it right now. Your father has a life insurance policy with the

company. I can see to it rigﬁt away that the benefit comes to you. And the

will —— I don't know if Karl had a-iawyer, but I know who can help. Whatever

Liz and I can do, please call on us. Well, we won't keep you tied up today."
Thanking them once more, Lucien folloﬁed them to the door.

"Do let us help you out, hoﬁef," Liz insisted. '"We want to think of you
as our boy now."

Lucien closed the door behind them with a sigh. '"They're nice," he said
to Lille, "but I don't feel at all good about them."

Lille shrugged. '"They're Bible=thumpers, plain and simple. They didn't
really come to comfort you. They wanted to lay that religion on you."

"Ted Domeshek was my'fathef's éood friend."

-"So I should care? Lucien, I want your body, but they want your soul,"
she said with a simper, then gavé.h1m a teasing and seductive look.

He was taken by surprise.‘h"You're so cheerful all of a sudden. I thought

. you were mad at me."
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"Why?"
"The way you we;écold-shuulderiﬁg me in the car.”
.'ﬁI was just meditating on thiﬁgé; that's‘aii," she said. '"You must realize
thét 1 rarely get mad." ¥ l
"Ihen it wasn't anything? I know I was silly to make a fuss about the flower
you had =-="
"0f course not," she crooned.
He stared at her in wandgrment.- He felf perfect}y at one with her again.
Stealthily, she twined herself arounﬁ him, like ivy about a thrysus, and kissed

him.

"Some lunch?"
She laughed loudly. "It's still breakfast time for me," she said. Her
~ cheeks flushed and her eyes glistened with the color of jadestone. "Let's make love."

Though it was quite early in the day, he was mnot inclined to refuse. She
wriggled up to him énd let down the strap of her dress. He burrowed his lips
into hef bare shoulder. He was still a bit curious as to what had been going
through her mind, and he éuspected she was not b;ing entirely honest with him.
But what did it matter? She wanted to make love, and that was a very good sign.

They adjourned to the bedroom and undressed. For the first time he beheld
her naked body in full light. While she was not really as beautiful in the nude
as he had fancied, she had nonetheeless the beguiling flesh of a woman -- his
woman. He was able to make love to her with confidence for once, and with a
skillfulness he hardly knew he had. Toward fhe climax she let out some little
sureeches,.short énd strident like that of ; gull in flight. When it was over
she lolled into é_deep reverie. He wés beéide himself with happiness. He watched

the rays of sun piercing through the jalousie, shedding light over their white

bodies, and he ‘listened to the biﬂds—-_they seemd to be everywhere —— chattering
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in a muted ensemble in the transluéeht world beyond the window glass.

Lille had fallen ésleep. nHe lay quietly with his head against her breasts, that
undulated. with her tranquil breéths?r It was impossible for him to think
any more of death. In such serenity death had been vanquished. He was in love
with her, and she with him. Pain and suffering had been expelled from his world.

But, again, the doorbell clange&. At first he heard it only as a faint
dissonance withiﬁkthe bird chorale. The noise persisted. Flying from the bed,
he threw on his robe_aﬁd went to see_whb had violated his joy. Through the
glass peephole in.the front door he recognized Reverénd Haskings.

Shuddering ffom embarrassment,'Lﬁcien stared at Haskings for an instant before
unlocking the door. Haskings was a man in his late thirties, an exceptionally
well-kept and handsoﬁe person, who had all the poise of the Princeton Seminary
graduate which he had been beforé coming to the Mountain View Church in the late
1950s. His theology ;— the portion of it which had settled in Lucien's mind
from Haskings' sermons, the ones to which he had paid some attention -- was as
fair and smooth as his adolescent complexion. VHaskings was forever talking

"conern'" and "outreach" and "covenanting,'" a

about such cheery concepts as
frothy brew made tart by a few such imponderables as "atonement' and "judgement."
Like his personality, Haskings' theology had an immediate and pleasing impact
which, nevertheless, did not last for long.

Haskings greeted him with an officious smile. "God day, Lucien, may I come
in? I was informed about your father, and I wanted to come by to be of some
assistance, if I éouldl"

Hurriedly Lucien explained that he was '"tied up'" at that moment.

"I understand," Haskings said. "Perhaps a little later on, when you have
Bhe time; We.neéalfo talk about arrangements."

Lucien agréedlbd come by his office atjthe church later in the afternocon.
"?our.thittjﬁwﬁuld'bg alIrigﬁt," Hgskings said, checking his pocket secretary.

"If that would be most convenieént =~
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Back in the.bedroom Lille was still asleep. The light was fading from the
room, and Lucien tenderly drew a sheet over her, and lay down beside her. His
feelings and thoughts roamed impaséivély from present to past; from his contentment
now to wisps of vexiné memories. He fhought about his mother and the injury she
had caused him -- for so long. But now she was incidental, it seemd. She was
just another woman that had slipped out of his life. Her presence had
dispersed info the dusk, along with the silent ghosts of his father. The room,
the be&, had once been where his pafehts had slept and made love, as he was doing
that very day. Both his parents were gone. He was free of the guilt, the dread
of having trespassed upon their sacred preserve. It was his house how, and it was
his love which would sanctify their bed. ‘By their death he had beén made free.

In the dim room Lille stirred. ,With‘a graceful sigh she reached for his body,
fondling his chest with sleepy gratification. .Clasping the covers, she snuggled
up to him and planted a lazy kiss on hig shoulders. Then she rolled over, brining
his hénd to rest on her soft buttocks.

He whispered, "I love you," and she soughed as ‘softly as the rustle of leaves.
He tried to tell hér about Reverend Haskings coming to the door while she was
asleep, and about the appointment he had made. Dreamily she nodded and said,
“Golif you have to. I'll still be here."

The appointment was in forty-five minutes. For a while longer he lay beside
her as she drifted back into slumber. Then he slowly drew away from her, put
on his clothes, and went out. On the way to the church, a short distance from
the house, along Oakland Avenue aﬁ& down a steep embankment on the right, was
a small park called The Rose Garden. As a boy he had played and idled many
hours in that park. -The pérk wés crowded with plots of cultivated rose bushes
in myriad hues and varieties -- yéllbw, white, crimson, and tea-colored. The roses
bloémed the year round.| As he passed he thought he might take Lille to the Rose

Garden that evening.
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The church was a‘mbdesf, bionde—brick‘étructure with a prismed, white steeple
rising atop the sénctuary and was sheltered by high poplars ffom the  yards of the
adjaining houéés._ It was sét back from the street by a parking lot with almest
as many reserved spaces for church staff as for visitors. The lawn in front of
the church annex was clippeﬁ and green, so much so that the turf actually appeared
artificial. Haskings' office was inside the annex, just behind the front door.

The outer room of his office, used by the church secretary, was empty, as it

was the close of the work day. Lucien noted by his watch that he was a few minutes
late. He peeked into thé next room, where Haskings wés stting in a battered,
gray=leather eaéy chair and absorbed in the reading of a paperback book.

"Lucien, come in," Haskings bellowed, laying down the book, which had the
peculiar title of What % th e World \

T S . T - I O
' glad you could come this afternoon,” he said, smiling benevolently.

Lucien sat down in a hard-back, metal chair at the front of Haskings' desk.
Haskings did not stall for words, buf started chatting right away, as though he
had already prepare& to the letter every point of the discussion. '"Ted Domeshek
told me about your father," Haskings said. "I was surprised and saddened, to say
the least. We've known you and your father for quite some time in this congregation,
and we want to be of comfort to you, as much as we can. Tell me, did you speak
with him at at all -- your father, that is —- before he passed away?"

Lucien replied that he had not. Haskings shook his heéd regretfully. '"That
makes it harder for you. When death comes unexpected like that, it makes the shock
worse, and grieving more:difficult. I suppse we can better cope when we're
right there with our loved one. The final contact makes it easier on the survivors."
He considered a moment. "But God is gracioﬁs, and He doesn't let us suffer alone.

There are others who can give strength to those who've lost whats dearest to them."

It seemed to Lucien that ﬁaskings talked with the impersonal delivery of a

sermon. He wondered if Haskingé could talk any other way.
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"God does love.us," Haskings-cbntinued "He loves us greatly, living and dead,
and He comes to ﬁs, even if we are unable to 80 to him. Lucien, you're a fine young
man. Your father was always proud of you, and_I know you'll keep.hié memory for us
all. Kari Lastmén was a strong man. He brought yoﬁ through some difficult times,
didn't he?" |

"I take it you're referring to what happened with my mother."

"Yes. Of codrae, I didn't really know your mother. She didn't come to our
church. She was of another faith."-. -

Nea M |

"I know a bit aﬁout that. Your father gave you all the love he could, in
spite of --" | ‘ ‘

"Yes, Lucien said shly. Haskiﬁgs' posture of fatherly concern annoyed him
in some unexplained manner.

Haskings looked at Lucien direétly.‘ "I presume you want us to help with
the funeral arrangements." |

Lucien indicatéd that he had decided on cremation.
"0f course," Haskings said. "Of course. What;ver is proper in this case —-
Then perhaps you should arrange for a memorial serivce."

Lucien did not know exactly what a memorial service would entail. Haskings
assured him it would be a simple serivce, as that was what both Lucien and his father
would find "the easiest.”" The service could be that Saturday afternoon. Invitations
would go to a few close friends of the family. There would be no casket, only some
tfloral displays in the saﬁctuary. Haskings Wodld give a brief eulogy, and it would’
be finished. "

Lucien was satisfied with those arrangements. It was best, he thought, to

avoid formality and unseemly mourning, to the extent such was possible. To do the

service entirely in the way Haskings described was tantamount to no ceremony at all.

The service would begin at two*thirty.
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"Good," Haskings chimed, "it can be arfanged without much ado." Regarding

Lucien a bit hesitantly, however, ﬁe'askéd,-"how are we doing, otherwiéé?ﬂﬁ
l "Excuse me?" -

"I'm sorry," Haskings re;lied, "what I mean is have you come to terms with
your father's passing yet? I know that s&metimes we want to deny it, put it
all out of our minds.” We don't even want to cry, and that's a natural reaction.
But if we don't griéVe froPerly, it comes back to haunt us later, if you know
what I mean. I meaﬁ, if you don't miﬁd Eeiﬁg frank with me, I want to ask you —-
what sorts of feelings afe &ou haviné now?" he asked, taking on the air of a
clinician. . :

"1 tdon't know;" Lucieﬁ said, concealing his resentment. Haskings' tone was
cold, perfunctory, disingenuous.

Haskings smiled weakly. "That's thé key -- when we say we don't know.
We want to be as indifferent as we cin -— I know —- so it won't hurt.”

"I have very deep feelings about my father," Lucien snapped back. "I loved
him very much. I was torn apart, yesterday evening, but you can't go on like
that fcréver. Besides, I've come around now ——‘and -- something great has happened
in the meantime.”

Haskings gave him a curious look. Lucien realized he should not have alluded
to the fact he was sleeping with Lille. -

"Something great?"

"Yes, but it's personal."

"Of course," Haskings clucked, and he mﬁsea a second, giving the impression
he knew perfectly ﬁhat_Luéien had implied. "of course, I'm glad the Lord has
found you in your very own spirit. .Youlﬁnow, Lucien,” he said with avuncular good
cheer, "I'm always amazed how the Lotﬁ‘doas mapagé to find us. We must keep

ﬁrayiug."
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By now Lucien was thoroughly put off by Haskings' manner. Haskings was
supposed to be a physician of souls, but he, in truth, had no idea what was in
Lucien's heart, even though he pretened to now, baptizing himself in a thick
vapor of pleasantry, s&mpathy, and homely nostrums. Lucien looked away from
Haskingg‘ He got up and said he had to be going.

"I'm pleased we could work this out together," Haskings croaked as Lucilen
left. -

At home Lille was up and browsing through an old, hardback novel, The
Rummin g of th e Tid e which she had procured from the 1living room book shelf.
She put the novel aside when Lucien walked in.

"Everything set?"

"Unfortunately."

"What's ;p with you?"

"Haskings is a pain in the ass."

"Aren't they all?"

"He talks lkke he was preaching to the multitudes. I didn't feel he had any

v

real interest in me."
“Ted and his wife are that way too."

"Ted's different."

She Bridled. "Hah. You've just got a thing with him and his wife."
"I wish I could bury Dad and leave the church out of it."

"You could, if.you weren't so conventional."

"I've got to be for Dad's sake."

"Why? He's dead." The wéy in which she said that made an impression.
Naturally, she was right; He was quite conventional, after all. She would
have to help him ovércome his conveﬁtionality. She was his liberator.

’"Well,”siﬁcé.itfa 8oné,vybu:qaﬁ go through with it. I'd like to get out of
: thé.house. Shali We,have'éuppe;{sé@ewhefe?" :

But he remembered that,.firé;, he_wagtgg tbughow_her th?.??ﬁ? Garden.
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"Can we take-a ﬁalk first?" he asked.

Her face 1ighteﬁed. "Sure," shé said.

The air was extremely warm, even though the sun was going down. The humidty
was high, despite the fact that summers in the Bay Area were invariably dry.
The weather was, therefore: a little strange.

The evening rush hour sent traffic pouring all over the avenue, swarming
up the hill from a nearby freeway offramp like ants from the hole of a tree
trunk. Hand in ﬁand,_they dodged the cars,‘crossing the intersection to the
beginning of the stepsidown into thé'Rose*Garden. The steps were wooden planks
lthat dropped down the hillsidé to an eibavated level on which the rose bushes
were planted. A éridlof straight, dirﬁ footpéths was laid out among the rose
hedges. On the far.éidé of the'gérden‘was a muddy, little fish pond with
a handful of white ducks floating among the reeds, and beyond that stood a
ramshackle and roofless solarium attached to another building that had been
razed to its cemert.footings. They ﬁeré the‘Only ones in the garden.

"I used to come here all the time, to get lost among the roses," Lucien said.

"I was always happy here." ;. - N

"

"It's very pretty," Lille said,jsmiling. "You're lucky to have it in your
neighborhood."

Lucien reminisced, about comiﬁg down to the Rose Garden, the year or so

after his mother had.gone away. Once he had snuck out at night and gone there.
In the dafZkness he had imagined he was climbing down into the very bowels of the
earth. He did not find-burning laks of sulphur, but only formless shadows.
As he stood there in the garden; ﬁe_heard footfalls coming toward him, and he
ran way in terror, never ;o return again except in daylight. Aside from that
strange experience, he had alwéys_been captivated by the spot. It was lonely,
yet silent and beautiful.

Lille gaped at aome pink r09es. 'Tﬂe blooms were enormous and packed on to

delicate stems. A fuzzy bumbiabee drcned so&ﬁberly among the petals.
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- "A rose is‘a rose is a rose,f Lilie ieqited, lavghing. "That's my trite quote
for today." | . |
~He took her hand.
"You have éll the glory_of‘naturé; compressed right into this patch of ground,"
she sald in a tone of whimay.

The air seemed to be growing heavier. 1In the eastern sky a pall of low,
nimbus clouds was méésing, though they had not yet eclipsed the sun which lay to
the west and which:wds still brightehing the.earth. Overhead a squadron of birds
came équawking out of the treetops, wheeling and capering, then scattered like
leaves in the-wind;

Lille was rhabsodic. Craniﬁgrgt the sky, she waved her arms upward with a
déncer's theatrical and haughty brandish. "Let this day make a mark on heaven,"
she cried out. And shefpun around and made a saucy face at Lucien. "It's
beautiful, love." That was the first time she had called him "love." It sounded
a bit affected, but it was, he felt, sincere; she said it with such artless abandon
that he quivered iﬁside. More and more he loved her. Behind her smile and
freckled face was aﬁ immeasurable mystéry, a woman's mind and a woman's love, dark
and stalked by closing shadows, like a woodlot at twilight. The mystery of woman
had suggested itself to him before. There was his mother, with her haunting eyes,
who, as the yeérs wore on, had changed fwom the sentimental, sexless idol of his
childhood to a being of the senses. It was true, indeed, that this sensuality had
brough rushes of hatred on occasions for his mother. The feeling of hatred came
when, paradoxically, he was thinking of her least of all. There would come to his
mind the incident his father had told him, abpﬁt his mother and the French guard,
and he would, somewhat enﬁoyably, rehearse in his imagination her punishment and
humiliation, for her whbring.‘ Had it Eeep her whoring which had begotten him?

He was possessed, in a Quiltf way, By thesé straﬁge thoughts, and he endeavored

to suppress them as much as he could.
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Eime megezine said not too.lopg_ago that God is deed," Lille piped
up. '""Do you believe ie?" | . '

Lucien wondered what had provoked her suddenly to philosophize. "That's
a lot of word games,” he said. "God isn’t eiter living or dead. It all
depends on whether he's in your mind or net:"

Dreamily, Lille surveyed the garden. "I1f I were God, and had all
this beautiful olece in which. to spend my time, I wouldn't give a fig
about people praying to me, or about.sermons, OT - funerels."

Lucien said, “sometimee you cao-earry on in the most ridiculous way,
but I love it.h ]

"That's my license;‘Reﬁember, I'm an artist. Lucien, remember when
we talked last 'night about,fate and all that?"

"“Yes."

“Well, while I'm standing here, something tells me —- it's bigger
than that." |

"That what?". .

"Than our simply going to bed together. Don't you get what I mean?"

He shook his head disconcertedly.

"Lucien, something is coming. I can tell, and whatever it is, we're in
on it. You know I don't read the papers much, and sometimes I listen to
the news on the radio, or watch it on TV, but I know -—- well, it's a good
year that's on its way. That's what.I feel. My parents have this cabin up
in Washington, near Mount Rainier, and when I was a kid, we'd spend summers
there, and I met an old guy, wﬁo Tived in the forest all year round, and
who could forecast whether the winter was going to be mild or cold by the
thickness of the wool on the caterpillars. Everybody laughed at him, but
‘he was always accurate."They_leughea;,like the grasshopper laughed at the

‘ants.’ Well, I listen to what people are saying, and I think I'm doing the
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same thing as observing caterpillafs. We're coming to a breaking point. The war,
especially, is getting peop1e up. It's making them mad, but they're mad at a lot
more than the war. They're raging against the whole past temse of things. They
want to tear down what's standing up. They want to turn the world over on its

end, don't you see? Look, the Negroes ére rioting in every American city, every
summer now. Black is white, and white is black, and they're against each other.
The ﬁalls are coming tumbling down. And we're in on it. Lucien, I can feel it.
But here —=- here, it's so peaceful."

In the hedges along the border of the garden he could hear the chirr of crickets
welling up from the earth. He felt a droplet of rain on his neck, and the wind was
rising.

"It never rains in summer in Califﬁrnia," he said, laughing. "We'd better go."

They took off running, as the wind swirled with licks of rain. Scrambling
up the steps, Lucien grabbed Lille's hand. They kept falling over each other as
the mounted to the top. Suddenly he ttipped, and he dragged her with him as they
fell into some grass and brambles beside the stairs. She became hysterical with
laughter. The wind was blowing all about now. Kissing him, she did a manic charade
of tearing off his shirt, but just as he was about to comply, she jumped off him
and burst into laughter again. He chased after her, as she disappeared nymphlike
over the crest of the embankment. Stumbling twice, he clambered to the top. She
was standing there, arms akimbo, smirking at him. He loved her so much.

They sauntered hand in hand back to the house. The threat of a rain shower
had abated, and the sun was blazing with gold fire on the western horizon. They
decided to go to Berkeley for dinner.. Parking on a side street, they walked up
Telegraph Avenue toward the University of California campus in search of an appropriate
cafe The avenue was ovverrun with dark and pressing human movement -- vagrants and
panhandlers, young prostitutes, shoppers, students, fraternity boys in crewcuts with

their demure dates. A long-haird girl.in a peasant bldue and denims was hawking
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political pamphlets. She gibed something about “exploitation of the workers" as
they bruéhed paét her.
| - A few yards further two-91ack kids céme bolting out‘of the crowd and bumpe&
against Lucien, then without excusing themselves, dashed away. Lille urgéd Lucien
to check his wallet, which turned out to be intact. They walked on. From a-né&azby
building gtereo music was blaring: "Hot time, summer in the city, back of my neck
gettin' --" | | ‘

They found a restuérant to their liking in the cellar of the same building.
The restuarant was oﬁtfitted with unfinishéd knotty pine tables and benches. Sawdust
coverdd the wood floors. Across the room, beside 'a.cordoned.area for dancing, a dais
had been erécted for use by a band. They ordered hamburgers and french fries in
; baskét. While they awaited their food, the band assembled and began to pound
the place with rasping guitars and crashing drums. They gave up trying to talk
because the music was desperately loud. Lille wagged to the beat, tapping her foot
and clicking her fingers. Near the culmination of,the.band's second number, however,
there was an incident which detracted from the music. A white woman with feral
and matted hair in a dirty, floorblength dress leaped up from one of the tables
and launched into a merry fandango around the floor. Her head rolling about, she
finally froze to one spot and began writhing with her legs and hips like a snake
shedding its skin. No one would have been overly concerned, had she not then
started shrieking violently with high~pitched tremors. And she kept up the exhibition
until a waiter subdued her and sought to show her back to the seat. The woman,
nonethelesé, would not be propitiated, and she wrestled with the waitef, all the
time shrieking. At last the waiter segtled her down and forced her to return to
her seat. ' |

Lille watched the woman's anti.cs with a b\emused expresgion. "It's acdid , I

bet," she shouted ovef_tﬁg hﬁqic,'whiéh‘wgs now finished. NLucien looked, uncompre-

heudingl&, at Ber.
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"Aéixi, LSD, the stuff that makes your mind go to pieces."

He had read ; brief mEntioﬁ in a popular magazine about the’drug, which
was pushing its ﬁay'into the Bohemian culture of San Fgﬁhcisco. .But that
was about all hé kﬁew. /

"It makes you temporarily crazy," Lille exclaimed.

The rowdy womén was sitting down back on her bench, her eyes locked
on the ceilingﬁin a comatose state.

The hamburgers came, and they ate them 1ustily During the meal, while
the band took a break they made small talk about sundry matters: the instability
of the times, the details of family, names of college friends. Lille disclosed
for the firest time that she had a brother who had joined the marines the previous
year and was about to be shipped off to Southeeast Asia. She was extremely
worried about his welfare. "I know they'll zap him with a bullet in his gut,

I just know it," she lamented. "Why couldn't he have been smart, instead of

brave, like Stephen." She explained that Stephen was a mutual friend of

her and her brqthéf, who had succeeded in ducking the draft, and was currently
. residing in Berkeley. Lille had been seeing Stephen routinely, but their rela-

tionship was strictly platonic, she insisted. "You and Stephen would hit it

off right away, I'm sure of that," she said. "He's -- on top of things."

Then their conversation swung to more philosophical concerns. "Lucien, do

you ever mull what it takes to make something important with your life?"

He chuckted: "Don't people like us always struggle over that question
when we're in college, and we go on doing it even when we're in college, and
we go on doing it -even when ﬁe get out? We never know what to choose, even if
the choice is ours."

Suddenly.she appeared somﬁwhat troubled. "I've always had this notion

of myself as an artist," she said, "but I'm no genius. That makes me doubt

..ﬁyself, because to succeEd‘as_an.trtiat you've to to have a gripping vision
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of gsomething, like Delacroi#. My ambitions are b;gger than my talents. And
‘when I really th—nk about it, I get a little depressed."

"Do we all have to be geniuses?" It seemed to him that his remark was
gratuitous. .

""Maybe not, but we need a definite goal. I'm not doing what I want at

all, sitting all day behind a desk. The faﬁe of liberal arts graduates --
What are you going to do with your life, Lucien?"

He replied that he was not at all certain, that he had considered
trying to get a job with a newspaper, and that perhaps now, with his father's
death, he would have to make a prompt.aﬁd expeditious effort toward that end.

"You sound wishy-washy," she complained mildly. '"That doesn't go with
my picture of you. If you're going to be a journalist, you've got to set
your mind to stopping the presses every minute, and I know you can," she said,
pressing his hand.

Up until now her gushy ﬁay of talking had tended to work on his mnerves,
but for some reason on this occasion he took delight in it. It relieved him
Jof his own dark preoccupations. She was in 19ve with him; she did not want
to make him sad. She had so much love to give, and he was avid to lap it
up in huge draughts.

The band reasseﬁbled and struck up a brawling beat. The steely clangor
of the electric guitars blew out the siience like a thousand concussion bombs.
The lunatic woman jerked in her seat and slammed her head involunatrily against
the plaster wall. The drummer let out a vjolent flam, and the gultars brayed on.
A few couples had slid out of the corners and were gyring and flapping their
arms to the music. It occured ?6 Luéien that Lille might want to dance, though
he was ashamed not to Be very Qaﬁable of the free, contemporary style of dancing.
Over the din he shouted his question to her, but Lille shook her head curtly. 7
He detected thaﬁ Bdmethinglﬁaé‘not right'with her. Her eyes seemed pinned on

_the lunatic woman.
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Sensing that it might be wise to get out of there, Lucien hurriedly asked
for the check. As they Wélked out, Lille instantly became herself again, or
at least for a minute or 96 until they were approached on the street by a
raffiéh peddlar witﬂ a tray of hah&made necklaces and bangles. Stepping out of
a dark doorway with his wares, he captured their attention in the neon corona
of a shuttered storefwont. He was an ugly, old tramp with hurricane of hair
whirled around an unshaven and pocked hermit's face. Three of his bottom
teeth were fraétured, and he‘spoke with a grunting delivery.

Picking out a glittery, silver wristlet, he dangled it in front of Lille
with a sly smile aﬁd said: "It was made just for you, fair lady."

Lille bristléd, then as if éuddeniy put under a charm, stared with bright
eyes at the pieée of jewelry. Lucién shrunk away from the peddlar, murmuring
indignation to himself. The peddlar drew nearer, swishing the wristlet as
thought it were a hypnotist's watch. "It's yours for the price, fair lady."

Lille brooded fbr a moment, then was about to open her mouth when Lucien
butted in angrily: "It's cheap junk. Don't listen to him."
st The peddlar showed his broken-toothed gr&n. "Does the lady decide, or does
the gentleman?" v

"Lucien, it's very nice. I was only considering." She smiled back at the
peddlar.

"They are handmade by the best craftsmen.”

"It's junk," Lucieﬁ snorted.. "They sell that stuff on the street all the
time, and bilk peoﬁie like us, who don't ﬁave the sense to —-"

"Oh, no," the peddlar purred. "It's a price you can afford, and it's quite
high quality." He beamed at Lucien. '"Maybe you think, you're afraid —--""

. "No," Lucien snapped. "Beéides, I haven't got any money."

"How much?'' Lille asked eagerly.

"Iwo dollars omly, fair lady."
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Reaching into her purse, Lille produced a five-dollar bill, which the
peddlar changed for her. He nodde& gratefully to her and crept back into the
door way. H

"Don't you think you got suckered?" Lucien twitted her.

"No." )

"Well, I think you did."

"Dammit, Lucien." She flared with anger. "Sometimes you want to go too
-

Crestfallen, he realized he had set her off, without actually meaning to.
It was impossible fo anticipate her intentions or moods. She was willful,
incalculable, and now she waé sulking again. On the way home he made a witless
remark about "sleeping until the funeral," to’‘which she responded by leaving
him flonndering in a shivering silence. Yet, back at the house, she insisted
that she was not at all upset. "Lucien, I'm tired, I want to go to bed." She
expressed no interest in lovemaking. Instead, she offered him only one, pithless
kiss and fell soundly asleep. The next morning, on vaking, she leaned over
and kissed him perfunctorily, rose, dressed, and readied herself for work. He
would not see her all day, and the prospect of separation, even for nine hours,
was~a melancholy one. He assumed she would be coming back to the house, but she
mentioned that she ought to be going back to her own apartment that evening, in
order, as she put it, "to get my head straight again." Noﬁ the repercussions of
the previous evening were plain and painful to him. She might not be coming back
at all. How insane that a trivial incident,-a fit of petulance on his part, or
a8 silly whim on herg, could have dashed their romance.

She saia she would walk downAthe hill to the hospital. She allowed

him to kiss her once more 3s she left through the door, and he watched her

disappear out the through the gate. A mood of sorrowful expectancy spread over
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him. ﬁés.anything left of their f?agilé and beautiful love? It all seemed
to be finished; as quiﬁkly and as mysteriously as it had begun.  In a flash
he became poigna ntly consciéuéltﬁat; in spite of his great love for her, he
scarcely knew her. ' For only éﬁo evenings she had stayed in the house, and had
given her body to him. But theré was nothing else he could say about her.

Within an hour three different sprays of flowers arrived from sympathizers.
Lucien recognized the names of‘people who had worked with his father at the
plant, as well‘as that of,a neighbor up the street. He made one more effort
to telephone his aunt, who at last turned out to.be home, Aunt Dorothy accepted
the news stoically, pledged that-her thoughts would be with him on Saturday,
and hung up %ith a whimper. . |

Laying down thé telephone, he came‘bitterly to face his own loneliness and
sense of exile. The ticking clock -~ the one that had ticked without remorse
in the house througﬁ all the years he could recollect —— was a needlesome
reminder of it all. His abdomen wrenched with pain, and he was seized with
nausea. The ulcerfwas inflamed again. A weak feeling percolated up from
his legs to his arm; and chest. In a childish rage he slammed his fist
against the wall, causing a picture to drop from its nail. There were tears
in his eyes. Sinking onto the couch, he slowly, and despairingly, fell asleep.
But all at once, in his sleep, he had a presentiment -- not an actual dream,
but a vague and ill-defined interruption of the res;le;s flow of images. He
quickly awoke, and on impulsg ran out into the yard, through the gate, and peered
down the street. The street was empty. A short distance away he could see
the sun blaziﬁg like a laser off the chrome grillwork of a large, parked car.
Fugitive minutes-whisked thfough his deadened brain. Then, at the bottom of the
hill, a figure of a woman came around the cofner and began trudging toward him.
It was Lille. She had éomerhaﬁk, and it had not even been a full hour.

- She approached him with a friendly smile. "I'm unemployed,”" she said
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with a game expression on her face.
’ tlmry?n - ‘
i 4 quit.“”'Shg spoke with'étfange indifference. "I just walked in there,

smelled the dééth, and told myself -— I can't take it, not even another day."

She walked past him into the house and sagged into one of the chairs. "Lucien,
I think we're bound for glory togéther."

The circumstances were queer indeed. Her intentions baffled him.
She had forced herself on him with relentless passion, only .to withdraw on an
untimely pretext,.and now she had come back -- and she was as nonchalant about
it all as ever. | |

"I'm sofry,fof-the way I was last night," she said. Though her words had
the form of an apldgy, the tone was.without regrets.

A "You had me worried."
"You really shouldn't have been. I never would have thought of leaving you.

Not now. I've made a decision.”

She looked at him with searching eyes.

‘Her voice trembled. "I've decided I can't live without you. That's
all thefé s to.it. I'm not oée to give much —- except love -- and it's all
I'vg got, and-I'm'going to give it to you." 'She held out her arms toward him.
"I coufdn't go on wérking thére‘-- not now. My life's been turned upside down.
Lucien, you rescued me from my own death."

He was veryrhappy to hear her say that. But it was she who had rescued
him. She had come, miraculously, at the right time, when he was at his very end.
But now he was not all so sure that, this time, she meant what she said. She
had misled him before.

"Lucien, you must trust me," she said. "I can be a little fickle now and
then, but I'll always keep coming back, I will. I was waiting to come to this

house." She deliberated. "I'll have to get my things, and we'll have to find

séme way of making ends meet, but it won't be all that trying, will it?" Her

" expresson was utterly guileless.

PRI LT TR T
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' "No;" he replieé, "we can manage.”

"I don't want to admit ié, but I was é little frightened last night about
what might be haﬁpeninglto'ﬁs -- what we might bevplunging into. -Love is a
beauﬁiﬁul thing,'but it's also aﬁesome. I've never been willing to give myself
to anybody before, that‘is,lgive myself totally. But now I-think I'm ready.

Can you understand that, Lucien?"
He nodded,

"Love is all ﬁe have, when you get right down to it." There was a tear in her
eye. He took her hand and kissed‘her.

"We ought to get away,' he said, "after the funeral. We can take a little
trip down the coast. Big Sur is bgauﬁiful this time of year."

"I'd like that," she said.

"Well, come on., We have to get ready." He was so glad it had really worked
out this way.

He called uﬁ Ted Domeshek and obtéiﬁed the name of'a lawyer. An appointment
was made for Wednesday, after they would get back from Big Sur. He checked hiS
:,fapherfs bank aécount. There was‘eﬁough funds to tide them awhile. He thought
about the trip. They could camp on the beach. He dreamed about the quiet
and carefree hours they might spend on the beach, lying on the sand in the warm,
June sun, wading in the surf, relaxing evenings beside a fire beneath a boundless,
star-ribboned sky.

That evening he drove her to cher apartment to pick up some clothes and
personal possessiong. They would ﬁait until the end of the month, when the rent
was due, to fetch the remainder of her things, including the meager quantity
of furniture she owned. Her aparfment was a tiny and spare one-room flat, for
which she paid $95 per.month, in a.two-story,‘brick building that was part of
~a seedy neighborhood abo;t'a milé away at .the edge of the Oakland ghetto. The
landlady, a fat Pélisﬁ'wdmén with hér hair in curlers, gave them a suspicious

éye when Lille knocked-at:;he apattment bffice, Lucien at her side. When Lille
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announced she would be vacating, the landlady object that she still had twe
months left on her lease. But Lille insisted she was leaving anyway. The
landlady shrugged and snarled, Mthat's your business,' then slammed the door
in thelr faces. 1 ' |

The next day wa; the funeral. More flowers had been brought by courrier
in the meantime, and when they arrived at-the church, several more bouquets
 had been sent, ‘including a nosegay of blue-dyed carnations F.T.D. from Aunt
Dorothy. No more than a dozen persons were present at the service. They were
the only ones Lﬁcien had seen fit to invite. The church sanctuary was otherwise
deserted. In the second row sat Ted and Liz Domeshek all by themselves, and
among the other walnut pewé.was a sprinkling of undistinguished, but familiar
middle-aged faées -— family friends.. He and Lille took their seats toward the
front, across the aisle from the Domesheks. Liz gave them both a warm smile
as they settled into their places.

The church organist, concealed behind a partition, was pumping out sedate
and toiling hymns, none of which Lucien knew. The music droned on for fifteen
minutes or more, then ceased abruptly in the midst of a piece. Lille stared
up at the ceiling. Through a cide door the Reverend Haskings emerged in his
black clerical gown.. Strutting up to the pulpit with Bible in hand, he tummed
and face&his audience. He spread his arms outward, lifting his black robe
like a great bird of prey combings its wings, then closed his eyes and intoned
and prayer: '"Our Heavenly Father, we have come toéether today in Thy presence
and for Thy grace, to speak of the dead, but also to give strength to the living,
so that we may do Thy will, in spite of the sorry visited om a beloved family,
who is part of Thy congregation.' We have born many affliction, we have doubted
and straye@ from Thee, and fof this we ask Thy forgiveness. Through Jesus Christ
Qur Lord, Amen."

The organist played another short hymn. Then Haskings opened his Bible and

" began to read. ‘"It is Written in the forty-fifth Book of Ezekiel the prophet,
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sixteenth verse: 'Thus says the‘Lord God: If the prince makes a gift to any of his
sons out of his inheritance, it shail belong to his sons; it is their-property by
inheritance.. But if he mékes a gift out of his inheritance to one of his servants,

it shall be his to the year of liﬂerty; then if shall revert to the prince; only

his sons may keep a gift from his inheritance. The prince shall not take any of the
inheritance of the people, thrusting them out of their property; he shall give his
sons their inheritance out of his own Property, that none of my people shall be dis-
possessed of his properfy.' Thus came the Word of the Lord to the prophet Ezekiel."
Haskings smiled solemnly and fastened his atteption on Lucien. "We are all called to
be sons of the living God, who is righteous and merciful. He has seen our afflictions
and promises to comfort us as he would His children. He awards us as a portion of his
inheritance the most precious possession —- life eternal with Him, the life promised
to us through the death of His own begotten son on the Cross.

"To His other sons -- those who because 6f their fath He has adopted -- He‘holds
out the heart of his estate. We can‘ﬁccept his estate, or we can reject it. We are
all His servants, but we have the choice of becoming His sons. If we remain mere
servants, we have His inheritance for awhile; but @hen the year of liberty -- the time
of squandering and reveling in our own selfish wishes -—- when that year is over, we will
have nothing more to call our own. Thus we must make ourselves worthy to be adopted
by Him, so that we may be called sons of the living God. We shall live with Him, die
with Him, and be raised up with Him -- as Jesus Christ was raised -- into eternal life.
Oné of our own in the family of God, Karl Lastman, has been called by Him, and our
prayers go out for him, for we have the assurance that he has now shared in the in-
heritance. He has been struck down, but he has also been raised up, and for this we
are truly thankful, thankful to the living God who rules over creation and who, in
spite of death, has given him a new, Spiritﬁal body for ages everlasting.

"Our own age, it ﬁgs.been said, is an age of anxiety. It is a time of troubles
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as well. The secure déys have‘gone away. There is a great deal of distress in our
soc1ety nowadays.“ The 0ld values are rent in two and brought severely into question.
Sons turn against their fathers, daughters against their mothers, as it was in Ezekiel's
day. And the fathers have lost their power; in turn, to love their sons. The bond
between father and son has been snapped, but not irreparably. Even if we as fathers
lose our sons, or as sdns become estranged from their fathers, who give them love ~
and purpose, we ourselves are not lost. For we have a Heavenly Father who loves
us more than we can ever love. We sometimeé do not understand His love, and that is
why wa'turn away from it. We rage against‘God, we spite Him, we deny His name, and
the name of His son, who demonstrated the truth and power of that love by the sacrifice
on the Cross;” Yet He will not turn away from ﬁs. He will continue to call us out
of love, eQen if weliefuse to hear; and He will continue to promise us life with
Him 1if only we turn. His inheritance’is kept safely for us, despite ourselves.

"The finality of death inevitably will cause us anguish. Our anguish is to
be expécted, since it is very difficult for us to put our absolute trust in God.
We want not God, but our own happiness. And we despise God, because He gseems to deny
us the happiness we cfave.' It has been said that those who have experienced a death
in ﬁhe family ususally_grive, not for tﬁe beloved, but for themselves, because God
has abandoned them in the world. It seems to them that God has abandoned them by denying
them their immediate Happiness, which is what they expect from His estate. Ipstead
of happiﬁess, they are allotted grief and suffering. It seems, therefore, to them
a strange and cruel ?aradox. They may imagine the will t; be a forgery. But that is
because they have not heard the Truth, they have not harkened to the real promise
in the last will and testament of God Our Father has for them an inheritance which they
have not yet, with their mortal eyes, éeen. Their anguish is to be overéome, their
sufferiﬁg redeemed, for the Cross of Christ is the genuine emblem of suffering, but
ic is'udt the finallwprd. Through grief, affliction, and suffering we crucify our

false desire, our riarrow conceptions of happiness. By taking up the Cross we are
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follow1ng Him, and Him alone, and in this way we shall be raised up with Him. This God
has promised us. Hls way is severe, but His love 15 certaln. We must:go the way of
the Cross in this l;fe,_so that another lifefshall be ours. ReeEntly, many haee saild
that Ged ie dead, but God has only died for those who have themselves been made
prisoners of death; In death God is -~ and this is the miracle, the promise, the

hope -- made alive. And we, too, shall be made alive through death, first through

the death of our loved ones, then through our own faith even unto death.

"In short, that is-why we ﬁust grive.only'for a time, but soon we must end
with‘rejoiciné. We must rejoice not Uniyrfor those whom God has in his own mysterious
wisdom taken away, but also for thoeerwhe have been left behind in the world. We
must all know that we are not abandoned. For ﬁe have an inheritance that will never
die. And for this we must praise God. Let us pray, as Christ prayed for us: 'Our
Father who art in heaven, hallowed would be thy name, thy kingdom come, thy will
be done, on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread, and forgive
us our debts, as we forgive oer debtors..=And_lead us not into temptation,but deliver
us from evil, for Thiee is the kingdom, and the power and the glory forever. Amen."

»

The.organ burst into a tune tucien now recognized -- The 01d Rugged Cross.

Haskings‘ face was immobile. Glancing about the sanctuary, he closed his Bible,

and strode away from the pulpit with a stiff and triumphal gait. Lucien had found
himself muttering the Lord's prayer along with Haskings' and the others in attendance,
but his heart was not in it. Haskings' message had failed to comfort him, even

though he Had listened cerefullyland‘apprehended every word spoken. The message

seemed alien, metallic; 1£ was as if he had heerd the same oratory before, with only

a few adverbs switched hereuand thefe. The words were like the red, blue, and yellow
SthkS of a child's tinkertoy set, which could be fitted together in countless
gimcrack combinations, then yanked apart and reassembled His father's death --

.the one death that mattered - aeemed to have nothing to do with the "death" upon which

Haskings 80 fluently descanted; Haékings had beén talking not about the real death

g
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of a flesh and blooa being, but about somé pallid abstraction -- "death" itself, and
the Cross.. The Cross?‘ His eyes weie furned téward an enormous, shellacked wooden
cross welded to a gilt fretwork at the right of the pulpit, The cross filled nearly
all the space between the boards of the‘platform and the beams of the vaulted ceiling.
As he looked at the-éross, tﬂere gtirred in him a strange sensation, not the sensation
of the "life" which Haskings had glorified, but the scurvy emptiness and finality
of death. It was also a sensation of anger, anger toward all morbid abstractions.
He thought of his mother,‘his-fathet, Arlene; he was tired of crucifixions.

There arose a low, bu;riné sound in the church, like cicadas in the dry
grass of a field. Liz Domeshek was whispering something to her husband. Lille
was still sitting iﬁ her pew, her hands folded in her lap. She was gazing vacantly
toward the windows. Liz looked over and lumbered up to where he and Lille were
situated.  She had come to the-funeral dressed in a loose, pleated miniskirt,
revealing her fat 1egs. Ted followed along béhind her.

Liz placed her hand on Lucien's shoulder. "I don't know really what to say,"

she said.  "Reverend Haskings had much for us to think about. We're surely going

,

to miss Karl from noﬁ on." .

Ted nodded after her. ''Remember to call us, Lucien, if there's anything more
we can do," he said in-his familiar, fatherly voice.

“Please do call," Liz added.

Haskings was waiting outside. The smell of ozone cloyed in the afternoon air,
which was seared by the hot sun. Haskings' robe droopedﬁabout his frame, like a wilted
tulip, and his forehead was pearled wi£B perspiration. He wiped his face with a
handkerchief as he greetea Lucieﬁ..

"I want you to know, Lucien, we here #n ;he Mountain View Church are with you
at all times," Haskingsfsaid. "We'll certainly be missing your father here," and

he looked slightly askance at Lille, who was holding Lucien's arm. "I don't believe

I've met yoﬁr lady friend," he sald.
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hilarity was infecting him. He Qas noﬁ the type to laugh much at alll let alone on this
solemn occasion. But the laughter felt strangely good, even though he had little idea
what he wés laughing about. The 1aughter was a release -- it winnowe¢ all the doubt,
guilt, and tension.

Lille pointed her”fi;ger at him with laughter. "Lucien, you're laughing,
aren't you?'" she cried. "I've never seen you laugh, you know. You caﬁ laugh. Oh
God." And she rantgb one of the vases of flowers that had been delivered before the
funeral. 1In the vase wefe a half-dozen wiré-stemmed, dark-red roses. With a broad
smirk she picked out oné of the roses and hurled it like a dart directly at Lucien.
1t missed him and feli fléécid-on the:rug.

"What are you”doiﬁg?" he asked,rincredulously, regarding the fallen rose. "You're
crazy."

But she‘kept laughing and threw another rose at him. This time the rose bounced
off his cheek, its thorné,stagbing his flésh. He winced, but instead of being annoyed,
he was thoroughly amused.

"How about a flower fight?" she taunted him, and clapped her hands with
bt te, delfphibe o ouber. Tt b .

The proposition was utterly outrageous, but he accepted the challenge. Once
more the wooden cross, without premeditation, flashed among his thoughts.

Soon they had seized all the flowers in view and were showering each other
with the érum@led pleces, like two kids disporting in a sawdﬁst pile. Within minutes
they had savaged every flower -- not just.the roses, but carnations hyancinths, and
even the big vellow mums that had come from an unknown donor. The floor was littered
with a fragrént confetti of mutilated leaves and petals. He chased her about the
room, tickling her rump with the stem of a decapitated tiger 1lily.

| "He've committed a sacrilege, you know that," he said with a facetious pride.

"Naturally,' .she said, "but it s finished now. What are these flowers worth

anyway? Dust to dust beauty into the ashcan
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Ashes. He rgmembéréa he‘had nthyet ﬁicked up his father's ashes. It was
good they were going tanig.Suf. He c¢ould take the ashes there and cast them to the
wind; He suggested thej leave on théir trié right away. All they had to do first
was drivé by the mortuary and claim therremains.

Laughing and puffing, She nodded her égreement, then embraced him with all
her strength. The ceremony of death had been consummated. They were free of
sombrous churches and woodeﬁ crosses aﬁd solicitous pastors. They were truly free.

In a happy frenzy-they 1oaﬂed eyerything —— sleeping bags, folding cots,
rhérmos, canned Spam._potéto chips;'é party-colored beachball —- into the Plymouth.
Lucien left food for the cat, and tﬁéy‘were off. At the mortuary Luclen was directed
to the cafetaker of tﬁe crematorium,l a hobbled old man with a tincture of alcohol
on his breath. The old man shuffléé into the back and brought with him a ceramic
urn containing the ashes. Blase and red-eyed, the old man mumbled something
nonsensical about "cracks in the dike,h saluted, and disappeared. Lucien clenched
the ashes. Thay seémed much heaviér than.he had anticipated. It was the last time
he would hold hié father inrény_form. Something inside pressed him not to let go
of thé_ashes, but sométhing else in the-éame breatg-urged him to put them out of mind.
Wrappiﬁg the urn in a éotton rage which he took from under the seat of his car,
he stashed his treasure baneath one of‘the sleeping bags.

The sun was floatihg, a big fed candy ball above the ocean, when they arrived

at the palisades of Big Sur. The coast road trickled along the cliffs toward the
south into darkening mists, and far below the sea was spi&ting and foaming in white
eruptions about the cragg& coastline. A high wind was blowing against the car, causing
it to sway and lurch about thé curves in the narrow highway. By the time they found
a place to camp, the.sun had gone down; add they were alone in the deep twilight
on a.triangulaf plat of sand of an.inleg beneath a soaring rock escarpment which
was'fractﬁred by several dry rillets.

Lille pulled off her shoes and headed down the beach, suvavenging for firewood,

SRR T
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while Lucien unpacked the car.’ At-bne point Lucien looked up and watched her standing
off in the distance, a gbssamer shadow vaporizing in the dying sun's rays. He felt
‘the wind at his face, and he gazed out over the 1nfinite black expanse of ocean.
Thsre was too much space even for God, he thought. And he fetched the urn with his
father's ashes. : i £ ‘ :

Slowly, he walked toward the spot where Lille was. She was-cradling a long,
gnarled stump of driftwood, which sprawled out on either side of her body. 5he
stood against the sun, watching him approach, her form motionless, the frail carcass
of some prehistoric insect fossilized in ageless amber.. With dumb veneration she
- looked back at him, like an. acolyte at a sacramental meal. She knew what he was
about to do. Putting down the driftwood she set her face to the wind, her hair
fiying and streaming. :

ﬁe opened the ﬁrn with trembling fingers. A wild and unearthly feeling rose up
in him. Suddenly the urn was as light as a handful of mown grass. He felt as though
he was not releasing the vestiges of his father's body, but a transfgted spiritual
substance of some kind. And even though the wind was chilly, his skin was aflame
and soaked with sweat. The ocean was bellowing very loudly too. The wind slashed
at his face. He cried out "Father," and flung the ashes into the barrens of space.
1t was too dark to observe where the ashes*gxg;, for they surged into the vortex
of wind and night, disappearing without a trace. He listened as the waves smashed
in thunderous ovations. And for a second, fust before a breaker hit, he heard a
strangé sound from the deep, like a little child whimpering.

He took Lille by the hand, and in silence they wandered back toward the car,
treading over their-owﬁ footprints which had been partially rubbed out in the
running sand. On the way they coblected several strands of driftwood, and Lucien
built a fire omn which they moasted slices of Spam. Shortly, however, the fire buxned
down, and as there was no wood to replenish it, they retired to the sleeping bags,
which Lille zipped togather 80 t'nat they could 1:Le next to each other. During

the past hour they had spoken little to Each other. For Lucien, all wordsseemed

v 1
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counterfeit, Together they nestled: he laid his hand tenderly on

her breast, and he peeked upward at the 1limpid and shimmering palladium
of stars, Far out over the ocean he_could‘see the winking red and
green running lights o} an airplane,

He wondered about the future, Though his joy was brimmihg over .
now, he knew that the pressure'of time was building, and that nothing
would remain the game from now on, even should he so desire, Soon,
he realized, he would have to make.a decision about what to do with
his young life, about getting a Job to support himself and, perhaps,
Lille., While for the time being he could not imagine life without her --
and in some half-conscious and adolescent way he gagssumed that their
love was rooted and anchored, like a tremendous tree, for a private
eternity -- he feared in the same breath that thelr happiness was
fleet, impermanent, He recalled thelr footprints on the beach, fainting
away 1n the restless sand, And he remembered that, as a boy, he had
never dreémed of his mother leaving him,,nor his father dying, nor
growing up, nor starting life on his own., The sounds of the sea
turned in the all-consuming darkness, The sea never ceased its churning
and groaning and thrashing, even when the wind seemed stlll., High
above the stars were glacially compassing the heavens, When glimpsed
only in an instant of wistful deliberation, théy seemed magically
frozen, adamantine, and immutable, In college he had learned that
the people of the Middle Agés believed the universe was never changing.
Comets, for example, were never obgerved, because they satisfied
neither the people's beliefs nor perceptions, Tt was impossible for
the people of that epoch to camprehend any deviation from the normal,

Bilently, he yearned ror same goarantee that Lille would be as
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cdnsfant for him as the stars were for his ancestors long ago.
Hitherto he had not geriously regarded the thought of marriage --
the 1dea seemed premature, Always it had been his belief that a man
-and a woman should not.discuss marriage before they have somehow
become transparent to each other., Yet circumstances had snared them,
as twé, in a web of intimacy which was entirely new to him, He i
needed her assurance, her deepest confirmation of him, He did not
know just how to begin, but the words spluttered out: “I'm word ering
if 1¢°s right yet to talk about the years ahead, but Lille, I want to
marry you,"
She did not answer, He could hear her snoring gently,
“Lille,"
And she gave a sleepy start, "I must have dozed of f," she
slghed, "It's so pleasant out here,"
"I want to talk with you about our future,"
"Silly, we always have the future, It's the present we let
slip by," g
 He sensed that she was aware of what was going on in his mind,
and that she was coyly evading the subject, Possibly that evasiveness
was her reply,
"Dammit, I want to know, Can you cohsideg marrxying me?"
"Yes, I can" she sald softly and with sweet insouciance, "I have
been considering it myself., Haven't you?"
- "Yes, but not really that much until now, And now I want to know," /
“I really haven't consgidered it enough," she sald, "Really, Lucien,f
we've just gotten to know each other. We need more time, 1It's not ‘
wiSe‘to rush into these sorts of thingé, is 1¢?"

"I dont mean to rush,” he whined. "I just want —- well —- a |
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commitment." _ .
"You're siily."‘she said; “Lﬁcien, we don't need to get all
torn up right now over something as serious as that, If it comes, it°1ll
come in time,” ‘ |
Now he was at ferocious alds with Mimself, He was embarrassed

with himself for being so impulBive and demanding, especially about "
gsomething which did, as she sald, require more time and consideration,
St111, he had the bitter senSatioﬁ that the more time allowed, the
easier 1t would be for him to wind up betrayed, Like all women, she
had the capacity for unfaithfuiness. 8he was not all that constant,
for he had an inkling of that unhappy truth when on Friday she had
walked away from the house, But, at the same time, she had come back,
which was at least a rartial assurance, She could be as the great
sea and tide, that floods and ebbs, yet always washes back to level
where 1t had been once before, It was an assurance, of sorts, but
not a promise, Then again, promised could be broken, His mother had
pPromised him of her return &ears before.‘

Lille was awake and sltting up in the sleeping bag. She was
staring out at the sea. The fire had nearly gone out, except for
& large glowing brand which appeared a dim, red diadem in the ashes,

"Lucien, T brought you something we can both enjoy," she said,
squirming from the sleeping bag and rumaging in her purse, 1In the
starlight he could see her kneading something with her fingers, then
licking a white sorap of paper with her tongue, She stooped over
the fire to light whatever it was, A4 fragrant and woody scent drifted
to his nostrils, Iille was 1nha11ng'what looke& like a clgarette,
Then he realized 1t was marljuana that she had. He had never smoked

a Joint before, nor had he ever beeh in the company of people who did.
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and he was aware that iateiy the use of marijuana had been burgeoning
within the secret conventlclés’of the young, e#en though possession
of the substance was 111eg§1.'énd he had been taught in school it could
cause insanlty or othéx gsorts of gruesome complications,

Lucien felt nefvous. Suddenly his im ge of ILille as an
unspotted 1nnoden£ was scarred, Ag he observed her moving catlike
in the dark, he had a sense of foreboding, She crawled back to where
he lay and offered the cigarette to him,

"T can't," he complained, He felt sick,

She drew another puff herself, “Silly, you are uptight this
evening, Look, 1t oan't hurt you., It's food for the gods,"

"Where did you get that Jjunk?" he asked carpingly.

"Stephen -~ my friend =-- remember?"

Her mention of Stephen madelhim stiffen with righteous anger,
Previously, he had not been much concerned with this Stephen, whoever
he might be, Stephen had just been a casual name, But now he bulked
in Lucien’s mind as some péle fiend, a slimy seducer, Lucien wondered
whether mari juana was all Stephen had given to her, He was jealous,
and he felt slightly gullty about it,

Lille made g hissing sound with hex teeth at him, "Alright,"
she said, "I'1ll get stoned all by myself," And she got up and glided
on her feet toward the ocean, |

Luclien was thoroughly.chagrined. He wanted to stand up to her
on this score, but at the same time he did not want to anger her, |
He would do anything to prevent her from being angry toward him,

from falling to 1ove him, even sacrifice his own immediate scruples,

for L craved love Jore thAn anything on this desolate earth, She
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was rights; he was "silly." Instead, she was offering to be his tutor
in many unwonted énd untrie& subjects, Already she had brought him
further than he could have ever envisioned, end the experience had not
been all that unpleasaﬁt. In fact, it had been thrilling. He was
the stolid, irresilient shore; she was the white, heaving-waves which
gscourged his brittle flanks and nipped as his uneasy conscience until
' all the grains of hig former self were swépt one by one into a bolling
vastness, He was still, despite his renuncigtions, haunted by a
faint allegiance to a sober divinity, one who kept him manacled to
his old obsessions and anxleties, Yet he was not a comfortable
bondsmen, He had a passion to be free as she already was. Like
her, he would burst his chaing, and it was time he did so, completely,
He scraibbled after her in the dark, She turned, and faced him

with warm, dark, and seraphic eyes that glittered even more than the
stars.

' “Here," she said, passing him the joint, "I knew you'd want 1t,
T was walting for you;“

He took a draught and let it out qulekly, for his lungs were on

fire. |

"3illy," she laughed, "it won't work unless you take it in deeper
than that." V

He tried again, His lungs were scorched, and he coughed the
gmoke back up violently, But he persisted, and sllently they passed
the burning stub back and forth between them. As the minutes elapsed,
he knew his mind was changing;‘ The change came suddenly, His arms
seemed lightei..rloatlng upwards as a stick buoys to the surface of

water., He was only part1y aware of the world around him, Shutting

his eyes, he sensed a flickering radlance inside his own head, It
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was like the afterglow of a brikht lamp that had been snuffed out.,
In the darkness his brein and body were both pirouetting slowly.
He felt his arms wﬁving with the indomitable urge to dance, And as
he danced, the light blazed and becamne regplendent, It poured like
a torrent into the 1aét, vacant clefts of his consciousness, It
engulged all his thoughts, Then he opened his eyes and ﬁas struck "
by & contfrast,- The external world was black and bizarre, Lille
was standing in a rodlike pose against the sea, which, even though
he could stlill make out the thudding -of the snrf, seemed invariable
and gserene, The stars seemed to be shriveling away, as if swaddled
with a ghostly fog. And he heard the strange cry of the child from
the waters again, this time shrill and sustained as though it were
trying to lure him ouﬂ&here.

He lunged toward Lille, ﬁhose back was = " toward him and
who did not +turn., even when he dug his fingers into the threads of
her hair, Instead, she twlitched and bolted away from him, She ran
toward the fire, from which she plucked the glowing brand and lifted
i1t, flaunting it as a torch, back to the water's edge, She was daﬁcing
now, gracefully and delightfully, Just as he himself had wanted to dance,
The brand twirled in the darkness, and she became in his sight a creature
with myriad arms of fire, spinning and snaking through the darkness in
a dance that seemed to burn up every particle'of the night, He
looked up at the sky. The brilliance of the stars had come back,
but now they were wheeling too, a8 he staggered and fell down, He
ricked himself up and ran after her, at last catching up.

"Lille," |

But she.did not turn Eo him, Shé raced into the sea and extinguished

the brand, He watched 1t fizzing in a wave which broke, snatched 1it,
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and hurled it up on the sand,

She staggered back from the water and collapsed on the sand,
He threw himself down beside her, pressing the calves of his legs
with the.waﬁp soles of her feet, 8he was laboring and gasping in
the fashion of some great fish, cast up and stranded in a stomm,

“Iille, I love you," he cried exultantly, |

But she only flopped about deliriously and helplessly, For an
ingtant he was utterly frightened of her, He was arrested by an
intimation of some primeval demén 1n-control'of her, She was no longer
a person, only a body, a lifeless female effigy that dangled as a
shredded membrane over a mind of darkness, His own fingers were clawing
in the sand, as if he were searching desperately for the trickster
spirit whech had now fled from her, Then he shook himself and with
rapture he saw that she was smiling, 'She rose up out of the sand
with outstretched hands, tearing at his clothes, But it was he who was
the master of her. Grasping her loins, . he pulled himself up over
her and penetrated her, She did not stir., He sank@ deeper and deeper
into the warm and milky sanctum of her thighs, and he felt her coming
to life, not tranquilly, but with a savagery which made him insane with
anticipation,

The ocean boomed in his ears, His head was;;enching, and in the
darkness she shrieked "Come!™ wlth a stridencj‘that stunned every
noise in the atmosphere, She tightened her legs about his body with
a might and fury which caused him pain, Though he himsgelf was finished,
he pressed on, ecstatically, until he could manage no more, and he
could feel that even she had spent all she owned,

Holsting himself off from her, he knelt beside her, like a votary

bowing to kiss her. But auddenly_he heard & sound that ke hag e




The Coming

never heard from her, She was sobbing, Why she was sobbing he did

not know, He was ﬁot iucid enough to 9peculaFe;. Yet'he‘had'the

clarity to see, And what he saew in her waé both grotesque and

marvelous. She had an 0ld woman's face, drawn and haggard, in the
starglow., His own mind was conjuring mischief. He blinked and shuddered,
but the face was still there, He stroked her hand; it was weak and i
clammy, And in fright he recolled from what seemed the touch of
carrion, But then he sprung to his senses agaln, Jhe was not dead,

Shee had merely cried hexself to sleep, Determined now to stay

with her, he drifted asleep, peacefully, by her side,

In the weeks that followed everything about theilr relatiomship
seemed to unravel, And it was iike the winding out of a ball of
string oddments that had been knotted together once in haste, For
a short while the course bf things would go smoothly, but soon a
snarl would appear, and he would struggle to untangle the matted
strands untll a single plece could be found again, Each time he
hoped he could stop the unravelling, or at least lay his fingers on
a oontinuous and dﬁrable thread, But he only met with disappointment,
Lille grew ever more distant toward him, Still they would make love,
but each episode had the humdxum texture of tﬂe endless pears of a
loveless marriage, . She no longer talked about being "in love" with
him, Yet she eontimuel ba sleep in his bed and idle about the house,
As 1t happened, she was unable to secure another Job for herself,

and he had little money to spend on her, which might have cheered

her a 1little., They frequently bickered about petty expenditures,

about whether to splurge on stesk for supper or to go out for an



“The Cor‘ning. ¥

aﬁd hé wogld téft& along_thfbugh his meager supper, whlle-ahe read '
in the bedroom, 6: ﬁentured out for'a walk, In fact, she tookumany
long and golitary walks now, on which he wag never invited, One -
night he woke up and discovered she was gone from the house, It was
three in the morning. He walted up for her until nearly five, when
he heard her kej at the lateh, and he rushed to the door, where she
appeared in her slippers and nightgown, She looked at him with mistrust
She explained she had been sitting in the Bose Garden, He could
see she was holding a fresh, white bloom in her left hand, Tossing
the rose on the floor, she went back, saying nothing, into the
bedroom and quietly shut the door behind her,

_ The next evening she had vanished again, This time she had
taken care to dress, and she did not return until dawn, He confronted '
her with exasperation, '

She stared at him with studied indifference and headed once more
back to bed, but he selzed her by the arm and cried: "For God‘'s sake,
what's golng on? T think you hate me,"

wWhere the hell have you been going at night?"

"For a walk, I told you that.”

“What on earth is the matter with you?" Petulantly, he paced
about the room.r “Dammit, ? can't take it any longer., Your silence,
your indifference. It's £orture for me., Do you want to get out of
this affalr? Please lot me know, if you do, I want to know, I love

you g0 much,”

He felt gullty for saying that, however, He was beginning to
experience real hatred toward her, not so much because of what she
was, but because of the way she was treating him, He thought himself

. a fool for putting up with her ecaprices,
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"No, I'm alright," she seid with a sigh,

"You must hate me," ' '.

"Oh Luclen, don’t be absurd! T couldn't hate you,*”

"Then what's the matter?”

"Please let me go to bed."

"Dammit, no," and he gazed into her eyes with a prdbing and
longing fiie.‘ But -she turned away. 8he would not look at him, and
he became infuriated, '

In a tired drawl, she sald, "It’s not you, It's me, Lucien.,*
She mused for a ﬁoment. then spun around at him, "“It's me, can't
you see that?" she cried, "I%m nothing, You're everything,"

"I don't understand," | ‘

“God, Luoien, you're dense, You don't know what a wretch I
am on the inside, I'm phony, It's all clear to me now,"

‘”You're not phony. Why on earth would you feel that way about
yourseif? You gave me love! You bnbught my life out of the ruins,
" You said you loved me, I said I loved you, Were you lying to me?
Were we both -=2"
| ""No," she confeséed with a sigh, "But, you see, Lucien, I canit
love you as I want to love you, and that's the terror of it, I wanted
" to be an artist, I've falled at that. T want much too much out of
- myself, and love is what everybody wants most, That's why 1've
falled, I dreamed more than what was‘in my power to dream,"”

"I dont understand you, You can't really feel this way."

"T don't know how I really feel," she sald, "I'm exhausted, and
1 have trouble sleeping, It’s all a nightmare for me,"

"Why don't yod leave me then?”

- "God, you don't understand, do you? There's nowhere --"
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- That evening she brought but eaéel, canvas,-and palette and
started to0 paint, 8he told him he oould not peek until her work
was done, asg 1t was going to be & surprise, BShe said_she was painting
a scene from memory == the cliffs at Big Sur, the sunset, the sand,
But soon she laid aside her implements and vanished in the bedroom,
He heard her weeping, Quietly he stepped over to the easel, The
painting was only a crude, charcoal sketch with a skeltering of
smudged lines,

Every element in the scene was skewed, tortured, out of perspec-
tive,
The following afternoon he went out to hunt seriously for

employment, He had deviged sbme resumég, and he drove all over
the Bay Area, calling on editors of small newspapers who might be
willing to hire him in some capacity. Also, he had brought along some
alinum clippings from his work as an editorial writer on his college
newspaper. All the editors, except one, did not have time for an
interview, so he merely left the resumé;. It was late afternoon when
he arrived home. 1ILille was not there, ﬁe dropped onto the sofa and
doZed off, But soon he was roused by a commotion at the door. He
heard Lille laughing, Her being in godd spirits made him exceptionally
glad, She had not laughed in front of him for such a long time, it
seemed,

The door flew open, and he was astonished to see she had a man
with her, He was a'round-shouldered.Nbarrel—chested squab of a fellow
In brown dungarees and a soiled; leather shirt unbuttoned halfway down
hls halry chest, His face was pitted and wrinkled, He had an aquiline
nose and was mostly bald, notwithstanding a fringe of long, graying
haly that enoircled the top 6f his head like a monk's tonsure,
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"Luclen, I want jou to meet Stephen Silvers,” ILille sald,

At once there occﬁred to Lucien the imagequ'Stepheﬁ, the Christian
martyr, which he remembered from a Sunday school story e the man of
God who‘awaited stoning with eyes fixed on the risen Christ astraddle
his celestial throne, But this Stephen, in brute contrast, evinced
no marks of saintliness. Instantaneously, Lucien found Stephen re-
pulsive, even ﬁalignant. Stephen's right eye quivered helf-shut, as
though it were suffering some infection, and out of the left eye
he gseemed to leer at Luclen, |

"Luclen, I thought you and Stephen ought to get to know each
other, so I brought him home,*¥ Lille chirped,

Lucien was cﬁrious whether she had, indeed, been with Stephen
all day, |

Stephen gave Lucien'a condescending glance and turned to Lille,
He spoke with a frigid sophistication, "Am I right that this 1s your
man, whom you've mentioned?" he asked in a maundering manner,

' "Yes, Lille lives here with me," Lucien replied acidly,

"Well, that®s cool," _

“31t down, please," Lille sald to Stephen, who immediately
sprawled in a chalr whéch he had picked out alregdy. *Lucien, Stephen
gave me this present," She had been hiding something behind her back,
She presented it to Luclen with the same mute glee as a cat shows a
bird it has captured in its teeth. She showed him a little, lacquered
statue about six inches in heighth, which consisted of two, stylized
nude figures engaged face to face in coltus, "It's Indian," shé
explained: ™ "I mean, Indian Indien, not American Indian, Stephen
picked it up in Delhi.”

"You must travel a lot,” Luclen said to Stephen,
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"I get aiouﬁd," Stephen said, It was obvious he disdained
having to talk with Lucien, |

"Stephén's been ajlbt of places,” Lille said, "He'g the type
who can't sit still,"- |

Lucien examined the statue, Some of the coating had chipped off,
and the statueximpressed him as very old,

Stephen gave a casual nod to the statue and smirked, * Jifteq
it off an o014 beggér. He wantéd a lot of rupees, but T only gave him
a few, He was g8o,.hungry he would have taken anything I°'d given him,*

Lucien tried to be polite now, sayings “Bo you're the famous
Stephen, ILille’s told ﬁe =

"I imegine ghe has, I imagine she hag,"

At that point Lille informed Lucien that she had invited Stephen
for supper, "I Suppose ~-- well, we can fix someﬁhing."

While Yille busied herself in the kitchen, Lucien was left to
entertain his unfortunate guest, He waw irked that ILille had brought
Stephen home without first conferring wiéh him, 8he had acted thoughé-~
lessly, but then again it fittéd with her behavior these days, Ever
since Lille had first mentioned Stephen, Lucien had felt a profound
animosity toward him, and he took a certaln spiteful satisfaction in
having his feelings confirmed now by the manner of hig guest, He had
the suspicion Stephen was Jewlsh,

Poking her head in from the kitchen,
Lille saids "Stephen wasg studying awhile for the Rabbinate --
the Babbinate, isn®t that how you gay it?" |
~ "Yes, the Babblnate," Stephen's arms flounced out of their
recumbent position; Then he raised himself from his haunches and dug

out'a pouch from his pants,pockgt. Lucien knew it wmg more mari juana,
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Stephen rolled a Jjolnt, 1gnited it with a shiny. tapered lighter, and
pasted 1t to his curled 1ip.

“Ah yes, the Babbinate,"-Stephen sald, taking in a hefty drag,

“I was keen on that once."” With relaxed protocol he put forth the
marijuana cigarette for Lucien to accept, The tip of the cigarette
was squashed from Stephen's mouth and wet with spittle; the thought of
sticking i1t in his mouth revolted Lucien, Luclien shook his head
cordially.

"No?" . Stephen shrugged querulously. "“Well," he sald with his
volce aimed not at Lucien, but towadé Lille in the kitchen, “your
man doesn’t hold much for the good stuff,"

Luclen found Lille's friend so contemptible, so rude, that he
began not to be vexed by him énymore. It was apparent that Stephen
was not scorning him personally: he was just naturally bluff and
arrogant without any concern save himself, all of which made him seem
a bit comlcal, if not pathetic. Lucien decided he should at least
attempt to converse with Stephen, as thére was nothing to lose,
Stephen seemed to have the airs of a self-styled pundit, and as they
talked it became clear that Stpphen had opinions on many 1ssues, even
if such opinions were for the most part cynical and gratuitous, A4s
he discoursed and smoked, Stephen ralled against a legion of devils
in modern soclety, "“It's high time that things came apart,” he declared,
' "The o0ld order is ﬁiclous. Vicious! Violent, sick -- it doesn't have
anything left to enforce, It's nalled itself up on 1ts own cross, and
it's wmaiting for the earth to shake,"

Stephen'’s eyes bulged with a cool venom, “They do everything
they®ve been told‘tb do by thelr fathers., But thetr fathers are weak,

Blek, crying for death, They cen®t enforce, you see, and they leave
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us to make our own choices," Hlé 11§s wound into & sneering smile,
"That's how we comé to destroy them, you see s they give ug choice,
and we love our 1iberty to choose, Wé”lbée 1t so much, we want to
blast them off thé face Qf the earth, They send their sons to kill and
be killed for a cause they hatched in their own blind folly; but the
gong will come back to kill them dead," He glared at Lucien, "We
won't kill thelr bodies, because they®ve already killed their bodies
themselves == with thelr stupid striving for gloxry, what they've called
'work,' you see, with their aniiety and the;r uptight self-righteousness,
They enslave thelr women, so thelr women will do all the work for them,
but the women are going to lay down and fuck, not work, They're going
to fuck the dead bodies of thelr tired, old men, and they're goimg to
win, They'zrxe goiﬁg to help us win, You see?"

Lucien managed a disinterested smile,

"Oh, of course," Stephen went on, "there'll be some resistance,
The war will take a& long time, But it’s a holy war on our part, and
we mean to win, We'll lay them all lbw; we'll Yaze thelr palaces to
the ground, A Jabqﬁerié. that's what they call it, The walls of their
ralaces will come tumbling down, and they'll scrape among the ashes
and beat thelr breasts, and they'll want revenge -- but the revenge
will be ours. 1In revenge we'll have peace at least,” He drew in
the last of the Jjoint and 1lifted his arms with a victorious signal,
“Their world is on fire, But 1t's not just a 1little fire any more --
it’s a holocaust, They éacrifioe everything to the fire; they burn
more and more up in the fire, hoping that their sniveling little god
will grant them some last favors. Hell,lthey‘ll get to the end, and
they*ll find thej have no fire even, They've just destroyed everything,

What®s left over will be ours, our inherltance, putrid as 1t may be,
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For them 1t'11 be nothing, nothing ét all, For us it'll be everything,
They®ve scorched the ground, but 1t's on that ground we'll build our
cities. No, we won't ﬁant to 1live in those cities, They'll be cities
of death, but still they*ll be cities where we can be free, We'll

be free, as free as the firestorm that burned our father's cities to
the ground, We will have our freedom, we will have our bodies, and
wWith our bodies we;ll love and fuck °til-hell sinks back into the ground,*

Lacien noticed Iille loitering by the door, listening to Stephen
rhapsodize in his maniacal, poet's manner, Her attention seemed glued
on Stephen, who was glaring 1nto 8pace, like a spiritist steeped in
a vision, Lucien wondered who was this strange Stephen, in reality,
There was the welrd knell of prophecy in his speech, even though it
sounded quite mad, ﬁow did Lille come to know him? Why had she
represented him so casually? She had said he and Stephen had much in
common, But he had nothing in common with this raving fool, this
rancorous bpretender. It was as though Iille had brought him there
as a oruel ruse, to embarrass Lucien somehow, It was as if she had
done 1t for some 1mpish.sport, like a child letting loose g Plg in a
cathedral. She was punishing him, and he refused to tolerate 1t much
1onger; ‘ ;

Stephen rubbed his €yes and sald confusedly: "Oh well, it's nothing,
The Babbinate, yes -- the Babbinate," and he let out a gust o flatulent
laughter, "The Babbinate, Lille -- the Babbinate,"

Lucien stared at him with buzzlament.

“The Jews are dead too,"_Stephen ctrowed, "Viva Judah! Judah
muerte! Judah verrecke! We've burned ourselves t00 -- we've burned
1ittle.Isaac and Jacob and theiyx damnable God, The fire -- don't you
see? Nobody went laughing into ihat fire! What a pity., They would
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ald have laughed in the end, .We deserved the fire with that damnable

God of ours, Our fathers wefe tob gober, and such fools.' We are
the next born who will light the fire again, to consume what hasn®t
been consumed yet, No Jew can understand me, I'm sure, They all say,
'Stephen, you're a lunatig, you're a crazy,® Every Jew, .11ke every
man -- and what are Jews but men? -- wants to preserve himself, He
preserves himseiflby preserving the past, But what past is there to
Preserve? The holy'names of the paét. what I learned in study, but
that’s all, That's why we Jews afé sick, We survive by keeping the
names, even thoughrwe haven't anything left but our Jewishness, the
name °Jew® in a world gone mad, 8tephen pounded the cushions of the
sofa with harxd blows of his fists, "Noﬁ Jew can understnd me, T am
the last Jew, donit you see, the last real, honest Jew, I was burned,
I was burned, while the others only clucked and wrung thelr hands and
cursed mankind.- But the others didn’t have the guts to go far enough,
They didn't dare go far enough to curse their God, no, even to burn
him, Because he had to be burned, don't you see? The fire over, and
2 wind rising up from the charred litter -- 1t will blow us all away,
Jews, Jews -- Chriétians == +«. and all, They're nothing but the shit
of dead Jews, They're more terrible, more despioable than the Jews
they®'ve killed, They’ve 1it the fire for the Jews, and they've
incinerated themselves in the Process, They'll die an even worse and
greater death than the Jews, ‘Jews'and Christians -- promised the
appearance of thelr God -- but the fire 8weeps them away instead. They
can’t bear the fire: they Jook away, but it keeps on burning, The
Jews, too, they =" % 4

Lucien could bear no.more.‘ In a ﬁlast of rage he shouted at

Stephen,,“Get.outt Get out of this house! Damn youl You're a beast
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a crazy mani" First glowexiné at Lille, he then yelied at Stephent
"You want to‘destroy my houée, gnd-my life, and my 1ovel‘ Goddammit,
you think you have a llcénsetto télk 1ike some Nazi pimp or something!
You don;t know whd you're talking to? I have it in me too! I was
born of a Jew; yes I was,” Lucien ran to the bedroom and dug from
the closet the photograph of his mother and flung it in Stephen's lap.
“Theret! I was‘born of a Jew! - She could have died, but she refused to,
She had the will to live, which i1s more than you --, 8She lives now!
You were lucky tobe born at all, you scum, You never felt the real
firet You were privileged'enough to escape itl! Or maybe some devil
kept you from being joui mother*s abortion,"
Stephen winced at the picture, then unleashed a rabid laugh,

Tossing the pilcture down, he ejaculated, "Whimerping bratt"

"Fucking Phariseel™ Lucien roared, unable to control himself,
And he began to pummel 8tephen with dull blows to the chest, He had
never struck an adult man before, He had never had the audacity,
but this time he did, Lille shrieked,

- "Get ont, éut. you monstexri"

Stephen did not fight back, but withstood each thrust with
lofty deflance, as a big boy might parry the outraged, but feckless
fists of a smaller one, "“Alright," Stephen said to Lille caustically,
"you're man wants me out, that's clear,"” And he picked himself up
off the couch and hurried out., As he closed the door he shot back,"I've
got what I want, anyway,." A

Iille dashed out the door after Stephen, Luclen buried his
face in his hands and wept, BRather than vanugishing Stephen, he had

in truth only humiliated himself“ He had never suspected he possessed

the capacity for such violence, He had ountdone his most extreme fears
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about himself, and to his own dismay he realized he had probably lost
Lille for good. It would be 1mpossib1e for things to go-on-as before,
Disgusted with_himself, he staggered forward and keeled onto the couch,
His head was a maelstrom, 1In hie mind he saw all the incidents of the
past weeks pitching and frothing like flotsam in a gale, and he trembled
before the great, swelling, ink-black oblivion which threatened to -
swanp his thoughts,

Then hls eye caught the little statue which Lille had showed to
him, The statue reposed on fﬁe coffee table, gracious and golden and
timeless, For a second it reminded him of the quaint and hand-painted
porcelain miniatures -- the Hummel figures -=- disgplayed in gift shop
windows, But the statue was not that of a prim and sexless German
maid in pinafore, nor a chamois hunter with gun and ledrhosen; 1t
was stark and sgensual, the eternal union of a god and goddess. Luclen
peered at the figures, They seemed almost allve, writhing, caressing
each other in their lacquered immutability. As delties, they would
always love esach other, and he felt a stab of terrible sadness, They
were beings not of this world, welghted down with its universal
loneliness and misery.

He walted for Lille until after midnight, when he gave way to
his own weariness, In the early hours of the mofning he awoke in
fear from a strange, crushing sensation on his brain, Opening hils
eyes, he thought for a second he saw what looked llke colossal dark
wings folding over him, and his breath was momentarily strangled,

In a sweat he sat ups his heart was pattering feverlshly. As his eyes
focused, hisrrealized 1t had been a2ll the phantasm of a dream, But

there was ye t another perception eminently real, From outside the

window 1§ the dawn light pglsaﬁpd birdsong, the marvelous oratorlo
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of a solitary bird whose call he could not distinguish, The call
was as ciear as the high register of a clarinet, as tuneful as a
plecolo; it was the only sound in a universe of stillness, The song
was guiléiess, joyous, harking to day with the dutifulness of some
celestial watchkeepera and 1t beckoned him, '

Swiftly he arose, dressed himself, and glipped out of the house -
into the cool mdrning. Once outside he could no longer hear the bird,
whose sweet voice had perished amldrthe foliage, sopping with the
morning damp, The sky was lridescent with tiﬁts of magenta and blue,

A spirit within coaxed him to remain, perhaps forever, in that enchanted
world, He wandered about the'yard. mooning over the delicate fibers

of honeysuckle and fingering its wet, supple, leaves, But soon he

had the urge to go further, away from the house and yerd, He climbed
into his car and drove far out acrogss the city and over the San Rafael
Bridge that traverses the north portion of the Bay into Marin County,
whére the houses were scattered among lush woéded hills, rolling up

to the alry summit of Mount Tamalpais., He followed a straight strip

of highway through several sleeping, suburban villages to a place

where the hills reared up steeply on both sides; and to the west, warmed
wlth the flaxen light of the rising sun, he saw what appeared a small,
stone castle gitting on an empty knoll, A redqood slgnboard pointed

the entrance to a theological seminary. He did not turn into the lane
to the seminary, but continued up a narrow, winding drive into a forest
above the castle he had observed, There he stopped the car and got

out, A breeze was whiffling through a meadow of high, wlthered grass,
Tinged by gnaried live oaks and cedars, At the edge of the meadow he

spied a dusty tiail that curled around the hillside and dropped down

toward the seminary}
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He followed the ?ath._ The woods were humming with all the
gounds of natﬁré. After many ét:ides he came to a broken, rail fence
and paused, He stood just above the flat roofs of some houses clustered
in a glade below, 8Sitting doﬁn, he looked up at the gky, bright and
vast before him.‘ Then; unexpectedly, he heard the plod of feet on
the path below, Standing up, he saw & dark, stiff figure‘mounting
the hillside, An-old man with a walking staff was shambling up the
rath In his direction, The old man was of slender build and carried
himself with rigid, jerking movements, His hair was snow-white, and
he had a square, slack Jjaw that trembled slightly, The o0ld man stood
before Lucien, staring at him with searing, motionless eyes which
had a blankness to them, as though the old man might have been partially
blind., Then the-old ﬁan gserewed up his face and squinted curiously,
Lucien stared back, The o0ld man seemed quite surprised at their
encounter, dnd he finally made ﬁn acknowledging nod,

' whs Just out for a walk, like you,"” Lucien said, somewhat
nervously. ' .

The old man hastened with an agitated gait right up to him
and creakily extended his hand,

"My name is iucien." Lucien sald,

The o0ld man refused to introduce himself, however, and stood
there in the sun, speechless and deliberative,slike an old patriarch
holding court with his sons, Lucien did not know what to make of
the 0ld man, Perhaps the ol& man was hard of hearing as well,

But at last the old man gave a stern smile and barked, "So
who are you, young fellow?®

"1 said, my name is Luoien; I come from across the Bay, and

I was just wandering about in these beautiful woods,"
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e hardiy ever meet anyone on my walks," the old man sald,
»I'd thought T always had the privilege of solitude." |
| M gorry," Lucien gaid, ‘
'"Don't you know this is holy ground?" the old man snapped,
Luclen was vefy uneasy now, but he detected a hint of drollexy in
the o0ld man's Yoice. which tended to crack as he pronounced hls words,
The old man glared ﬁt Lucien with a uﬁzm, but deadpan sincerity, and
sud@enly Lucien understood'that the stranger had accepted him,
l"This is as far as I was going,” Lucien said, pointing to the
dilapidated rall fence, which stood as the boundary not just between
two tracts of land, but betﬁeén thelr two personages as well. The
old man sniffed, glanced at the fence, and crossed over the boundary,
"Nobody should have fencesg," the old man said, "Thls one is
falling apart anyway. These seminarians think they can fence themselves

he

1t was Lucien's suspicion thati?ight be a professor at the

off from the worid.“

seminary, '

"I take these ﬁalks for two reasons," the old man sald, "First
to be alone with my thoughts, second to get away for a time from
students. They want to be ministers, but they don’t really listen to
me, They have no sense for tradition, if you -know what I mean,"

Lucien was puzzled by what the old man was alluding to,

"Ah, so you ﬁust think that filling your head with the techniques
of ministering makes you holy," the old man sald gruffly. “Their
curricul&m is a saﬁrilege these days," And he fished from his pocket
a package of chewing gum and offered a stick to Luclen, who declined.
:E;11 me, do yog-know the Bible, young fellow?" the 0ld man asked

as he stuffed some gum into his mouth.
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Lucien replied that he did not lknow the Bible very well, The
01ld man muttered to himself, chomping on the gum, then ﬁinked
facetiously at Lucien, "Are you a Christian?" he asked,

Lubien did not know what to say exactly. "I used to attend church,
but T quit," |

"It's good then you®ve broken the habit," the old man said,

The o0ld man looked up at the sun, flinching., His Jjaw was
choppiing at the gum, "Good, good,” he stuttered., "I wish I could
convince those trained monkeys of mine to read instead of chattering
on all the time as they do,” Then the old man explained who he was,
without giving hls name, He sald he was a professor of 0ld Testament,
who was on the verge of retirement, and that he was somewhat weary of
teaching Scripture to hls seminary students, who "read the Word of
God as if it were instructions on a soup can, Nobody has the ears
to listen to anything importent any more," he sighed, "but that's the
age we live in, They'd rather swell their heads with what is modish,
not profound.” Then he cocked his head hnd asked Luclen another
question: “Do you read the newspapersi"®

“Sometimes,"

“Ah, well that's where we should begin, Afterwards, you should
read the Blble.," -.

Lucien told him that he was searching for a job as a newspaperman,
“Ah," the old man said with a dheerful expression, "then you
will write to us abost events, If you know events, you will know the
Word, even though so much is reported badly these days, And when
pecople read the reports, they never catch what is between the lines."

Lueimn was still uncertain, The old man seemed to be speaking
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in riddles, buﬁ-Lucien had a mild intuition of what he was suggesting,
When he got home, he would read the Bible, if only out of curiosity.

"You must iead from the beginning," the old man inslisted, as if
he had glimpsed_Lucienfs thoughts, "And you must not read just what
it says.” |

The old man winked at him again and started to walk on, "You
must come back éo see me," he sald with a smile,

Lucien watched the old man limp up the path and disappear over
the top of the hill, It had been & gueer encountexr, During his
religious years, he had read the Bible, and he had learned the familiar
narratives =- how Ged had divided the darkness, how Samuel had hewn
Agag in pleces, how Jeremiah had been thrown in a clstern for delivering
God's Word, how Jesus had come and‘promised the Kingdom of God teo:-his
followers, how Christ had suffered, died, and been resurrected, and
how he had sald he would return some day. He had stopped reading the
Bible, however, as it was nothing but a collection of stories which
nad outlived their historical meaning, Time and time again he had
minigsters and street evangelists entreat thelr audiences to read the
Bible, but the Bible was only words, after all, The ministers
wpeported badly," he thought. They had falled to craft the words so
that he in his very being was addressed, On the face of it, the old
man he had just met seemed merely like another one of them, Yet
there was a unique and tantalizing honesty in the way the old man
had spoken, The o0ld man ﬁas different from them, Though Lucien did
not know really who he was, Lucien had the odd feeling that he knew
- the old man frbm somnewhere, Thé 0ld man was gone from view by now,

Lucien hurried up the path toward the car in hopes that he might ask

the 0ld man one more question «- hig name, But when Lucien came to
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the end of the path. the o0ld man had melted away without a trace,

Back in his éar. he returned to the house, The catbgreeted
him at the door. Iucien stroked its fur and set 1t down, Inside
he went to a ragged, hlack cowhide Revised Standard Version of the
Bible, which was lying in a drawer, The Bible had been given to him
by Arlene as a present upon his high school graduation, The fly page
of the Bible héﬁ been torn out by him, years before, when he and Arlene
had broken up, The page had contained a little, sentimental message
which Ariene had composed herself: "Have falth in your dreams, for
with God nothing shall be impossible," Lucien had always wondered
about the gilft of the Bible and the verse, They were strange gestures
from a girl who 4id not consider herself religious and who had twitted
him for taking the matter seriously.

Opening the Bible, he read the first chapter of Genesis ~-
the creatlion story -~ which concerned God's congquest through speaking
of the watery chaos, the fixing of the lights tn the firmament, the
bringing forth of the "swarms of living éreatures.” the creation of man
in God's image, Luclien kept on reading, though no genie of striking
insight stirred. He mused for a second over the last paragraph on the
flrst page. "So God created man in his own image, in the image of God
he created him; male and female he'creéted them," Lucien was alerted
to the shift in pronouns in thé last sentence, "Male and female he
created them," He began to think of iille, at first only a shadow
in the crypt of his consclousness., 8She was the mysterious other being -~
"femgle" -- whom God had fashioned for man in the story. She was woman,
the other face of the split image. In his mind flashed a picture of
the little statue Lille had brought him -- the man and woman lying

-3

together, separate; yet fired clay fused into one integral body,
s Bl n
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His eye captured agdin the 1ine about the “"swarms of living creatures."
Then he turned the page and read about the garden, the tree of life,

the serpent, the fall of man, His ideas were not clear, but he continued
to read and ruminate, More than ideas, he had feelings, unusual and
powerful feelings which left him queasy. Finally, he could read no
more, for his understanding had reached its limits, But before he &
put the Bible down, he flipped to the last book, the Revelation to

John, He read down the page of the first chapter to where it said: "I
am the Alpha and the Omega,,.who is and who was and who is to come,

the Almighty." Now his imaghnation ran back to the meeting with the

old man on the path in the wood, It seemed, éfter all, not to have

been a fortuitbus meeting. But still, he was unable to comprehend the
immensity of his own inklings, He ceased troubling himself with the
Biblical passagés for the time being, He wanted Lille back, That

was all he wanted, He could not hold back the tears,

Several days elapsed, and Lille did not come, Sadly he pilcked
through the paraphibenalia she had left behind -- her clothes, stationery,
combs, and artist's equipment., He did not attempt to store any of it
away, or throw it away, for bhere was nonetheless a chance he would
not need to, What if she did come back, though? What would he say
to her? BRegretably, she was probably now in the company of Stephen --
the wretch -- and she might even have slept with him, No, for her to
do that would have been inhuman, But, even so, he could forgive her;
he could forglve her for most trénsgressions and infidelfties, if only
she would allow him one more opportunity to confront her face to face,

One afternoon thertelephoné rang, It mas the lawyer Lucien
had hired, The lawyer called t6 inform Lucien that he had arranged

for sbttlement of the estate, and that he wanted to drop over that
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evening, Then there came é gecond call from Ted Domeshek, who agked too
if he could pay a brief visit, Domeshek said he would be coming in

legs than an hour, Just was Lucien hung up, he heard the cat mewling
loudly on the front steps, aﬁd he heard a muted, female voice saying
"Kitty, lovely kitty.". It was Lillel He flew to the door, She was
holding Fmery in the crook of her arm, petting him, She looked up N
at Luclien with blg, shameful eyes, Her halir was dirty and hexr face

pale, She wore the same outfit as when she had gone, now almost a

week ago, With the ecat in arm, she stepped inside end murmured to
Lucien: "Will you let me come back?"”

"Let ybu? God, I was the one who should ask you. I was terrible,
doing what T did, I went berserk, I didn't mean to do it -~ I could
have killed him, if I was strbnger or meaner, I did it -- well -- Lille,
TI've been insanely Jealous, that’s all, like a little boy, and I shouldn't
have been, You.saw the absolute worst in me,"

"No, T didn't," she said mournfully. "You were right in what
you did, Stephen®s a beast, I don't know why I let him befriend: me,

He treated you horribly, Luclen, oh =-=" §She wrung her hands, "I've
been a wandering spirit of late., I've gone down into hell, See ==*
She pointed to her own eyes, which were bloodshot, "Stepben had evil
intentions for me, He wanted to destroy my miqd.' I was a miserable
fool, and I let him mislead me,"

"Did you go to bed with him?"

"No, I couldn't have, Physically, he’s a hideous man, you
could see that, But what he did was worse,"

She caught_hérself. her face reddening, and he could see that
she was harboring some nnpleasant secret,

"What?"
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"No, I can't tell you," she wailed, rising to tears, "Yoﬁ'd
hate me, Lucien, I'm back for good, I want to narry you," -

“I don't ﬁnderstand.“ He wondered why in heaven she was willing
to say that now, Could he trust her? What had happened during those
absent days; She looked utterly distraught, She seemed to have lost
weight an& waslgkinnier than he had ever seen her, It was as though
she were some soit of survivor,from a’ party who had been lost in
the wildemess, and‘who had ﬁanaged after a harrowing ordeal to find
her way out, | _

"I'm serious," she pleaded, "I'm serious, Lucien, I'm a different
woman, I°'ve been through hell,'it's true,*

"Did he beat you up?"

"No, "

"What happened? Christ, I want to know,"

With shaking hands she lowered the cat to the ground, “I've,
I*ve,” she stammered, "been in g differeqt world, Stephen tricked me,
He made me drop acild, and my mind was blasted for God knows how many
days. He should have taken me to the hospital, T thought I never would
come to my.senses, Oh, it was wretched, I'm still seeing phantoms,

I thirsted for paradise, for knowledge, but I got perdition instead,
I'm aware of things now I was never aware of before,"
Sobbing, she edged up to him and parked her head against hig
shoulder, ' | :
"I want you to get me out of this,” she cried, "I'm bound to you,"
“T ecan't gét you out myself," he said, "That's not what marriage
for me is all about,” _’ |
“Whatever," she blurted, "Wh&tever? Oh Lucien, I don't know what

I can say, what I cen do, for you‘to,do that one thing -- forgive me ~--
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He added, "Do we need to set a day yet?"

"Boon ., * shé sald, "Lucien. I don’t want a big wedding,

7 don't want ever to tell my family, They would say, 'have you
really considered?® My brother, especlally, and my mother -Q [
couldn®t explain to her., We won't tell them until we've done it, and
then they®11 have to be happy for us, won't they?"

"I'd 1ike to meet your mother at least, maybe before we go
through with 1t," |

"S8he'd have to come down here, We can't afford to go up there,
Maybe she would, No, i1t's better to bave it be a total surprise,
We have to surﬁrise heor.™

"You've never said much about your mother,"

“No, 1t's because we don't communicate much, since my father --"

*Well, whatever is best,"

"Shall we just find a J,P.2"

"Yes, T think -~ no, we need some ceremony, I know -« we could
have a wedding by the sea, and wé could‘lnvite a few friends, I
have a few friends -- yod have a few, There would be only a small
number at our wedding, And we could get a Preacher, not that dreadful
Haskings, but someone who was sensitive, you know, someone who would
do it our way, and he could recite beautiful things, and we could
turn our faces out to the waves, and 1t would be beautiful, That's
all, It'd be very simple, I could ﬁake my own dress, and -="

Suddenly she blanched, He could see that she was trembling,
ahd she looked éway. Tlghtening her fists, she sald, "Luclen, it's
not fair; I've gét to tell you, I can't deceive you again." And

she awung‘arouﬁd»with a long face and doleful eyes. "Im* pretty sure

that 1I'm pregnant. No, i1t's by you, that's for certain, Tt couldn't
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be aﬁybody else., T guess when I learned about 1t I came to realize,
more than because of what Stephen did to me, I didn’t mean for it

to happen. I don't really Mmow how, It was some night when I shouldn't
have, but T so desireg you, Or it might have been a night I've
forgotten completely." ‘

Luclen recalled the night on the beach when he had forced hils -
way into her, when ghe was not conscious enough to resist., It was
he who was at fault, It was as though he had raped her, and he felt
terrible,

"That wasn't the only reason T decided to marry you," she said,
"You have to understand that., It was only what made me reallze -=*

“Iille, Lille!" he exclaimed, "It doesn’t matter." 1Indeed, he
now truly felt that it was of nd great consequence, While the child |
might prove a burden, it might also secure their love once and for alg{
more than mere testimonies of affection could accomplish, The days :
ahead would be difficult, but they would endure, They had so much
of thelr lives legt, 2

“Lucien, the whole thing is very frightenting to me, I never
believed I was cut out for marriage, let alone this, and all so quickl
But it has to be that way., We®re responsible for what we've done, I
need to grow up, I need to be accountable fq; éomething. Sometimes !
“1ife has to press you into doing things you think yoiu don't want,
because 1t's hell if you just follow your own selfish whims,™

| "Well,”" he sald, “we'll bave to make it, won't we? We®ll take
each step ="

A knock sounded at the door, Lucién had forgotten that Domeshek

was coming, and he cringed, Cocking her head, Lille glanced at him
inquisitively, )
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" '
"Damn,"” he whispered., “ITt's Domeshek, Before you came, he called,
and T told him == I can't tellrhim to go away."

“No," she sald, "don't do that, Those people don't annoy me
anymore, I1've gottmn ?ver being so childish,"

There was a second knock, Domeshek presented himself without his
wife this time, 'He peered, unsmiling, at Lucien through hls glasses, -
“Tucien,"” he seid, “I'm happy to see you again," and noting Lille,
he said, "and you too,"

Lucien offered Domeshek a glass of 1ce'tea, but Domeshek politely
declined., "No, I can't stay long, There’s a matter T thought I°'d
better discuss with you.," He adjusted his glasses around his ear,
his brow rumpled, and he coughed to clear his throat, as an elderly
gchoolteacher does before commencing with his lecture, Folding his
hands meticulously, Domeshek said, "Luclen, Itve waited a long while
to talk over this with you -=" Again, he cleared his throat, making
a faint, gargling noise. "It°s a 1little difficult for me, knowlng as
T have both you and your father.,” He cast an eye at Lille, "I suppose
1t's alright if the young lady hears this. Anyway, I°ve sald before how -
Liz and I_think of you as one of ours, Your father -- your father con-
_fided something to me once which he wanted you to know about, 1if he
should ever die, you know, unexpectedly. He may éven have mentioned it
to you =- I really don®t know about that -- but in case he didn’t, T
thought T ought to let you know, Jjust in case -- it was about your
mother, I never really knew your mother, as you're probably aware.
11z and T had met her, and we lnew something about what did happen before
you were born, and about her leaving, Karl kept pretty quiet about that
buginesgs, but he did say a few things.r We were talking one day, here,

at the house, and he told me some things. Maybe he didn®t really want

AR Ve g =
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" to tell me, but he must have felt he had to, Anyway, Lucien, this
is going to be hard for me to say, because I imagine you still have
a Teal love for your mother, but =-- Karl felt it was not right what
she had done, I guess he was as startled as you when she left, I°11
get to the point., Karl didn®t have all that much to leave behind, and --
well - he wanted it to all go to you, He wanted you to be his one .
helr, and he didn't want her claiming any of it, I don't know if
you've talked to the lawyer, but I think the lawyer knows, He was
afraid she might come back because there was money and, of course,
you'd believe what she told you, because she's your mother, But he
wanted it all to go to you, so you could make your life with it, I
don®t know what he really thought of your mother, I imagine he'd
gotten over 1t somewhat, maybe more than you, He didn't want you
to be bothered by her, I don't know myself why these things happen,
T knew a little about your father®s and mother®’s marriage and well --
i t was unfortunate -- you know, when people who are really so different
get married like that., Maybe he felt sorry for her, but he didn't
when I talked to him, He didn't hate her -~ you need to realize that --
but she was, well, different, very diffierent, and that was a shame,
There are some people in this world who can never belong among us,
if you know what I mean,”

"I know what you mean," Lucien reblied cooly, "and I really don't
like that implication, if you don't mind my being honest,"

"Of course," Domeshek sald, his nose twitching, "But that's
understandable, She was your mother, after all,"

"Well, I'm glad'you let me know," Lucien éaid with a sigh,
't*m suie the lawyer will have it in writing.”
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"I really don't know," Doin_esnelg seid, "Well, that's all T had
to say., I put it off for a few weeks until things settled down a bit,
I should be goigg now,"

' Lﬁcien looked at his father's friend intensely and with anguish,

Was Domeshek actually telling the truth? Had his father really guarded )
such feelings toward his mother? It was true that his father, kindly
and ghietly, héd sought to erase every remnant of his mother's memory
within the household, but Luclen had thought his father had done so
in order to ease his son's suffering, Lucien had thought his father
nust have still loved somehow the woman who had lived and slept with
him all those years, and that he must have nursed some kind of private
grief, just as Luqien had done, Perhaps he had mistaken his own
chlldish feelings for his father®'s actual intentions; he had been wrong
about his father.for years, It was quite painful for him to acknowledge
what Domeshek had told him, and Domeshek could very well be incorrect.
Domeshek was a busybody who elways menaged to hurt by trying to help,
Too far rémoved from the situation, Domeéhek was probably all too
prejudiced and old to have a proper understanding of what had been the
case, Domeshek was not malicious, but neither was he to be tolerated,
It was time he pullBdraway..from all pretense, He. wanted to be nice
to his father's friend, but he also felt the compulsion to outrage him,

"Before you go," Luclen.said to Domeshek, "I want to tell you
something, You see; I'm very glad whét you've gold me, and you should
know everything, especially since my father is gone now," Nodding to
Iille, who had segted-herself quietly, Luclen slapped his hands against
his side and saild, "Well, yoﬁ see, my father would have wanted me to be
happy in any case, but there was one thing he couldn't do to guarantee

it. He ocouldn®t bring back my mother, and he couldn't —- you've met
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Iille, She's a wonderful person, Dad would have thought so too,
She came to me at the right time. We fell in love, Yes, she's been
living her with me, That's what jove leads to, and is all about,
Dad wouldn't have minded, He would have been quite happy for me,"
Domeshek scowled-with uneasy astonishment, “_ _
"Yeg," Lucien went on, "but she®s done more than jﬁst get me
over the hump, We're going to be married, It's a pity Dad couldn't
be here to see it."
Domeshek glanced at Lucien, then at Iille with wounded befuddlement,
His hands were fidgeting with the car keys he had yanked from his
pocket, And Luclien was pieased that Domeshek was upset, though he
was bent on convincing Domeshek that there was nothing at all improper
about what he had divulged,
| “Well," Domeshek stuttered,"well,"” Luclen saw that Domeshek
wag struggling to find within himself a reason to express approval,
"That's good, but Luclen -="
"Don't say anything more, please,”,Lucien interrupted, "It's
a very good thing, Dad would have rejolced with us, That's what
Haskings aid at the gervice, We nmust find cause for rejoicing,”
Domeshek shook his head, refusing to look at Lille any more,
"We ought to talk about this some time, and you ought to discuss it
with Reverend Haskings before -- well, beforé you go through with it,
There are matters you should think about, I've sald what I had to
say., Excuse me," He exitéd through the door without turning apound
to say goodbye,
' “Yahoo," Lucien shouted when Domeshek was beyond earshot, "Lille,
he's off my back, TIt°s too bad. He had the best intentions,’

Lille, we’ve got to get things ready., We need to plan, When?
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Soon, I suppose,”

Lille smiled ﬁeekly. "Lucien, you have to take over now, I'm
ready ag soon as you are," |

Lucien was indeed ready., This time he would not let fortune
betray him, He would make sure that the pact was sealed as soon as
possible, in case she might have second thoughts, He was single-
minded now, It didn't matter what might lie in the days, and even
years, ahead, He was possegssed with the opportunity of the moment,
He had been a victim of incalcuable circumstances -- woman's whims,
broken confidences -- long enough, Now he would not wait, He would
wrest his own happiness, and Lille's too, from the deeds of time and
disappointment, Marriage to Lille was all that counted, He was at
war with the inconsgtancy of human will, which seemed the very essence
of time and fate, It was the last week in July, He suggested to
Lille that they go, that very week, and find a justice of the vpeace,
Afterwards, they could have a public ceremony to make it respectable,
Tomorrow was Sunday, They could get married the following day., Lille
reminded him they needed a blood test first, and they would have to
walt for the results, perhaps several days. "8lright," he said, They
could deal with that problem on Monday, but it was unfortunate, because
he hoped no “complications® would develop, iie reglized he was being
a bit overbearing with her, But she appeared utterly calm and compliant,
She was almost servile toward him, which was not at all like her, Yet
her stance lend him a strange conviction for the first time that he
was on top of things., ,

The lawyer came and detailed the estate as his father's will had
dictated and in aécordance with state pfobate laws, In the will Lucien’s
mother was, as Domeshek had reported, never mentioned, Lucien, oddly,

found himself in cold agreement with the specifics of the settlement
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The estate amounted to 1little ﬁore than the death expenses and some
sundry savings and securities, which could be used to support them
until he had a job, The matter of g Job was resolved on Monday,

When he and Lille returned from the hospital for their blood tests,
Lucien received a telephone call from a newspaper editor of a small
daily across the Bay in Marin County, The editor was the only one
who had granted him an 1nterview, and he had a job, He would start
work the eleventh of Auvgust, What luck, he thought, Marin would be
& pleasant area in which to live, They could sell mhe house in Oakland
and buy a little bungalow in the woods, far away from the city, “It'sg
all falling together," Lucien squealed happily to Lille, He began to
think about the baby as well, He had not anticipated fatherhood so
early in his life, but now that it was inevitable, he would have to
regard the good features of it, Marriage and family would give

his life some substance at last, Certainly, he and Lille would
gradually sink into an uneventful routige. but stability had its
virtues. Their life would not be glamorous, but they would no longer
be lonely, and they would have a direction for their days together,

an aim other than 8imply growing old, They would Slowly grow in their
mowledge of each other, Their love would ripen, ang they would no
longer be fleéks in the swirling torrent of the generations,

All throughlthe week Lille was wonderful with him, She made
love gracefully with hig 1ﬁ bed; she always let him lead her, telling
him all the while how adept he had become in the sexual art, She
chattered on about married life, for the most part whimbically, even
though she rarely'made reference to her Pregnancy, Lucien wondered

why her Pregnancy did not geem to be Imore on her mind, as it geemed

to him such an important prospect for any weman,
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Lille explalined, "It's too early to get excited, I have to
think about getting married first." She never left the house without
him, Everything in the house she kept as tidy as a saint's altar,

S8he cooked all the meals, She wa.s already a superb, little housewife,
and he looked forward-to her learning more domestic amenities, On
Friday the results of the blood test came, All was in order, and N
they made plansg to travel to Marin County on Monday to have the marriage
vows performed, |

Friday night, toward ten o'clock, someone rang Lille on the
télephone. Lucien was reading on the sofa, and Lille answered it,
Lucien heard her say "hello,” and then she was silent for about a
minute. Then he heard her mumble 1ﬁploringly, "no, that can't be,"
And there was another interval of silence before she shrieked under
her breaths "That ien®t going to happen, I won't, I*ve worked it
out, Please don't call back," and she hung up,

"Who ﬁas that?" Lucienrasked, curiously.

I1lle’s eyes were glassy. "I'm not really syre,” she gaid
cooly., "Some crank,"

"Come on, I heard you talking,”

"Tt wasn't anything or anybody,"” she protested, "Now =="

The telelphone jingled once again, Lucign'went to answer it,
but there was a click on the other line as soon as he had finished
his greeting,

"ILille," he said suspiclously, "I want to know what's golng on.,"
de thought it might be Stephen, and he asked her if it was,

"It might have been," she said curtly, "but I'm done with him,
Can't you understand that?"

‘ She‘weﬁt té bed before he did, while he continued reading, He
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wa g readdhg a magzine article entlitled "The New Moraiity," which was
all about the effects of the pill on the sexuél éttitudeslof young
women, Oblivious to the time, Luclen drifted off sleep, Then, sometime
in the course of the early morning, his sleep was shattered by a
loud rapping. BSpringing up, he saw by the clock that it was one-forty,
The rapping, which turned out to be at the front door, Waé persistent,
Lucien tiptoed to the door, opened it a crack, and in the darkness
caught sight of two men, One of them was the hated 3tephen, The
other man looked unfamiliar, '

"What do you want?" Luclen snorted,

Stephen spoke: “"It's OK, we Just want to talk a little bit,"
"With Lille? Or me?"

"With ybu," Stephen éaid cagually.

Lucien was fearful. He knew Stephen had a score to settle,
for which reason he was not sbout to let him in, especially since
Stephen had brought along one of his hangers-on, Lucien feared that
to allow them inside was to invite mayhem., Perhaps Stephen even had
a weapon, S&tephen was the type who was vicious and crazy enough to
do just about anything,

"You're out of your mind," Lucien whispered, "Come back when
it's daylight,"

Stephen had 1it a cigarette, which glowed red in the darxk, “We
have to talk with you," Stephen sald wlth firmness, "I've got somebody
here you might want to meet.*

_”Hho?"

The other man now spoke up in a hoarse and somewhat effeminate
volce, "I'm Brian, Lille'é hrother," the other man said, "I want

to talk to you about her,*
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Luclen was scared, Though he was ready to open the door, his
common sense urged him otherwise, "How do I know you're who you say
you are?" Luclen demanded, L

"That I'm her bpother?”

"Yeg, M -

"Well, T can tell you anything, and what I want to tell, man,
you ought to know." The other man's voice sounded too earnest to
be a deliberate pretense,

Nervously, Lucien let the pair come in. Stephen looked at
him and smiled, but not with the sneering condescension of their last
encounter, Stephen was wearing the same leather shirt he had worn
a week before, The man who cliaimed to be Lille's brother was clad
in blue jeans and a lime-green T-shirt, He had a light, stubbly beard
and a tremendous head of strawberry, wlre curls. Lucien thought he
had a very mousy apperance for gsomeobdy allgedly in the Marines,

"Glad you saw to reason," Stephen said, "This here is Brian,
I11le's brother, as I said, He's got some words for you,»

Brian stared at Luclen in an extremely timid ang self-conscious
manner, He had the look of a boy, no more than elghteen or so, small-
walsted, and showed arms as thin as tendons, His face was bloodless
and gaunt, He was entirely different than Luclen had imagined, There
was a distracted flutter in his eyes, He sald to Lucien: "Can you
get her out of it?"

"I don't get what you're.driving at," Luclien replied,

Brian coughed with a somewhat asthmatic wheeze, Cupping his
hand over his mouth, he brought the spasm to an end, then peered
with a vacant 1ﬁnocenca which seemed to hint almost at embarrassment.

He sailds "I was sayin® she needs to get out of whatever she's doin®
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right now, Look, man, she’s my sister, and she can do just about
enything," ‘ . |

Lucien couldn't quite fathom what the boy was frying to say,
Stephen looked at Brian, then silently at Lucien with a knowing and
squint-eyed grin, Brian went ons "She's a 1little crazy, man, Maybe
you know that, 8Stephen's been tryin® to help her out a bit, but
she's -="

Luclen interrupteds "She's crazy like hell, What are you
trying to pull over me?" He glared at Stephen, "You helped her
alright, She told me about your giving her that aclid, or whatever
it was? You almdst made her mind a dead husk,"

"Now you know something you didn’t know before, maybe," Stephen
sald unctuously, "You've heard her first lie, I didn't give her
the stuff. She ripped it off me, you know, T admit, I keep the
stuff in my cupboard for the right clients, but she wasn't one of
them, Brlan here's asked me to protect her and T did it, like an
old mother hen protects one of her brood.V

"God, that's a lie," Luclen objected, "You're the father of
lies."”

"There's nobody better at lying than Lille," Stephen said,
"You know a good lie when you can't believe it's a l1lie," 4&nd he
winked at Brian,

Brian sald, “Look, you -= Lucien, isn't that your name? --
you don't know who she is, She's my sister, man, IT've known hei
longer than any of you dudes, I know all about her, I don't want
her to get in any trouble, or to cause you the same, But her head
Just isn’t screwed on right, Stephen, well -- Mom couldn't afford

a shrink, and Stephen was a good friend, so I asked him to look
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after her, We were afrald she couldn®t hold a job, She latched
onto you at the right time, because we thought she might be'goin'
to flip out. She's heavy into drugs, man,"

"That's wrong," Lucien snapped, "She's lived with me over a
month, and I haven't séen her using any of that stuff.,”

"She comes here," Stephen said, "because she wants to come out
of 1t, It's a good place for her, and who knows, maybe you're the
one to straighten her out, Friends of the family, like me, can't
do it." '

Lucien was enraged with Stephen at that point, "To hell with
you," he burst out, “you sound like some pious physiclan, but you
don't have any idea how to do good. You sat here in this living
room, and you were spouting the most goddam, obnoxious and insane
erap, I sat and listened to you, You sald you were golng to burn
the world down, and us along with it."

Stephen responded with a sour laugh, "You took me all
too seriously, din't you? That's why yow flew off the handle, like
a little Jew boy who hears the word 'kike,® T make a profession
of outrage. T was fiddling, but the city wasn't really burning, now
was 1t? Sometimes I get carried away, but I try not to get worked
up by 1it.”

"You're a fake as well, " Lucien cxied,

"T might as well tell you that Lille came here after she left
you, and we declded to get married, We're golng to do it, and, well,
theré's more, She's going to have my baby."

At that Stephen laughed uproariously, so much so thét his
face turned scarlgt; and his eyes.glistened. Finally, Stephen took

hold of himself and said, "God, what’d she tell you? You didn®t know?
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She hoddwinked you, Isn®t that incredible? Hell, she's élways got
bablies on the brain, Every guy she fucks she comes around and says,
*Darling, I°m knocked up now,® and she blows their minds, She's fucked
so many guys the past six months I bet it wouldn't surprise me if
she were pregnant now, But most likely she's been so afraid of
getting knocked‘up she®s come to believe she actually was, and you're
the one this time, Conslder yourself the celgbrity of the month,"
"Goddam you," Luclen bawled. He knew Lille must have woken
up by now, for he heard a faint rustle in the bedroom, "“You're the
greatest pig T ever knew, You want to destroy her, more than me,"
"Tt's just whats so," Stephen sald cooly, "She's hooked you
with the latest of her lies, No, not her lies, her fantasies, But
what does it matter? She believes them all, What'd she tell kou
about herself, that she's a proper Mills graduate, or Swarthmore?
She doesn't even have a degree, She dropped out of Cal two years ago,
She's smart, polished, and she speaks wwli, that I admit, But her
head is somewhere else, She can always act in the way she fancies
herself at the moment,"
Lucien turned to Brlan, who looked back at him sheepishly,
"It's right, man," he said, "“she never got a degree,"
"And her father?" Lucien asked, "He's dead, she told me,"
Brian shook his head.  "She won't own up to it, He's not
dead, He walked out of the family some years back, He's a skid
row bum now, drunk all the time, in Portland, where we come from.,"
"And she séld -=" Lucien was sick at heart, even though he
was fighting with every fiber of will hot to bellieve what he was
hearing, "She told me youﬁwere in the Marines, but 1t doesn't look ~--"

- Brian shook his head, - He shrugged, pointing to his clothes,

&
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“It's not true," .

Lucien's head was pitching, The nausea was seeping through
his abdomen, She had perpetrated the most cruel hoax on him,
unless =-- unless, of course =- Stephen had staged the entire affair
to gull and humililate Aim. It was possible, but it seemed less and
less plausible, He would have to get Lille's version of the story
right away, evenl if it might be agonizing, As he headed for the
bedroom, Lucien overheard Brian saying: "We got to see her. Mom
wants her back, so she can the right help."

ILllle was sitting up in bed with the light on, She had stripped
herself totally naked and drawn up her body in a serpentine, cross-
legged posture, She held her hand daintily over one of her breasts,
and she stared at Luclen with trancelike wonder, Without engaging
Lucien's eyes, she sald stifflys: “So you've come for me too, You
couldn’t let me be, could you? You had to violate the inmost part
of me, You couldn®t stand to take things as they seemed, only as
they had to be, I've heard the lies they'’ve been saying about me,
They®re lles, lies, the most hateful lies., Who's going to point out
a 11e? Not them.“

In a frenzy Lucien flung himself against her naked body,
clutched her head against his chest, and cried, "i believe you,
For sure, T believe you," But Lille was as languld and cold as a
brick of cheese, He dug his fingers, desperately, into her shoulder,
and trled to kiss her, but she gprung back limply. He planted a
kiss on her breast, but she made no response, "Lille, please, T
love you. 1I'll make them go away., They're impostors, Stephen's
a fool, TI°'1l throw him out, as I did the other day."

~ "No," she sald, 1t won't help, Tell them to come in,"®
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As 1t happened, Stephen and Brian were already standing in :
the doorway, Stephen was shaking his head, and he smiled at Lille,

"Well," she sald to Stephen, “so you couldn't leave well enough
alone, It’s too bad, You tried to snatch the last morsel of freedom
from me, but this time‘I've done it all myself,*

"You what?" Stephen exploded, He was like the dwarf in the fairy
tale who had hedrd his magic name uttered. "You're s bltch, a goddam
blteh., You're damned forever," He looked at Lucien, now helplessly,
Pitifully, "You didn't stop her?" '

Lucien shrunk back in bewllderment, Lille raised her arm in
a sweeping arc above her head, thrusting in relief the black nipples
of her breasts, and with a titter she said, "I've done it all myself
this timé.“

"What?" Luclen asked nervously.

"You fool," Stephen raved, "she's swallowed another one of
those things she ripped off me, She's going to sail out of sight
in a 1ittle while, You didn't know, did you? She's going to burn
up her mind,*

Lille cackled loudly, “Nobody has me noyw, only God has me,"

"God end hell," Stephen shouted, and he turned and raced for
the door with Lille's brother close behind him, "f won't be here
anymore to watch 1t,” he screeched, ramming the door against its
hinges, |

Lucien shut the door, switched off the light in the bedroom,
disrobed, and lay beside Lille, who was breathing softly, He did
not know precisely what to expect from here, Perhaps, if he was
vigilant, he could help her through the tribulation which was about
to begin, He would stay by her until dawn, and then there might be
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one last chance for healing, Wrapping his arm 8bout her, he felt
her breasts rising and falling like gentle waves over water, At

length he heard the dull, irregular patter of what sounded like rain

on the shingles of the roof, but he thought he might be mistaken, for
it never rained in summer, The sound ebbed away, and he grew exceedingly
tired, He was determined, nevertheless, not to fall asleep., His head
ached from the strain, He started to see strange and straggling
scenes before his eyes, which did not make much sense, Then he was
asleep, But suddenly he seemed to awke, and he opened his eves to
behold in the corner of the room an apparltion, He could not gauge
whether it was a dream, for the vision was brilliant and alluring,

His heart wasg ralpltating with astonishment and terror, He saw the
image of his mother, her eyes black and lustrous and obsidian, her

arms flapping like a tattered gown in a strong wind, She seemed to

- float toward him, He cried out, and he discovered that it was only

the froth of a nightmare, But now he was selzed by a more immediate
and alarming realization, Lille, without his knowling, had disappeared
from the bed, Tossing on his clothes, he‘ran out into the living

room, He witness there her naked form, as ghostly as a dream, hovering
near the door, He ealled to her, but the door swiftly opened, and

she evaporated into the ipht,

He ran after her, He believed he would catch up with her
soon, for she was not as fleet ag he, But once in the darkness he
lost sight of her, The night was choked with a feathery mist, and
the ground was unusually wet, He sprinted into the street where
he caught sight of her agdin, in her nakedness, dashing along the
sldewalk with such.speed she seemd to be skimming through the air,

The damp cold seeped into his msucles, but he mustered sufficient

strength to pursue her., He did not worry whether someone might come
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along and notice them, dhe ran ahead of him, always at an insuperable
pace. The street lights blinked at the perimeter of his vision,
as if they were stars flickering out, To the Rose Garden he followed

her, and he looked down to see her leaping from step to step into

-

the darkness below,

"Iille," he yelled, His voice was crisp and resonant in the
heavy air, He rushed down the stalrs, At the bottom he lost her
once more, but he heard her.footsteps acposs the garden, where the
ruined solarium lay. He zigzagged among the rose bushes to where
she seemed to have paused, He ran up, encountering her face to
face at long 1ast..

"Lille, dammit, come back to the house,” A fluorescent streamer
from the streetlamp above struck her eyes, which glinted faintly,
She stared at him, almost as if she had no idea who he was, Her
eyes were in am.immobile ecstasy.

"Ibm gone," she said., "I've come to where I am -- now --

forever,"”

v

"Lille, yqu‘re mad," Buthe felt for an instant that by chance
it was he, not she, who was the mad one, She seemed so much at peace
with herself.

Her 1lips rolled into a prissy smile, and she twittered, like
the birds he heard each morning, "No," she sald, "I'm gone, I'm
gone far away, come again some other day, Ha, ha, You can't have
me, whoever you are, No one can have me, I'm truly God,"” &nd
she darted off again,

He was beside himself with horror and grief, 8he had changed
in a way of ﬁhich he could take no account, He seéﬁd he had come

to the very end with her, But, yet, there still seemed to be time,
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time for the-very last reconeciliation, 1if onlyrhe could persuade
her to step out of her madnessg, to return to bed with him, With
determination he could make it so that everything in the morning would
be the same as it was. |

Lille was nowhere‘in view, The darkness was everywhere, He
stumbled back against a rose hedge, Its sharp thorns toré through
the fabric of his shirt., He wanted to call for her agin, but it
seeméd rather futile. The mist was thickenlng, and he could hear
the hiss of raindrops all through the leaves and bushes, The darkness
overwhelmed him, He felt as though he were very young again, but
" this time wlthout the loneliness and hukt he had undergone before,
A gush of warmth filled his limbs, The darkness seemed, magically,
to be receding, and the 1ight from the street lamp was intensifying,
perhaps to usher in the sunrise, He was not angry at Lille, No,
he loved her passiesately.He loved her, in spite of the madness in
which they both were in dangér of drowning, He loved her more than
he had ever imagined himself capable of loving, She was gone, but in
her absence he loved her more fiercely., She was the one who had
taught him how to love, not as a child loves, but as & man loves &
woman., And he felt as light as she was, He would pursue her into
her madness, even 1f he never touched her naked bo&y again,

He hurled himself into the dark space of the ruilned solarium,
Ee did not know if he would find her %kre. At first he thought he
glimpsed her face about five steps away beside a large, shadowy object
that could have been a chunk from the foundation, "Lllle," he implored
tenderly, but there was no reply; He stumbled and fell on his face,

crashing in pain against the muddy and rock-littered ground. He felt
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weightless, blissful, Out of the cofner of his eye he saﬁ the space
was lightening, Perhaps dawn had arrived, Eagerly, he pulled himself
up from the ground, . |

But where_he had seen her face before, he was suddenly dazzled
with a fantastle spectacle, He was struck dumb by what he saw,
The space was fiiled with a weilxrd and radiant light, and in the midst
of.the light he beheld a fiery face, bright as a million suns., It
was the face of his mother and Lille together. The face seemed to
be smiling and weeping at the same time, The face was both young
and old, beautiful and hideous, It had no arms or body, and 1t raged
and detonated with sparks, like flaming matter fpom an expleding nebula,
He himéelf was being consumed in the fire, the fire he knew in deepest
awenwas the face of God., He coilld not move; he was petrified like
the bones of all his human ancestors who had lived and died before
him, Slowly he watched the fire go out. The darkness returned, his
body relaxed, and he began to cry, though he was crying in exultation,
He fell to his knees and threw his hands over his eyes in dread,
He heard himself sobbing, though it was hard to distinguish what
he heard from the sound of the falling raln, which dripped down over
his face and ran to the ground in little puddles and rivulets trickling

away into the glgantic darkness that was now out of mind,
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For Lucien, everything that morning seemed haunted and unreal.
{n return to the house,-he discovered that all the lights were burning,
eren though he remembered having left them off, The cat had disappeared
again, and did not show up as it usually did around breakfast time,
ne dared not go back into the bedroom, as he was afraid of what he
night see, or feel there, 8o he lay down gnd_finished sleeping on
the living room sofa, He was frightened that he might experience
the vision again, but nothing so prodiglious occurred, He did not
even dream, TInstead he floated into a state of suspended consclousness
In which his eyes remained open, but he could see nothing, except the
Tarefled 1light of the morning that drooped over his weary senses like
a vell of celluloid, About ten o'clock he awoke, untroubled and
refreshed, yet with an odd transformation of his quality of awareness,
Each sensation was elegant and vibrant, The twittering of the birds
outdoors was amplified and sonorous, even‘more so than the morning he
had gone to meet the old man, His perceptlorf were a btit scrambled,
At times he would think he heard a sound, but surprisingly would see
colors instead -- the entire spectrum from red to violet as is visible
through a refracting glass, He turned on the radio and listened to
music, which turned out to be more intense than he had ever heard,
Gradually the anguisb of losing Lille burned away with the morning sun,
Nonetheless, he was reminded unavoldably of her, Toward noon
a policeman visited the house, Lille had been apprehended eax}ier
that morning, as he expected she would, The authorities had found
her lying naked on & path in the Rose Garden, The policeman asked

Lucien some routine questions, In what manner did he know Lille?
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What were the precise circumstances of their relationship? Had any
drugs been kept in the house? The policeman grew ruder as the
questloning dragged on, but Lucien insisted that so far as he was
aware, he had not been any kind of accomplice to criminal actions,
and he did not consider himself responsible for Lille's behavior,
After an hour the policeman left, but in the early afternoon he saw
a large, white car drive up, and two detectives with a search warrant
barged in to ransack the house, One detective kept shouting angrily
at Lucien, as the two rifled through closets, emptied drawers, and
ended up confiscating Lille's clothes and other personal belongings,
Lucien retained his equanimity throughout the proceedings, and he
made a deliberate effort to be as helpful as he could, even if the
detectives did not seem prersuaded of his innocence, At last the

two detectives left wlthout Saying more,

Toward sundown Lucien had another visitor, To his surprise it
vas fdtephen, alone on this occasion, and well-dressed, Stephen
looked deeply embarrassed, .

"T guess you know all about it," Stephen said,

"Yes, T chased her as far as T could; then I lost hex,"

"You couldn't do a damn thing about it, could you?"

"No, She was too far gone,"

"T guess neither of us could do much," he saild with a sigh,

He pulled out a pack of cigarettes, and hesitantly offered Luclen one,

"T don't smoke, sorry,"

Stephen 11t a cigarette for himself, As he blew out a long
sStream of smoke, he said, "You probably think T'm the one who did her
in, don't you?"

But Luclen did not blame Stephen, 1In fact, though it seemed
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downright queer, Lucien did not even feel any enmity now toward
Stephen, Stephen was just a plain, bad-tempered, and uﬁcomely

1ittle man wlth no pronounced capacity for evil, only for thoughtless-
ness, &tephen, llkewlse, no longer appeared to bear a grudge toward
Lucien, if he ever had in the first place, Stephen now, in some
strange way, seemed to want Lucien's confidence, and Luclen was
willing to grant it,

"No, T don't think you're the one," Lucien said, "You couldn't
filgure her out any better than me," é

"Maybe that wasg the hitch," Stephen said. "We men -- we
make plaster icons of our women, and we expect them to behave that
way., We can't deal with it when they go off the deep end."

"I think-you kmow Lille better than me," Lucien said, traying
to be as amiable as possible, because he wanted some information
at this point, "Can you tell me? Why on earth did she lie like
that to me?"

Wrinkling up his nose, Stephen ans#ered: "Aren't we all given
to 1lles?" He posed the question with the detachment of a professor
testing his class,

“Yes, T guess so,"

"She was Jjust worst than most of us, that's all, Listen, my
friend, T was never that tight with her, She came to me, like she
came to you, T didn't go to her. Tt was obvious she wanted something
out of me, T'm a lot older than your crowd, I've lived through things
you or she haven't, I°'ve been drifting through the times on the
far side of things, since °'55, when T got sick of my family and

By religion and all that middle class death trip, so I came out
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here to Baghdad by the Bay, and resolved to be a free man, TI've

been on the inside of things, but I haven't come.up with all that

nmuch =-- wisdom -- to offer, Living like that, with the chicks and

the dope, it hasn't taken me anywhere, Lille wanted ot be an artist,
she told me, but she couldn't even draw a face in the right proportions.
&ihe was fucked up, literally., S8he was trapped in herself, Her old

man was a wino; ags you found out, He's obviously some kind of
decadent, a real one, and she must have wanted to be a decadent herself,
She couldn't tell I was a phony too, She must have admired me like

her old man, because she thought I had something real to offer, But
look what she took from me, I don't kive candy to children, so she
stole 1t from me, T guess that was all she wanted when you really

look at 1t, She wanted an easy rhapsody, She wanted to go out of

her fucking mind.,"

"Did she sleep around so much, as you saild? 1 can take her going
crazy, but when I think of that, I get mad.,"

"Seems she did, Look how she duped you so quickly,"

"And dld she get laid by you?" Lucien feared having to ask
that particular question, but he truly wanted to know,

Stephen looked at him with a smirk, "Hell," he sald, "I'm an
0ld man who's got a dick like a wet breadstick. I was just her sugar
daddy. ©She knows better where to go when she wants a cock,"

"But dammit, she said she lovéd me,"

"Im* sure she did., She wanted love from somebody, but not from
me, She wanted somebody who was, well, stable, And maybe she
thought you were the stable type, She probably thought you had money,"

"She knew I didn't.,"

"Well, shit, maybe she believed you did. She believed what
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she wanted to believe,"
Luclen felt sad now, a kind of serene sadness, the sadness of
knowing the truth for the first time, along with the painful death
of 1llusions, So she had not loved him in a way that ultimately
counted, regardless of his having loved her, for which he was thankful,
But he was sti1l bothered by thepision, He did not intend to tell
Stephen about the vision, at least not straightforwardly, He asked
Stephen: "Do you think she could have sllpped me some of the same
stuff she took? I mean, last night, well =="I gaw something -- T
don't now what it was, Tt scared the hell out of ne,"
Stephen raised his eyebrows, "What scared thehell out of your»
"I don't know. Iwas going after her, in the darkness, T
wanted to tell her something, I guess, but I never got to say it,"
"Look," Stephen said, "anything's possible, But if she'q glven
you some of that junk, you'd have been flying to the stars and back
by now, Then again, if you were so into her mind, you nlght have -
no, that doesn't happen," g
"T don't think I was crazy," Lucien sald, "It was very quick,
and now -- well, forget it " Unfortunately, he could not so easily
fTorget 1t.
"Listen, Stephen sald, “you ought to get the hell out of thisg
Rouse and do some things with nme tonight, You don't want to stay in
this looney bin anymore,” ILucien agreed without telling Stephen,
"Shit, you want a chick after this, don't you? A chick will make
any man feel good when he's coming out of - T know a damn good one,"”
Lucien shook his head. “Not tonight, I don't need to get out
of the house, but I'q rather be alone, maybe put 1t all back together, "

The truth was that he just did not want to 80 out with Stephen, But,
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to be pollte, he sald, "I might want to take you up on it sometime,
however,"

"Well," Stephen said with a shrug, "I'11l give you a ring one
of these days, Can't give you my own number, because I dondt have
one, I'm in and out all the time, but there'll be time,"” He nodded
confidently. "I'm sorry we didn't hit it off at first, TI've got to
admit, I'm usually a bastard, and T thought anybody Lille was sleeping
with had to be a bastard, like myself, T thought she only went for
pricks, little Jew boys, and I did my best to provoke you, lell,
the world's fucked up as it is, and it's getting even more fucked
up by the day, I meant what I said about the fire and all that, but
T wouldn't have put on such a show for you 1f T thought -~ well, hell,
T thought you weren't who you Were.' Lucien, you're straight. You've
got good things to do, even if you get crucified by all those fuckers
out there," As he was going out the door, Stephen said, "Oh yes,
and one thing I forgot, the cops are gonna be around herel bet,"

"They've already been here,"

"They didn't do anything?"

"They turned the place inside out,"

"But they didn't find anything?"

> M

“Well, be a sport and keep my name out of 1t, supposing they
come back, OK?" He.spoke with uneasiness,

woK," Taclen sald ™

"Good,"

Lucien tarried with his own thoughts in the darkening house.

e did not turn on a light, but stood, gazing out the bay window in
the back out over the tiny yard with 1ts overruning foliage which

caught the sinking sun in its black, funicular net and wrang out the
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the last ochre gleams, Suddenly he had the peculiar prescience that
Lille might be coming back, once again, to the house, for a recon-
clliation, After all, she had come back several times before,
Tt was not impossible. Per haps a miracle was about to happen.
Perhaps she had finally come to her senses, But something else told
him that he would never lay eyes on her ever agin, TIn the vision
he had beheld the flaming last of her, The house itself had a
strange and melancholy ambience, It was not his father's house
any longer, nor even his own house, He would have to see about
sellidng the house, Stepping back from the window, he switched on
a lamp,

That evening there came one more person, Lille's brother. Brian,
Obsequious toward Luclen, he apologized profusely for the trouble
he believed "she" had caused, Wearily, Lucien explained that nobody
could really be held accountable for the incident, and that what had
happened could scarcely be called "troubie."

"T think Mom is especlally going to thank you, 'cause you still

Xept her from doing something even ®azlier than she did," Brian said
nonchalantly, He spent about twenty minutes gathering up the
rest of Lille's possessions, stashed them into his car, and went away.

Now Lucien was anxious to get out of the house, as Stephen had
suggested, o he drove to Berkeley and hunted up the same cafe where
he and Lille had eaten, Business at that cafe was slow, It was
Monday night, and the band was not playing., Lucien wandered down
Telegraph Avenue to another restaurant that bore the sipgn Hofbrau
Haus, It was quite dark inside, save for the dim, red-orange heat

lamps that warmed the serving trays and racks of meat along the buffet,
R e St
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candles encased in dark green glass were set at the center of each
table in the diﬁing area, glinting with corpuscles of gray-green
light, like so many cat's eyes, The tables were crowded with young
couples, their stald and distracted faces irradiated in the flickering
zlow, Lucien spotted an empty table for himself, Then he realized
the restaurant was self-service, and went over to stand in line at
the buffet, A glass of beer in hand, he was about to pay the cashier
when he heard a woman®s high-pitched laugh and two male volces in
counterpoint, A group of about slx people pressed through the door,
conversing very loudly. 1In front of the group was a young woman,
wno menaged to catch Luclen's eye, She was strikingly dark and good-
looking; she had short hair which curled evenly in a flip justiabove
her shoulders, and she exhibited a strong, rather masculine, round
face with plump cheeks, Her hips were heavy and sturdy, and her
breasts poked out from her blouse, She was tallking to a short
man next to her, who Lucien noticed to his astonishment was Stephen,
Lucien did not know at first wheéher he should hail Stephen,
His immediate impulse was not to be discovered, But, before Lucien
could finish paying for his beer, Stephen recognized him and called
out in a hospltable tones "Well, Lucien, we couldn't get rid of each
other tonight, could we?"

Stepheni beckoned the young woman to follow him as he made his
way to iwhere Lucieﬂ was standing, Stevhen grinned wryly, and the
young woman's eyes brushed by Lucien with a nalf-interested flourish,

" "Lucien, We have the same naunts, You readly didn't want to
turn down myrmy invitation, did you? Meet some friends here. You

should join us. I have somebody speclal you need to me," Stephen
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nooked his arm firmly about the young woman, 2s he introduced her,
"This 1s Elaine, my advisor, if you want to call hexr that, 0Or
should T say my confessor?"

Elaine smiled politely and nodded to Lucien, Lucien was decidedly
taken by her, She must have been the woman Stephen had mentioned
earlier in the evening., Though he had no interest in sitting down
. with Stephen and his friends, his infatuation with Elaine at that
moment kept him from excusing himself, as he would have otherwise
done, &he fascinated him, Tt was not merely her physical attractivemess,
but the outcropping of a deepfthinking, intelligent mind which he
discovered in her eyes -- dark, quartz-like, and intense., She had a
serlioueness and self—restrai;lr about her, offsetting the cynical and
volatile Stephen, ZLuclen doubted she had much in common with Stephen,
and he wondered why she consented to hig company,

Stephen was acting differently that evening, carrying on in
Jolly spirits about trifling matters, The young men, whose names
Lucien had not bothered to remember, blendished and bantered along
with Stephen, while the two young women kept silent, though on occasgions
smiling and batting their eyelashes at a good-humored remark or two
by thelr nmale companilons, Eléine, however, did not smile much,
Dutifully, she attended with her eyeés and ears to the conversatlon;
but she did not participate, and at times, whenever Stephen spoke,
she would hunch her Shoulders in idle disapproval and glance off,
Lucien took heed of her various faclal expressions with curiesity.
She appeared the kind of woman who has deliberately cast off any
prretext of conventional feminine charm; and she seemed to burn with
an inner righteousness which Stephen, in his wily manner, found

a ready target for his provocations.,
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"Ho, ho," Stephen roared, "it's a pity the people in this world
have their heads screwed on so straight, WNobody has vision anymore --
that's the crux of it, Their minds are little thuinbscrews that keep
squeezing out their guilt, These chicks who've got chastlty belts
around thelr heads, Tt even affects thelr politics." Stephen poured
for himself two frothy pitchers of beer at the table, "Now, that's N
right, FEven thelr politics., Politics are the thing nowadays, Polities
and acid, but nobody's doing acid politics., It's too strong a buslness,
Kell, acid would be salvation for politics, The assholes make war on
us, on our minds and bodies, Well, we slip them acid, and they run
away mad, they run away from this fucking war and they tune into where
it really is, right down in their crotches," He laughed, But then
he noticed that no one else had Jjoined him, All at once the conviviality
disappeared, and Stephen 160ked around, nonplussed, He banged his
beer glass on the table, "Hell, you all know what T meant™

"C'mon," one of the men objected, “Stephen, don't start gettin'
heavy on us like you do sometimes, It goes nowhere,"

"Ah, shit," Stephen snorted, “"you won't let me tell you 1like 1t
is, will you?"

"No, you don't need to anyway," Elaine said, speaking up finally.
Her tone was sharp, carefully computed, witha peremptoriness designed
to put Stephen in his place, "“You just make a fool out of yourself,
and you'd do better if you really had something to say."

The group fell into an embarrassed silence, Visibily irritated,
Stephen turned to the others and said sulkingly, "alright, well 1'11
shut'up if you people have anything better to talk about," |

"That's ot the point," Elaine said, "and you know it isn't,

You were knooking my polities, ridiculing me right here in front of
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your friends, and you thought you could get away with it, because 1
was just another one of your chicks, and you could lay it on all you
wanted, Stephen, you're a fool sometimes, a pampous fool,"

Stephen shrugged in mild contempt. He looked to the others for
thelr support. "Shit,; Stephen sald, "I don't goffﬁ\£33 nuch when
come chick assassinates my honor, Do you understand, friends, what N
she's done? She's assassinated my honor."

"Stephen, you're not just a fool, you'‘re a bilg and noisy pretender,"
Tlalne sald sourly. "Assassinéte your honor? You sound like some
fat, clgar-chomping general, BReally Stephen, you're nothing more
than a pusher and a pimp, That's your honor, friend, You knock the
things T'm committed to, T can take that, but when you go making fun
of them right here in front of other people, I can't take 1t, You're
smooth, Stephen, but you're blown up with so much self-importance it
makes me croak, and T get sick."

"Now walt a minute," Stephen sald with a sly, concillating simper
on his face, "Baby, I'm --" '

"Dammit," she exclaimed with tearful exasperation, "don't call
nme that! You're humiliating Stephen, T don't know why I let you
do this, or why I even stick around you,"

Tt was obvious Stephen had gotten the best of her, Ogling her
with mock pity, he reaéhed for her hand and said, "because 1've got
gomething you don't have, Me,"” He winked comically and waggled his
eyebrows., "Me! Mel You've got me, Baby, we don't need to bore these
good people with our family spats, Now I won't talk politics, 1T
you don't want me to,"

"Damn," Flaine shrieked, clenching her fists and springing up

from the table, "You spout off all you want to, I'm taking a walk.,"
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She pushed back her chalr and marched toward the door, Stephen
followed her calmly with his eyes as she went, "Thin-skinned, she
is," Stephen remarked indifferently. "She can put on such a qulet
front until -- well, yoh saw the results,"

Lucien was tempted to chase after her, He felt Stephen was somehow
being exceedingly rude with Elaine, but no one else in the group, let
alone Stephen, seemed to care that she had gone, as they immediately
resumed the conversation, Stephen started to tell a Jjoke about a
fat man in the zoo, Without a word Luclien eased away from the table
toward the door., He overheard Stephen call from behind in an admonishing
voice: "See if you can do better with her."

Lucien looked up and down the street for Flaine, Telegravh Avenue
was crowded, as 1t normally was on summer evenings, Lucien ran down
to the next corner, then hustled back up toward the university campus
and Sather Gate, 1In his haste he almost collided with a blind pan-
handler, strumming a banjo and Jjingling a hat full of coins, Lucien
stepped around the beggar and hurried on, It was twilight, At the last
street before the campus, he made out the form of a woman, who lboked
like FElaine, crossing with the traffic light to the other side., ile
loped after her as the tight changed red, Just in front of Sather Gate
he caught up wlth her, She did not appear to notice him, but kept on
walking, Finally, he said, banting, "Elaine," but she glared at him
and did not stop, "Elaine, T'm not one of Stephen's frlends, He's
just pushed himself on me, that's all, I saw nobody in the group was
concerned about youi, so I thought I'd better go find you and let you
know == 1 think Stephen's a Jerk the way he treats you,"

Elaine came to a halt and gazedwlth surprise and perplexity at

him, She was quite beautiful, he thought, Her dars eyes were liguid,
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immaterial, like those of a pythia, glossed with outrage and wounded
conviction,
"You're very considerate," she said,
"It was just an impulse," he admitted, "I don't really know
what's going on between you two,"

"Too many things," she said frostily, "Stephen and T vlay cat
and mousc with each other, and T end up being the mouse, even 1f 1T
try to play it cool, you know what T mean, T try to pretend, but
1t's pretty hopeless, He's such a difficult man,"

"Why do you go out with him?%"

She stared at Luclien for a moment, "I guess 1t's because he's
so outlandish most of the time, I°'ve know him a long time, and 1 see
him off and on, when he drops some other woman and plcks me up agaln,
There®s no real romance between us, Stephen couldn't be romantic,
41f he tried, I hate romance myself, anyway, It's so bourgeoils,

Why do I go out with him? Why does a middle-aged lady go to a stock
car race? I need rellef, and he doesn't bear grudges against you,

¥

How do you know Stephen?"
. a week
"T met him abdut wesiss ago., But I knew a 1little of him before

then?"

"You diq?"

‘"Yes, you see,I was going out with one of hils other women, that's
how, He likes me better than I like him, which is weird, You see, the
first time T met him, he got me so mad, I took a swing at him, Tt
was that bad, But it dldn't seem to bother him,"

Examining him with strained amusement, Flalne worked her mouth
into a skewed grin, then let out a snigger which sounded slightly
vengeful, "You d4id?" she asked incredulously, "You hit..him? Good

Tor you."
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"I felt terrible abéut it," Lucien said, "I'd never done that
before, but T really thought he was diabolical."

"Oh, Stephen 1sn't diabolical," Elaine saild, laughing, "ie's
too much a fool to be evil, but he does drive you to extremes, He
does me, especlally, and I feel horrid about it efterwards, IHe zot
my goat this evening., I shouldn't -=" .

"I really didn't want to get in the way of you two,"

“"No," she sald, "you didn't. I'm very glad you hit him, that's
2ll. It makes me feel better., I couldn't do it myself, Anyway ,he's
not worth too much anger,"

"I'm curlous, What was it he said exactly that got your goat?
Something about politics?*

"Oh, yes, If you're interested 1'11 tell you, Stevhen's one
of these arty phonies who thinks he's into new things evexry dayv, you

inow, making loud noises about how hip he 1s and all that, revolutionizing

as he calls 1t, when all he does is sell coke and acid to the little
7lrls he plays with, He's a fool, and he's not a bit dangerous,
except to those who get hooked on him, He thinks people like me, who
still have ideals, are the phonies, because he doesn't have anything
ieft to believe in, He's just‘a disappointed old man, Laying l1little
£irls is his revolutionary act,"

Elaine spoke now with the cool defiance she had shown earlier
during the evening's conversation, "But he's got 1t all flgured wrong,"
she went on, "He doesn't know me, 1f he thinks he can bully me tae
way he's done with some of the rest, Who was she, by the way, T mean,
the one you knew?" |

Lucien smiled. "“She wasn't like you at all,” he said, "fhe

didn't seem to have the will to stand up to him, and T guess that's
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what d1d 1t, TIt's something I don't have time to go into,"

"T see," she sald, more relaxed, "I guess it's your business,

but I hope you got her away from hinm,"
*T almost d1d4.,"

"Anyway, that's your business,"

"Are you golng back?" he asked,

"In a few minutes," she sald, "You can tell Stephen I'1l1 be
back, T've got myself together now, I think T can handle him there
on An,"

Lucien felt he ought to go, "I'm glad I got to talk with you.

T learned something about Stephen,"

"Just be careful," she said, "and Lucien, let's not make this
the only time we talk, You can call me up, Iy last name's Frey,
I'm in the phone book," Ile had not exvected her to make that offer,

"T would like to see you some time," he said, and he hurried
away, Luclen told Stephen he had smoothed things over with FElaine.
Stephen groused: "Well, I'm glad there's another old man who she'll
pay attention to," Lucien excused himself, saying that he was tired
and need to go home, “And Lucien," Stephen sald, somewhat.imvloringly,
"we ought to talk about this come time, You need to hear about what's
going on,"

"OK," Luclen said, admitting to himself, however, that he had
groun weary of Stephen, whose'only remaining value was that he still
night help him understand better what had been the problem with Lille,

On the way home Luclen had Lille more on his nind than ever, Only
a series of diversions had spared him from coning to grips wlth the

meaning of the incldént in the garden, WYow that he was alone with
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rimself, he could reflect once more, It all seemed highly improbable,
an exotle fancy., He still loved Lille, but there was something,
nevertheless, which left him unable to sorrow for her, lle loved

her, yet he suspected‘his love had all along remained abstract. ie
had not been so much in love with her as with love itself. That was ¥
why he had let himself be so readily deceived by her, why he had
swallowed virtually everything she said about love., Never had he
Zlven her the chance to be altogether honest with him, and he had
unwittingly driven her at last to bare the lie, because she could

not have said what she truly felt at any event, Then there was the
vision -- the strange, Intrusive, haunting vision, Had it really been
Lille he had glimpsed in the vision? Yo, her temporal and individual
embodiment had been melted down, and in her prlace had cryvstallized a
form of something infinitely more powerful and mysterious, Out of

the spiraling tracers of unformed energy had emerged a living force,
It was God's face he had seen, He had no other name but "God" for it,
But in the name resided, he surmised, the yet undeciphered code of

his own history, destiny. Tt was not merely an hallucination, But,
in an almost paradoxlcal sense, the event seemed utterly inconsequential,
at least up until this point, The impact of the ﬁision remalined to

be felt, and for the time being segmed only a barely detected augury,
It was not unlike the sorts of circumstances one reads about, just
prior to the onset of an earthquake, circumstances of which human
beings with thelr limited sensory capacities are virtually unaware --
the restless howling of dogs, the fluttering of a canary in its cage,
fith leaping from the water, His crippled senses were perhaps the
reason why he had failed to gather in the genulne import of the vision,

and why he preferred his familiar routines,
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Back at the house, he found himself afraid to go in, He feared
the vision might materialize again., He began to think about Flaine,
de could easily fall in love with her, if she would let him, To
cultivate a relationship with Elaine would talke time, He did not
&0 baclk into the house, Curling up in the front seat of the car
under the steady, mellow street light, he fell asleep for the night,
and for the meantime at least found his peace,

I'or the next several nights thereafter he slept in the car;
he entered the house as Infrequently as possible, eating a few spare
neals out, and wandering about the clty and hills throughout the day.
Soon the time came for him to start at his job, Cn the morning of
the eleventh he drove nut across the San Rafael Bridze to Marin
County, The sun was low, and the sky was pellucid, A sllvery bank
of fog had settled in across the foothills of Marin, and by the time
he had arrived at the newspaper office -- a square, glass-walled,
weather-smirched mustard building -- the sun had been sponged out by
a gray overcast, The editor of the paper, a Mr. Barney Schroeder,
had stepped out for a few minutes, In the meantine Luclen was introduced
by a secretary to one of the senior reporters, Jim Loomis, Loomis
was a short, lmpertinent fellow with a bristly mﬁstache that bent about
hls mouth like a scythe, highlighting a pexsistently facetious smile,
A native Nebraskan, Loomis had a dry, sarcastic and unlettered manner,
as one would expect from a former prarle farm boys he seemed to regarg
Luclen inttially with the utmost condescension. Rut at length he warmed
and became more friendly, "Maybe you caﬁ handle the nitwits and
boobs you have to deal with around here," he sald spryly,

Luclen agked Loomis what he was talking about, Loomis was

evldently not very happy in his Job._as he immediately began berating
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everybody he dealt with, especially the local city officials., "Hell,"
he growled, "these boobs won't give you the time of day, besause
they think they‘'re so goddamned important, There's no scandal around
here -- T wish thexe weee -- but they think they've got to cover up
whatever they've got to show anyway, 1ike some broad with three tits,
and 1t makes the work pretty boring, unless -- unless you've got some
imagination,” He studied Luclen with circumspection, "Maybe you've
got 1magination =-- I don't know -~ but if you don't, you'll have to
grab 1t pretty fast. You work on a three-bit sheet like this one,
and you've got to produce news. Those guys who snip up the AP roxl
every day, they think they're the hottest shit that ever stank in
creation, because they put up the stuff with the big headlines, lHere,
you 100k at it," He thrust Lucien a copy of the morning edition with
bold headlines: YANKS KILL 380 CONG. "Flummery. Body counts, They
think that's what people want to read about, How many gooks did we
zap today? The more we Zzap, the.more the hair on our chests grows,
You're our rew boy. Well, we're counting on you to get us some real
news." And he sighed, "Well, there's your desk and you're typewriter,
Batney wants you to start by getting the dope on this one," He
sifted through a pile of notes he had on his desk., "Yea, this one,”
He snickered and shook his head, "A Mrs, Pfinsfer, yea, 4¢ Hazel
Drive, she's got a parakeet that's supposed to be twenty-two years
0ld, end it whistles the Hallelujah Chorus or something, We probably
run it every five years, Yea, that's it. Get the scoop and write 1t
up, see?" He handed the note to Lucien, who took it gingerly. "Yea,
vou can do it.,"

"That's what I'm supposed to do flxrst?" Luclen asked, bewlldered.

“Yea," he sald, "and grease up your lmagination,*
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Lucien smiled at the secretary on the way out, She was a sweet,
young girl in g mauve, cpaghetti-strap dress, who looked no more than
twenty, She waved furtively at him from behind her desk,

Luclen felt let down with his first assignment, which it almost
seemed Loomis had invéﬁted as some kind of hazing Prank, But he had
no great expectations about his work, He foresaw little glamor and N
quite a lot of drudgery, He could write the straight news or human
Intersst features demanded by a small, suburban newspaper without
taking 1t all too seriously,

Consulting a street map of the area, which hag been furnisked
to him, Luclen found the house of Mrs, Pfinster, Hrs, Pfinster
turned out to be g Miss Karen Pfinster, a bashfiul seventeen-year-old
with braces on her teeth, whose bird could Indeed replicate an assortment
of classical and popular melodies almost as well as g music box,

"T lnow this is all so silly, but my mother --* she kxept pleading,
Lucien made notes ang went back to the office, where he composed the
story: ‘"HMany contemporary beople would say that Beethoven 1s ror the
birds, but Missg Karen Pfinster has a parakeet --" Ioomis studied the
draft that Lucien had typed on his roll of coarse, buff newsprint,
"Yea, that's got razzmatazz," he said winking, Luctien showed it to
Barney, the editor, who had meanwhile come back té greet hin officially,
Barney was a tall and willowy man with g baby face and back-combed ,
pomaded hair, He made g few precipitous corrections with hisg pencil,
nodded in blasé fashion, and 1aid the coPy flopping in his out-basket,
The rest of the day Luclen was handed rewrites of a stack of local

club and soeial notices, Loomis did not seem to be working very stren-

usouly, and frequently he would stare over at Lucien and ask nin

sonme personal questions,
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"You're pretty damn young, aren't you?" Loomis asked at one
point,

"T guess, I'm twenty-two,"

"Well, you won't- last long,"

"Excuse me?"

"Never‘mind," he said curtly. "You come from around here?"

"Oakland,"

"What do you think of the RBaiders?"

"T don®t follow football much,"

"God, some kind of queer maybe," lie laughed, “No, I don't mean
that, You were lucky to get this Job, Everybody wants to work on
newspapers, even with a five-cent outfit like this one, 1 guess Barney
liked you,"

"T don't know,"

"Barney's always looking for what he calls 'thoughtful young
men,'" Loomils remérked in a sarcastic tone, "I guess he reckoned you
were one among them, You don't laugh much, do you? So you must do
a lot of thinking to balance it off,"

Lucien smiled and said that he did ponder about many things, but
very little of it had to do with the newspaper business, A glint
appeared in Loomls' eve, "Ch, so you're one of those guys who thinks
deeply,"” he said, "Well, T hope you can find a pearl or two in lirs,
Gromowltz's bedpan, That's what.it means to go deep around here,
Tell me, you like chicks?"

Lucien was taken aback, “Why, I don't think I'd be normal if
I didntg. v

Loomis ralsed his eyebrows, leaned over toward Lucien, and puckishly

whlspered: "Well, that's what you really do around here, Listen, you



The Coming

net Janle, the secretary, out therel She's a live one now, Tasy

to get inside her pants, Thaf's a little secret with the boys aroud
nere, see, That's where you get the inside bit, right?" He slapped
his side and chuckled, "O0K, you know where we're going in this
business?" )

Later Janie came by Lucien's desk to deliver some employment
forms, Her mouth twitching, she gave Lucien a little coguettish snile
end then passed out of the room, Lucien saw she had a gold band on
her finger, and he wondered if Loomis had merely been blustering,

At any event, it made 1ltttle difference to him., At four-thirty he

was allowed to go home, OutsSide the weather had turned quite pleasant,
An impulse diverted him from going homeimmediately. He went to find
the svot on the hill by the seminary where he had met the old man,

He got out of the car and strolted down the path to the broken fence,
The sun.was glancing off the roofs of the seminary buildings, and

the grounds were curtéined by a luminous haze, Down below he could
see some indistinct flgures straggling about, but he did not see the
old man, Then, at home, he was surprised to dizcover Stephen walting
for him,

Lucien was curlous what Stephen wanted from him this tinme,
Stephen seemed downcast and a bit on edge. "Lucien," he sald, "I need
you right now, tonight. They're going to crucify me, and I think you
can step in, It has to do with -=="

"With Elaine?"

"It's not just her, TIt's the others too, They have it in for
me, T don't tramp to thelr drumbeat exactly, you see, TIt's really
hard to explain, but they, well, they're Elaine's little eircle of

polliticos -~ that's what they are, And they don't lkke me, I don't
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think Flaine has the guts to tell them off, but T know Lhey're
golng to give me a hard time tonight, and well -~ you get:to know
her, and she respects you, and to make a long story short, 1 got
yvou invited., Can you make 1t?"

"Where, for God's sake?" Lucien asked,

"Hexr friends, they®re having a little get-together not far
from here, T know they're golng to crucify me, but if you cauld --"
Lucien could see Stephen was definltely frightened sabout something.,®

"OK,"Lucien said, "but 1'm not sure what 1t's all about." He
was uneasy about going, but he did tob look forward to beilng with
- Flaine once more,

They drove to a small, red-shuttered Spanish-style house with
a cracked stone facade iIn a black, East Cakland neighborhood, The
dusky street teemed with dark children in play, who shouted and squealed
ot one another, A swarm of them came around the car, like mosqultoes
in the twilight, as he and Stephen climbed out, and one of the black
children taunted: "Mistuh Whitey's here, lMistuh Whitey's here." Then
they scurried off down the street, Stephen rapped at the door of
the house, A burly black man in jeans and a ve;veteen shirt came
to the door, looked Luclen and Stephen over captiously, then bade
them enter without a word, The living room was bare except for a
scuffed, brown leath divan beside a fireplace, a redwood folding
chalr, and a bright, olive and red damask draped over some steel pegps
on the wall, On the brick hearth of the fireplace were seated a man
and a woman, both white, who appeared about Lucien's age, or perhaps
slightly older, They were also dressed casually, The man had a

sandy thatch of curls with a gueue at the back and a somewhat tubular

nose, The woman was very petite and sloe-eyed wlth long, fawn-colored
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hair., The black man gestured fiercely to Stephen and Lucien to take
a seat along with them, Just as they squatted down on thé floor, EFlaine
appeared in the room, She gave the black man a nod, then spled Lucien,
whose presencer seemed to stagger her., She glanced uncomf 6rtably at
Stephen, who grinned, "T hope you don't mind T brought a friend,"
Stephen sald to the group with an alr of brazen apology. "Flaine knows
him too, Thts here is Lucien Lastman, who I thought would give us a
fresh view of things, if you know what T mean," The group stared in
cold unison at Stephen, but the young woman by the fireside gave Lucien
a restrained smile, "“Lucien," Flaine sald in stark and formal fashion,
"let me introduce you to Guy and Helen," and beckoning to the black man,
she saild, "and Forest."

"WJe didn't count on nobody else," Forest said rudely.

"That's alright,” FElaine sald., "I know him., Stephen's right,”

They all sat down together on the floor, Luclen was wondering
why no one occupled the couch or the chairi: Forest was twirling a
beaded keyring in his bony fingers. The group began to talk about some
private business that did not have much meaning for Lucien. They acted
as though he were not bhere, On thls occaslon Flalne was guite garrulous,
ard she seemed to be moderating the session, as 1flit were some kKind
of committee meeting, The white man, Guy, also asserted himself loudly,
and as the conversstlon progressed he started to sound very academic
and stilted in advancing his ideas, The meeting, it turned out, had
been called tc consider certain political strategies, Luclen could
tell that they were an organized body of actlvists, The object of thelr
strategy was what Guy termed "the war machine,” which he said blandly

was an element in "the system that is riddled with contradictions."
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Ze also ralled on about "our black brothers and sisters" in the same
breath and "the oppressed working classes who depend on our resolution
and valor in smashing the bosses of the gystem." Flaine did not offer
too many concrete notioné of her own, but she nodded sanguinely whenever
Guyr would speak, and when there was a mention of "war and racism," she
viould look searchingly at Forest, who would glance at Stephen and Lucien
with a flickering suspicion, then whirl his keyring, and nod with a
cocky grin, Stephen himself said nothing, but sat there mutely, fumbling
with his hands impatiently, Finally, Guy turned to Stephen and with a
Taspy and fltful voice that betrayed sudden consternation, he said,

®But Stephen, you're not really with us, are you?"

Stephen smiled weakly, cracked his kuncklés, and shoved his fist
against the palm of his hand as a kind of nervoﬁs fanfare to the response
he was about to make, Stephen said softly, "no, not entirely. I wish
T could get that through to o, "

Suddenly Forest jumped up and started pacing about the room, Guy
peered angrily at Stevhen, his shoulders huddled together, reflected
for an instant, then said again, "but I'm not against you, Can't you
see that? Look, T don't think it's going to have any effect, all this
you're planning to do," Luclen wondered what the gréup was planning
which seemed so convtorversial, Stephen went on: "so you're poing to
lie down, and let the fuckers run you over, They've alread; done that,
What do you think you'll accompiish? Shit, the war machine is a lioloch
that eats bables, even though the little fuckers screan and pound their
fists against %

Guy replied cooly, "Stephen, it's got to be done, Maybe it won't
work right away, but it's the kind of thing those of us who don't have

the vower of the guns can do, We ean stop them, or else we have to
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wipe thelr asses,"

"Stop them? Hah," Stephen sald derisively., "You won't stop
them, The bastards are too powerful, can't you see that? They've
ot tanks and all that., Let's not be children with our omnipotent
fantasies, A bee can s}ing a man, but it can't kill him.. Even twenty
bees can only be a nuisance, So you're going to lie down with all the
rest of them, and they'll roll right over you, like Goerge Wallace saild
he was golng to, If you've got a crucifixion complex, well, that's
your business, but, shit, look where it got him and all the others
who've tried 1t."

With scorn Guy retored: "We're not about to be crucified, Our
method isn't for wimps, We're after control of the situation, don't
you see? It's inevitable, The contradictions in society will support
us; they're too real now for us not to act, We've got to keep pushing
on them, the contradictions, uttil the seams crack, and we can do it
if we have the determination,"” He glanced around at the others for
agreement, ’

"Stephen," FElalne sald, "Guy is correct. Nobody has any intention
of being crucified. If we have to, we fall back on the power of the
workxing classes, who are becoming conscious enouzn to supvort us in
the long run, But right now we have to show then ﬁe have the power --
we have the guts, That's all, History is with us, We can agree on
that,"

Stephen became quite animated. "Shit, history! There isn't any
history in the whole business, You're fools 1f you think you've got
history on your side, History will run over you like the tanks and

trucks,"

"No," FElaine protested. "Stephen, you're a sniveling cynic, that's
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all"™

Guy leaved up in a flurry of anger, "You're a 8&mn coward," he
said, ralsing' hls voice at Stephen, "and a bourgeois coward, We'll
win thils fucking battle,.because we've got history on our side, The
oppressed are history, and we're their servants, We can stop the war
machine, even if we have to die for it,. Stephen, T don't think. you're
ready to die, are you?"

Smirking, Stephen said "no," and he pulled out a joint from his
pocket, which he had already rolled. He held out the joint wilth teasing
defiance to the group, "Anybody care to get your mind clear before
you reason thls strategy out some more? It's fine inspiration.,”

"Dammit," Flaine shouted and grabbed the Joint away from him,
"you're insidious. You don't have any values, do you Stephen?"

Stephen shrugged, then paused for a moment while a shivering calm
spread over his face; his eyes seemed to whiten, and the veilns in his
cheeks swelled with red violence, as he shifted on the floor, He
nad something of the demented look Lucien héd witnessed with Lille
in his own house some weeks before, He looked away and blurted, "no
values! That's a hypocritical 1lie," And wheeling back to face the
group, he sald, "ah, but I'm the one who has values, don't you see?

T have the value of 1ife, I don't lie down for trucks, only for women,
don't yousee? I don't shout slogans, I' fuck, don't you see? And that's
what keevs my sanity.“'

Elaine's head wagged with anger, and drumming on her shanks fretfully
with her flat palms, she sald, "Oh Stephen, crazy Stephen, your life
1s justified by your fantasies of woemn, The only thing you ever fuck

1s thelr minds,"” She went over to the mantle above the fireplace, where

| . e G,S‘I i
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She offered one to Stephen, who seilzed it 1like a starvling snatching

a slice of bread, and thenshe began smoking herself, with quick, sclerotic

motions, "!llow Stephen," she continued with a reasonable lull to her

voice, “"tell us, why won't you go along? You know we let you, oOr

I let you, in on all this becauge we thought -- we thought you had a

cool grasp of things. Are you gohng to disappoint us?" .
But Stephen did not answer her question directly. He refused to

listen to her; he stuck the cigarette stiffly in his lips, as one

inserts a dowel in a slot, and stared dumbly at the others, "She

says I have no values, did you hear that? Can a cat call a bird preda-

tory? T wouldn't honor such a defmmation of my character, ©&he thinks

she's an honest womanr, because she's especially honest with herself,

she believes, She thinks she's honest because she doesn't fuck --

that's what her values are, But she lies to herself in the most despica-

ble way. She has her ideals, but they're nothing but little plaster

idols., She's a woman who hates, my friends, and so do you, Those arxe

vour values, and you think you can stop a.war with hate, a hate you

call "noble," No, my firends, that's what makes you hypocrites and fools,"

Guy took a clgarette from Elaime and looked at Stephen with dilsgust.
To Stephen he sald contemptuously, "why don't you just shut up, VWe
don't need to hear that crap.,"

"Ho, ho," Stephen burst out now, "you assassinate my words, You
won't listen to me, because you’re bewltched by your own, glittering
idols., You fools, you want tb light the fire, and you think you won't
get burned, that you'll walk out of it 1like the three men in Danilel,

You rage with your high-minded manias, and you want to suck me into 1t,
T won't be burred, no, T have too much honox, that's it, T'll flddle and

nake love why you all run screeching from the flames, T willl, you see,
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T will, you see, No, TI'm not too o0ld a man to get sucked into the
madness, T've got only my wretched body left." At that point Stephen
threw back his head, rgared up like some enraged bear, and shouted,
"it's only my body, my near-dead body,you seel"” And then he collapsed
in a twlsted heap on the floor, scowling and panting, his eves sapped
of all their fury. Suddenly he looked very old,
"Fnough of this," Guy sald, and signalling to Forest, he grabbed
Stephen by the shoulder. Forest came over aﬁd put his heavy arm about
tephen's chest, "OK," Guy sald, "let's have him go," and they hauled
the now docile Stephen out the door, Luclien did not know what to do,
He could hear the children shrieking in the street, and a dog barking
loudly close by, Luclen got up to follow Stephen, but Flaine said
abruptly, "Wait, Lucien.,"
Immediately Guy began storming, "Let' both the sons-of-bitches
go."
"No," PFlaine replied nervously, "Lucikn is different,"
Guy looked with devastation at Elaine, "That son bf a bitch,
you had the gall to get him involved with us, You were crazy, He
didn't have anything to contribute, He was a crazy and a loud mouth,
T don't want to see him here again, If you dig him and vou see him
on your own, that's your business, but not here, sce? And he can take
whatever else he drags in with him," Guy sald, referring with a sneer
to Lucien,
"I don't know what Lucien is doing herxe," Elaine sald gently,
"out he's not like Stephen, T know, He can stay,"
"Is he with us?" Guy snapped,
"Yes, I think so," Elaine saild,

Just then Luclen heard a car start up and drive off, He realized

g
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Stephen was leaving him, énd he gave a start toward the door.

"It's alright, I'1ll drive you home," Elaine said, Forest
went to the door, peeped out, then shut it again. “The dude's
split,” Forest mumbled.

"Well, let's finish our business,” Guy said in a matter-

of-fact tone, Peering at Elaine, he said, "it's time we got
everything straight now. Elaine, are you sure we can trust him?"

“Yes, I'm sure,” Elaine said with a knowing look which
made Lucien feel at ease,

"To get matters straight,” Guy said} "Wednesday we're
going out to Port Chicago with the people which the movement's
been mobilizing. Look, I know we can't be sure we'll get
everybody together on this one. They’'re bound to be some
crazies, but I think our marshalls can handle them. Right?"
Elaine and the others nodded. "We're gonna move in about three
o'clock, and we're gonna lay down., They're gonna hit us, that's
for sure, and you all know how to act, right? Limp and easy.,
But we've got to make an impression, we've got to make a lot of
noise first, and we've got to stop those trucks. If anybody
gets roughed up, 1t'll be in the papers and, and that'll make
people conscious of what's going on., The more we can make them
consclous, the more we can move toward stopping fhis fucking war.
But we'll be ready. If it gets too bad, well, we've got other
means."

"What other means?" Elaine asked, puzzled., "Are you

thinking of--- no, Guy, that's stupid."
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"Don't sweat it," Guy said blandly. "We know where the

power really lies, and only if we have to do it, we will..."
"You're not talking about what I think you---" Elaine
objected,

"Yea," Guy said, "don't sweat 1it,"

"No," Elaine exclaimed, "That's not what we're after.
We'd be fools, You don't mearn., Maybe, Stephen---"

"Fuck Stephen,” Guy said with a snarl. He strode into the
kitchen and came back with the evidence of which Elaine was
fearful. Brandishing a polished 22-caliber pistol, he said,
Jeeringly, "I don't think it'll come to that, but they've got
to know we've got the power."

Elaine was excitedly pacing around and spit out the lagt
smoke of her cigarette. “Oh Guy, that's not what we're for."

"It's not what we're for, but we've got to have the
last say, if it comes to that, so let's not get uptight at this
point. OK?"

On the way home Elaine was ver} expansive, and Lucien
sensed she was trying to hide her jitters. "You see," she
explained impassively, "Guy gets a wild thing or two in his head,
like Stephen, but he's not a jerk like Stephen. He's single-
minded, to a fault, and he's got good intentions. He's a leader.
He wants the best for the people.”

Lucien nofed the way in which she said the "people,"

There was a qulver of reverence in her speech, as when one utters

the word "God."
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"He's absorbed in what he's doing, and he thinks--- well,
I think too, we have history on our side. Lucien, will you be
there on Wednesday?" A

Her query took Lucien suddenly abeck. He had not considered
himself as an agent in theilr little conspiracy, and besldes,
rabble-rousing was not something that concerned him much. He
did hate the war, but he was not impassioned enough to do anythlng
about it. Still, he was enamoured with Elaine., He liked her
beauty, her toughness, her dedication to what seemed intelligent
and admirable ends. He would come if she feally wanted him to,
but, no. "I have to work,"” he apologized.

"Can't you call in sick?" she asked, pleading with him.

"Lucien, I'd bée very happy if you would come. You know, I
think I admire you. I have to tell you that., You were the only
one to get up from the table with Stephen the other night and show
some concern with me, and I liked you a lot for that,. You're
quiet, but you're strong. That's the way I look at you. You
can help us out, really you can. We need numbers for one thing,
but you could do more than that.”

Lucien had an idea. He would ask Barney if he could cover
the demonstration for the paper. Barney probably would not give
anyone else the asslgnment, for Port Chicago waé not in their
region, but it was still local news,and the big city dallies
would be covering the demonstration. After all, it would be
more interesting than Karen Pfinster's parakeet. "I can be

there," he saild.
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"Good,"” she saild.

Lucien instructed her how to get to his house, Elaine
stopped the car in front of the house, which was dark, énd gaid,
"well, Lucien, I'm really glad you could come tonight, I didn't
know Stephen had invited you. Maybe he thought you'd pimp for
him or something, but he's got you wrong. You've got a lot to
contribute," gnd she leaned over and gave him a quick, firm little
kiss on the lipg. "Thank you," she saild, and she smiled.

Lucien stood by the gate and watched the taillishts of
her car glide off down the hill into the darkness, He was
stunned by her having kissed him. Of course, the kiss meant
little, but it did indicate she had her own gsort of admiration
for him. It would probably lead nowhere, but he hoped
nevertheless that it might. She was truly beautiful. Lllle was
nothing to him now.

The next day Lucien asked Barney if he would let him
cover the demonstration in Port Chicago. Barney glowered at
him. "What demonstration?" There had 5een no reports of an
jntended demonstration in the other papers. Lucien explained
that the demonstration would be an attempt to halt the shipment
of war materiele to Vietnam. Barney asked him the source of his
imformation., Lucien said that he had stumbled upon the news
throuzh a"contact." Barney's face livened, and he stroked his
sleek hair with smﬁg consideration. "Well, Lucien, you've got

your first hot one,” he sald. "Write it up, and we'll run it."
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Lucien, however, stiffened. Elalne would be angry if such a
story appeared with his name on it., He would have broken her
confidence. "I'm not sure of my facts," Lucien sald, “but if

I can be out there ngxt Wednesday, I can get what goes on first
hand."

"Tt's better to have an advance," Barney said. "But
if you're not sure--- well, alright, if there's nothing else
goins on that day., 3ut remember, get it differently than they're
goine to =zet it at the [ribune or the Chronicle, "

When ILucien had finished with Barney, Loomis, who had
overheard the exchange, asked him what was goinz on. "You've got
a hot one on, I heard,”" Loomis said cavallerly.

"Forget 1t," Luclen said. "I just ~ot this report they're
zoine to have a demonstration in Port Chicago.”

Loomis sniffed, "probably the whole lot of them again.
Busty broads and their jigolos carrying placards and huffing
about everything." And he went back to his work.

The day of the demonstration Lucien was at the site
early. Elaine had phoned him the night before and passed him
instructions as to where and when he should appear, how he should

dress, and what he should be prepared for. “Tﬁey're up to us,"”
ahe said with a tone of foreboding., The demonstration was to
take place at the entrance gate to the depot, where a handful of
soldiers in work fatigues with rifles slung across thelr chests
were standing guard. Soon a truck frelghted with more troops

drove up from behind the gate. About nine o'clock a car pulled
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up with Elaine and Guy and three other people, whom he did not
recognize., Immediately more cars pulled up, and by ten there

were at least a hundred demonstrators, mostly younsg, soﬁe even
respectably dressed, milling about on the shoulder of the road,

The entrance -to the depot lay near a wide, flat field of
rye grass, Off in the distance Luclen could see the azure gleam
of the Sacramento River and & cluster of oil tanks for a nearby
refinery. The day was hot., Some of the male demonstrators had
slipped off their shirts and were néked to the waist. Lucien
saw Guy darting about the crowd, conferring with certain individuals
in the demonstration. Elaine wandered over and started chatting
with Lucien. She had on a starched, white blouse with the top
button loosened revealing the fringe of her bra., For the first time
he discussed flippant things with her: the Beatles, mod fashions,
his own college days., He told her about his initial experiences
with newspaper reporting, about the follies to which he gsometimes
had to submit, as in the case of the tuneful parakeet, and she
laughed even though he could tell her mind was really on the
graver matters at hand, Offhandedly, he asked her what she did for
a living, and she told him she was a schoolteacher who had been
recently fired from her job for "my politiecs" and that she was
currently drawing unemployment insurance. "But I don't care what
they did to me," she sald with a shrug. "I didn't have enough time
for what I wanted fo do, anyhow.,"

Just as she said that, Luclen observed a motorcade of
blue and white police cars coming slowly up the road. The

police cars stopped and unloaded about twenty sherrif's deputies
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in bright blue uniforms with visored riot helmets and clubs,
The crowd stirred wildly, and Guy scampered among the demonstrators,
barkine orders to mobilize., The deputies lined up across the
road, their faces masked by monstrous, black gogeles which gave
them the frightful appearance of glant insects, Without a word
Elaine broke away from Lucien and ran into the crowd, shouting
thinzs which were impossible to decipher in the growing melee,
Luclen watched the crowd surge and coalesce into a mass of
motion toward the gate. The soldierslsnapped to attention, raised
their rifles in erect formation toward the sky, Suddenly a hush
swept over the demonstators, and Lucien could hear the staccato
stridor of a police radio. The demonstrators pressed together
in a frayed column, then swept like a cadre of army ants forwards,
and finally came to a halt. Guy was screaming at them. All at
once they harkened to his command and fell to the ground in a precise
drill, their bodies supine across the pavement like hummocks grass
in a marsh basin, Everything was strangely still., Lucien
looked up and saw several dark birds ciréling lazily overhead.
Then he realized the danger of the situation. Nervous and alarmed,
he shrunk back to the side of the road, away from the crowd.
Elaine was out of slght, lying down somewhere. He felt awkward,
cowardly, but he thought it was not his business to be involved
in what was going on. He hoped Elaine did not notice he was not
participating, A ldnm time passed., The sun seemed to be very
hot, and he fammed his face somewhat futilely with his hand. At
last he heard a great sound. One of the deputies was bellowing at
the crowd through a megaphone demanding that they disperse.
The command was issued three times in succession, but the mass of

bodies remained inert.



The Coming
Far away Lucien could hear an automoblle honkinz

somewhere off on the highway. The sound seemed to serve as some
kind of random signal. The crowd began to chant, "No,no, no, no."
The deputy with the megaphone squawked his injunction once more,
Lucien stepped back against the fence; then he caught a glimpse

of a young girl, her.face ashen, her yellow hair flopping in the
sun, who had sat up and was staring at him., Her eyes were

glazed with marvel and terror, as if she could not comprehend who
he was or what he was doing there. Now the line of deputies

began to move, No more commands came from the megaphone, The
deputies marched slowly up the road toward the domonstrators who
kept on chanting. Luclien clenched his fists and shut his eyes.
Suddenly the chanting stopped and a loud din arose, He saw the
deputies grab and drag away many wrigeline bodies with finical
executlon, as a beach scavenger would gather in grunion., Lucien
noticed that several large vans had been brought up behind the police
cars and the arrested demonstrators were being hauled toward them.
The demonstrators did not, at first, appear to make any resistance,
Then he heard Guy yelling again, and some of the demonstrators
began to curse and women squeai. A deputy selzed Guy, who struggled
and flaliled, end began to pummel him with his stick. Now there

was a great commotion. Several demonstrators at the front leaped
up and began to run with a pack of deputies in pursuit, their

clubs waving., He saw an older man being drubbed about the arms

and head until blood oozed from his temple, Having turned vicious,
the deputies were beating even those in the crowd who did not fight
back. The young zirl he had seen just minutes before was lying

face down, her hair matted with blood, and crying hysterically.
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Lucien looked out across the open field and had the

urge to flee. He saw some other men with cameras, hugging the
fence across the road, whom he suspected were newspeople. They
were avidly snapping pictures. Suddenly he'felt a terrible pain
in his back; he was knocked into some tall grass and when he
looked up, he saw a fét. sunburnt deputy with his gozgles off
glaring malevolently at him, The deputy lunged at him, and he
shouted "press, press, I'm not part of this." He felt like
Peter who had denied Christ. The deputy studied him for an instant,
spit on the ground disdainfully, and lumbered back into the crowd.
Lucien was hot and nauseated. He sat in the grass observing
the grisly spectacle, Wet swatches of blood glistened here and
there on the macadam, and he watched, for the most part paralyzed,
as the police ¢leared the demonstration tidily away., Still a few
defenders remained near the gate. All were on their feet, among
them Elaine., She was not peering in his direction. The back of
her blouse was slashed, and she had faced off a somewhat timid
deputy, who stood motionless with his c%ub poised. The he saw, about
ten feet from her on the pavement, a large chunk of metal glinting
in the sunlight, It was Guy's pistol. A queasy sensation sliced
throuzh him, and he had the dreadful feeling that Elaine had her
eyes on the gun. Suddenly she lurched toward it, and he yelled
*no, don't, please," but before she could get that far, she
seemed to trip on her own feet, and the deputy threw himself at
her, tackling her to the ground, her face hurtling into the dust
by the side of the road. 3She remained silent and passive now, like
a dove winged with an arrow, as the deputy lifted her onto her feet
and hauled her off with the others., She never turned her face

toward Lucien.,
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In the aftermath he jotted down a passel of disconnected
notes on his reporter's pad, while the deputies mopped up the area
and the vans rumbled away. The other reporters were wandering
around the wasted site, trying to interview a few of the deputiles
who brﬁshed them aside roughly. Luclen saw one of the deputies stoop
down to retrieve the revolver, examine it, and then summon one
of his superiors. Luclen was afraid for Elaine; he wanted to be
with her. That was the least he could have done to atone for his
fainthearted actions. He learned from the reporters that the
demonstrators would be taken to the county jail in Martinez,

Once there, however, he was informed by a guard at the gate that
he‘could not see any of the prisoners. Sadly he drove back to
work,

It was the lunch hour, and only Loomis was in the office,
Loomis was munching on a sandwich from a paper bag. Hls mouth
pluzcged with food, he zave Lucien a savey smile.,

"How dild the hot one come out?" Loomis asked.

"The cops broke it up.” '

"That's be expected, Any pictures?”

"I didn't take a camera, Besides, 1t would have been too
awful anyway."

"You've gotta have pictures for something like that,”
Loomis said with his cheek stuffed with sandwich. "Any heads
knocked?"”

"A lot,"

"Well, Barney would've wanted pictures. The Chronicle

will have them. Any good-looking chicks?"
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"Yea," Lucien said, ﬁe thought about Elaine and the young
girl whose head had been bloodied., "Yea, and the cops knocked them
around like badmitton birdies," he said.

"Too bad," Loomis said casuvally, "I mean 1t's too bad
there were chicks who got messed up in this.”

Lucien went ahead and wrote up his story, endeavoring
to be objective, He wrote:

Contra Costa County sheriff's deputlies broke
up an anti-war demonstration yesterday morning in
front of the Port Chicago army depot. The demonstra-
tors, who numbered close to a hundred, stazed a
lie-in and were promptly carted off by the deputles,
who came armed for riot control. All the demonstra-
tors were arrested.

The demonstration began about nine-thirty.

The protesters massed before the gate to the depot
and, on signal, lay down in the middle of the road.
Sheriff's deputies removed themn,

At first, the demonstration was peaceful, but
some of the protesters stood up and resisted, and
the deputies responded violently. Many of the
demonstrators, women included, were beaten with
clubs and their heads bloodied. The number of
injuries were undetermined,

The demonstrators were all rounded up and taken
away to the county Jail at Martinez. No one was
allowed to see the arrested..

The potential for violence at the demonstration
wag revealed when a twenty-two caliber pistol was
discovered on the ground after the skirmish. The
owner of the gun is unknown at this time,

Lucien could not think of anything more to write, and handed the
copy to Barney. Barney scanned the story and frowned. "You
didn't follow up on it,” he said. "How can we use this? What
happened? Who's been charged? What are the charges? Any infor-
mation on the background of the demonstration?”

Iucien sald all he had was the eye-wltness account,
as he had been refused any information about the detention.

"So set it," Barney said brusquely. "And anyway, we
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can't run it like that, You make it sound like the police were

at fault., We know that wasn't the case." He set aslde the copy
and went back to some other work,

Lucien got in his car and drove back to the jail.

Havinrs already stakeq out their positions, the other reporters
undoubtedly had collected more facts than he. It turned out that
lewyers for the imprisoned demonstrators had shown up about an-
hour ago and were engased in acquiring releases., Finally he was
able to obtain the information that all the demonstrators,

except four, had been let g0 on thelr own récognizance. Three
had been detalned wilthout baill pending a further hearing. He
feared Zlaine was stlill amone those who remained in Jjail, but
just a8 he was preparing to leave, he saw her striding down the
corridor flanked by an older man, apparently her lawyer. She had
changed into other clothes, and looked rather grim. He wanted

to duck away down an adjacent hallway, but he worried that she
might have seen him, so he stepped out in front of her nonchalantly
and flashed her a smile. He was embarrassed, havinz to confront
her at this moment.

But Elaine acknowledged him with happy surprise, "Lucilen,
they didn't zet you, did they? Or did you manage to «et free, like
the rest of us?" |

Lucien could not admit having deserted the demonstration,
so he lied., He was not used to lying. "I had my bail posted," he
said,

7 didn't see you when you got here. They must have stuck

you in another cell with the others."
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"Yes, he said. .He hated himself for deceiving her,

"I hope this isn't goinz to cost you your job. I really
didn't mean for it to come out like this, and it was so sudden.
My lawyer can explaiﬁ to your boss, if you want. We can tell
him you were just watching, and the ccps ~- God those basﬁards,
Just rounded everybody up."

"I can take care of it," Lucien said.

"The bastards, they really beat some of us up,"” Elaine
sald, grittine her teeth with anger., “Guy got 1t bad, Listen,
Lucien, it's not over yet, but I need to do some talking with you,
Ch, by the way...." She introduced her lawyer, Mr. Kinesbury,

a middle-aged and red-haired man with horn-rimmed glusses, who
nodded politely, “Anyhow," she sald, when the introduction was
over, "we need to talk. Can you come over to my place tonicht?"
Asxing Kinsggbury for a pen, she scribbled down her address,
"I'11l be there after elght-thirty," she said and hurried on with
Kinsbury. i

Lucien_returned to the newspaper office again., It was
close to five o‘clock, and Barney was still there. Lucien tapped
out the remaining details of the story and gave them to Barney,
who perused them, orunted, and said "OK," and sent Lucien home
for the day.

Lucien made it promptly to Elaine's by elght-thirty.

She lived in a third-floor apartment in Berkeley, a Prosaic white
concrete and glass construction with a plank staircase wedged
tetween each tier, Loud, discordant instrumental rock music was
puling out of a window next door to Elaine's apartment, number L,

Elaine greeted him garbed in clean, pin-striped work overallk and

a2 long sleeved sweatshirt with "University of California™ stencilled
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on the front., She smiled wanly at Luclen as he entered.

*I got here," Lucien sald.

"I was hoping you'd come," Elaine said.

"So this 1s where you live?"

"Yes, I have a roomate, but she's out. "

Elaine asked Lucien if he would like some herb tea, which
she was brewing on the stove, She poured him a mug of the tea,
scaldine Luclen's mouth as he attempted to drink. Seeing him
wince from the hot tea, she said, slightly flustered, "Just wailt
a minute, and 1t'll cool.”

Elaine seemed uncharacteristically pliant and retiring that
evening. She brought him the tea like a little homebody, then
got up to fetch him some macaroons which she had baked.

&laine broached the events of the day. She asked Lucien
forgiveness for embroiling him in the fray. "I knew the cops would
be there,"” she said, her voice tremulous, "but I had no idea they'd
act so fast‘and they'd be so brutal, ; hope your work isn't
jeopardized.” |

Lucien shook his head and sald that it had all been
worked out.

"Well, I'm <lad of that," she said, "that was the main reason
I wanted to see you., Lucien, I felt bad about it for you, even
though I was upset about everything in general., What happened to
me, of course, didn't make much difference. I was ready for that.

They roughed me up pretty bad." She rolled up her sleeve to

exhibit several scrapes and lesions on her arm, "Guy's still in
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jail, you know. They tagged him as the ringleader. I pleaded that
I wanted to be counted along with him, but they wouldn't listen for
some reason. 1 guess because 1'm a women." She paused, and a
plaintive, but proud look came across her face, "But today was
only a start. There's so much more to be done, I think of all the
people who are ready‘to get in with us and continue the struagle,
Time iz with ug, just like it i1s with the people of Vietnam, There'll .
be other times.“ She put her teacup down on its saucer and stared
at Luclen., "You know," she said, "I've been meaning to tell you
this. I don't know how to say it, but--- I've felt more confident
about these things since we met., There's something about you
Lucien which gives me confidence. Oh, I put up a tough front,
but I have real doubts about myself from time to time. I zet the
badassed treatment from suys like Stephen, and I doubt myself, but
you~--~- you came to me, and you seemed to have confidence in me."
Lucien stared back at her. His eyes met hers in a glance
of mutual recognition. She ﬁas physically beautiful, but there was
much more to her, behind those dark eyeaes, which attracted him. It
was as thouzh she were reaching out to him, seeking to escape the
lonely pinfold of fears and susplcions which she had built around
herself., He supposed she did not often give herself to men, not
only her body, but her deepest feelings as well, which she had
maneged to confine behind her dogged commitment to her "ideals,"
He mused 1dly over going to. bed with her, even if he did not con-
sider it a real possibilitﬁ. But, intultively, he caught a glimpse
of something which made her outward beauty seem incidental,

something inner and unfathomable. She seemed to make offering of
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of it to him, as she would for no other manj yet at the same time
she seemed to clutch 1t jealously in the manner of a child who,

having first proposed to share a toy with a playmate with innocent
largesse, Now retracts after realizing the gift 348 in the hands of
another. With a shlver ne recalled the gun gleaming on the ground .,
She had reached for 1;.

"T saw they found Guy's pistol,” Lucien said wilth
hesitation.

Elaine gazed at him with an expression that chided him for
knowing something he should not have. "I was afraid of that," she
saild, "he was a fool for taking it, I told him..."

"The cops picked 1t up. "1 don't know 1if they can trace
the owner."

*"pProbably not, at least not by the registration,” she
said, "but 1'm sure it had his fingerprints.“

"I hope that doesn‘t get out.”

»Tt would be terrible,” she sald, st would discredit
our intentions. That damn fool.” ‘

“I couldn't figure Guy out," Lucien saild.

"Oh, I've told you about him. He's too hot-headed gometimes,
and he breaks down under his own discipline. I hope they never know."

"They may use 1t as evidence," Lucien sald.

wT'pm afraid of that,” Elaine said. vind they may use 1t

to frame some of the others."

“Did you-=-7" Lucien began, afrald to ask about her, what
he had seen.
"pDid T what?"

"Oh, no, 1t wasn't anything, Did you see the gun On the
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ground ?"

Elaine gave him a curious glance. She puzzled for a
minute and then said firmly, "No, I didn"t see it. Did'you?“

"Yes., It was right near you when the cop was apprehending
you, and I thought--i well, I thought, he mizht have figured it
wag yours,"”

"Oh no," Elaine sald in a horrified tone, "But they didn't.
That didn't happen, I'm sure.”

Luclien promptly moved to switch subjects, "Well, it's
over,” he sald., "Are you going to have to étand trial?®

“Yes, I guess,” she said. "In a few weeks, a month, who
knows?"”

During the next hour, however, they talked about a variety
of things other than the demonstration. He learned much about
Elaine's personal 1life, which he had not known tefore. He learned
that she was twenty-four years old, that she had lived in Rerkeley
for the past seven years, having éompleted her undergraduate
studles and a master's degree at the UniVersity of California.

Her parents were from New Jersey, but but they seldom commﬁnicated
with her any more, principally because of her political allegiances.
She had been involved in the civil rishts movement of the early
Sixties and had marched to the bridge with other white and black
actlvists at Selma. Since the escalation of the Vietnam conflict,
she had joined up with the anti-war crusade. She considered
herself a pacifist, who also had once held strong Christian beliefs.
Her religlous convictions, neverthelegs, had gone stale, "It was
the whips in Selma," ghe explained. "I couldn't see the point of

God's Jjustice anymore, even though there were many who still had
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faith in some way.” In conseqﬁence. she had traded her religion
for a secular humanism, which could be just as politically
compelling, she insisted, and was not "made heavy with 0ld men
who lay down guilt from the sky." Christlanity loaded a person
with too much personal zullt to be "effective,"” as she put it.

She was determined anyway to serve her fellow human beings, with
or without religion. The difficulty with Christianlity was that 1t
didn't allow her to be serious enough about changing the world.
And that was what she wanted to do more than anything else.

They talked on into the late hours of the night, e
observed her voice gradually cracking; she yawned repeatedly, and
her countenance grew weary. Yet she continued to lead him on,
Twice he implied he should be leaving, but each time she remanded
him gently, "no, you musn't go." He could see that she felt very
comfortable with him, perhaps too comfortable, For some odd reason
she needed him there that eveninz., He was her rampart asalnst
forces ingside her besleging her sense of confidence, drasging
her toward succumbing to secret fears and untoward desires she
strugzled to conceal from herself, "Lucien", she said finally
in a drowsy monotone, "I want you to know you've helped me.
felped me from what, I can't say. That sounds queer, doesn't 1it?
3ut, you know, I'm not all together sometimes. That's a side of
me I try not to let onto., but it's there. Oh, it's so late, and
I'm not talking sehse, but=-= it's what I feel sometimes, There's
an energy in me that can rip me apart if... if I don't hane on to
something, if I don't fortify myself, 1f you understand." Starins
at him ruefully, she blinked her eyes wlth weary, wavering little

wursts, and was wrestling to keep her sleepy eyelids from clamping
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shut. "©Ch, but Luclen," she added now in a slouzhine drawl,”l

imow it's hard for you to understand.”

Suddenly he had a strange and powerful intimation. The
conversation reached a lull. For a second 1t appeared as ifshe
wad fallen asleep, but her eyes all at once popped wide open,
and she scanned the ceiling fitfully. He felt that she wanted him
to take her 1n_his arms. The thought bogzled him, as he was not
perfectly certain that was what she wanted, Perhaps 1t was his
own wishful fantasy -- for he was as tired and as unclear in the
head as she was. She turned her attentlon to him with a silent,
unflinching, and imperious look, the pupils of her eyes as two
black pebbles in white sand. She raised her hands slowly toward him,
a woman entreating for alms. He went up to her and kissed her

delicately on the lips. It was almost as thouxzh she were
commanding him, Ee kissed her again, and she slung her arms around
nis neck and let him kiss her some more, her mouth remeinine stiff
and inelastic like buckram. He fell on his knees beside her
and he kissed her passlionately. She stérted to respond, first
leisﬁrely, then with more feeling, until she was probing his

mouth stronely and expectantly. e felt rather awkward on his
knees, but he was determined to have her now, in whatever way she
permitted him, He put ‘his hand to her cheek, brushed it tenderly
with a kiss, then let his fingers sink across her neck ginzerly
toward her breast.' He felt the mushy flesh, and he pressed his
1ips more impetuously ageinst hers; but 1t became evident that he
nad been too forward. Her head was thrashlng away from his, and
rather disconcertedly removed his hand. "No, not yet," she moaned.

Kissing his hand in compensation, she reiterated"not now, not now."
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The fact was, thoush, he was falling in love agéin. He

did not really want to be in love agaln so soon, but his emqtions
were out of control. - She was different from Lille, entirely
different. She held him back, so much that it pained him. He did
not know 1f she genuinely loved him, She had naver spoken the word
"love," Perhaps the word was too preclous for her to bandy, until
she was absolutely sure of herself., A cautlious young woman with
gstronz values, she would never commit herself to anything unless
persuaded of 1lts worth. She would not prostitute herself,
cheapening elther her body or sense of commitment; she had said "not
now”", which did not mean the same ag "never," but indicated her own
desire to search her soul thoroughly so that she might understand
how she felt and what she actually would choose. She seemed rather
old-fashioned in this respect, but he prized that sort of moderation.

It suggested to him that in the end she would choose to love him
and be failthful to him. He would not lét himself be duped, as had
happened with Lille. And so he did not mind her hardness, her
reticence, Fervently he hoped she would soon come round., Her
unwillinzness to yleld her body to him did not trouble him unduly;

it curbed his lust, but not his deeper love for her, It made her
seem more mysterious than ever,

Besides, she was preoccupled with other affairs. The court

had arrailgned her, and she was preparing with her lawyer for the

trial. She also had her politics, She constantly harped on what
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she called her "vocation," her passion for setting right all the
wrongs she perceived in society. He wondered whether he should be
upset by her obsession with politics, since it seemed té be more
important than love, so far as she was concerned. But he felt she
would eventually say-what was in her heart even if the terms of
thelr relationship were not yet secure. Thus he walted. He saw
her whenever he could. She was not available as often as he liked,
but remained quite eager for his companionship.

Every weekend they would take long strolls in the Berkeley
hills where they would talk about everything that came to mind,
Actually she did most of the talking, always having more to say than
he did, and he would listen, Rarely did she reveal any feelings
about thelr relationship, and when she did she spoke only of their
“honesty" and "friendship.®" It was now early October, The weather
had turned cooler, and the days were shorter. One Sunday afternoon
they hiked off on a deserted trail in Tilden Park to find a quiet
spot for a picnic. They came to a grove of towering eucalyptus
trees and spread their blanket and sand%iches. The sandy earth was
bedded with the dry, crescent leaves of the eucalyptus, which
crinkled softly wherever they stepped. The alr was pervaded with
the faint whirrine of yellow wasps, which alighted now and then on
the food, even as they put 1t to thelr mouths., Elaine brushed the
wasps away with disdain., "They don't sting," she said. "They're
begzars. They onl& want their bellies full." Then she told about

a snare for the wasps. "You take a plece of raw liver," she said,
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“and tie it to a string above a bucket of water. Hheh the wasps
are finished eating, they're too fat to fly, and they fall off into

~ the water and drown. It's a parable about greed, don't you think?"
7 Luéien chuckled and, chewing the last of his sandwich, lay

back onio the blankeé. "I don't believe 1t," he sald. "It sounds

like 2 tale to me,"

"Tt's true., I°'ve seen 1t,* she sald with cavaller assurance,

"You'll have to show me," he said.

She laughed. "I will, if I et the chance.”

Lucien gazed upwards at the black pendant of eucalyptus
branches. He could see the wasps hovering in the shadowy inter-
stices of the branches., His eyes were heavy, and he felt himself
lazily drifting off to sleep in the stillness of the grove.
Suddenly, however, he had an inclination. He wanted to know where
he stood with Elaine, Sitting up, he looked at Elaine insistently.

“You have to tell me,” he burst out.

She was startled, "What?" : _

"Your real feelings. Is it possib;e for you to love me?"”

She stared at him with puzzlement, then dropped her eyes
and contemplated the ground beneath her. 3She picked up the shard
of a eucalyptus leaf and crushed it to fine particles in her hand.
It was a While before she spoke. She sald, with deliberation,
*Lucien, that's really too hard for me to answer. Why did you ask

me?"
"RBecause," he said, feeling the tension in himself mountinwx,
*T have to know. I need to ¥now where we're goine., Elaine, it's

hard for me, I can't just have a Platonic relationship with you.
1 want to love you,” he said, biting his 1lip. /

{
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"Lucien, do you know what love really is?"

"No, I'm not sure, but it's something I cherish, especlally
when I've gotten to know somebody like you so well-=-="

"You don't really know," she said abgently. "I don't like
the word'love'anyway. It's deceptive, 1t means too much, and I
wouldn't use any word like that loosely."

“Rut you love your fellow human belngs, don't you. You
want to sacrifice yourself for them. Why can't you love me too?"

"You don't understand me, " she said, "It's not that I
can't love you. Perhaps I do, but I'm not ready to make that sort
of commitment, It would get in the way, don't you see? I'm
afraid what I would want out of myself 1f I sald 1it."

"Oh, dammit, Elaine, don't rationalize so much. You're
afraid of your feelines, aren't you?"

“No;" shé sald. "I know what my feelings are. Lucilen,
you make love into a cheap commodity, and it isn't that. It's
something you have when the situation is right, and I'm not sure--."

"That our situation isn’t the %1zht one? Then what would
be the right situation?”

=3 donft ¥know," she said, shaking her head slowly. "I
don't know.,"”

The anger was burgeonine inside him. His anger was not
aimed at her particularly, but at some invisible barrier that
stood between them, She looked et him with a somewhat forlorn:
face. He brooded on how lovely she was, Which made it all seem
even more maddening. She was a temptress, not the sweet and
Circean type, but one who bewitched him with her very distant and
1nscrutab1é manner. Her beauty had a hard, alabaster purity,

something he could only gape at and revere. He did not wish to
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prostrate himself and worship her, as one would a stone image. He

yearned to love her, not just as an idea, but as flesh and volce,

as a woman with whom he might share his whole self, that they might
become blood and spirit coursing in the same veins. Now he

wanted more than mere chitchat. He grabbed her by the arm and sought
to kiss her, bﬁt she squirmed away, like a kitten in the hands

of a clumsy child, "No, Lucien," she gaild softly.

Now thé thrumming of the wasps seemed to srow louder. The
trees were electrified with thelr rasping cantata., He was not
sure what he was doing, but he seized her again, She reared up
like an exclted mare and tore hefself away. "Lucien, please,
you can't have everything you want, dammit." On her feet, she
started to walk away down the path on wich they had come, Snatching
the blanket, he followed hegﬁown the path, trying to zet her to
turn her face to him, but she kept on goingz, "Elaine," he pleaded.
In the car he begmged her not to be angry. He knew he had gone too
far, thouszh he did not regret 1it. She would not look at him, On
return to her apartment, she said with an alir of finality, "You'd
better wait awhile so we can cool down. Don't call right away,
please,"” and he watched her run to the door. She was strugelinz
not to cry.

After that he was thrown into a dither. ‘It beceme very
difficult for him to work., Though he did hils assignments, he had
very little enthusiasm. The 1rony was that Barney was increasingly
pleased with his work, and even recommended him for a raise. He
did not see Elaine and was afrald to call her, He was afraild she
would tell him the awful truth once and for all, that she was

incapable of loving him, a despairing thouzht that trickled out
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during his most melancholy moments. The days grew darker. The

sun slid toward the southern horizon during the day, betokenlng

the approach of winter. It rained frequently. Sometimés he ‘would
0 out for walks in the rain and watch the thousand drops hissine
and spatterins into puddles. le sold the house, It was purchased
hy a middle-aged couple from Arkensas. The second week before
Christmas he moved out and took a gsingle-room apartment not far from
nis office in Marin County. Durine that period a news item appeared
which arrested his attention. In the Middle East the state of
Iisrael was fightinz border skirmishes with the Syrians, and the
United Nations had condemned the Israelis in a resolution by the
Security Council. Loomis had made some remark about it to the effect
that “"the Jews are always fighting with somebodyv." Lucilen's
anger was kindled. He considered it necessary to put in a hrief
whenever the Jews were slandered; he had to uphold his mother's honor,

even thouch he himself did not feel any real sense of Jewlshness
and he believed the Israelis were not always rirsht in international
politics. "They have their homeland td defend, and everybody-
wants to take it away from them," Luclen replied to Loomis heatedly.
"If you k¥new what it was to be one of them, and to have lived
through what they diag, YOy pun’

“sh, crap," Loomis sald and dropped the subject,
But Lucien could not help being riled by Loomis' comments.

The 1nternational.incldent; reported for several days 1n the
newspaper, provoked Lucien to reflect on his own past, Of course,
he himself did not really understand what 1t meént to bhe Jewish.

Yis mother had hidden that great knowledge from him, and all he had
~ to g0 by was a dim apprehension of the blood which ran in his

veins, & nettling awareness of the dark reach of history vehind
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him. The higtorical elements-had not assumed much importance until

now, yet they began to =~raze his consclousness, steadlly and sullenly.
He recollected what he had learned as a boy in Sunday échool, about
the Bitle andthe chosen people, whose destiny was supposed to have
teen decided once and for all by the coming of Christ and the
infidelity of the Jews. Christianity had taught him that it was
the Jews' falseness which stripped them of the title of having
peen ‘chosen’ and that history was no for those who believed in
Jesus. The Jews were outcasts who, as a people, could never be
redeemed, unless they turned to Christ. Their suffering throurchout
the last two thousand years of history was their Just deserts,
and even the terrible massacres at the hands of the Germans -- what
Jews called the "Holocaust" -- was somehow deserved, It was the
lagst proposition which especially distressed him. The Holocaust
did not seem deserved; it was too thorousgh and horrible, and it
had led, somehow, to his own predicament, It was the source of his
mother's lrremediable anguish, an anguish which had driven her td
reject her only son and which was respoﬁsible for his own loneliness
and sadness. At times it struck him that he might be cursed, along
with her, as a portion of a heritasge he had not willed or chosen
and was now paying for. He would not accept the curse of his heritare,
nor of history as & whole, He would not accept anything as
inevitable, and he raged in hils own mind against a wake of
circumstances that seemed more swollen and complex day by day.

At last he realized whom he should scek out for some
explanation, He would find the old man arain. It was a Saturday

morning. Leaden rainclouds drooped above the hills, c<reen

I’
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from the winter rains, and cold wind blustered through the air,
He went early to the meeting spot, Soon Lucien saw the old man
trudging up the hill, his steps shorter than before, as he ascended
the muddy incline with much difficulty. The o0ld man's head was
covered with the hoed of a gray rain slicker, the streaks of his
White halir cropping out alons the hem. The old man peered at Lucien
with a mystified silence, then stretched out his hand in solemn
salutation; |

"I came to see you," Lucien said. .

The old man winked slyly. "I knew you would,"” he said,

"It's a nasty day, isn't itg3"

"I had to come today," Lucien said.

"What about?"

"Are we friends?" Lucien asked.

The o0ld man smiled and nodded.

"You're a man who knows the ways of God I think," Lucien
saild, and he added with embarrassment, “if there is a God." The
old man smiled again, and Lucien felt ghat he grasped the intention
of his words. "If there is a God," Lucien went on, "“can he damn us?"

The o0ld man paused for a second. He wrinkled up his face
and said softly, "you're asking troubling questions.”

"I thought you would know.” Lucien's voice was wavering,

“What dol know? You're presumptuous. I don't study those
things., What do ybu conglder me, a prophet? I hardly know you,"

Lucien was pricked with uneasiness, He had imagined himself
in the classical scene, goinz before the great saze and posine
profound questions; but the old man did not want to play the sage.
fde chuckled mildly to himself and sald, "after all, son. I'm

only human. What's really on your mind?"
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So Lucien relatéd everything that had happened and been on
his mind the past few weeks. He mentioned that he had read the
Bible, and that he had a few ideas, but he needed to know more.

He started to tell about Lille and the vision, but , at the last
instant, he shrunk back from that confession., The old man would
not understand, But the o0ld man seemed to read a number of his
other troubling thoughts. "So you've been in and out of love, am
I rizht?" he asked in a matter-of-fact way.

"Yeg," Lucien sald meekly.

"And you suffer the tortures of love, as few do these days?"

"I guess.”

"And you ask if you're dammed? Can anyone be damned if
he knows what love 1s8? Love is a wonderful and yet a terrible
thing, It seems like the answer, but it's terrible. It drives
us to God in the end, but God won't let us rest with the love of
Him. That's the irony. It only brings us to the face of God,
but it doesn't prompt him to reply. You see, we're not in the
garden any longer. History has swept us away. We go back to the
garden in our dreams, but his face is gone. le's turned it from
us. We wish we could know God face to face, in love, but we just
meet with the silence., Yet there are some who know. The lovers
know, "

"Know what?" Lucien was extremely puzzled by the 0ld man's
remark.,

"And you wonder if you're cursed? You say your mother
was a Jew? Her people walked with God. "

"No," Luclen protested, "That can't be., I know the horrors.”
"You know the horrors of what?”

"Of history."
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are only distortions of the real, You must read the papers better.'

You misht find that God is there, in history, as you say."

"But where?" HYe suspected that the old man was blaying
cames with him, "Where? I don't believe in God, can't you see?
I'm a Christian, but I can't believe in God.".

| "Then can you hear God speak?"

"Hee™

"Can you not say God has spoken to you in history?"

e

Suddenly the old man lauzhed, and he laughed with a sound
which seemed like the rush of many waters. Lucien was a little
frightened, but the o0ld man collected himself and said, "you
talk to me as 1f you want a prophet, There aren't any prophets

left, only a few racged pedants like myself who pore over the anclent
word, I'm no prophet. I'm just a scholar, can't you see that?
The word that comes with listening, and you must listen if you want
to hear it, Do you understand? You can believe in God if you hear,
and i1f you listen, if your ears are not'blocked with the rarine
of your own thoughts. You know why I believe in God? BRBecause
we're talkine to each other." As he sald those words, the old man
fell silent, and he stared at Lucien with a searing stare,

"But---"

The o0ld man nodded gently, and shuffled forward, on up
the path, leavinz Lucien speechless, as he had done the former
time. "Yes, 0ld man,” Lucien thought to himself, "I can see, 1
think, but I can't make it all out." He stood and watched the
0ld man disappear once more., Then he had another idea. He would

7o to Reverend Haskings. All at once he had a strange respect for
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Haskines. Perhaps Haskings was a man who knew too. He would

tell Haskings what the old man had said and request an interpretation.
Then he would tell of the vision., It might make sense to Haskings,
but he was taking a risk., Hasklinzs mizht be quite obtuse,

Haskings was ensconced in his study at the church amid
large, sandalwood bookcases which climbed up to the celling, and
which contained scores of thick-bound volumes., He was submerged
in the sermon notes which he was preparing for the morrow. He
peered at Lucien with surprise, "Well, it's been some months,”
Haskings said roundly. "I certainly wasn't expecting you today.
Now, of course, these aren't my regular visitation hours."

I know," Lucien excused himself, "hut I had a sudden
crisis.”

"A crisis?®

"Yes, I thought you could help.”

Settling into his chailr, Haskings rocked backwards and
thrust his ballpoint pen between his teeth in a pose of meditation.
"I'm here to help when I can,” he saild.

"You have to tell me," Lucien began excitedly. "I
want to know if God has damned me.”

Haskings looked down hls nose at Lucien‘and scratched
his head. It was evident he was stunned by the force of Lucien's
question, He sald, “God doesn't damn anyone, at least anyone who
doesn't want to be damned.r He loves us,"”

"How?"

"2y showing us hils love in virtue of our suffering.”

"I don't believe in suffering for love," Luclen retorted
defiantly. “I've heard that, and now I'm convinced suffering 1s

pointless. It only makes us rage and hate, don't you see. Xxven
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if we say we love, we really hate, especially if we have to suffer;
we Just suppress our hate. That's only human.,"

Haskineg shook his head somewhat peevishly. "Now what
brought this up? Lucien, I realize--- well, I understand you've
had a hard go with it since your father----and I don't know if
you're over it yet. Es this what you really want me to tell you
about--- about why your father---? No, I can't do it in any
way that would satisfy you completely,"

"I don't care any more about my father," Lucien ssid.

"I mean, I don't care why he died, His deafh was only an episode,
part of something much vaster."

"Ihen what are you troubled ahout?" Haskines asked.

Lucien looked back at him with dismay. It occured to him
that Haskinzs would pfobably not receive what he micht éay.

"You don't really know my past, how 1've suffered on the inside.

You talk abhout sufferines in the abstract, as if it were a chapter
heading Iin some book, but Reverend Haskings, I'm Just one cleod 1in

a mass of suffering. You tell me to suffer, but what does it mean---
that I 20 on suffering until my bones are bleached white, and then
what?" |

"Lucien, the Bible tells us we will triumph throurh
sufferin~, Do you see that?"

"No", Lucien protested. "I can't see that. Vothin- in
my life has been redeemed by suffering. Can the dune heap he
redeemed of its stench? No; 1t can't. I saw the Cross that day
in the church; 1t was hideous, 1t was ridden with death, and I
Wwas terrified, I used to belleve in that cross, but I cen't now.

i can't. We're nalled on that infernsl cross until the world burns

out, and we'll never rise. I know, I feel it deep inside me,"
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"Now, Lucilen,” Haskings said in an avuncular voice, "you
must calm your head, whatever it 1s you're talking about. I .
thousht you came to find out something from me,”

"I came to find out the meaning--- of my woes, but now
I think it's coming clear. I1've answered the question for myself,

thank you. There isn' t any way up, any way cut of this. We are

dammed because we love, and you call it suffering."”

"No, Lucien," Haskingss said, shaking his head calmly, "that's

ro* really what 1t's all about. Tell me, now why did you come

really? Did you want to «o back and talk about somethine?"

L 1]

"Yes," Luclen said., He was ready to divulge all, you
see, the night---1t was many nights after my father died, I
saw scomething, It was odd;"

"You saw?"

"Yes, Can one see God?"

Jaskings looked incredulous. “Can one seeGod? Neo, Luclen,

Moses wrote we cannot see God and live., I don't really know what
you're up to, why you've burnt in here on this Saturday after-
noon. Are you feeling alright with yourself rieht now? Have you
seen God, is that what you're tryinm to tell me? Ruft 1f you are,

how, I don't really follow, I =zuess.” .

"No, of course you wouldn't," Lucien sald a hit haughtily.
"I expected more. Maybe 1t was an halluclnation, that's all.
Maybe my mind was rollins around and playing tricks. Maybe
I was love-gtruck, but 1 saw---1t was 1n the garden. Oh, why am
I zoin= on like this? It was brazy."

“Perhaps, perhaps,” Haskings sald. "1 thlink we need to
8it down and talk---"

"No," Lncien said, springine up from his chair. "I was
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wrong. 1 didn't get the answér," and he left in a haste.

Now it was as thouzh he were possessed. Disappointed by
daskings, he came to the realization that the good pastor could
never have provided counsel anyway. Haskinecs was a victim of his
own wayworn tkolory. * It was impossible for him to say anymore
then he did; he could not help but remain uncomprehendings. It
was better, Lucien surmised, to mull over what the old man had
spoken to him. The old man had said that love "drove" one "to the
face of God."” What did that imply? Such was the case: he had
weheld 2od's face, the face in the fire; yet the face was only a
phantom in one important respect. Having seen the face, he had not
been stricken dead, but only overcome with awe and wonder. And
now there was another meaning to the face. It was the face of a
woman he loved, or believed he loved. No, 1t was not the face
which any woman herself had shown to him, for each face he had
seen was merely the mask of the everyday, a mask which disguised
ner true feelings and her deepest yearnings. It was a face which
lay hidden from view, a face wanted to ﬁncover by rippin~ away
the camouflaze of outward feints. It was a face encrusted behind
the dessembling speech of passing exchanges and encounters, 2
face with lips poised to utter the word of truth, of love, and
recognition, muted 1n the deepest labrynths of the heart, It
" was the face that would smile innocently, yet triumphantly upon
him, as a mother flrst smiles, cradling her newborn in fant. Tt
was the face that only one in love could perceive. He thought now

of Elaine., He wanted her body, 6f course, but more than that he

wanted that she reveal her face to him., The face in the flre was



The Coming

not the face of livinz flesh, the face which turned away and fled
from his paze like a frishtened fawn when 1t hears footsteps
in the forest. |

He had to see Elaine. He had the courase now to call her,
He asked her if he cauld see her that evening. She actually seemed
pleased that he had telephoned her. Yes, she sald, she would be
willines to see him; she had been hoping they would get back to-
siether for she felt she had been too abrupt with him on thelr last
date. She greeted him with a friendly smile. First he sugcested
that they o over to his apartment, which he had not shown her;
but then he considered takine her to the beach., It had been many
months since he had visited the ocean. Well over an hour they
travelled toward the west and the dark, mallow cavity of sky where
sun had set, The night was mild for December. They walked along
the strand, looking out at the bilezing waves which seemed to quiver
like black jelly in the starlicht. No one else was there on the
beach, He took her hand, and she did not resist. Whatever thouzhts
she had were locked up in her now familiar guiet reserve. 3But
he could not stand that she be hidden from him any lonwer.
“e spoke first. "A lot's been going on in my mind lately," he saild.

"And mine too," she said.

"I have to say it," he went on, "you're a damn riddle to
me, which I don't really understand., I've admitted it-- I'm
in love with you, and I want to know why you can't say the same
to me." |

Elaine said nothingz now as they continued down the beach,
but finally she spoke. Her words were measured, hesitant: “Because...

well, Lucien, you don't think I'm the one for you, do you really?"
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“"Yeg, I don't have any doubts,"

"Do you know me?" she asked, "What do you know but a part
of me? ILuclen, I can't be tied down with love, that's 2ll, I'm
too young. 1 have to give my time to something else for right now,"

“What could~be more important than us?" Lucien rejoined.

“That's not the point,"” she gaid. "Oh, Lucien, you're 80
intense, and sometlimes, frankly, it scares me. I know you love
me, You don't have to tell me that, and---1 have to confess, Yyou
sive me a feelinx of worth that most people don't give, But 1
need more!"”

"Do you believe in God?"

Elaine stopped and pondered his gquestion, "You never
asked me that bvefore. What difference does 1t make?"

"Not much, I guess.”

"Rut it seems to make & difference, Or you wouldn't have

o

asked me."

®I ~uess I'm askins because I can't separate love from God.

I can't love God, but maybe you do, and that's why we can't reach
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each other."
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"That doesn't make any sense to talk about lovin< God,”
she said. "I believed in God once, a8 1I'm sure we all have. But

I came to hate sod, and then I couldn't believe in him either. You

can't believe in God when there's so much cruelty., You have to
pelieve in something elée. Well, I believe in man, that's what 1
nelieve in Lucien, and I'm ready to make the gsacrifices for the love
of man that the saints meke for God. That kind of gacrifice takes

s lot more--- and, that's why I can't really love you at this point.

Jt's not enouzh, can't you see that? I can appreclate you as a

friend."
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»Did you love Stephen?"

"No, you know that." Her words quaked slizhtly. "1
haven't seen Stepnen in a lonz time. Ye was nothing to me. iHe
just wanted to lead me around, I did admire him sometimes, for
nis honesty if you call it that, put he was such & coward and &
fool., He didn't want to g0 far enouvh. I think he wanted to
seduce me."

"Ijgve you ever slept with anybody?"

He could feel Elaine's hand tingline at that question,
obriously with 4rritation, "You don't need to agk that," Elalne
said, "Remember, we're friends, and pegides it's jrrelevant.”

But Lucien kept prodding her. “It's not jmportant to
me," he sald, "put it's jmportant in one wWay=- I want to know 1f
and how you can give of,yourself."

Elaine exploded. ngive of myself? Give my body to some
fool. You were talkino about love & minute aso. 18 that all men
care about? 1Is that the crucial thing? Do you all have to say
you love me SO you can get us to gcrew? What hypocrites!"

"o, no," Lucien implored, "that wasn't what I was after.
I suess I didn't meke myself clear. 411 I'm talkins about is some
sort of commitment. I <uess I have bto put it this way-- if you
zo to bed with somebody, 1t's a kind of commitment, not a Very
rood one, bubt g commitment nonetheless."”

“That's ridiculous. People only screw out of lust, and
then it's gone. I want gomething hicher, Lucien. If I don't
want God, I want the same thina, and I want to make my life a

monument. I can't do that any other way than theone I've chosen.
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It's a hard way, end I know every man under the stars will keep
after me until I've been seduced away from it.”
"You've zot me wrong," Luclen said, He turned and stared
into her eyes, which shone like pale planets. Compressing her
hand and gently puttineg his finger to her cheek, he said, "I'm not
after you for a quick screw., You know me better than that. I
just want a commitment, that's all. I'm not askins anythine else,"
"A commitment to what?"
"T'o ug, That's the best way I can put it, The rest will
follow.,"
Elaine spun away from him., "I am committed,” she saild, “but
Lucien, it has to come first. I've got the trial to =o throush, and
then after that--- Lucien, I was going to ask you to be a witness.,"
"I can do that," he said, "but I'd rather testify to you
personally. Don't you see? There®'s the possibility for love that's

lost somewhere inside you, and I'm willinz to stand by you, until

it comes out, and then---"

"You're not makinx sense,” Elaine said., "I thouzht we could
get torether tonicht just to renew our friendship, but dammit
Lucien,you're after more, I can't continue to see you if you can't
stop from wantinm—--*

"More? Don't you want more? You'll never be satisfied
in your aedventure, Elaine, It's like zettingz in a dinchy and sailinzs
out on to that resfless sea, You'll never et anywhere, and perhaps
you'll never come back, We're all restless, We reach for the
shoreless shore, for the unattailnable stars, and we o mad., We
come to the end of our striving. and there's nothin> but endless
sea, I suess that's death. I don't want to die Elaine, I don't

want to die by myself, and I don't want you to die alone either."
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"Lucien, you're a fool, I suess you're a fool like 3Stephen."”
Yer back was turned to him in the dark., "You're too easily satisfied."”
"No, that's not true."
"Well, it is true. You didn't know Stephen. %e used to
talk about thin~s that were queer, like you do sometimes., e
sald I was goiny to burn. I don't know what he meant by that,but---"
I know what Stephen meant, I think,"” Lucien said with excitemené.
Suddenly hils mind came clear. "He meant that we all have this
filre inside, and 1t's on the verge of burning out of control.
[he thin~ is we can keep the fire in bounds, if we want to, but
if we decelve oursel-es, if we don't know it's there, it's =zoins
to leap out, and it's goins to burn everythine. I thourht he was
crazy when he talked like that, but now I thinkl see, The fire's
in yous 1it's what's propelline you, and it's fine until i+ leaks
out. Do you see what I mean?"
"No," Elaine said coldly. He went over and swune her hy
the shouldérs around so she was facling him. He looked at her keenly,
and all at once was beset by an unusual Qnd upliftin- sensation,
There was a buzzing in his head, and, quite fortuitously, he
remem>ered the nolse of the wasps that afternoon he had spent with
her, Zut the noise in his head abated, and he sazed at her face
azainst the backdrop of the rollin.- ocean., A wan glow seemed to
leaven her face, but he blinked and the nloﬁ vaporized into the
darkness. Her eyes'were like hlack wells in which he could not
make out the bottom. The glow was now inside her eyes, fugitive
nodes of lisht that seemed to hang in space, then slowly hegan to
gink, sink deeper and deeper into the tenebrous infinity of her

consciousness, The lishts began to race at tremendous speeds, faster
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faster, until they were =zone., He felt a rush of love for her, and
ne wanted to hold her, to kiss her, hut he knew she had cut herself
of £ from him. With an empty sensatlon, ae saild, "vut you will
understand one of these days. I think those days are coning."

She rested hér nead asainst his chest, touchins his arms
delicately and quietly. Then she drew hack, ~lanced up'at the sky,
and said, "we'd better be zoin=."

Nonetheless, he continued to see Elaine. e saw her on
several occasions during the followin=: week, mainly nothings more
than the same, for brief and lirht conversatiocn. Elaine had
planned to have a number of guests at her apartment for Christmac
dinner, and she invited Luclen,: “There'll be several people you
do and don't know,” she said. "You know Guy, of course, and Helen,
and, oh ves, there's a friend of mine you haven't met., He's
from Lebanon."”

Iucien arrived at her apartment at three o'clock, Guy
and Helen had alreadv made their appearance, and they stood to-
.ether with ~oblets of sherry, chatterine with Elaine =2s she
occupied herself with makinz supper. The aroma of roast turkey
hovered over the enclosed room., Lucien observed that Elaine had
decorated = congole table with a cardboard mangse€r scene; he
mervelled at her sentimentality. MNext to the window she had set
up a small live Christmas tree ornamented with red and tlue rlass
alls and coplous tinsel., Guy eave a modest nod to Luclen when
he saw him. Helen continued to talk unmindfully to Elalne, who
said to them all, "we're expecting Imad any moment.” Luclien
set ahout to make small talk with uy. He knew that Guy was not

especially interested in him, and that he was »eing polite for
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Zlaine's sake. He asked Guy about the demonstration and the trial,
thourh Guy did not bring up anything with which he was not by now
fzmiliar. "The whole thin-'s a sham," Guy hooted.

Just thenathere came a knock at the door. Elaine greeted
ond introduced the genzling Arad Imad, who bowed to each person
with a euphuistic grace. Luclen had the feelinz, by the way the
Arab was lookinz, that he knew Guy, if not Helen, and his opinion
was corraborated when Elaine sald, "but of course, Imad, yours
and Guy's paths have crosséd..." Iucien was impressed by Imad's
appearance, He was flawlessly dressed in a white linen shirt
with perfectly pressed herring-bone slacks and a brocaded, silk
sash about his midriff, His halr was meticulously clipped, and
he had a fleecy, little black mustache. He spoke in spluttering
Enzlish.

ILucien bezan to suspect that Imad had his eyes on Elaine,
for he would address her very chivalrously and once stooped even
to kiss her hand when makine a point. ILuclen tried to quell his
own jealousy. At len=th he condluded that Imad was harmless,
and he knew Elaine well enough that she would not de any more than
hospitahly affected by the Arab's dash. Soon they all huddled
around the table for dinner. Elaine brousht the turkey, which
ghe carved herself, alon~ with cranberry jelly, mashed potatoes,
brocolll in cream sauce, and apple and nut salad. Imad dug out
a hottle of pearly Chablis from a rumpled paper bag, and flooded
everyone's rlass with much fanfare. No one said much throurhout
the meal, but when it was time for desseﬂ}- strawberry cheese cake--
a political controversy arose. Imad had been offering a series of

toasts. The first he made to Elaine, whom he called "the true-hearted
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one."” Elaine smile‘bashfully. The second toast, however, provoked
Guy, and it upset Luclien, “To our Palestinian brothers," Imad
proclaimed, “who are fichting for their homeland."

Immediately Guy raised his voice. "I won't toast that,”
he sald acidly.

Luclen wanted to protest also, but he fi~ured he would let
Guy cause the embarrassment to Elaine, Her face reddening,

Elaine whispered something to Imad, *“ah," Imad said, “so it is
improper, I presume, to say what I am sayinz. Is justice never
proper to speak of?" |

"That's an issue we could hash out sometime," Guy said
with polite scorn. "But it doesn't fit here. Anyway, it doeén't
pertain to our strurcgles.”

"Your struesrles?” Imad asked with civility.

Guy appeared slightly flustered. "What we're involred
in, The Palestine question-- that's not settled easily. Your
people won't compromise., You want to destroy the Jewish state."

“Oh, no," Imad saild, "“we have nb guarrel with Jews. We
Just want Jjustice.”

Guy xave a catcall and dug back into his dessert, Lucien
felt 1t was his turn to speak up. "I don't understand everythinc
ahout the situation orer there," he gaid, "but i'm half Jewish,
and I respect the will of any people to have their own place to
live,"

On hearine that Luclen was part Jewish, Imad's eallantry
weakened, and with a chilline discourtesy he squared off against
him, "3ut you don't respect the will of my brothers either?" Imad

asked. "You will let them g0 on in misery, because you want to
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-ive riehts to a people who came as CONQUErors and do not deserve

them., I am sorry; 1 cannot come to terms with you."

Lucien took a sip from his wine glass. The wine was tart;
he reflected for a few seconds. "And I cannot come to terms with
you too, my friend," .-Luclen said, restraininz as best he could his
annoyance, "You'd let all the Israelis be killed, for what you
call *justice?'™

"No, no," Imad said. "No, no, that is a false saying,
that you American---how do you say, 'idealists,' say. Who 1s killin-
whom these days? My brothers, I have seen them, they are killed
like worms in the ground. They are---"

"Imad," Elaine said, interrupting, "it'd be better if we
brought this up some other time."

"Of course," Imad said, "and he gave her a obroad smile.

“T do not mean to cause a fuss., You have told me these people
share.in your---ideals---and I thouzht..."

"Tt's a little complicated," Elaine saild, suzmestin: now
that they have coffee. She brouznt a pércolator, which burbled
softly as the conversation continued. Guy was talklin- about political
matters himself, but on his own terms. He launched back into his
favorite tople, the war, "It's in everyhody's consclousness;
it’s a knife in our sides; they can beat us---" He pointed to a
bluish scar on his cheek, where one of the deputy's clubs had
struck him, "---bﬁt they can't keep us hack., The American people
are like a ble, yawnine animal who areon the verge of awakenins,
and then--- then, we'll pull it off. It'll be the first shot of
real change fired into the air.,"

“But what will you change?" Iméd asked. Guy looked at him

with azxitation.
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";uy 1s saying that We'll brines peace,'" Zlailne said.

“"Peace, yes," Guy crowed, "but only peace with a sword.
There's no other way. The sword must cut the tendons of power,
annihilate them. Then---,

"Guy?" Elaine spoke rather sharply to him. They finished
‘the coffee and»ad journed to the livinz room. Lucien started to
Hlabber with Helen about his Jjob with the newspaper, as the time
skidded past, Suddenly it was plain to hiﬁ that Elaine had dis-
appeared from the room. She had not given him much of her time
that evenins, He noticed that Imad was absent as well, He
was not with Guy, who had fallen asleep on the sofa., He heard
low utterances coming from the kitchen, and he recosnized Elaine's
laughter. It was rare that she laughed. Excusin~ himself from
Helen, he tiptoed to the kitchen, where he saw Imad, his arm
around Elaine, who was muttering, although cheerfully, "please, we
can't, here---" She broke off, embarrassed, when she spled Lucien.

| "I'm sorry,"” sald Luclen. "I was only an invited rsuest,”

Elaine looked peeved at Imad. "Imad was Jjust foolin-
éround. Lucien."

"Like hell," Lucien zrowled and stalkedlout. Still, he
was at a loss for what to do. His outrage and jealousy were
o"erpowerine., But yet he could not say at this point what he
actually felt toward her, és he was too chaoked up with fury.

At that point he decided to walk away unannounced, and without even
8o much as a word to Helen, who watched him with a slizhtly daft
expression as he barged for the door.

By the time he had gotten to his car, his fury had melted

into a domltable sadness. For a few moments he sat, his hands
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gripping the wheel, in a mood of terrible loneliness and desperation.
Cnce more he had let himself be made a dupe; but it was perhaps hls
own fault as much as it was Elainds. After all, he héd been the
one who had demanded so much of their relationship. He had been

the one who had insisted that they share somethins more than
simple friendship. It was he who had reached out for what now
seemed unreachable, Perhaps he wanted too much) he wanted more
than ordinary people are capable of, It was he who wanted love,
wanted her to love him so badly. And now the truth had materialized.
Ye was not sure whether she was really infatuated with Imad; he
simply could have misconstrued what was goin~ on., Anyhow, it
didn't matter all that much. The evidence spoke for itself,

The nisht was cold. A damp fox crouched in the darkness

and rinzed the streetlamps with a hauntine, bluish-white halo,
He did not feel 1like <oinz home, Instead, out of curiosity, he
drove over to his o0ld neighborhood and stopped the car in front
of the house which he had left several weeks awo, The new owners
had strune garish yellow, rreen, and reﬁ Christmas bulbs in
wreaths about the pine trees, and on the door, illuminated by
a huge yellow floodli~ht, were tacked some styrofoam 2ffl -ies of
angels and wise men, He dro-e on., It was as thoush he were under-
takin: 2 melancholy pilerimase now, back into dense shadows of
recent memory and time. He stopped at the Rose Garden. e had
not thousht he would ever return there, but now a vast and

impincin- mystery lured him. The garden lay in darkness and silence,

With lolloping strides he hurried down the steps, then halted.

Ze stood frozen for several minutes. He was not sure what he

micht expect, The stlllness of the garden enveloped him; he intoned
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hig own name to himself, sheerly out of whim, and the words seemed
to ¢ragh like cavin=z corniceé and reverherate in the hollow torb
of his mind. Now he spoke aloud. e called out the names of his
mother, his father, Lille, Elaine-- all the names which rumbled amid
his active thouﬁhts.. Tut no reply came back, The darkness =nd
the silence were total, He had no new feelin-s, merely a consoiousnessh
of time rushing ineluctably, a2 ~reat cataract, into the maw of
daruiness,

‘here was one namne he had not called out-- the name of
j0d4, wul he was prrolyzed, powerless to u:ter 1t, The name wos feckless,
without vitality. Yet it was still Christmas, and he felt 2 stranve
compulsion to make one more pilurimage.

The church was illuminated all about its facade, as “ri~ht
as the Christmas star. In the sgnctuary. however, he found no one.
It appeared a service had let out shortly before, as there were a
few paper ™illetins and hymnals strewn here and there amon~ the
deserted henches. Te took his seat in ;he front 2isle ard closed
his eyes. A stranze, vprimiti~ve inclination to pray casme upon
him: but he could not pray. He conld not even think of G501,
2od seemed ahsent, scourzed and forrotten, even thouvh 1t was the
verv hirthday of the Christ child., He thourht about the nativity
scene; he imarined it as he had seen it many times as a eh1Xa.,
- Once, he remembered, he had played one of the shepherds; he had
worn an ltchy tunic of sackcloth., Unable to bear the itchinsr,
he had eiven into his flesh and scratched himself there in front
of 211 She onlookers. e remembered that the Thrist child in the
paseant had not been a real infant, as the director wished, but =2

plastic doll contributed by é little #irl in the congresatlon.
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Its painted face was chipped, and it had stared up at him, lifeless,
with i*ts dull, enamel eyes.

Openines his eyes, he saw before him the glant cross, the
cross which had con-ulsed him during his father's memorizl service.
4 —old wreath, «arlamied about the cross, coruscated in the sanctuary
1i~hts, God himself was supposed to have perished on the cross,
the crude iron nails impalins his hands and flesh in the most ~ruesome
torture imaginable, cryins out from the unrelieved and harrowing
vain, "My God, my God, why hast thou fprsaken ne." Dut that
was not what Christmas was all about. #What did the cross have to
do with Christmas? He cazed at the cross. There was no evidence
of the crucified one; it was nothing but a fabricated assemblare
of ~logssy wood, exhibitin= no pain; an abstractionfrom all sufferin~
flesh, an 1idol. It huns there in its somber insubstantiality from
one Sunday to the next, throush all sorrow and joy, remorse and
celebration. It had been a sisn that endured, but a sien that had
lost its sisrnificance., And now it <littered hefore hls eyes, a

v

tawdry fetish.

The day after Christmas there came in the mall an induction
notice from Lucien's local draft board, notifyine him to appear for
a physical examination in February. The prospect was not all that
alarmin>, as he guessed a letter from his doctor descrihinge his
ulcer would serve to «rant him a medical deferment. On the other
hand, hils ulce; had been relatively quiescent in recent months,

and it was altozether possible an examination micht demonstrate hils
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condition as insufficiently serious to disqualify him from being
drafted,

He contacted his doctor, who arreed to write a letter to
the draft hoard. Then he put the entire matter out of his mind
for the time being. The next week he spent absorbed in his work,
There was not much local news to report, but he devoted considerable
hours to researching a feature story, which Barney had asked him
to develop, concernine drug ahuse amonc teenagers in the subhurbs,.
He interviewed a pastor, a psycholorist, a narcotlcs detective,
a YMCA director; and he read several recently published hooks

on the topic. The reason for the increasins drug problem, he was

told frequently, was the breakdown of "parental control” and suthority,

not to mention disenchantment amonz youth with the values and ecoals

of modern soclety. At the end of the week he had completed his
study and wrote it up into a three-part series, which would appear
soon after New Year's.

e wanted to talk with Elaine again. Perhaps he had let
nis jealousy met the best of him. iHe was lonely without her, and
there was the possibility that nothins was goling with her and
Imad after all. Early on New Year's Eve, he called. Fer roommate
answered. She was curt, sayint only that Elaine had left for the
holidays. She would not diwvul ‘e whom Elaine had rone away with,
The New Year came'and went. It was now 1967. He was only twenty-
years old, yet he felt quite aged, as thoush the whole of his life
in a careless and fruitless way had been spent. The New Year,
inexplicably, seemed as 1f it were hils iast year, thourh it was not

death which seemed to close off the future for him. Death struck
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him as improbable as living., Both belonged to the fecundity of
time, and time now seemed as barren and inconsequential as the
love which he had lost., Yet he still clung to a vague hope--not
a hope in any future event so much as in hils own endurance, no
matter the pain., He was no lonzer the author of his own time, but
he had surrendered his 1life to the immense and impersonal time in
which flows the whole, mysterious cosmos,

Every day i1t rained, He would awake early in his darkened
room and hear the faint, monotonous dribbline of the rain outslde
his window. One morning he dressed and went out into the courtyard

of the apartment building. Overnizht, in a planter box beside
the stairwell;#ﬁgé'bloomed two lovely poinsettas, their fragile,
fire-red blooﬁs standinz forth in the guiet rain. He remembtered
havinz heard once that it was a token of <ood luck for a poinsetta
to flower at Christmas, but these had come too late. It was the
New Year, and perhaps, he thought, thelr appearance was a sien of
gsomething yet unreckoned.,

The storms, he read in the newssaper. had brought heavy
snows to the Sierras. It occurred to him that a trip to the mountalns

might provide new setting in which to talk thinzs out with Elalne,
{f ghe would consent to vo with him. Thursday night he managed

to -~et hold of her. She sounded sweet and conrenlal as always.,

Ye made no mention of what had happened on Christmas, FPerhaps

she had understood his feelings and forglven him, She asreed to
g0 With him to the mountainsg, for the day at least. She did not

know how to ski, so they decided to rent snowshoes and go hikinz

instead., He picked her up very early on Saturday mornine. The
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sun had not risen, put a fine day was promised. They drove to a
spo- alon~ 173 ~hway 50 near Lake Tehoe where there were open forests
suitable for hiking. The snow had drifted hizh alon~ the road,
and when they got out and strapped on their snowshoes he could
see the pack came up almost to the tops of the legser pine trees
in the woods. The sun Was spearing throusrh the branches, dazzling
the tracts of snow that were not corered with shadow. They spoke
few words to each other. The forest was muffled in a sreat hush
which seemed to rise out of the snowy fathoms beneath their feet.
vot even the twitter of a bird was audible. Elzlne walked ahead
of him, her feet slo~ring with the snowshoes anc makine huge,
awkward tracks like those of some prehistoric peast. They came
to a ridsze which looked down the mountain toward Lake Tahoe, 2
slittering blue biljou amid the spirino, white peaks., Hiking alon<
the ridge, Elalne finally halted, panting. He squinted at her in
the brishtness of the snow. She stood, starling out over the
distant valley, and he thouzht it was time to say what he had to
say. . E

vyou know I've had a lot on my nind,"” he saild.

She did not turn to him, put kept starine away. "Yes,l
¥now." she said.

wI'm sorry 1 walked out on you Christmas}“ he said.

“You had a right to," she gaid, "eren though 1t wasn't
what you thoumht.“

"Jhat 18 1t between you and Imad?"

*"It's nothing, really,"” she said., "It's over for the
time being, anyway. He's just a casual friend."

Tt didn't look like that to me."
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"You have to understand," she sald, "he can be more forward
than I'm used to. 3ut we're just friends, that's all, and really
Lucien, you ourht to know me better."

"I ruess I don't really know you," he said. "That's why
I have to keep coming beck with you. I don't know what your
feeliness are; I don't really even know my own feelines.”

Now ghe turned to him and smiled wistfully. "Lucien, what
do you really want from me?" she asked.

Eer question fazed him at first; he thousht his intentlions
had teen clear to her all alonr, but suddenly he recornized that
she was far from understandine him., She was deaf to what he was
tryine to tell her. He said: "I've saild it before., 1I've wanted
to be in love with you, that's all., I don't know any other way to
put it, 1 can't say just why I love you-- it's not rational.
There's something in you, somethins I can't help but respect and
admire, but I want more than admiration. I want it all to be perfect,
and I want you to loe me. I know it's hard to lo e; I -uess the
reason I want to lore you, and you to love me, 1s because it 1ls so
damned hard. I'm no saint. Neither are you, =ut that's the
challenre, don't you see? Two saints could never love each other.
Tove i1s somethin~ that srows, in spite of our weaknesses and
inabilities, and that's where ~od comes in, 1 tﬁink. There can't
ne God: without love, No, it's not the kind of God we're used to.

+'s not the God who we worship. t's the God who speaks to us
throu~h each of us, in our own fumblin- and tortured speech. 1It's
the Cod locked up inside of each of us who is crying to break out
and speak in the space between us. I can'k say 1t any other way,

“laine. We can't hear that God speakins unless we're committed to
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each other, and---" He was not certain exactly what he was sayln~,
yever before had he uttered such poi mant phrases, and his testimony
seemed to spurt out, as thouth he himself were not really decidin-~
the words. She mave him a befuddled and blank look.

"3y the way, Lvucien," she sald, "I wanted to *tell you. They
dropped charres for ﬂe and suy. I cuess they didn't want to tother
anymore."”

“That's mood," he said, He was «lad for her, even thouch
he was angry with her for changing the subject.

"It's too bad in one respect," she said. "I was lookin~
forward to the trial, You were soln~ to be my witness and---"

She reddened slichtly. “"Lucien," she saild, "1 know you weren't
involved in that-demonstration. were you?"

e shook his head.,

"I yrealized from the beginninz you weren't. That's alright,
I ~uess. I sucked you into it. TYou weren't really the type, and
I don't begrudge you, Tut, when 1t comes to what I really feel
for you, it does make a difference." |

"What does?" he asked with vevation. "That I didn't
risk ¥illin«< myself, perhaps? Do you only value me if 1 -et
myself florged for one of your precious causes? Do you only alue
me as some wood piece in your politlical chess game?"

She dropped her eyes to the ground, shufflin her snowshoes
in the powdery snow until they had made a broad, clean scar on the
surface. Then she looked.up at Lucien with frozen anger. "That's
not fair; and you know it.,"

"Sometimes I wonder."

“Oh, Lucien, my God." She beran to walk on. He stumbled

after her. I'hey passed into an open meadow. The whiteness from
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the ground was blinding.

"Elaine, let's come to terms," he pleaded. She stopped
at last and did an about-face. "To terms with what?"

"I want to fgrget about polltlcs, about everythinz except
us, I'm a simple person, I don't want anything else."

Stoopinz down, she picked up a fistful of compacted snow
and 1lifted 1t to her lips, lickinz it. Then she threw down the
remaining wad at her feet. "Lucien," she said, "you do want too
much out of me. You've got somethinz on your mind I can't figure
out, and I cuess I don't want to figure it out. I've always lived
for my ideals, They're pure ideals, and they're what I have to
measure myself against. I can't be anything else. You Just want
me to be your woman, that's all, I'm sure. Of course you talk about
it in a different way, but you're a man, Lucien, and it's easy for
you to delude yourself, I can only be a woman when I've proven
myself by doine something that's greater and higher than what you
want," '

"I don't just want you," he insisted, "I Just want o ‘et
~on a steady keel with you. I want to. share, share something deep.
I'm tired of chasines after your pure---whatever it ig--- I want

the real you."

"Lucien, please---" She turned and walked on, quite fast
no%. Thou-h hig ler muscles ached, he refused to ape her pace,
le watched her stride quickly ahead of him in the clitterin: snow-
field. The sun was glaring in his face, and for an instent he lost
sisht of her as she shriveled away, = black mote in the pure, white

resplendence, He sloaged on, followinwx her trail of foo:iprints

which proceeded back into the woods. She was waltin~ for him. "“We've
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come full circle,” she said, pointins to the line of tracks which
they had intersected, "It didn't seem like we went very far."”

Indeed, he did not ¢o any further with her. He was tired
of trying to penetrate her defenses. He md already exhausted most
of his energsy in pursult of her, and now he was ready to -ive up
entirely. He had 1oét a cood deal of his passion for her. Her
resistance had left him painfully detached from his own aspirations.
4e had forgotten the vitel sense of what mattered in their relation-
ship. At times he doudbted his own values. A mood of emptiness
settled about him. Just about every other day it would rain., The
radio reported ertraordinary amounts of rainfall for that particular
season. The gray weather only accented his mood. At work, Loomis
noticed his low spirits, dbut refused to pity him, makine occasional
wisecrncks about Your man of sorrows." But Loomls still made over-
.tures of friendship, It was obvious he liked Luclien. One day
Loomis offered to take Lucien to lunch. "We can talk about =irls,”
he said, smirking. “ut Lucien’'s induction notice was the first
jtem of conversation. )

"Shit, you don't have much to be happy about, do you?"
Loomis szid.

"It's alright,” Luclen said. "I think I'11l et rejected.
i'e got this ulcer.”

"You do? Shit, you are in pretty basd shape. = "uy like
you needs some good times to met your mind off the nad thins."

"But,then again, it could all ro the wrons way," Lucien
said. "They might find me fit, and I'd be up a creek,”

"Ah, those ﬁorses' asgeg don't want people with holes in
their stomachs,"” Loomls said, "They want animals who they can

train to ki1ll, and you're not mean enough."
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"Jow did you ret out of the service?" Luclen asked.

"I convinced them I was queer," Loomis said. "The Doss
doesn't ¥now that, or he'd castrate me for nct being a patriot.
I had to pull the wool over thelir eyes. Bvren if you do pass, I'm
sure you can do the same. You're smart."

"Maybe, But it's hard for me to do that gort of thinz."

*I ¥now your problem," Loomis sald in 2 cocky tone of wvolce,
"vou need a little woman to tall with and make you happy."

"I':;e had that,”" Lucien said, "but it didn't come out that
way. She was screwed up."

"Doesn't matter,” Loomis said with a «lint in his eye. "You
were hapoy for the moment, weren't you?"

"Have you ever really loved & woman?" Lucien asked, e
had come to realize that Loomis never talked about hls own women;
he only gave advice to others,

"Sure," Loomis sald testily. "Many times. I jet'the best
for ballin~,”

"Oh, come off it. You're makin% a lot of noise. Women
aren't just like that, They don't come to a man jugt te fuoek."

Loomis stared at him with a eltish expression. "Of course
they don't," he saild, "but that's the thin~-- you've gsot to vlant
jdeas in their head, Nake them think you're a free spirit, that
you can love them and see into their soul, and then you've got
them in your bed.;

Lucien was slizhtly irritated by Loomis' flippancy. Shru==in "
he said, "so that's all you think there 1s to 1it. You make it all
sound as 1f 2 woman were nothinz but a slab of meat hangin- on a

hook."
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"That's a good part of it," Loomis said. "I'm 2 hun ry
son of a2 titch most of the time, and so are you I bet,”

"I don't know, BRBut there is one thin~ I'm sure of . I'm
not satisfied only with what you're talkin- about, I want more,
more than that.,”

"Yore of whaé?" Loomis quizzed him with an air of lofty
indifference. "What else is there to zet?"

Ivecien bridled., “What else? I think I see it some of the
time. It's crazy, but ﬁhere's a---a spiritual guality. That's
as wood as I can descrive it. It's hard to see, I know. 1 see
it in myself, and sometimes I think I see it in her face, It's
like Sod, mayhe."

Loonis Jjust stared, uncomprehending, "Do I detect a touch
of the preacher? iHell, should I call you Zeverend, Ieverend Lucien?
The ne¥t thin~ I'm -o0in: to hear 1s a sermon on lust and vice."

"¥o, no, you're way off, Look, it's easy to talk, to
£21k ahout these thinms when you've on the touside. I know there's
more to 1t, Sometimes I feel ag if we're 2all zoin~ throush the
notions and nothin~ more, like sleepwzlkers.”

Loomis shook his head. "You're a strance hird," he said.
"Jnat you need is & women. Marry one. Maybe it'll -et you ont
of the draft."

The day arrived when Luclen was to report for his draft
physical, and Barney had excused him for the dav, sayin- simply
that he hoped it all"worked out." e had received the doctor's
letter, which he tucked in a clean, white, lesal-size envelope,

Ihe morning was chill and ralny. ile drove to the induction
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center, a larre, vray and nondescript btuildin~ in downtown U?kland.'
Jundreds of youths were nillin - about the locked front dcor in the
r2ain, At el~ht o'clock a younr officer with curly nair, snd wearin-
2 ten uniform, came to open the door, harked some unintelliesnle
orders, and the crowq swarned in., They were herded tTo a locker
room and instructed to strip dovmn to thneir Underpanté. Then they
filed into a2 small ~ymnzsium, and made to stand at attention in
rows, while a team of‘physicians pawed over thelr »odies, pokin-
at thelr genltals, =2nd testin~ their refleres with 2 hamner.
Lucien observed that most of the youths in his group were hlack,
they seened quite casval and disrespectful, and at one point he
watched as an officer began screaming at one of the tlack youths,
who stood 1limply, sneerins 2t the whole proceedins. Afterwards
they were shepherded throurh a series of rooms for conductin~
wision and hearing tests. Lucien tried to feimn denfness durine
the hearing tests, hut it seemed as 1f the officer knew that he,
like everyone elsé, waé.doinﬁ the same, for he simply scrawled
with comment some information on 2 card -and commanded him to
continue to the next phase. .

The next pvsse for those who had medical letters, was 2
rrivate interview with an army doctor. The doctor, =z tThin and
tow-na2ired man with a Romen nose, read the letter cursortly, then
stonped "rejected" on Lucien's papers. Luclen was hirhly relieved.
Now he had simply to wait for the final secreenin: to ~e disch=arged,.
“nfortunately, he had to walt for what seemed like most of the
aftefnoon. shout three=fifteen his name wag called, and he 2appeared
refore another officer, who reviewed his papers with sullen de-
liberation. The officer was guite young. He looked somethin~ llze

Rarney, and he seemed rather tired. Ie read cver the letter and
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consulted o nge, military medical book open on his desk, Then suddenly,
he scratched out with his pen the "rejected" stamp the army doctor

had made 2nd handed the papers hack to Lucien, "You doﬁ't have

an excuse," he said sharply.

"But the doctor---"

"It says different here in the manual," the officer said.
"It <oesn’'t meet specifications. You can make 2 formal appeal,
of conrge."

Lucien wanted to arpue, “ut the officer waved the next
person to come forth. "You can make a formal appe2l," he said.
"hat's 18"

Lucien was stunned. All at once he felt a kind of vertiro,
‘ie wanted to protest a-ain to the officer, “ut the officer would
not even look at him., Out into the street the sun was s inin-r.

Now the improbaﬁle was strangely imminent-- he was ~oin- to we
drafted; he would be involved in the war, after all, ha -ine to
choose to kill or be killed. Never before had he considered
havin~ to kill, The realigzation was st&mieing. e could =2ppeal,
of course, "ut he did not hold out much hope. Within several months
ne would be in the service, along with the rmasses of other ill-
starred and almless youn~ men whose lives had Tteen plucked to
fi-ht and die, at last to be expunged from memory., i'ntil now he
n1ad not taken the war serlously; now he was filled with vivid
alarns and indignation. It waé@he last and most devastatine “low.
~e bezan to muse about death, his own death. ¥Te did not want to
die. PRut, more poi~-nantly, hé dld not want to die if ther were

notody to care ahout his dying. The thou~ht of dyin~ enonymously
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in gsome lonely jungle across the ocean enraged him. He thought
about death and suffering as the lot of many of which he was now
one. And he wondered if there were any reason for it. .No,
there was not any reason for it. No one, not even Christ, could
have died for such a.brutal and absurd purpose., The image of the
cross flashed in his mind again, and he recalled a plcture which
he had seen somewherein movies or read in books, of a field of
tiny white crosses laild out on a quiet battlefield. The crosses
were transformed into heaps of fragmented bones and skulls, all
slistening white and evil in the light of day. He looked up.
The late afternoon sun was irradiating the huge crystal dome

of sky, and far above some sea gulls were flopping throuzh the
vacant spaces,

He <ot in his car and went up to Berkeley. Another
crowd, this one much larger than what had been at the induction
center, thronced about Sproul Plaza. A platform with microphones
and loudspeakers had been set up, but:gghone delivering an
address. At the fringes of the crowd, beside a fountain, splashing
zently in the sun, a smaller flock had agssembled, He heard some-
body yell "Hubert, Hubert", and there drifted the hoarse voice
of a man b»awling about God and sin and the devil. Pushing through
the crowd, Lucien beheld near the fountain a slizht and stocky
evangelist with slick, zroomed halr and a sunburnt, freckled face
with two missing front teeth. The evangelist stormed in a
stentorian menner, and whenever he would emphasize a point, a few
of the onlookers would taunt and Jeer.

Lucien observed with mild detachment, Hubert's eyes
were glittering and his face contorted as he ranted., His baggy

trousers and work shirt were stained about the armpits with
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perspiration, Now and then Hubert would Jjab his finger at the
crowd in threatening and declamatory gestures, and the crowd would
merrily applaud, amused by his theatrics, Lucien wondered whether
Hubert was simply playing to his audlence.

The evangeliét's message was straightforward and familiar.
The world was sunk in sinfulness and ripe for perdition; God
was preparing a great and terrible judgement for all, Christ
himself would soon appear. "One who is greater than us all 1s
at our gates," Hubert shouted, "but we will not let him in."”

"Where is he now?" a girl yelled.

"He is coming!®” Hubert exclaimed, "And he will come before
we know it, He will---"

*Hubert, Hubert, come on.,"

The evangelist smiled proudly. "He will come!”

Lucien edged closer to the front of the crowd.

"He will come!" Hubert expostulated in a guttural frenzy.
“He is coming, and every eye will behold him,”

Lucien pushed his way to where he was facing the evangelist,

"And all shall know him."” Lucien seemed to have captured
the eyes of the evangelist, who looked slightly startled, then
pointed his finger and roared, "And he will be known in all the
earth, He is coming, my friends." Suddenly, Luclen felt a quiver
ingide himself. It was impossible for him to understand immediately
what he felt. The evangelist thrust his finger at Luclien agailn.

"What will he do, Hubgrt?" another called,

“He will judge us,"” Hubert answered in a rapid and righteous
retort. |

"Why will he judge us, Hubert?"
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"Because he loves us.‘ Don't you see, he loves us? That's
why he will juée us."

"When will he come, Hubert?”

"He will come when we don't expect it, llike a thief in
the night, the Bible-says."

"Hubert, Hubert—--"

All of a sudden Lucien reeled from a strange and over-
powering tremor in his brain, It was unlike anything he had ever
experienced befores it wag as thoush a great river were gushing
throuzh hils head and carrying the sediment of hig idle thoughts
away. He heard the evancelist®’s volce, but the voice had now
become distant and whining. The rushing noise rose to a crescendo,
then swashed away, and he heard what sounded like birds fluttering
and twitting; he heard a woman's soft voice, his mother'’s volce,
He was startled. But it turned out to be a young girl muttering
something to her boyfriend beside them.

“I do not speak my words, only the Word of the Lord."

wJe're starting."” The last voice surged from the loud-
gpeaker, It was a young man's voice, and then the voice of a
woman came on. The loudspeaker choked off the fulminations of
Hubhert., The woman was gpeaking about the war., “"We're going to have
a rally this Saturday, and we're going to march through Sen Fran-
cisco and get everybody to join us. We're going to close the
place down. We're not goinz to do anything vioclent, That's
not what we'll be there for. We're going to let the Pentagon
know where we stand; we're going to march, all of us together, in
golidarity, and_We're going to make them see the people are

against our government®s pollcey. We're going to show the SOB's."
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' Suddenly he recognized the familiar voice, which had been
difficult to identify because of the echo through the loudepeakers.
The woman was too far away for him to make out her face, but he
knew it was Elaine. "We're going to march all day if we have to."
She droned on. As the crowd warmed to her, it would applaud more
frequently. Then the young man, who had first spoken, took the
microphone. It was Guy speaking. Iuclen tried to shove his way
throuzh the teeming crowd near to the platform, but he quickly
rebounded against a wall of bodies. Pushing to the side .of the
erowd, he finally managed to secure the closest position possible
and listened as the rhetoric continued. His attention drifted
away from what was being said; he was aware only of the blare of
the loudspeaker; the words seemed to slur into an electronic
gabble, In time the speeches ceased, and the crowd slowly began
to scatter. Now he managed to get to the front, but Elaine had
disappeared. He searched through.the crowd, to no avail. A
cool afternoon wind whisked through the‘plaza. stirring up and tedding
scraps of garbage and paper. Over near the fountain a pack of
dogs~- an Irish setter, a wolfhound, and a small monzrel-- barked
and romped with each other, He sat down on the ledge of the
fountain and stared into its shivering waters., The little gzeyser
squirted in the fainting subeamg; i1t splashed and sang amid the
settling hum of volces of young people in the plaza,

He had a feeling of time which consorted with the tempo of
the fountain and the shuffling of feet everywhere around him.
Time seemed to have Suddenly decelerated; it moved as 1dly as the
water itself, agitated merely now and then by a shower of drops
which came with each gust of wind. ﬁe watched a young couple,

who had come to the fountain loitering and gazing dreamily into
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the water. The girl had a simple and pretty face; she snuggled
up to her lover, gave him a smile, and the two walked away.

Some yards away along the street, Luclen discerned
another pair of lovers strollingz hand in hand along the sidewalk.

He was utterly dismayed. It was Elaine he saw; she was
holding handé with & swarthy man, Imad. They were in the company
of a third person, who looked much like Guy. Lucien leaped up
and dogzed the trio at a distance., He followed them up the street
a way, where they turned and proceeded down the block to a parked
white Volkswagen, and drove off.

Iucien was aghast. Elaine had lied to him about Imed; or
at least she had not been entirely honest with him. He imagined
Elaine in bed with the tall, gallant Arab, He had not concelved
of her sleeping with anybody. He remembered what Imad had said
about Israel. It was as though the Arabs were not merely menacing
the Jews, but his own dipgnity as a person. He was tired of playing
the fool,

But, then again, he was not really jealous of Imad as
Elaine's new lover. In one respect he was happy she was willine
to take a lover; it made her seem human. Eut he could not for-
gove her for lying to him. The lie wounded him even more than
her having spurned him. He did not want to hate her, however., It
was impossible for him to do so. He still felt a furious love
for her, one which flamed even more intensely in splte of her
having deqeived him. In a sense her betrayal was an act of truth,
the truth which exposed her lack of the very purity and idealism
she flaunted. She was not all that pure. She had succumbed
to passion, and it was easler for him to love a woman who had

shown pesgsion, even if he were not the one chosen, He wanted to
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confront her with this truth.

He surmised they might be going to Guy's house, He would
confront her there., It didn't matter that Guy and Imad would
be present. They would be her witnesses, He wandered around the
unlversity campus mulling over what he might say. Finally he was
ready. The wind had died down, and the evenines alr was redolent
with sweet smells of flowers. He was unsure of Guy's address.
After long seérching, he came upon what looked the right street.
But the street was dark and the houses all indistinruishable,
except for the ones on which porchlizghts glimmered. He recalled
Guy's house being somewhere in the middle of the block on the right.
He went to rins at one of the houses and ask for directions. A&s
he got out of the car, he observed several black teenagers, in-
cluding a =irl, zathered about a car in the driveway next door
to the house he believed to be Guy's. It struck him to inguire
of the teenagers whether he was in the right location. XHe
sauntered over th them. Two boys, both s8li~ht in bulld, were
seated on the hood of the car. A third'boy and the girl stood
beside them, Chattering and laughing, they suddenly fell silent
as Luclen approached,

"Excuse me," Luclen saild politely, "I'm lookin- for someone
who lives either in this house or the one next door. His name's
Guy."

No one replied. Lucien felt their unspoken hostility toward
him, and a chill came over him, “I'm lookinz for his house; I think
it’s the one next door to you,"

Still there was no answer, Then one of the boys on the

hood said in an insolent tone: "Nobody like that lives 'round here.
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Who you looking for anyway, whitey?"

Lucien thought 1t best just to walk away and ring at the
door, but as he started toward the porch, the same boy called,

"he ain't home, whitey. Now 1t seems you 2in't got no idea who
you're looking for. And anyway, man, you don't belonz here.”

Lucien swung around and clanced at the boy who had
addressed him, The boy had s1id down off the hood and was staring
at him, standing in a slouch, "I said, man,” the boy sald with
rising temper, "you don't belong here. Now you'd better get
your ass out of here before there®s some tfouble, man. I said, the
dude you're looking for ain't home."

vAlright,” Lucien said, and he turned back to the car,

But the boy would not leave it at that. “You ain't in the right
territory,” he sald from behind with a threatening ring to his voilce.
Lucien heard swift footsteps, and suddenly he wés stagzered with

a blow that walloped him behind the neck. The boys had Jjumped

him, and were drubbing him with their fists to the ground.

"You ain't ronna go without a Tittle souvenir," he heard
the same bHoy sS8Y.

He was lying on the ground with his arms above his head,
gimply tryinz to withstand the blows. He felt them kick him in
the spine; his whole body was laced with pain. .Then he tried to
throw them off and run for the car. One of the boys sent him
tottering with a fist egainst his cheek, and he could taste the
acrid blood in his mouth and nostrils. He fell onto the slide-
walk.

"Now ain’t you gonna let us finish it," the boy gsrunted,
and Lucien looked up to see him brandishing a knife, which

twinkled like the silver tail of a fish in the dim 1i-~ht. The
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other boys stepped backj Lucien froze with fear. "Now whitey,
you wonne learn a lesson," the boy said. "You don't come round
here and show you're friends of dudes we don't want."

Lucien could see the boy's face black and outraged. "I'm
~oing," Lucien said,-stammering. "No you ain't,® the boy snarled,
and Lucien saw the knife come flashing at him. An extreme, burning
pain ripped through his shoulder; the boy coiled back to stab
azain, Lucien could see the dark street rollin out before him.

He was petrified, not knowing exactly what was happening. The
world seemed to be whirling about him, the porchlights bobbing
around in the darkness like buoy lamps in a storm. The pailn

was terrible. He closed his eyes; he heard the other boys laugh-
in», Then suddenly the night was plerced by a girl's hich-octave
--olce. The black girl was shriekineg: "leave him alone, leave him
alone," ILuclen did not consider any longer. He jumped in the car,
gwitched on the engine, and lurched off down the street., A rock
clanged against the hubcap as he whizzed away.

Now he was in delirium, He could hardly keep his mind on
his driving, as the car hurtled almost by 1tself down the 1li-hted
city streets and across intersections which appeared strangely
void of other traffic. He seemed to be racing through a dream, the
Xind of nightmare in which one 1s going somewhere without knowing
the specific destination. The pain in his shoulder throbbed,
end touching it with his hand, he felt the hot wetness of blood.
The black girl's voice still reverberated 1n his ear, Who was she?
She was like a_mlnistering engel who had heard hls plaint and

jntervened at the proper moment. He had stumbled into the gapinw
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hole of death, but had been rescued.
0dd thoughts entered his mind as he stagzered throurh the
door of his apartment. He thought all at once that whatever had
befallen him was no longer mere happenstance, but part of some
mysterious and inexptessible plan, Not until now had he really
~ felt that way, 28 he had been too mired in his own grief and self-
reproach, But now it had all come to & head, The transformatlon
was abrupt, beyond his paltry understanding. The horror of 1t
all was lifting like a mist at daybreak. A licht-headedness swept
over him. Turning on the light, he unhuttoned his shirt and
examined the wound, a lonz, red slash from which trickled bloeod
~ut which luckily was quite shallow., He went to the medicine
cabinet and dressed the wound. Then he flopped supine on the
bed and stared at the celling. It all seemed to hang tosether---
the vision, the preachingk of the evangelist that afternoon. A
strange sense of imminencs arrested him., Words tumbled into his
mind without his forcing them.
He craved to sit down and compose a letter to Elaine. A

letter was the best way to articulate his fumbling feelin-s., He wrote:

Dear Elaine,

I saw you this evening with the man you've

chosen ingtead of me, I was angry at first,

but my anger i8 gone now. At first I felt you

had somehow betrayed me, but I know yon ne'er

made any commitment to me to betray. That, of

course, is the problem. You never really wanted

love, not the kind of love I was offering to you--

a deep and enduring kind of love, I'm not sure

anybody can carry on, or even be sane, without

such love; you ooviously think you can. What

you feel about Imad is your own business, but

I'm con-inced you don‘'t really love him. He's

2 sllly infatuation on your part, 1 suppose,

When you get right down to 1t, you're afraild of

love, you're afrald of being confirmed in your
deepest being, because that would make you give
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up your romantic lies and illusions., You don't
want to hear the truth from me now, but you will
have to one of these days. I came tonight to

tell you the truth, but another thing happened--

I was beaten and almost killed. It was strange,
almost as if it were meant to be just that way.

I felt no malice for the black boys who did it,
They were just acting according to the script.

I hardly even saw their faces; but when it was over,
I realized I had to come clogse to death in order
to see the truth myself, And now I can tell you
that truth honestly: we're nothing unless we give
of ourself to each other. Politics, humanity,
noble sacrifices-- what are these but chaff caught
up on the wind., What is of value unless it is
affirmed in the love two people have for each other?
That was the truth I wanted to tell you. You will
have to wake up and stare it in the face. The
days are coming soon when you will have to do that,
The days are coming when you will have to meet me
face to face, to look me in the eye, and see what
1s the truth, That’s the best way I can put it.
Elaine, I love you, even thou:h I myself often now
refuse to believe 1t, I feel empty inside, but I
have to love you, and I want you to love me, and
someday--someday-- you will love me and embrace

me, a8 the lonz night embraces the dawn,

Lucilen

Yet still there was more. For some reason he could not
quite bring himgelf to say the one very‘last thinz he reckoned
in his chaotic mind. The evangelist that afternoon-- he had uttered
something, perhaps unwittingly, which sparked a brushfire in his
thoushts, The spark had not fallen where the evangelist most likely
intended it to fall, The toothless little man had bra#ited the same
old words. But in Luclen's head the words had gathered a new energy;
they had touched off a response which no one of sound temper could
initlate., Deep inside he could feel the hot magma crackling and
explodin~; it was rising, rushing to spew out., His frustration
With Elaine had brought him to a crisis much more immense than that
of being loved by a woman whom he passionately desired. Now he

was the bearer of a truth infinitely more eminent. Lt the edge of
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death, in the pain of his lacerated flesh, amid the confoundment
of his ideas and senses, he saw clearly. His loneliness was not
gome callous misfortune; it was purposed. At the brink‘of des-
peration, he had been driven to a notion which seemed utterly
insane:; he was the witness to the fullness of time, he was the
one who wag to come., That was the explanatlion of the vision.

Yet it was not he aslone who could ransom the broken world,.
He had no power, no superhuman Prowess. £11 he wanted was to
lo- e nad be loved, and he wanted that to be the truth of the ages.
He thouzht about Christ onthe crogs. He was not one to savor
martyrdom, in fact he detested the whole ldea of martyrdom. There
wag no gladness in suffering for truth, any truth. His suffering
revealed to him the emptiness of suffering, There was no God on
hizh to reward him for his endurance; nor could he cast out hls af-
flictions bty his own efforts., He was waltingz, waitinz for the
words of love, recognition, and confirmation that would ve spoken
from the soul of a woman. In her voice would he the voice of God;
he would reach out to her and she Wouldﬁembrace him, a holy em-
brace, which wag no longer the melding of corrupted matter, but
an incarnation of the living God. The 1li .ing God-- yes, that
phrase meant something to him all at once, The 1living God no
lon er thundered from his throne in the heavens, but cried out in
a still, small voice--- the volce of two lovers scrabbling for
words to bring forth their own inmost spiritual treasures, which
would “e united not as disemhodied ethers, but as sanctified flesh,
in the conjunction of the marriage bed. The “Word became flesh.,”

Yes, he knew that expression from the Fourth Gospel. The Word
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was flesh, It was the word uttered in the eternal kinwvdom of
intimacy, the kin dom for which he yearned, He could not enter the
kingdom by himself., He could not enter into it without.her; and
thus he would have to wailt. Spared death, he would have to walt
just a little while }onger, until she would come, not in the
whirlwind, but as a gentle face that smiled out of the darkness
and gave him peace. He was the one, and yet he was not the one to
arrange for his own redemption. For the kingdom was not within
him, but it lay present at hand, in the sphere where two lonely
personages crash and mingle as eddys in a maelstrom, It was the
kinzdom which overcame death, the kingdom in which love abided
and in which did not cloy the corrosive vapors of time, It was the
kingdom which was still not yet, but was nevertheless wlthin reach,
and he would be the one to announce its arrival, to declare that
it had come,

That night he found it exceedingly hard to sleep, and
when he did sleep he was unable to dream. It was as though his
mind had been rinsed of all the offal ih its unconscious, and was
now as stainless and pure as a new tablet. In the mornin~ he heard
the birds: they were no longer background static, but sweet and
phonic voices, which telegraphed to him thelr secret messages. The
voices sald, "go, =zo forth, this day, and make the way straight
for the kingdom. Show others the way, and then you will, as the
last one, go 1nto the kingdom yourself, for the time has come."

It was another work day, but Lucien could hardly set his

mind to the customary business at hand, Loomis <lowered in his
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usual insouciant manner., Loomis asked him why he seemed to be in
such good spirits, and Luclen Jjust replied with a gelf-effacing
smile. Barney had a pile of asslignments for him, There was an
0ld woman in Sausalito who owned an avlary with countless rare
birds, and the town development council was convening at noon in
the Holiday Inn to discuss the financing of a future shoppin~
mall. But Lucien would have none of such folderol. He showed
his wound to Barney and told him of the episode the previous
evenings, He sald he was still dazed by the whole affair, and he
requiested a week off without pay. Barney was sympathetic,
muttering somethin- about “how crime reaches us all." He gave
Lucien until the followinz Thursday.

Joyous, Lucien went out, first to find the old man.
Perhaps the old man would let him know whether he was simply golng
mad, or whether he had discovered a marvelous truth. He trusted
the 0ld man,.. He met the old man again on the path. The sun was
bright, the air 1limpid. The surrounding woods were starting to
areen out of their winter shroud. Lucien recounted to the old
man the whole story about what had gone on since summer, about
the vision, and about the realization to which he had finally
come, The o0ld man was grim-faced; he listened to Lucien's story
with no hint of emotion, and when it was over, he saild, "so you
must keep things in perspective wifhout zoing off the deep end.
You must listen to be sure if you've heard the rizht words, that
they're not more of the babble we hear so much today. You
must find a place that is utterly silent, Have you been to the
deseft?"

Lucien said that he had vislted the desert »efore, when hh

was 1n collece in Southern California. "You should <o alone to
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the desert," the old man said, "The word of God always manifests
itgelf in emptiness and in silence." Lucien was not certain how
far the old man gave credence to what he had been sayiﬁa; but the
0ld man's suzgestion was a good one. In a week, he hoped to come
back to the old man and tell him what he had discovrered, "Come
and gsee me when you know somethins,"” the old man gaild firmly.

In the afternoon Lucien set out for the desert. He
decided to leave his car at home and hitchhlke, for he wanted to
be free and alone, listening for the clolstered voices of the
vast world. Strapping his gear on his back, he hit the road about
two o'clock, For the first three hours it was easy to thumb rides,
and by sunset he had traveled as far as the Salinas Balley. His
last ride dropped him off at a truck stop beneath some waving
poplar trees on Highway 101, The sun was droopinz behind the trees,
and he felt the sepulchral chill of night closing in. 1Inslde the
truck stop he purchased some potato chips and a can of coke, He
thouzht he had better continue on, even thouzh the darkness was
descending, and the thought of riding alone with strangers at night
as a nit uncomfortable, Just as he was goins out the door, how-
ever, he came face to face with another hitchhiker, a short, but
husky youns man with bronze skin and a black beard-- who was on
his way in.

The other hitchhiker looked at him with friendly concession.
“Iaid up,"” he asked? "C'mon, I've got a ride as far as Santa
Barbara. The other hitchhiker asked for a glass of water, swigced
it down, and led Lucien back into the darkness to where a2 small

pickup truck was parked. The hitchhiker made a remark to “he
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driver, a grizzled farmer wearing a Stetson hat, who nodded; and
the hitchhiker signalled Lucien‘to clamber in the back with him.
Lucien set his bedroll next to that of the other hichhiker, and
they lay back against the wall of the cab, as the truck wheezed and
lumbered off down the ﬁlghway.

The wind off the road was cold and biting, and Lucien
rummaged in his pack for a heavler jacket, The other hitchhiker
jntroduced himself as Louie. He saild he had been a college
student for two years.lthen dropped out in order to see the world.
] gtudied a lot of philosophy," he said, "but I knew it wouldn't
get me anywhere until I'd had some real experiences, until there
was something to philosophize about.”

The truck rolled on throuzh the darkness. The wind
carried the pungent scents of the fields alone the highway--
manure, alfalfa, cabbages, and some strong, unidentifiable
vegetable smells. They sped past 1izhted farm houses and through
sleepy towns, the little stores dark and shuttered, neon signs
gtill twinkling green and yellow. Soon the towns disappeared, and
the hichway narrowed into a long, stralght furrow through bare
hillsides that heaved up black beneath a rising moon. A large
car, its high beams galring, moved up right behind the truck, and
Lucien had to shield his eyes from the brightness; then the car
passed and was swallowed in the night. Loule had remained quiet
so far. He lay back, his eyes peering out into the windy dark-
ness, and hummed a medley of all unrecognizable folk tunes. At
length he reached in his rucksack and yanked out a bottle of vodka.
Quaffing the spirits directly from the bottle, he offered a drink
to Lucien, who accepted. The vodka broiled his throat as 1t

washed down, but it made him feel warm, "Thanks,* he said timidly.
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"Where you headed for?" Louie asked,

"The Mojave,"”

"Why are you goinz there?"

"To get some things straicht."

"Things straight? In your head?"

“You could say that."

Louie kept on humming. Then, halting suddenly, he asked,
"You just keep on going with me and you can get your head striaght.”

"Where are you going risght now?"

"I don't know, I could follow you out to the Mojavé, it
you want me to."

"I'd like that,"

"I'm not sure I could show you anything, but I know a
place we could stay; its not too far out of LA, a monastery."”

"You know the monks?"

"There's a Father Weston I know really well, He's put
me up before,"

"Wwhere do you come from?"

“Who knows? The wind, the tides, maybe, I was born in
Santa Monics."

"This is my first time out on the road like this."

"The spirit moved you?"

"Yes, you could say that." Iuclien wondered whether he
should explain exadtly why he was on the road, He thouvht it
better not to let on with most of the detalls. “I hear marvelous
things happen In the desert," he said.

"It's Jjust like any other place," Louie replied, "except

1t's so quiet you can't tell your own voice from an earthquake.
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I'-'e slept out there many times."
"You ever ask yourself religious questions?" Lucien asked,
"Much of the time. That's why I zave up on philosophy.

It didn't satlisfy the spirit, and I've got this feelinc this

is a very spiritual éear.“

Lucien was stirred by Louie's suggestion. “What do you
mean?"”

"Nothing, Jjust a feeling. Just a feelinc in my zuts, that's
all. You cet the feeling whén you watch the sun go down. There
aren't the same coiors in the sky."

Lucien lay back and sighed., "I've got to ask you about
that," he said.

Their conversation tapered off, and Lucien fell asleep to
the Jomaing of the truck, He awoke when the truck stopped.

They were in the moonlizht not far from the ocean., Louie had
Jumped out, and was thanking the dri-er. Scramblinec to collect his
gear, Luclen waddled out the rear gate,.and hopped to the ground.
Turning up a dirt road into some orange groves, the truck bucked
off with a fading moan into the night. The beach was several
hundred yards from the highway. Louie led the way, through a
barbed wire fence and over some billowing sand hills to an arroyo
nanked with scrud brush, all finespun and gnarled in the white
glow of the moon,

"We can sack out here," Louie said, "It's sheltered so
the cops won't see us from the highway,"

They rolled out their sleeping bags and crawled in,

Weary to thelbones, Lucien craved sleep. The sand was soft,
and he was reminded of the times as a young child he had come home

in the car late at night, having fallen asleep in the back seat,
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and his father had laid him deftly and gently laid in his bved.
Before he realized, he was awake. The nizht had fled, and
the sun was scorching hils face. A pesky fly »uzzed in hls ear,
Louie was gtill snorinxz in hls sleepine waz. Luclen got up and looked
out o“ér the waters.. The sea was gray and glassy; a short distance
offghore specks of seabirds could be seen drifting, silently as
kelp, on the sun-glossed surface. Breathinz deep and stretchling,
Lucien sniffed happily the smells of the sea. The day was new
and warm, and he felt exultant. IHe wandered off onto the beach,
thinkinz all the while about the last time he had sauntered along
the seashore, that time with Lille in the ardor of their love and
the pasgion of death, It had all been consumed in his memory now---
even the doubts and agonies with Elaine had been put to rest. de
shared in a new kind of existence. The unmentionatle past, the
heartbreak, the anticipation--- these were regsol-ed in his conscious-
ness of a new power within him, a power which promised, perhaps,
to transform the whole world. He had discovered a stranze new God,
and he was walting to hear the God's véice, couched within the
silence of each day and ready to 1ssue forth loudly as the roar of
a new thousand years.
He rambled about the beach. In a small crater of damp
gand a solitary crab was digesing industriously to shelter itself
from the bakine sun. High above the cry of gulls shattered thé
gsilence; a slizht'hreeze came up, and he wrinkled his nose at
a tlowing whiff of fetid fish, He went back to where Loule was
sleepin~z, His friend geemed to sense his approaching steps, for
he zrunted, and stared up at Lucien with lan:uid eyes. "Oh," he

mumbled. "“We need to travel on, don't we?"
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Lucien smiled at his companion. There seemed something
cheering and beneficent about Louie, which showed in hils kind,
tearded face., As Loule wriggled out of his sleeping bag, Luclen
noted his muscular arms, covered with black halr, and his enormous
hands, like two scales, which could have held either a great ~lobe
or a 1little child, He had the appearance of a strong man who
never needed to use his strength, thg kind of person so strong
that he would have little capacity for anger or violence., Brush-
ine his hair out of his eyes, Loule sald, "it's late, I know."

Tramping back to the highway, they gtood for nearly an
hour with outstretched thumbs until a man and & woman in a station
wagon with Oregon license plates picked them up. The man was
middle-aged; the woman, a blonde, was quite young and garrulous,
She did not seem to be his wife and kept referring to the two of
them as "boys." Every now and then she would call to them over
her shoulder, inquiring about such personal matters as their views
on sex and marraige. Each time Loule answered, politely shuttins
her off with flippant retorts that bordered on the outrageous, for
example, quippin~ that he thourht marriage was a form of "enjoyable

sla~ery."” And each time the man would turn to her, bewildered,
and say, “we don't need to bother them now, honey.“

The couple from Oregon tdok them farther than they had
counted, to San Bernadino. Then they hitched a ride north, only
for a few miles, to a lonel§ place among gome more orange groves.,
Louie announced they were not far from the monastery. The air had
grown hot and shimmered with a gassy film. The odor of new orange

blossoms clorred the senses. Louie dropped his gear on the dusty
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ground and grubbed out of the knapsack some cellophane-wrapped
sticks of beef jerky along with the half-empty vodka rottle.
Handing one of the gsticks of jerky to Lucien, Louie said, "1t keeps
the pain out of the gtomach for & 1ittle while til we get where
we're goin~, The zood fathers'll feed us.”

Lucien was not very hunary, but his mouth was parched.

The prospect of salty beef jerky displeased him, and he forbore
until Louie offered him & draught of the spirits. The vodka
stung his dry lips, yet its ferocity gerved to slake his thirst,
ag he swilled a mouthful or two around. Louile squatted on his
hams, chawing the tou~h jerky with forceful bites. "You know,"
he said, "I don't know exactly why I'm taking you to this place.”

"vou saild you know them there," Lucien reminded him.

"Yes, but they're not all what I'd call my people. It's
funny. 1 guess it's the Catholic kid I was ralsed stil1ll in me,
that I'-e got this plous reverence for men who work, meditate, and
gstay away from the women." He shook his head,

"You keep goins so much, you prébably don't ever zet
tied to any women,” Lucien sald.

“That's not really true,” Loule replied., “I°ve had my
share, before 1 started travellin-.”

"Why did you leave them behind?"

"Oh; I d1¢n;t really. They left me, really, you mlcht say."”

“You scared them?"

Louie looked at him with bemusement; then a rapt smile
came across his face, and he chuckled. "Sure, I guess 1 8ca8reé
them, e monster like me--="

“No, I mean, dild you scare them, because you wanted too

much out of them.”
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"I don't think I demand much out of anybody," Louie saiqd,
"That's not my style. There Just wasn't anything that woulq carry
us on any further, so I thouzshte-- well-woiteg time to see the
world, Philosophy,*

Lucien took another gulp of the vodka, He gaid with
seriousness, "I demanded a lot out of women, and they spurned me
for that,"

Loule Sneered facetiously, "I ~uess you would make a lot
of demands, You strike me as the earnest type, Well, maybe that's
your problem, you know. You come on like a heavy, a saint or
something, and you scare their cunts away. No woman ever loved a
saint,.*

Smiling, Lucien said, "I don't ever pretend to being
a gaint,"

"Well, if you're so gerious about loving them, then they®11
read you ag a saint, whether you want that or not, That’s why I
can understand thesge monks, you Bee, they're trying to be saintly,
and they don't make any pretense otherwise."

"1 see what you're getting at," Lucien Baild., "“It's true
in one way. 1I've suffered a lot, and I used to take some kind
of weird pride in it "

Loule laughed. *"Now who hasn't suffered a lot? They're
two types of sufferers. Those who make a big deal out of it and
those who don't, That latter are the ones who think they're
saihts, and it makes them suffer more,"

"I came to a point just g few days ago,"” Lucien saiq,
"where I swore off suffering, at least I wasn't soing to make a
blz deal out of it, But gomething elge happened at the same time,

I was grippede-- yes, gripped with a vision of what it meant, "
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Louie saild, "well, if you had a vigion, then you're
still wallowince in your own sainthood. The problem 1s you don'c
recognize 1it."

"Well, how do I =zet out of 1it?" Lucien asked.

"Get out of 1t? Work it out. Try being the real saint,
try to save the world, and then you'’ll work your way out of is."

It took them the rest of the afternoon to ~et to the
monastery. Dropped off about two miles from their destination,
they had to hike the final distance in the atrocious, afterncon
heat. Lucien was nearly =acgina from thirst. The monastery
was situated on a ridege within a lone ring of trees backed up against
the northern 'slope of the San Gabriel Mountains. From its en-
trance one could look out over the Mojave desert, which swept away
to the northeast, a vast, leached-gray plain with its sheer, faraway
horizon bluntins the blue edges of a cloudless sky. The monastery
did not compare at all with those ancient stone and mossgs-grown
cloisters which readily leap to mind, but was a modern <lass, wood,
and cinder-block‘construction that included a dormitory and out-
buildin~s. Great cottonwood trees canopied the gray-dirt ~rounds
with steep shadows, In the center of the grounds was a fishpond
strewn with water lilies..around which swaggered several fat, white
ducks. In the dinine hall, which was part of the main huildinc,
the monks were engagad in supper. A pudgy and jovial monk in hils
black frock and white collar ~reeted them at the door. He seemed
to know Louie. “Yes, yes, come in," the monk declared heartily.

The monks wereseated along a long, oaken banquet table
and conversing in a solemn cacaphony. Near the end of the table,

a tall, bespectacled, and aged monk with wavy, sil er halr rose
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from his chair and in a hasty and solicitous manner nodded to Loule.

"Father Weston," Loule said eagerly.

The elderly monk smiled a gtiff, but amiable smile,
and he extended his hand to Luclen as well, "Father Weston," Loule
said, “"we dropped in. I feel ashamed of seeking your hbspitality
so often. This is my comrade, Lucien--="

"Lagtman," Lucien added.

Father Weston shook his head., "Nelther of you should feel
ashamed. The monastery has always been open to wayfarers. Come
and have a meal with us.”

Father Weston cleared a space at the end of the table and
agked one of the monks to bring two chalrs. Soon an attendant
appeared with two plates of food =-- brown rice, candied carrots,
and chunks of beef in an herb sauce., The attendant also poured
glasses of white wine, which had an odd, resin taste. "Tt's Greek
wine, Retsina," Father Weston gsaid, noticing the uncertaln look on
Lucien’s face. then he said, "tell me, what brings you here?"

"] can only speak for myself," Loule gaid. "Wanderlust.,"

"sh" Pather Weston exclaimed, “hut 1t's funny how someone
who always wants to rove would keep coming back to a sedentary
place like this. I suppose we are all bound to .the earth in a way,”
Turning to Lucien, he asked, "and you?"

g wanted_tb visit the desert,” Luclen saild.

v"Of course,* Father Weston said, "the desert is a very
gquiet and beautiful place. Most people don't think of 1t as
veautiful, this parched wilderness. But there's a hidden beauty
here. You must think of yourself as making a pilesrimacge.”

“Phat’s a way of puttinr it," Luclien sald. Since he was

desperate with thirst, he had emptied gquickly his whole xlass of
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"snd where have you been of late?" Father Weston asked Loule,
"it's been-- I think -- since November."

"Yes, that's right," Loule said. "I haven't been too far,
up the coast, where ghe redwoods reach up to the sky, then out to
Colorado, and back to the Pacific."

"Well, nothing has changed here," Father Weston said.
"The days have gotten hotter, that'e all, and I' e been readlng more
Bona renture,”

Louie looked at him with interest. V"Yes." Father Weston

said, "I' e been studyins the text more closely, The Mind's Road

to God. It has to do with a monosgraph I'm workinz on."™ Father
Weston turned to Lucien, "Are you familiar with Bonaventure?"

"I never studied philosdphy," Iucien said,

"You would like it," Father Weston remarked. “It's
psycholozy also. The purification of the soul--"

They finished supper and adjourned to a slttin~r room, where
Pather Weston served brandy. Luclien observed that Father Weston
appeared very tired. Lucien himself was growins quite sleepy from
the wine., Before he knew it, he was nodding off, and was otlivious
to %he conversation except for a few féint snatches which punctuated
his drowsiness. Suddenly he stralned to open hié eyes and listen,
for Loulie and Father Weston were arguing. They were arguines ahout
the war.

"JIt's a fraud," Louile was saying heatedly.

Father Weston was calm. "It's only a fraud if you don't
believe it is done for a just cause., But you must think of how
the people will suffer under the Communists.”

“I don't believe they'll suffer any more than they're
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suffering now," Loule said.

“But then you are naive, if I may frankly say so," Father
Weston added sharply.

Luclen thouzht it appropriate to relieve Loule by saying
something, even thouéh he had missed the eérlier part of the dispute,
"I can't see fightinm a war we have no chance of winning,"” he said.

"But how do you know that?" Father Weston asgsked.

"Because people my age -- the one;s who will have to do the
fighting-- have no will, They don't see the justice, and besides,
more blood will be spilled than saved."

Father Weston ~lanced at Lucien captiously. "Is that an
argument, no really? Do you just weigh one pint of blood against
another? Sometimes blood is necessary."”

"Too much blood has been spilled for '~ood’causes,” Loile
sald,

Father Weston looked puzzled. "I know the ethical prohlems,”
he said gravely. "One must not be a pure utilitarian, but one must
not also stick solely with deontolocy -- doing what 1s risht in it-
self. One needs a sense of fittin-ness, prudence ---"

“I don't think you can rationalize it," Loule sald.

"No," Father Weston said, "but -- one cah he guided by hoth
reason and scripture, and the latter says it is sometimes necessary
to ~ive our lives so that we may save them."

Lucien was somewhat irritated now, even with hls great
respect for his host. "Are you saying that we have to be saints?”
he asked.

Father Weston smiled. "No, that's not what I'm saying, but

what I mean ls whether our moral principles are actually informed

Wby,
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only Ly our stcrchk deslia TO saveE curarlveg, e I obhore gre

But the dying, it's no point, oh---"Loule protested excitedly.

Father Westoq pondered a moment, "I guess T'm a 1little old
and weary to see the reasons your passion invents," he said to
Louie, "you're a young man with sensitivity, But I°ve glven so
much of my life to charity for others, and I can't see--- 1 can't
see how you think we are going wrong."

“I didn't mean you personally,” Loﬁie said,

“No, I realize that, but it’s all --- things are very slow
in the degext, and 1 suppose I'm not cloge enough to the young
preople who have the new spirit,” Father Weston dropped his eyes,
his face showing the ridges of troubled concentration, He
shook hig head, "1'm not really a political man,"” he said, "I'm
a servant of Christ, and T know how hard 1t is to serve sometimes,
T must be honest == out here in the desert one runs the risk of
always thinking abstractly, and T wonder at times how effective
a form of service that can be, But, then again, there are the
lives of so many good men and women to take into account, They're
lives are at stake, and it would be hard for me to justify letting
them perish at the hands of a godless politiéal creed, There
are times when-- well -- we have to choose, choogse not what will
work, or will avoid conflict, but what serves to redeem,. Some-

" times redemption can only be accomplished by a great sacrifice.
We must make sacrifices «—=="
Loute stared at him, *“I love youn and respect you, Father,”

he said, "but I doubt your cholce of words, Are these sacrifices



The Coming

necessary? Does a man step into a brawl if it's obvious he and
everybody else will end up the victims? Do we really need to sac-
rifice?"

Father Weston retired into thought., For the first time
Lucien noticed a small, gold cross gtrung on a chaplet around the
elderly man®'s neck, The cross caught a glint from the overhead
light; 1t twlsted slowly as Father Weston fidgeted, "Well,"
Father Weston said, "it must be so, We must sacrifice because
God glories in our sacrifices, and he will redeem us for our
berserverance, I°'m reminded of Saint Francig ="

"But he was a man of‘peaoe," Louie interjected,

“Yes, I know," Father Weston said sadly, "I know,"

As the hour was late, Loule said they ought tobe going,
Father Weston appeared surprised, "But, please} he said, "you
will stay with us this evening,”

Loule smiled, "Thank you for your kindness, but the desert
floor will do,"

“I hope you're not upset with me,” Father Weston said,

"No," Loule said, smiling, "It's good to talk again,”

"And I've been very pleased to meet you," Father Weston said
to Lucien as they flung together their gear, "You must come back,
It's a good place for reflection,"

"Yesg," Lucien said, He was quite sleepy.

As they hiked back down the road in the darkness, Lucien could
hear his companion chuckling under his breath, Loule was in good
spirits, "1 take it you weren't all that mad at the good father,”
Lucien seid,

"No," Loulie smid, "We have our arguments. He's a lonely
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old man who rarely has flesh and blood to struggle with, FHe
needs somebody for an argument, All he has, othérwise, 1s the
silence of the desert.,"

They had traipsed what seemed several miles, The moon was
up, casting its feeble, topaz light over the sagebrush and yucca,
Thelr shadows paced along at the side of the road--- hulking,
monstrous things that flitted low above the ground, Finally they
came to the main road, but instead of turning down it, Louie led
them into the open flat of desert, They stumped onwards for at
least ten more minutes, ,To the northwest, below the blg dipper,
there was visible a spangled scarf of lights from a distant town,
Lucien was curious where Loule was goings; he seemed to be heading
out into the wild lonely blackness of the Mojave, But soon Louile
stopped and said, "here®'s alright.” There was nothing particularly
striking about that particular plot of hard, alkali ground,

"OK," Luclen agreed, for he yearned to sleep,

They crawled in thelr bedrolls; Loule grabbed the vodka
bottle and squirrelled it away in his bag., "Ah," sighed Loule,
"the saints give us fest.“

Lucien wanted to sleep, but i1t soon became evident Louie was
bent on talking, Guzzling the rest of the vodka, Loule produced
now a steel flask of whisky, which he passed to Luclen, Loule
became animated and said, “"about Father “Weston, he's a decent man,
and T love to listen to him spout about 8t, Thomas and the Arabs,
or anything Medieval for that matter, but he's wrong on the politiecal
question,"

"I agree,”" Luclen said,

"The other problem is that he's locked up in a whole way of

V3P *Flhntla Ahonlata Hie mind?a 4n +tha medieval thing~-~ the
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quiddities and what have you, And -~ well =- he needs a woman,
like we all need a woman,"

Lucien took a long swig of the whiskey, He remembered now
that he had come to the desert to find something out for himself,
His own words, gratultous as they were, tolled some sort of megsage,
What he had just sald was in a fashion trivial, but it made a
pecullar suggestion to him, a suggestion he could not quite unravel,
“"That's it," Lucien said,

"What?" '

Luclen downed some more whiskey, then handed the flask back
to Loule, "The thing about women, His politics are the politics
of not having, that's why he sacrifices,"

"I think I've got you," Loule said. “Who needs the Mother
of God? I got that business most of my growing up, The mother,
the virgin, they're all sexless, right, You don't have to love
them, just adore them, and make sacrifices for them, Yeh,"

Luclen was pleased wlth the point Louie was maeking, “So
we go on making sacrifices, of our bodles, our very souls, for a
love without a body, because we're afraild of the real love of a
woman, or a man, for that matter,"

Loule was quiet, "Now I don't see," he said,

“Hell, we all want a woman, a woman we can love w—- not just
fuck, but who'll love each one of us, and say they'll stick with
us, That's so hard, to honestly want that, Ve run away from
commitment to somebody, but it's commitment that acts as a rudder
for our lives, It means we always have somebody to donfide in,
and to be confided, somebody to tell us when we're full of shit as

when we're right on the beam, and 1t's all done out of love, don't

you see? The desert -- the dark, enormous, and lonely desert -- is

~
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just a reminder of how 1t 1s when we're right with arother person
so much of the time, We flee into the desert, lonely and scared,
We flee from the face of one who might love us, who might speak

to us in the loneliness of our fear and isolatlon, Who can speak
to us? Not God, the old God, Not the disembodied God, but the
God made flesh, the God who has a body, who has sex, That's
another part of it =- have you ever wondered why God invented

sex? So people could know God, Sure, Sex keaps the human race
alive, being born and procreating, but there's more to it.

Sex 1s what makes possible knowledge of God through the other
person, Loving & woman binds you to her, in a way you can't
slough off lightly; and when you're bound to somebody, you have to
take them seriouslyj you have to listen to them, you have to share
in what they are, what trey feel, and what they think about you,
You can't flee into your own tempting illusions about yourself,
because they’re always blasting through those 1lluslons with the
reélity of who they are, Why has man‘been gscared of woman, or
woman of man? Why have they been scared of each other as human
beings have always been scared of the mystery, the divine mystery?
They’re scared of being whole, don't you undexstand? DBecause
being whole means we have a regponsibility to the two, not just
one halves of ourselves, But half of ourself isn't the same as
the whole self, -If we hear the other half of ourselves, the other
half of our mind and flesh, who is real, out there, we hear God.
No monk alone in the degert can hear God, That's why a monk's
prayer goes unanswered, You can only hear God if you have somecne
to say 'I love you," and you can say the same back. God is dead,

The disembodied, faceless God is dead, The real God 1s very nearj
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she's coming, and I walt to hear her voice, and --"

Lucien's head was becoming wavery from the whiskey, and his
stomach felt slightly queasy, Loule was still silent, Finally,
Louie said, "you can really go on, can't you? It sounds pretty
good "

“"No," Lucien insisted, "it's not just good. It's a scandal,
you ses, It's a scandal because we aren't -~ the world isn't --
ready to admit that God can be human, really human, Not that God
ig any one of us, but God comes into the space between you and
me, or between me and her, and I hear God's volce in her volices;

I feel God's touch in her touch, Isn't 1t possible God can touch
us too? Father Weston has lost God; hisgs God is a dry abstraction,
that®s why he wants us to go to war for God, to sacrifice our lives
for a God who can't speak and who can't touch and who can't love,
But ~= God is right here, here in the clearing between two des-
perate selves, who crave to be rescued from thelr own darkness and
loneliness, to love and be loved, He wants to serve, to love
humanity, But humanity®s just another idol, Nobody can love
humanity., Can you touch humanity? Can humanity talk back to you?
Nobody can love God in any other way than as the real man or woman
who has the glimmer of God wilthin them, & God who 1s human as well
as divine, who loves, hates, wrongs, forgives, and is forgiven,
That®s the God of whom we'are really afraid, but the love of such
a God i3 so hard, so harxd to accomplish in any enduring way. We
don't want a God who is always in our presence, who 1s always the
flesh~-and-blood other bound up in our lives, I once thought love
was easy, even easier than the love of God; but it's far harder than

1 ever dreamed, I can't love any God who's not breathing flesh,
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whom T can embrace and glve my life to, that's all, There can't
be any other God, The lovers know who God isi™

Luclen was totally awake now, iis own woxrds had aroused
him to a fit, He felt queer, not knowin~ what Louie was thinking
of his oration, The ideas seemed to flow easy, but in a sense
they struck him, their very author, as rather mad, He went on,
"that's whatis go strange about it all, It*s so easy and yet so
difficults; it°s a truth that's been here all the time, but we're
only waking up to realize it, How little do we even sense the
ground that we're lying on! How often do we know the small and
insignificant things around us that are yet so important? Maybe
1t®s s0 obvious we can't see it, like the ocurve of our nose in the
corner of our eyes, But somebody has to tell, and that's when
the truth will coﬁle to be known to us, You see, I don't know
about myself; I think I'm the one who has to tell everyone, even
if they think me mad, even if —=-"

The sound of Loule snoring broke into his rhapsody. He
was stummed and chagrined -- even Louie did not want to hear,
Louie did not want to take him seriously, but perhaps that was
how it was meant to be, Loule had made him talk; he had prompted
Lucien to thresh his own words, which were the words he wanted
to hear, the words he had come to hear, They were the very words
immured in the desert's silence,

It was impossible now for him to sleep., The words ceme
crashing into his brain, demolishing the silence, Yes, he thought,
so that is what I've wanted to say all along. NNy voice is only

one solitary volce crying for another to hear it, and 1t is the

other®s volce who I ory for., He listened attentively, but all he
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could hear in the darkness was the all-infecting silence. "No,

T will not hear the voice here,” ne thought, "and that's vhy I
came here, to discover the sllence, to know that the volce ig not
jn space, but in a time yet to be fulfilled, when she will say
“Tucien, T love yoh," end she will mean jt from the depths of her
gpirit. The word is comings 1t is ripening in time.,"”

Ee had drunk too much, His head was spinning now, and he
felt the horrible nausea rising in him, Cclimbing out of his
aleeping bag, he stood stralght up, his eyes swiveling about the
gky, It was as 1f the sky might havesome message oI him, and in
his sickened stupox he saw it., 1t was not what he had expected,
He trembled with fear and anticipation, Near a bright star to the
cast he saw a 1light streaking, coning fasty it careened across
the firmament, a gtrange, white fireball, and foxr an instant,
1t seemed to hover, then rushed westward., At first 1£ was a dim
1ight, then 1% geemed to burst jnto many coOlors. It kept moving
toward the west, His body gtiffened, A priokly chill settled over
his entire 1limbs and trunk, His legs began to carrly him in the
direction of the 1ight, as 1if he were drawn by an 1inyisible force, .
He muttered to himgelf, “oh my God, what have I thought? What

nave I done?” His stomach tense and lined with fire, he stumbled

toward the light. Then suddenly he felt himself teetering, The
light explodeed again, 1ike sparks of a roman candle, And he

§ cumbled onto his own face. The sickmess in his stomach welled

éﬂ up, & gusher of pain, and he vomited on the ground, "Oh, my

5’;'.’ '

%i God," he shouted, "the word, come to me," and his &yes flooded
g

"

wlith tears.
But a hand fell on him, It was a strong nand, l1ifting him
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up with tender prowess, "pre you alright?" Loule asked,
"Yeg," Lucien said, "I don't know what came over ="
"You've had too much booze,* he said, "C'mon, T was asleep;
. I dldn't kmow waat you were doing until I heard you, Let's both

of us sleep,”

They were back on the road early, in the heat and gritty
dust swirling off the desert floor and the wind that had come up
just about sunrise,

"I'm sorry about last night," Luclen said as they stood,
together, waiting for a ride,

Loule looked at him with = stony composure, The wind blew
in another whorl of dust, powdering his beard with a gray-white
patina, Louie nodded, "It was OK, friend,” Loule sald, "I
wouldn®t have let them get you,"

Lucien was puzzled, "Who are gﬁgx?"

"Forget it,* he sald, "Maybe I'm a l1little superstitious,
The old ones, The Indians have a legend about them in this
desert,."”

Lucien prodded Louie to explain, but he jw t laughed and re-
peated, “"forget it.," Then he sald, "the devll forces, They say
those forces aré working out here, I don't believe 1t, but wellew-
I saw the light too,"

"Then it was something?"

vliaybe, That’s all I can say. I don't believe in spooks or

all that,”

"The old ones?"
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"I've heard storles about them out here, Maybe they wanted
you," He laughed again, "You weren't exactly in your right mind,
T don't think," |

"But it was the whiskey, wasn't 1t?"

"Perhaps,"

In & few minutes they heaxrd the faroff whine of an automobile,

"Can't you tell me about the devil forces?" ILuclen asked,
now at an excited pitch,

"I don't know much myself," Louile replied, "It's maybe just
a lot of superstition, Anyway, if 1t was true, they <ldn't get
to you., I think you've got too much of the forcé of good in you
to withstand whatever it is,"

“But you -- you were here last night too," There was some-
thing strange about Loule he could not put his finger on, "Were
you listening to me before I got up? I thought you were asleep,"

“I was listening, but I couldn't answer, 1 couldn't answer,
but I knew you were with the forces of good, That's all T can
say. Your problem is, as I've saild, is that you take 1t all too
seriously. You have to laugh a little,”

"But =="

"Nothing more," Loule said, "I've met the man I wanted all
this time to meet, Now you've got to do what you have to do, Let
the right splrit guide you,"

"But I don;t really know what I have to do,"

Lucien could gee the car coming fast toward them from the
east; it was not headed in the direction he thought they wanted to
g0,

"You get this one," Louie sald, suddenly with a stolid re-

solve. He squinted into the dust at the onrushing ocar, "You
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go back to San Francisco., I'm going the other way, but -- give
me your addresé end I°1]1l come to see you soon,"

"But, no, you didn't say we were-~-~" There was a strange,
but yet seemingly fearless intensity on Loule's face, "I just
declded," Loule said, "I have to go back to 14 first, but you
must -- yes, you must do it now, Give me you address,"

Luclen recited his address, and Louile said, "OK, I1'11 re-
nember, TIt°11 be soon," Loule stepped out into the roadway to
flag dowm the car, The car, a rickety old Buick with dented chrome,
slowed to a stop., Inside Lucien could see the curious, peering
faces of a teenage couple, the girl and boy no more than sixteen,
"Go," Loule sald, "and walt for me," Lucien climbed in the car,
He watched the profile of his friend fade back along the road in
the dust. The boy asked Lucien in a guarded and polite tone where

he was going, "As far as you can take me," Luclen said,

A3

He was walting by the highway for his next ride, Tt was early
afternoon, and he was somewhere along route 99 in the middle of the
San Joaguin Valley, He was alone, but he was not afraid any nmore,
He was on hls way home, He had to do what Loule had told himt
Loule had given him confidence, though he was unsure what his
next move should be, What did Louie mean about the "forces?" Tt
was as 1f every event seemed to be working itself out, as if time
was sweeplng him in an inexorable and predetermined course, The
night was over; he had gone through his last night of fear and
rerplexity, He wag serene and at peace with himself., There were

many cars on the highways he had the sense, the queer sense, that
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the next one would stop to pick him up,

A blue Volkswagen came chugging to a halt along the asphalt
shoulder of the highway., It was a sign, Someone of great consequence
had stopped for him, He walked casually upto the car, A young
woman stared at him From the driver®s seat, She gave him a cordial
smile,

"Jhere are you going?" he asked,

"Berkeley.,"

“Can I ride?"

She nodded,

"Yes,* Luclen thought to himgelf, "she is the one," The
forces, whatever they were, had designated her for him., "I'm
grateful for the 1ift," Lucien said, "You must be brave, A
gingle girl in a car doesn®'t usually stop for a man,"

"You looked nice," the young woman said, "and besides, I
wated to have gomebody to talk with, Iy name®s June, what's
yours?"

Lucien studied her with care, 8he was attractlive in appearance,
a fair, opaline complexion with dark fawm's eyes and bobbed black
hair, OShe wore a loose=fitting ivory blouse and matching shoxts
that left bare her smooth and chunky legs, She kept her hands
steady at the wheel, There was something extraordinary, magical ~--
he believed -- about her showing up when she did,

He learned that she wag a student, majoring in history, at
the University of California, and, most significantly that she
was Jewish., She was the othexr half of him, and that was why she
had an unspoken allurement, an opagué power wlthin her, Somehow

she was the key to his odd predicament: she was a mediator of
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nis destiny. He gsavored the presentiment, She had come to him
for a speclal purpose, though undoubtedly she herself was not con-
scious of her own role. She would listen to him, and she would
understand; she would help him communicate the message inslde him,

Before she let.him off, he asked her out for the following
weekend, the eighth of April, “Alright," she said, "1'd like
that very much,"

"T931]1 call you and work outhe details," he sald. She smlled
at him as she drove off,

Now he understood, The vision, Fleine, Father Weston, the
light in the desert, Loule, the "old ones", the girl, It all
connected in an uncanny way, The connection itself was not explielt,
but he knew =-- he knew, He was not gimply crazy, The impact of
the revelation itself was so strong it left him to court insanilty,
but his anguish had not been a mexre vanity. His anguish had
driven him to an awareness of the jneredible fact that he was the
one who would procleim what the world was keenly awaiting, what
the forces had disposed, Ie wondered‘if he could really bear the
insufferable weight of such a fact., She would help him, she would
understand,

He wes the one, The prospect was terrifylng, yet he would
do what had to be done,

The next day he went back to work, Loomis was muttering to
himself about a'feature in one of the San Franclsco newspapers.,
"The hipples," he grunted, vThey call them hippies, you know.
TInteresting welrdos, lMusic and drugs, Somebody from here ought

to 1look into them =- would make a good story."
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Luclen euiled, T could write about them," he said, "They're
so different than the rest of us, they might understand."

"Understand what?" Loomis yapped,

"“Whatever it is that's coming."

Loomis gave him a queer look, "Coming? Did you get too
much sun in the desert?”

Tt wasn't the sun,* Lucien said, "It was the forces, the
old ones, the spirit moving --"

At his desk, he stared at the roll of blank newsprint beside
his typewriter? Dozens of press releases had plled up for him
to rewrite, but he could manage no words, His mind was sated with
other concermns, As he sat and meditated, he heard Loomis cursing
under his breath,

Soon Barney came up, "Luclen, welcome back, A good rest?

I have an agssignment, especlally for you," Straightening his
greased hair with hig palm, Barney chirruped, "a lirs, Nlsbet --
she lives up on Mt, Tamalpais, Last night, she claims, she saw
these lights gliding over the mountaiﬂ. Says they were there for
about twenty minutes, I checked with the sheriff, They got
several calls on the phenomenon, A local UFO story. Want to
interview hexr and check 1t out?"

Lucien felt a twinge of terror and amazement, “So it wasg,"
he thought to himself, "that they've come here, They've followed
me, Yes, they must want to communicate," No, it was all too
absurd, "OK," he sald to Barney, "I'1ll check it out for you."

He drove to the address that Barmey had given him, The address

was high up Mt, Tamalpais on a deserted, private road overrun
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with pyrocantha thickets and low, awooping branches of trees,

The house 1tself was an ancient, sprawling stucco building with a
red painted veranda that jutted all the way out to the drive, the
k¥ind the r%ncheros built in the nineteenth century, On the front
door was a mammoth,mb:ass ¥nocker, which made vibrations through
the wall as he rapped, There was no answer, except a small dog
which irmediateily set off behind the door with frenetic ylpping.
Luclen Inocked again. The 1ittle dog became mOTe savage in hls
barking., And then Lucien heard another gound., a sustained, high-
pltched keen which came from out of the forest behind the house.
Lucien grew frightened, Looking about, he saw no cars in the drive,
1t was more than he could teke, Perhaps they were coming for him,
e drove away as fast as he could go, He told Barney that the
woman was not at home, “Check later," Barney sald,

In the late afternoon the clouds gathered and it befgan to
rain, The rain trickled and spattered outside his window, while
ne thought to himself: “Am T going mag? Or are there forces =--
are they driving me =-~- where?

That night he was unable to gleep, Every ten minutes or so
he would wake up with a sudden and strange suspicion of invisible
presences lurking sy the darkness of his room. And he remembered
the exploding light over the desert, What did 1t all mean?

¢ladly, he wglcomed the morning, He ate his breakfast
glowly.. There was nothing in the San Franclsco newspaper about
the UFO sighting. He breathed a sigh,

Loomis was grinning et him when he walked into the office,

"I got the story, the flying saucer lady, She thinks she sees a
lot of things up on that nountain,”
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The Taln struck at midday wlth inclenment fury. Luclen gazed
out the window on to the stieet, where the rain slashed into the
gray puddles, He could not keep his mind on his work, Loomis
was out on assignment, end Barney had absented himself foxr some
reason, He decided.to o home, If Barnmey asked tomorrow where he
had been, Lucien would say he was pursuing leads to a new story.,

Home in his dark apartment, he sat for a moment on the
couch, his ears averted to the constant hiss of the rain, The
rain was interminable.

A1l at once he remembered the letter he had written to Elaine,
Had she written back? He went to his mallbox to see, There was
an envelope, on which he recognized her seript. His hand quaked
as he sliced oven the envelope with his finger, The letter was

dated April 4, and said:
Dear Luclen,

T must admit your letter caught me by surprise, I

was expecting you to call some time, but I did not
enticipate your contacting me in this form, You've
told me your honest feelings, although T wish you had
sald them outright, Let me begin by telling you that
T am not in love with Imad; I've suggested this be-
fore, but I want to reaffimm it, T don't know where
vou saw me with Imad, Imad is a friend, only o frilend,
That's the truth, Of course, he is forward and even
effectionate with me at times, but it 1ls the affectlion
of friendship, comradeship, ‘

I'm terribly sorry about what happened to you, T
wasn't at Guy's house that night, and I wish you hadn't
presumed it. His nelghborhood is very rough, and I'm
happy you weren't hurt badly. I guess I really don't
know what to say, I suppose you would want me to feel
gsorry for you, but you insist that I should do more ==
love you, Lucien, someone like myself who isn't sure
exactly what love means--- I've said it before, T
can't really love you the way you want me to, How can
love be foreced? ZLuclen, I like you, I 1like you very
much, but there's something about you which frankly
soares me, I can't put my finger on it, It's your
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intensity, I guess, and what you're after exactly
mekes me draw back, Certainly you wlill be able, 1if
vou keep on, to find a woman who can gilve you what you
want, but it can't be me, The one whom I am willing
to love has not come my way yet, and I will continue
on with my work, my business, until that happens, I
Xnow T am probably hurting you, but 1t's better that
you be huyt now, than we both be hurt irreparably in
the long haul. You speak about telling me the “truth",
but what is the truth? The truth is that we've only
been friends, 1I°'m sorry you've experlenced jealousy,
but your jealousy comes from your own obsessions and
imeaginings, Perhaps you make love too much of a thing,
and for me, it's not that much, It’s only one thing
smong many, and right now, it's of less importance
than other things, I hope you can understand, I'm
always glad to see you, and-- well, 1t's late at night
already. I have toclose now, I hope you can work

it out with yourself,

Sincerely,
Elaine,

He orumpled the letter and threw 1t into a puddle outside in
the rain, It was all over -- he recognized that now, But somehow
the shock was not very great, The days would go on, He thought
about his date with June on Saturday, and he reallized he still
had another opportunity. It was all %ery odd, He had no real love
for June, not even an infatuation,. She was simply another excursus
in the wtder account of ‘his 1ife, Yet he had a special interest
in her, His interest transcended any amorous feelings he might have
narbored toward her, She was to be his helpmate in a venture that
would shake the world at it's very foundatlons,

June resided in a student dormltory on the universlty campus,
She looked gtunning, all dressed up in a beige skirt and paisley
blougse of red and bluish hues, Ee took her to supper at the
Ratskellar, then to a coffee house upstairs in a bullding on one
of the sidestreets, The lights inslide were turned down low,

Throughout the evening he had been struck how she kept harping
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on what she called "my Jewish dilemma,® She never spelled out
the dilemma, It had something to do with her cultural identity as
a Jew who had, nonetheless, lost all sympathy for her religious
herltage.

“"You lknow, I'm half Jewlsh," he told her proudly,

"Oh, so you should know," she said,

She mentioned the “crisis" that was unfoldlng with respect
to Israel, "They shot down six Syrian planes today, and I'm
afrald there's golng to be a terrible war."

Lucien monitered her utterings and faclal expressions, She
was quite reserved, passionless, though she stated the political
jgsue vigorously. Lucien was not at all concerned at this point
with the International dilemmas., He was curious how she might be
feeling about him, for that was everything which mattered, But
she gave no clue to her feelings, Friendly as she was, she re-
mained rather aloof, abstracted,

As they sipped hot coffee, he asked: "have you ever wondered
what you're going to do with your 11fé§" The question seemed rather
gophomoric to him, even though he had sald 1¢; but it was a way
of pricking the conversation,

"Many times," she said, "I think I want to teach, Maybe
teach in a Jewish school,"

"But what would you teach?"

"History, 1iterature. culture,”

"But how can you teach the culture without the religlon?®

"You can't," she sald smiling, “but religion is a part of

culture; it's part of the heritage.”
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vBut do you believe in 1t?" he asked pointedly,

"No, I can't really believe in 1t for myself, But I don't
count on belief so much, It's the Jewlsh thing, plain and simple,
You ought to understand that."

She dropped her eyes and took another sip of the coffee,

"But,=-- oh, I guess I can't go along with you entirely.
I'm half Jewlsh, I've saild, but it's just the genes inside me,

It doesn't make any more sense than that,"

"Then you haven®t studlied 1t enough," she sald,

"No, no," he blurted, "It has a meaning, but the meaning
zoes beyond all that’s past. Listen, my mind has been runningin
all directions lately, Last week I was in the desert, Have you
ever been to the desexrt?"

"y few times," she said, "but --- what's the point?"

" The point is that in the desert everything comes clear,
The stillness, it's everywhere. It was in the stillness that the
first word came to our people, and thg word was powerful -=- 1%t
changed history."

"I don't understand.”

"No, maybe you can't, I don't really know what I'm talking
about all that much myself, but I have thls compulsion, I want
you to help me work it out. I think the word has come,”

Her face was immoblle; she hardly reacted to what he had sald.
“I don't really lkmow what you mean," she sald apologetically.

"No? Listen, let me tell you a parable.,” He was not sure
exactly what he w&s prepared to say. The idea, the parable had

come to him in flashes in recent days,
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"p story, listen, 1£'s about our history, our lives, le're
striving for someé wnowledge that's vain and enpty. We're struggling
to speak woxrds to each other that are silly, futile, and we go on
working toward some distant goal that we haven't even defined,

We work in service of an 1dol that cannot save us in the end,
culture, humanity, our people == what are they all but idols? We
don't hear the word anong each of us.

* ¥isten, once upon a time there lived a boy and hls father on
a farm somewhere out in the wllderness. The mother had died long
ago, and the father compelled the boy to work hard, clearing the
forest off the land with his axe so that there could be more space
for cash crops. The boy resented the severe tasks his father de-
manded of hims he remembered that things nad been easier when hls
mother was allve, but that was long past, When not having to
work, the boy would slip away to the forest where the tall trees
grev, Happlly,. he would 4idle in the cool darkness of the forest,
and he would talk to the trees and the birds, who were his in-
timate friends. They gpoke in a lanéuage which was not human, but
which he could understand nevertheless. Tn the middle of the forest
grew a glant tree, many times tgller than all the other trees of
the forest. He loved that tree., The wind in its branches sighed
deep and inexpressible things, and the tree would tell hinm all he
needed to know gbout 1ife, It was his refuge, the oracle of his
secret lmowledge. He would listen to the yolce of the trees for
hours; until he would hear nis father call, loudly and stexrnly, to
come out of the forest and return to work,

vone day hls father did not oall, Curious, the boy ctole ba.ck

£o his father's house. Tt wag a chill winter's day., The boy
discovered hls father lying on & mat beside the fireplace, which

was cold and without logs, The father peckoned the boy to come
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close, and he said, 'son, 1I'm very old now, and I'm about to die.f
The boy stood, horror-stricken, without knowing what to do; he
felt both love and hate, pity and contempt, for the father who
had driven him 211 his life, The father went on: ‘before T die,

T would like to have a Iast fire to warm my bones and soul, We
have no logs, but there is out in the forest a tall and beautiful
tree whose wood will burxn for hours until I finally shut my eyes,
Go and procure the wood from that tree,

"The boy was stunned and frightened,_but without arguing he
took the aye and went to the tree, The tree stood before hin,
moaning in its branches, and whispering its wordless speech to hin,

‘Dutifully, he raised the axe, and he was about to swing when a
strange event occurred, Out from behind the tree stepped a young
girl, She blinked, and smiled at him, The boy drew back ln terror,
'‘Who are you?' the boy asked, ‘ﬁnd why do you stand in the way of
what I'm about to do?' The girl replied, 'don't be afrald, I1I've
been wandering in these woods all the years of ny life, T have
Xnown about you, but you have not seen me, and now-- now I come
to you so that we may know each other,' The boy trembled, In
a rage he shouted, 'l have come to do my father's will, nis last
request,® and holsting the axe, he swung 1t flrst at the young
girl and then at the great tree, He swung agaln and aéain nntll
he had killed both the girl and the great tree, Then he chopped
the fallen tree into logs and carried them back to his father's house,

"But when he arrived there, he discovered his father was already
dead, Frightened and confused, he fled into the forest, iHe tried
to talk to the trees for solace, but they would not answer him,

The trees and the birds were now silent, The next day a great

fire came and burned down the entire forest.,"
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June gaped at him in the pallid 1light of the room. Her eyes
fixed on him, graven as two jewels in a locket, ©She seemed to
have no answer for him, Had she grasped the import of the parable?

"It's a story I didn't choose -- 1t chose me," he said with
impatience, "It's as though 1t were all written out, on a letter-
press, in the oloseé of my intuitions,”

Measuredly drawing the last sip of her coffee, she sald very
softly, "it's all a bit odd."

"No, it's very straightforwaxd,”" he exclaimed, "The problem
15 always with what's right under our noses, like a palr of spec-
tacles, which we never see, because it's too much there,”

"What?" she asked, now a blt querulously. "This whatever 1%
Ag |

"It's the word, the word of our own volces, which we nelther
speak nor hear, TIt's in our midst,”

guddenly he felt an eerle presence alongside him, He turned
around to see an old woman with a pug face standing there, Un-
speaking, she held up to him & hand~-lettered sign: "I am deaf and
dumb, Give what you will.," Amazed, Luclen stared at the old
woman, who pglowered back at him like Aghost in a mirror, Irinally,
he reached in his pocket and gave her a half-dollar, The old
woman nodded eppreciatively, bowed, and vanished, Luclen turned
to June, "That old womasn =--- wWhy was she here?"

June shook her head slowly, "What old woman?®

"The old woman, the one who couldn't hear or speak, she was
begging ="

The waltress was just here," June said, Pointing in the
direction of & young glrl with Jets of blonde hair, who was wiping

the table across from them, "But an old woman?"
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Lucien was aghast, "An\old woman! I saw an old woman, I
gave her a fifty-cent plece,” ‘

wvou were just fiddling in your pocket,” June said. "What
are you talking about?"

"No," Lucien whined, "it wase an old woman I saw. She nust be
here," Frantically, he scanned the room, put the old woman wWas
nowhere in view,

"It must have been a sign, I saw her, I tell you, I'm not
a madman,®

"Ag sign?" June fnquired, her tone of volce becoming somewhat
testy. "What 1s 1t a sign of?"

YA sign'-- that has oome tO us,. Oh, I'm not really suxe,
It's all so strange. Sometimes I wonder if somebody is drlving
me over the edge, OT ="

June smiled weakly, “Of course not," she said, finishing
ner coffee, “Anyway, T ought to be going back. T have studyling
to do, and T did like youx 1ittle story."

wI1'd 1like to talk to you some mo;e about what you think
about =-- Judalsm end all that," he gaid as he escorted her to the
dormitory.

"yeg, T would too," ghe said,

wcould we get together agaiﬁ? “lext weekend?"

After pondering a moment, she sald, "OK, T'm not busy, When?"

"Saturdayrnight again,"

s &)

wije can go over to the city. Dinner and a play?"

wpiright,” she sald. wWell, goodnight.,” He watched her
tiptoe up the staixs and out of sight.

Driving home, he agonized in his mind, Why had he been the
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only one to see the old woman? Was she a spirit, an emlssary from
the forces? He shuddered, He remembered the vision again, It
was not right that he had seen what he did, It was obvious that
he was being beguiled, but for what end? He had the overpowering
gengation tat his time was gaining momentum and his 1life verging
on a decision from which he could not turn back,
Back in his apartment he was greeted by the cat, Emery,
The cat had been cooped up in the apartment all evening, and
wanted attention., He had not paid attention to the cat for a
long while, but tonight he felt a very warm attachment to the
animal, The cat nestled its head in his ammplt and purred with
abandon. Then he set the .cat down and opened the door for 1t to
go out,
Relaxing, he unbuttoned his shirt and sunk onto the couch,

He noticed his Bible, which he had not read in months, opened on
the coffee table, He did not remember having opened it. Thumbing
through the Bible quickly and cursorily, he came once more to the
last book, the Bevelation to John, Hé read from the beginning:

The revelation of Jesus Christ, which God gave him to

show his servants what must soon take place; and he

made it known by sending his angel to his servant John,

who bore witness to the word of God,.,, and blessed

are those who hear, and who keep what 1s written therein;

for the time is near,..

"I am the Alpha and the Omega," says the Loxd God,
who is and who was and who is to come, the Almighty..."

' ...I will come to you soon and war against them
wlith the word of my mouth, He who has an ear, let him
hear what the Splrxit says to the chuxrches, To him who
conguers I will give some of the hidden manna, and I
will give him a white stome, with a new name written
on the stone which no one knows except him who re-
celves it,’

He continued to read about the angels with the trumpets, the
sign of the woman in the sky, the devastation of Babylon, It all
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seemed a cosmic fantasy, a cinematic spectacle in words without
any durable significance, His mind meandered,then a vhlle later
he came to a passage that seized hils attention again, -

Then T saw heaven opened, and behold, & white horsel

He who sat upon it is called Faithful and True, and

in righteousness he judges and makes war. His eyes
are 1like & flame of fire, and on his head arxe many
diadems; and he has a name inscribed which no one knows
but himself,

"The name known only to himgelf," Lucien thought, "the unlknown
one who is to come, Yes, he would be unknown, But --="

Then I saw a new heaven and a new earth; for the flrst
heaven and the first earth had passed away, and the sea
was no more. And I saw the holy city, new Jerusalenm,
coming down out of heaven from God, prepared as a bride
adorned for her husbands and T heard a great volce from
the throne saying, “"Behold, the dwelling of God is with
men, He will dwell wlith them, and they shall be his
people, end God himgelf will be with them; he wil wipe
away every tear from thelr eyes, and death shall be no
more, neither shall there be mourning nor crying nox
pain any more, for the former things have passed away.,
And he who sat upon the throne said, "Behold, I make
a2ll things new." Also he said, "Write this, for these
words are trustworthy and true,” And he said to me, "It
_ 4g donet I am the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning
and the end. To the thirsty I wlll give water wlthout
price from the fountain of the water of life, He who
gonqgggs shall have this heritage, and I will be
is '..."

«sssThere shall not be anything accursed, but the throne

of God and of the Lamb shall Dbe in it, and his servants

shall worship him; they shall see his Paot,yme"
He thought, "they shall see his face, Yes, God wlll be among
them, A&nd they shall see hils face," He had seen the face in the
fire, the face of a woman, Of course, it was the eternal face,
Hidden behind every face was the fire and glory of God, In every
face is hidden the face of God, the God who is with us, and who
was, and who is to conmel

out into the night he ran, He thought, “the Word is about

to be spoken, It is the purpose and power of history, and poised
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to crash 1like a bombshell into the silence, Yet, few can yet
hear the word, for they are timid, having cocoons around thelr
brains, they have not heeded the power within themselves, OY
1istened to the word as 1t crackles and sputters in evey human
voice; the word of Tlesh, the word of man addressed to woman and
woman to man, the word from the fire, HEe had seen the face of
God, in the face of the woman he loved, who herself burned with
fire, if only, if only, she could love ==, The fire raged in hls
gouls 1t scoured every petty anxlety and hatred clean; it cauterlzed
the curse that had been upon him,

“T am the alpha and the omega, the first and the last -="
The phrases shattered hls head like a rifle blast, "The New
Jerusalen -- prepared as a bride." In the marriage bed, the reunion
of eternal faces, the absent mother resurrected as the woman he
might love, who would speak the word of love, faithful and true,
until death,

The night was clear, and in the yoods nearby he could hear
the thunderous chirring of the crickets, and somewhere -- somewhere
in the infinite, omnivorous daxkness, the twlttering of a nightbird,
“e had heard the nightbird sinz before, once == Once as & cong, as
a sign pregnant with all thepowers of the universe, Looking up
at the sky, he marvelled at the marquee of twinkling stars,
havening the dusky horizon, The stars were 1illimitable, and now =--
now he felt a joy, & triumph that was 11limitable as well, He
stumbled off into the forest, The twlgs and leaves beneath his
feet snapved and crumpled with resounding joy. "# name inscribed
which no one knows but himself -- the time is near -- and death

shall be no more -- and the sea -- the restless sea of human striving

and falthlessness -- shall be no more ~- and he shall wlpe away
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every tear fromthelr eyes,"

He wept with joy, The moment was at hand., Two thousand
vears had elapsed, end now it was time, The idea was utterly
insane, yet he could no longer deny 1t. A new thousand years had
just commenced, & thousand years when God would appear in a
thousand faces, and even if the world would fragment and hurtle
into chaos, even if man destroyed the earth on which he dwelled,
God would prevail, the God of a thousand faces, the Alpha and the
Omega. God would be in man and woman, holding handg, treading the
way of the new thousand years, no longer estranged from God, as
1t had been at the beginning, The broken image restored, the face
of God in every face that beheld another face --, smiling, loving,
speaking the truth, naked thelr bodles in the world, yet entwined
together as the power that has bound together as the power that
has bound the race, and will ever bind the race, untll the stars
fade out, He was the last man of the old world, but also the flrst
of the new world, the new heaven and the new earth, mind and body,
man and woman, rooted and bound together as all life is rooted and
bound in the earth from which it sprung, conscious == consclous of
themselves as the two faces of God, lMan and woman, woman and man,
the alpha and the omega, the beginning and the end, birth and death,
guffering and resurrection, They would no longer flee the face of
God -- no longer ashamed, no longer fearful, no longer staggering
along the dusty and unending trail of history -- for it was time
now, the time of the end, the end of all that has been, The God
of the end time, who is, and was, and is to come, the Almighty,

Tn the enclosing darness of the woods ne heard a humming
sound, the threnody of a fly swarm, though a thousand times

louder. Staggering toward the sound, he cried out, an involuntary,

~
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exultant cry which erupted with the very Jjoy he felt, And then he
looked up, It was the sound of power lines strung out above the
branches of the trees, its hum saturating the pores of the night,
It was the power, the energy, of the place, the tlme, powerful,
concentrated, life-rewarding, And then he heard another sound,
the gurgling of = b;ook spurtling in the starlight; and he bent
down to splash his face with the cool, tingling water,las the
sounds of the night Eﬁshed on, "“It's time," he mumbled to himself,
"1t Tine.”

Hé rang June to confirm the time he would plck her up on
Saturday, June, however, was suffering from a bad cold, and she
suggested they postpone their date until the followlng week, Even
though he had to consent, he was terribly disappointed, He could
not bear to wait another week to see her, for he had much more now
to tell her, Sunday evening, however; he received an unexpected
telephone call, The volce was vaguely familiax, that of ILiz
Domeshek, "Ted and I have been wondering about you all these
months, We found where you were living, and wewere wondering
whether =- if you might come to dinner at our house a week from
today, We'd so much like to see you, and hear about what you've
been doing.” ,

Lucien gulped, The last thing he congidered these days was
a visit with the Domesheks, He thought he had erased them from
his 1ife for good, But then a notion hit him, Such a visit
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might prove therapeutics it would help him put what was happening
to him in perspective,

The succeeding week rolled by mneventfully, He went abouﬁ his
sork, came home, ate, read, and slept, Yet he knew that he was
only marking time, Faiting for the moment when he would have to
act, The precise moment depended on his developling relationship
with June, He could not do what he had to do alone; he could not
expose himself to possible misunderstanding and ridicule, or even
failure, if he did not have someone, whom he trusted, to support
him, But he was certain now he had a mission, to disclose what
without qualification had to be made, The time was welghing
ponderously on him; it was mounting toward a climax,

At last Saturday arrived; it was raining again, Throughout
the day the rain had come down in white, winding sheets, though
by evening it had diminished somewhat, and the night was transfused
with en invisible mist that clung to his face, June was radiant
in appearance, but she hacked with a persistent cough, the vestige
of last week's cold., He had purchased tickets for a play in San

Francisco, a contemporary drama entitled The Outer Limits, Prior

to the play he intended to have dimner with her in a small, moderately
priced French restaurant., The meal was quite elegant, June or-
dered chicken cordon bleu, and she smiled wlth delight at each
mouthful, As they dined, she chattered on about trifles -~ sbout

a wearisome professor Bhe had for an English course, her father's
business, her work in a local Jewish community center, He reallized
what a simple person she was inone sense, the bald entithesis of
himself with his quandries and longings. Perhaps, ne consgidered,

that was goods anyway, he felt confident she would understand,

as soon as he revealed all to herx, /
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"It's funny," he sald, “Don't you think it®s funny how we
came together just when we dig?™

She replied nonchalantly, "not really, or at least I hadn't
thought of it that way,. I have picked up men on the road before,”

"But why? You know it's dangerous,"

"Not always," she sald. "I'p g pretty good judge of people's
faces."

He chuckled: "what did you see in nine?"

v"Somebody kind and eaxnest, somebody without malice."

He laughed aloud, "Actually the opposite.”

She shrugged, and swallowing a final mouthful of her meal, she
sald, "you looked OK."
H vBut there wag something else about our meeting, You see,

T had this unexplainable feeling it was you who was going to stop,
just that instant.”

*A coincidence,”

"No, not just a colncldence, You‘see. there®s a lot about
me you probably don't reslize, I can't spell out all the detalls,
When you picked me up, I was on my way home to do something that
1sn't ordinary. I was going to -- well -- tell something to the
world, about sbme experiences 1°'ve had,"

"vou were going to wrlte a novel?"

"Hardly. I wes going to -- well, to proclaim -- oh, dammit,
I don't really know how to say it."

A1l she could do was stare at him, tranquilly and bemused,
as 1f she would allow him to say anything. Yet, at the sane time,
she did not appear to have the capacity for understanding as he
had hoved, Her {ace remained a white slate, o sweet and impenetrable

smile on her faint lips, her eyelashes fluttering lazily as the



The Coming

gossamer wings of a mayfly, -"Well, possibly," she said, "you'll
find a way."

The play failed to start on time, They waited in the balcony
of the hushed theatre until finally the curtain went up, It
was difficult for him to follow the drift of the dlalogue and
action, The play was one of those contemporary pleces, cast on a
shadow-drenched stage, where the actors strut and posture about the -~
creeping incoherence of modern vision, the bankrupcey of bellef,
and the ineffectuality of action, In the last scene the actors
lined up before the aundience and implored that someone unravel the
meaning of it all for them,

"That was rather depressing," June lamented as they filed out
of the theater, The play had affected Lucien otherwise, Not at
all was it depressing, he thought, for 1t was Just another sign,

An answer -~ they asked for an answer,

Cnce in the car, he knew that he could not continue to make
allusions to her anymore., It was time he lald out everything about
himself, and what his interest in her consisted of , “Alright,"
he said, "you have to know what®'s going on, You see, it has to do
with the way I see things, how they hang together, You're Jewlshj;
my mother was Jewish; I've told you that, The Jews have been the
suffering servants of history, the bearers of the meaning of history,
For they're the ones who've had to carry the message, the word, the
one that we haven't realized, 1t says somewhere that they're a
light to the natlons, DBut no one has really seen the light until
now, Why is that? Because they haven't known what the light was, .
The Jews were iooking for a messiah; what they didn't realize was
they were the messiah themselves, if you Xnow what I nean -- as

a people, together with their common experience, So they kept on
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waiting, and thy've walted for thousands of years, Some of them

got impatient, and this man Jesus came along, and some of them
believed he was the messiah, He came amorng them; they thought he
might be God, but after & while he left them, They claimed he

was resurrected, that he was with them in spirlt, but after a

time his spirit withdrew from them, And how could he be the

messiah himself, alone, anyway? How could one man save the world?

It was too much for him, They expected him to come back, but the
vears wore on, and nothing happened, They forgot what he was

really like, so they fashioned an idol of him, just as we hang
portralts of some venerable ancestor who nobody really remembers, .
He's not there to speak, to laugh in theilr faces, to correct them,

80 they can imagine anything they want about him; they can even

say he stlll saves people from "sin," They thought he was the light,
and he was, I guess, for a time, but his light's gone out, and
people are looking for a new one, to light the dark stage in the
final act. Don’t you see? The Jews are still here, and they're
carrying the light, though it's very weak, I've seen it flickering,
I saw it flickering as the torch ofmy mother, and then I lost sight
of it, as a ship captain loses track of a beacon in the fog,

The Jews, they possess a revelation, and the Christians, they've

got part of 1t, but neither one has all of it, It says in Revelation,
T am the Alpha and the Omega, who is, and who was, and who is to
come, He's one with a name that only he knows, and for the most
part he's unknown, The light == 1t's still to come, It's buming,
burmning in a crevice of the darlness we can't yet see, and you and
I, we're part of it, We're the ones who can make the izt barn

for sverybody else, That's why I felt strange when I met you, June,.

It was destined, that you would be the one to help me light the



The Coming

way out of the darkness for all mankind,"

June shools her head incredulously. "What are you talking
about?" she gasped., "Your words == they just flow on, and 1'm
not sure what you have in mind, You say I'm the one to help you,
but I'm not the one; I'm not religions, don't you see, I°'m Jewlsh,
And my Jewlshness is not gomething fantastic, it's ordinary. It's
being part of my people, I'n sorry I can't help you.,"

He stared at her with stifled incredulity. He had expected
her to be thoroughly sympathetic, especlally when he lay bare
the particulars of his mission, How could she be so obtuse?
Dumfounded, he started to say, "It's the light between us, the
men and woman about us, Don’t you =-"

“T think I'd better go home, " she said with cool resolution,
“I'm gorry I can't help."

Now he was beside himself; he had come to the end of his options,
i1t seemed, She had nttered the final "no," the last renuncilation
of all he represented in his own eyes. She was as deaf and dumb
as the old woman in the apparition.

The rain poured on the streets as he drove, The windshield
wipers clicked and swished in the gcuttlesd of water, Every few
minutes he would glance over at her, She stared, her eyes shining
1ike moonstone, out into the rain and the city lights, blurred
by the splotches of rain on the windshield, strained to keep from
crying., Of course, he had expected her perhaps to have some
doubts, never to compass hls ldeas and his plans altogether; but
all along he had been sure , unquestionably sure, that he could
win her over tq his cause, Now he did not know whlch way to

turn, Her silence tortured him, Had he been wrong all along?
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Yas he indeed touched with a Xkind of lunacy? XNo, he still
nurtured doubts about himself, and the presence of those doubts
confirmed his own senge of sanity, His thoughts and feelings were
not disconnected; they converged on one persuasive, though fantastic,
intulition, 3ut the intuition itself was awesome, Could he in
reallity be the custodian of such an overlarge truth, a truth
which undermined the convenient assumptions of two thousand years
of religion and culture? 1In his own dilspossessed soul he cried
out for some sort of guldance,

Walking her to the door, he said, "I'm sorry 1 might have
upset you,

She replied, "no, don't worry about it, I need to think
over what you've said,”

But he realized she would not see him agailn, The eblsode
was finished,

Sunday morning he awoke before the glimmerings of dawn.
A tonnage of humiliation frelghted hes brain, In the smothering
darkness his body thrashed about in the bedsheets, as his consclousness
came clear and he recognized where he was and what time it happened
to be, At first he found himself powerless to face the morning.
His mind was a burnt-out fuse that had failed‘to detonate, Then,
slowly, he drew himself together, sufflclently at least to read
the newspaper., There were the familiar accounts about the tedious
Southeast Asia conflict, some new items concerning the rumblings
of war in the Middle East, and a feature on the bizarre weather that
had been going on that winter and spring in the Bay Area., Besldes
the heavy end unremitting rain, there had been some other unusual
happenings, including "mysterious flashes of light from atop Mt.

Diable,"” the'mount of the devil"in Spanish, The last item arrested
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him, & sign, Yes, the world was replete with signs, everyday
tokens of an essential mystery which he had inadvertently uncovered,
as in the case of the man who falls into a crevice and dlscovers

a cave with hidden booty, He had not falled, The signs were
inescapable, "Oh my God, my God," he groaned to himself,

Liz Domeshek héd spread the table with her finest crocheted
tablecloth, in spindle and trapezold patterns, together with
elegant pewter plates and silver cutlery with aquamarine handless
and she had cooked 2 lamb roast which, she tittered, "1is always
a mans favorite," Still, the aroma of the roasting lamb nauseated
him for some reason, His nausea increased as Liz blathered about
her Bible study circle, which this month had taken up reading
Colossians, as well as the fund drive for the internal renovation
of the church sanctuary, which would involve the fabrication and
installation of a new, modernesque cross, "It would be beautiful,"
she sald concerning the cross, "Some of the members want chrome,
but I prefer good wood, You can't have a metal cross,"

After the meal, Liz brought out = chocolate layer cake, which
she said she had baked " Jjust for this occasion,” Suddenly, as they
ate, she said, "and by the way, I really liked your young lady,

Do you still see aer?”

Ted, having sald 1ittle during the evening, shifted in his
seat,

“"I'm sorry to say, we broke up some months ago,” Luclen sald,

"Oh, what & plty. She was so nice, Didn't you think so, Ted?"

Ted Domeshek nodded perfunctorlly, slashing with hles fork at
his final cake crumbs,

"I wlish you could have maybe gotten married, but -- that's

your business, I hope you find another glrl as sweet as she was,”
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“I hope so too," Lucien sald,

w"pell me," Liz sald, "I've been curious as to your job, T
understand you're a newspaper reporter, That must be exciting."

Lucien politely explained to her the details and routines of
his present occupation, implying that lately it had beme rather
tedlous,

"Well, you don't have to work at it all your life," Liz said,
“You know, Ted and T have thought all along your calling might be
in the ministery. Your father would have liked that, I'm sure,

And you always were so involved in our church, I'm sorry we haven't
geen more of you lately, But the ministry -- that would be a fine
occupation, if you ever decide to quit what you're doing now, I
know the church would support you in seminary.”

The queasiness in Lucien®s stomach had changed into a wrenching
pain, much like severe indigestion, It was as though a great, in-
visible hand were squeezing hils dlaphragm. "I hadn't really thought
about that," Luclen said, "I'm not sure it's my cup of tea,"

"Well, you should know yourself," Llz said, "but I think it
would be grand, You could do s0O much and serve so well,"“

"Maybe, but =="

"Donit let me change the subject," Ted put in, "but 4ld you
Imow there's an eclipse of the moon tonight? About eleven o'clock,
so I read somewhere,"

“Oh, ves," Liz sald to Lueclen, “That?'ll be interesting.,"

"Je®11 gee it if it doesn®t rain," Ted muttered, "So much
of this rain we've had since -~ it seems like since last August,
Strange Wéather. Might drive a man crazy. 1 hope we can see 1£.”

“T9311 look for it,"™ Lucien saild, And then he wondered to him-

gelf. It was the twenty-second of April, There was nothing unusual
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about the twenty-second of April, He remembered the report of lights'
on the mountain, the pathos of the night before; it was the conclusive
sign, he thought. Yes, this was the night., But the night for what?
Could it be the night when he would have to carry out hils design?

ile thought, the night of the eclipse of themoon, when the great

light in the sky goes out, and ==,

The pain in his gut grew ever more intense; it seemed to be
ripping his very body open,

"T know you like religion," Liz purred, "It ought to be your
occupation, Tell me, you don't favor a chrome cross, do you?"

Eis stomach was on the verge of breaking with pain, "This
is the sign, and the forces, the forces penetrating my mind and
body; they won't let me be, they'll force me, tonight.,"

Ted was saying something about "the so-called hipples," e
said, "you've been reading aboutthem, over in that part of the city
callied Halght-Ashbury, Filthy people, Allsorts of drugs and loose
sex. and thay never wash thelxr bodies., It's enough to mske a man's
stomach turn, Somebody ought to preach them the good word,"

"Yeg, they are the ones,,., Tonlght, go to the Halght-Ahbury.
The moonstruck children of a dying society, They will listen., They
will be the ones who will follow, Tonlght, at the time the moon
turns dark."

"I have to be going," Luclen said excitedly, "I'm sorzxy,

I don*t feel too well, and -="

"And what?" Ted asked, fdabbergasted with a slight hint of
irritation,

"T don't kmow, I want to thank you two for the dinner.,"

‘Tiz looked at him wlth wounded sentimentality, "You liked

my dinner, I hope?®
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“"Of course," Lucien said, grimacing from the ache, "It was
wonderful, but something®'s come up,"

"H{aybe some hot tea would help.”

"No, I must go," and he flew out the door, as he heard Liz
declare behind him, "what is it with that boy?"

Toward home he drove, hardly conscious of his road along which -
he sped, He was thinking, "the forces are driving me there, I
can't do it, not by myself, alone, No, I willl not go, not tonight,"
The pain worsened., "It's the fire, the flre unquenchable, untll
I say, untll I say,.,"

He was crossing the San Rafael Bridge high above the waters
of the bay., He checked his watch, It was four twenty-one in the
afternoon, The girders of the bridge whizzed past in a blur,
and through them he could make out the sparkling, blue 3Bay down
below, and a cargo ship floating at anchor, and on the horizon
frothing rivers of fog flushed through the Golden Gate from the
expansive ocean beyond,

"The time has come, The world groaning toward 1ts transformation,
The coming., Christ has come, Christ has come out of hiding., No
one himself is the Christ., The face of God illumined in the other,
We are all Christs to each other,”

It was the first time he had articulated the truth to himgelf
in such a way, that he had unvelled it, That was the liberating
message, the meaning of what he had intended all along., The facc
irnthe fire, the living God, his search for recosnltion from another
who would lové him so they might consecrate their lives togecther,
Wo one could love him, not yet, because he had not proclaimed the

message, that we are all Christs to each other, the second Coming,
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the final cpiphany of hilstory, happening now, in the fullness of
time, 1t had been not possible to comprehend or broadcast such

o truth untll now, "I will go, I will do it." 1In that immeasurable
instant he exploded with jove

And then he noticed his wateh, The dial read four twenty-two.
The second hand had frozen in place, The time of the watch had
stopped, the tiny contrivance having ceased to run, The pain
flowed away, emptying from his body, like a dam that has burst,
sending into the valley below, And he felt a staggering kind of
peace, a victory..

e would go that night and issue his proclamation, He would
be the one to reburn from two thousand years in triumvh, yet,
f{ronically, announcing that he was only one of a myriad who would
so retumn,

Hig first impulse was to locate the 0old man, It was important
he tell the old man what he was going to do, But how to find the
old man? He drove onto the seminary grounds, Along a gqulet,
curling lane stood rows of two-story ﬁouses with black-brown,
creosote shingle siding., At the flrst house he tried, a young
woman with flaxen hair in braids answered the door, Unassuningly
and tactfully, he described the elderly gentleman of whom he was
in search, "Ah, yes," she sald in a chopping, Germanic accent,
"that's Dr, Hueller, three houses down,"

At the secoﬁd house he was greeted by a gentle, old woman,

Dr, Mueller's wife, "Yes, he's in," she sald softly, "And you
are?"
| He introduced himself,

"Just a minute,” she sald, gfter going away for an instant,
she invited him to come in,
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The old ﬁan, Dr, Muellei, was ensconced in a straight-backed‘
arm chalr, hls spectacles drooping over his nose, he was reading
a fat volume with an embossed title in Greek, "Well, well," he
gasid with friendly crustiness, "what brings you here? You found
my hiding place," °

"Yeg," Lucien said meekly, and he undertook to recount all
that had transplred, especlally the peculiar events during the
pagt hour, Dr, Mueller peered at Lucien down his spectacles, and
squinting with a solemn concentration, he at last commented, “you
probably know what you're doing, but don't go off the deep end,"

"Do you think I'm going off the deep end?" Lucien asked,
tensely,

Dr, Mueller smiled, *no, not entirely, You've heard un-
speakable things spoken, it seems, and you must abide with them,
You must trust your intuitions, but 1 say, be careful, that's all,"

“"Should I go then, tonight?"

"vou must decide,"” the old man sgid in a forthright manner,
“You alone know what you've seen and heaxrd,"

Soon, thenking Dr, lMueller, Lucien started to go, but the old
men called to him gently from behind, "come back and let me imow,
I'm glways here,"

Luclen returned to his apartment, His mind could not support
the weight of hls ldea for now, and so he fell asleep, Jswaking,
he discovered it was night, He looked out his window at the moon,
a gleaming bangle in the black vacancy of the beyond, He could
accept now what he had to do, He went to the city, down to the
mysterious quarter called Halght-Ashbury which he had heard so
much about and which suggested strange, bawdy behavior in dark

sonventicles, Parking his car on a side street, he made his way
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through an undulating mass of young people =-- boys with hair teased
like that of girls; end young, scrawny women in a shadowy marquetzyu
witches® faces, The main street was illumined with the lights of
open shops whoge stalls brimmed with cheap costume jewelry, leather
goods, end glass-bead necklaces, Somewhere a tambourine was Jangling
and he could hear the low radio caterwauling a popular song by

Diana Boss == The Happening, ®

Then, as he stood, half-hypnotized in the faint light and din
of the street, he was aware of a shadow leaning against the wall
of an alley adjoining the street several doors avay, Curlous, he
stepped toward the shadow, The visage of g pimpled girl with ratted
dark hair loomed in the sparse glow which trickled from the shops
into the alleyway. 8She had a srreading, manic smile on her face,
and she whicpered to him in the dark, "Boy, who are you looking
fox?"

It appeared she might be a prostitute, but her style was
different, Her voice had a grating twang, and it quickly became
obvious she was not retailing favors., "Who are you, boy?" she
asked insistently,

He went up to her, "I'm Lucien, Do you want me?"

"Not you, Just what you represent," and she broke into a
cackle, |

Luclen felt rather foolish. "What do I represent?" he pressed
with irritation,

"Boy, you're Mistér Moneybags, no?"

"Ho, I'm not."

"Then I was looking for somebody else, Strange shaped and
forms haunt around here at night,"

"Can I help you in anykay?"
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“"Yea, tell me who you are, boy?"

A rush of excitement went through him, She was testing him -~
that was 1t,.

"My name 1is Lugien," he said, “"and I've come to tell something
to you and your peovle that is the beginning, the beginning of ="

"You stutter nicely," she said, chortling, "The beglnning
of the end of the world? Now come off it,"

"vou're right in a way," he said, and he invited her to join
him in one of the coffeehouses.

"My name®s lMary," she sald cheerily as they pushed thelr way
through the crowd on the street, "but not Virgin Mary. I'm
from Towa, BRan away from ny old parents there, Where are you from?"

"Right around here, The Bay Area,"

"Beautiful place, It's the promised land for hick klds llke
me., Now, boy, what®d you say you were doing out tonight?"

They sat down in one of the coffee houses, and he outlined
his misgssion to hef. "You see," he was saying, "it's a strange-
sounding phrase. We are all Christs to each other. TIt's lunacg,
but it*s what has to be told,"

Fary looked at him with innocent intensity, "You lnow,"
she said, "some of the people have been saying that around here
lately., You're with us,”

“"Tonight, at the eclipse," he saild, "I'11l"

"You could get right up on this coffee table and say 1t," she
seid, “It's as good a place to begin,”

"But where will it get me?" he asked. XHe sought her guidance
at this point,

“Who knows," she said, “but you've got to start somewhere,
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Maybe 1t°11 stop the wal, Maybe,"

leretofore, the prospect of stopping the war had not entered
nis mind, But now, instantaneously, the notion ratcheted up into
his head, Stop the waxr? IHow could he do so? Perhaps now he was
in possession of sufficient power, The word itself would exexrt the
necessary power, ILts power would flrst be exhibited that night,
by his proclamation, The people would listen, spellbound, Hnd
soon o movement would rise and sweep the land, A1l would be walting
for the Word, and theilr hearts and minds would be transfigured in
a twinkling, They would amass, like clouds of locusts in the heat,
and they would carry the word on their threshing wings to the
frultion of its destiny. They would anoint him as thelr prophet,
to go before the President, the man with the temporal power to
brirg the war to a halt, like TIsalah before the king., And he would
stand before the great man, and he would pronounce the Word face
to face with him, And if the President would ask for a sign, he
would reply, "Do you not see? The people are a sign." And the
power of God Almighty would be revealed in the whole earth, It
would be a stunning event, ushering in the end of history, when
the greatest power of all time would become manifest, ¥Was he mad
to entertain such a ludicrous project? He could feel tThe power
surging within him, and he was unable to resist 1t,

"Do you know," asked Mary, "what they're saying also? They
say therc®'s a prophet among us who can deliver us, But no one'sg
found such a prophet, They don't know where to loolk, and thelr
heads are filled with ugly things, Acld, too much acid, They
have stranse visions, and they don't know what they see,”

Lucien just smiled, "They will both hear and see," he said

confidently. "Tonight, near midnight, when the moon goes dark,”

ol
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"Let's go," Mary said, "I have some friends I want you to
meet, We can drink our coffee later, We can come back at the hour
you speak of,"

Yhe led him through the dark streets to a ramshackle, palnt-
apttered apartment building, and up a creaking flight of stailzrs
to an open door, through which driftett the aroms of frying meat
and oniong, Inside the apariment they were met by two women and
a man, whom Mary introduced, though Luclien did not pay attention
£o their nameg, In the kitchen another young man was cooking
supper in a large cast-iron frying pan atop a greasy, electric
range, He was slicing green peppers into a stir-fry concoction,
The young man looked at Lucien and nodded. lNary introduced Luclen,
then in a friendly and casual way began to explain everything
Luclen had related to her, "Don't you think he's on to something?"
she inguired,

The young man continued to stir with lackedaislcal strokes,
Luclen noticed that the pupils of his eyes were enlarged and filmy,
The young man now did not even bother to give them a glance,

"Ttye heard it said that he would be coming to us," the young
man salid,

"But do you think Lucien may be the one?"

"Could be,”

"Do you understand what he's sald?"

The young ﬁan made no response, but gazed vacantly into the
frying pan.

"C'mon," Mary whispered to Luclen, "He®'s out of touch, Some
zombi eg we have to live with here," She took him back into the
living room, "Wes," llary called to the other young man, who had

seated himself, cross-legged, on a large, torn ochre hasgsock in a
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comer of the room, "I want you to meet the one who's come
among us. This Loy's named Lucien,"

Jes looked up and smiled broadly, a big Cheshire-cat smile,

"Glad you're here, man, " he sald,

Lucien was e blt unnerved, perplexed by the casual way in
which all of them seemed to know his identlty, Could they have
been forewarned? There was a weird, abstracted quality to the way
they all talked, as 1f he were simply practicing a script which each
of them had themselves wrltten,

"Luclen's going to talk tonight, at one of the coffee houses,"
Mary said,

"Give 'em the good word man, eh?" Wes sald,

Lucien frowned, "Yes, the good word,"

"iJell, man, we've been walting for it,"

When they had left, liary said to Luclen, "I don't think tney
really understand, Everything's out of sight for them, The welrd
ig so common, They get the words, but not the message,“ GChe
added, "there's a guy around here who can probably help you, His
neme®s Joe Shalom, or that's what they call him, People sauy he's
really in touch, and he might understand. He works at a theater
down the streect. Maybe tomorrow you canget in touch with hin,"

Lucien wondered: tomorrow would it matter? The name Shalom
meant "pesce,” It was a falr bet,

Retuming to the coffee house, they chatted for quite some
time, He 1liked Mary, though at this point he had no sexual interest
in her., She had = subtle ingeniousness, which showed in the
manner in which she took eagerly to everything he said, &he ceemed

to trust him, and he trusted her as well. She was a chlld, yet



The Coming

a child rart with her own modest wisdom, He heard it all about hér '
regrettable 1ife in Iowa, a choleric father who valued nothing
but money and work, and who had insisted she only merry a well-
heeled professional, a lawyer or a bank manager, "He doeng't
understand the beautiful things," she said wistfully, "love, spirit,
little kids, He's a robot, And so I ran away, He won't find .
me here,"

Lucien smiled at her affectionately,

"But I hope the word comes to hinm too," she maid. "I want
him to kmow what I know, I can forgive him, even though he's been
s0 impossible wlth me,"

Incien thought to himgelf, "yes, he too can be redeemed, 1In
the end she will be able to gpeak with him,"

Suddenly, there was a disturbance in the coffee house, A
girl came running in, frenzied, but in a mute volce reporting to
gsome of the patrons, "it's the eclipse, The dragons' eating the
moon," .

Most of the patrons pald no heed, but some got up and hegan
to shuffle out onto the street, And now Luclen knew the decisive
moment had arrived, he could enact it in his mind no longer; he
would have to act,

"Where shall I . stand? Shall I get up?" he asked Mary,

Mary shook her head, "I don't know," she said, somewhat frightened,

lore patrong at the hext table got up., Lucien was ready, He

stood up; he had the words clearly in mind: Christ has come. Ve

axe all Chrigts to each othexr,

But then, unexpectantly, a horrible sound swelled the alr --
a man groaning like a maimed enimal, and roaring, "it's not, it's not,"

Peekling around, Luclen saw a wild- looking man, naked to the walst,
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with long, soiled, waddled hair, like that of the legendary harples,
perched on a table across the room, He was picking up chalrs and
nurling them to the floor, shrieking, "it's not.,"” Hls voice droned
wretchedly, comparable to a tape recorder playing at the lowest
speed. "It's not you, It's not any of you."

Lucien sat back down, trembling, "It's a sizn," he mumbled
to Fary. "It's not the right time. I must wait for Joe Shalomn,"

Te bade good-bye to Mary. She sald, "we can meet agalin, here,
perhaps tomorrow night. And then you'll know more."

"Yes, tomorrow night," he said.

The next morning he did not go to work, IHe did not even call
in, but drove back to the Ealght-Ashbury in search of Joe Shalom,
He tried to envisage this Joe Shalom -- another prophet, similar
to himself possibley, but one with a quiet sagacity that only opre-
figured instead of revealing, a latter-day Johnthe Beptist who
preached in the wilderness of decadent America, e had a premonition
that Joe would know him right away, that the two would become allles,

Nevertheless, he had some carping doubts., By chance the "sign"
he had recelved in the coffee house the previous evening had been
more than an admonishment to wait, It mlght have foretokened his
mission coming to naught, that he had read the times completely
wrong, that he would end up a buffoon and laughlingstock, He
pondered: could this be the final, mexclless ruse that God, or
fate, or the forces -- whatever they were in theilr black impalpa-
bility -- had arranged for him? Perhaps there were two povers at
work in his case == and one was seeking to dlvert him from falling
under the sway of the other, The hypothesls was too remote for
serious consideration,

This time the streets of Halght-Ashbury were almost deserted,

Here and there a few hipples loltered on the sidewnlk, In front
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of a shop & teenage bLOY was prying at a gum machine with a coat-"
nanger, Luclien looked for the theater Mary had mentioned, which
she had sald was "down the street,” In a short time he located
what appeared to be theplacej but the front door was locked, dis-
playing a slgn that caid “"open at ten," So he wandered about the
street, peeping in store windows.

suddenly he felt a tap in the small of his back, and he turned .
to confront a short, dumpy Latin-looking woman with a Bible in hand,
"gir," the woman sald, "3id you know he's coming?”

"Who's coming?” Luclen asked intently.

vhe Lord is conming, sir," she said with eyes flacshing,

"YWhen?"

"wery soon," she saild in her nailve manner, "Perhaps today.
%ay T give you this?" she asked, holding out z thinly printed
vamphlet,

Lucien put his hand on hexr shoulder and smiled, "It's not
necessary," he saild. "I believe you, but it will happen in a way
gtranger than you think," \

The woman stared at him with a rigid wxpression, "Slr, he 1s
coming on the clouds, and all will see his face,"

"Not in the clouds,"” Lucien said, chuckling, "Xot even he,"
and he walked away. |

was she anothex sigh? Lucien asked himself, It was possible;
"o more laughable than he, she simply did not understand.whot the
Coming would consist of,

Ten ofclock came ,and he was able to get inside the theater,
where he accosted a crow-faced boy sweeping the floor, When

Luclen asked him about Joe Shalom, the boy put down his broom and

disappeared up a flight of stalrs, JSoon Lucien hheard the tramp
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of heavy footsteps on the staﬁrs. The boy brought back a hulklng,'
middle-aged man with receding gray hair and bobbling jowls, The
man asked Lucien politely who he wanted,

“Joe Shalon,"” Lucien repeated innocently.

"Nobody by that neme works here," the man said,

"Could it be his niclkname?®

The man shook hig head.

"Well, I'm sorry," Luclen sald, and was about to go, when he
saw the boy mumble somethlng to the man, who brightened with surprise
and said, "oh yes, that Joe, Funny he would call himself that, Ie's
not here now, Won't be back to MHay Nine,"

Lucien thanked the man and departed, Hlis frustration burrowed
into him, All of a sudden he had an empty stretch of time on his
hands, He deliberated whethexr he should wait for the return of
Joe Shalom, He decided it was worth walting. Hde counld not counter=-
mand the slgns, That evening he had his rendezvous wlth liary, as
scheduled., She was more than a half hour late, She came alone,
and spotting him at a table close to the door, she slipped some-
what nervously into a chalr, Sadly, he apologlzed to her for not
making contact with Joe Shalom, "It throws off the timetable,"
he said,

She shook her head, "It's better that we walt,"” she sald,

"I'm getting the willies, I've got bad vibrations about this place.
Everybody®'s in outer space, and they won't come down,"

"What do you mean?"

“"You can see it in theilr eyes," she whlspered, peering around
the coffee house as if she were being obgerved by someone unspecified.,
"They're like creatures without flesh, Did you see The 3ody

Snatcherg?”
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de had a vague recollection of such a horror movle,

"They've lost thelr souls,” ghe said. "All body and no souls,
They won't hear what you want to say., This isn't the.place."

"Joe can tell me that,"

"I'm sure he will,".she said. "But, believe me, boy, it's
nit risht, not the right time or place,"

"How do you know?"

"I can see it, See, you look into their eyes, and you think
you're gonna meet somebody there, but there's nobody there, You
talk to them and they come back with those love grins, Love grins,
They®xe in outer space, They can't hear elther, Stone deaf, on
their acid trips. The whole world®s on acid, It's spooky, IListen,
vou got a clgarette?”

Lucien said he did not smoke,

"I got a need for a cigarette,” she sald,

nEorTy,"

"phat's okay. I'1l do without, Iisten, what are we going to
267" '

"Walt," Lﬁoien said,

"0K," she sald, "but let's get out of hiere,"

They were on the street,

"IListen, I've got to tell you," laxy said, “"Friend of mine
wants me to go @own to LA this week with her, OK if I go? T
don't want to miss anything.,"

"Yeg, sure, I'm golng to walt for the Minth anyway."

"Maybe, Maybe, that's the day," she sald,

w“onI"

“Yea, there’s gonna be another eclipse that day. About four

thirty in the afternoon, partial eclipse, That might tell you
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something,"

Lucien thoughtt the time of waltlng, between twe ecllipses,
He had not been wrong; he had merely misread the signs, "It
night very well," he saild, "You go down to LA and come baclk here
and meet me on the ninth, alright?"

She nodded, )

The street was dark, Toward the west end, where the street
came to the edge of Goden Gate park, a large crowd was milling on
the sidewalk, Mary froze, "Something funny," she sald,

There was shouting, Lucien elbowed through the crowd to where
he was treated to a blzarre sight, A4 young girl, no more than
thirteen or fourteen, and wlth scraggly halr, lay on the pavement,
her blouse unbuttoned exposing two small black nodes for breasts,
Her arms were ralsed, striaght as broom handles, In a propitiating
gesture toward the sky, and she was intoning with the throaty
volce of a crazed sibyl: "love me, all, help me, love me," while
some members of the crowd hooted and called, “"glve us more, Crazy
Janie,”

The young glrl began to curse: "shit, you're all full orf
shit, Bagtards, can you lie anymore?"

Luclien stared at the glrl, In the sallow light he thought at
first he saw the face of Lille, but the resemblanoc was only
acclidental, He drew a sigh of rellief,

“Crazy Janlie," one of the same hecklers called out,

Then Lucien stepped in front of the crowd, and a hush descended
over them, Luclen glared at the crowd, then swung his attentlon
to the poor and distraught girl, Battening his gaze upon her, he
Observed that her eyes were turbld and sunken in their sockets,

like brine water in the depths of a dark well, Her lips were scabby
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and contorted into a possessed sort of smile, and gshe stared into
svace, heedless of him, her mind seemingly disincarnate,

"She's on & bad trip, man,” he heard a voice from behind
vellow,

Again, Lucien turned to the crowd, and this time he said
calmly, "she's not beyond help," TFor he was seized with the con~
viction, there on the spot, that he could penetrate her madness,
The crowd was feeding her illusions, and only the Word of truth
could dislodge her from them, For thls was his opportunity to
show the power oif the Woxd,

nJanie," Luclen sald with gentle assurance, "listen to me,
vou're not damned, only in the imaginings of your own hell, There's
someone here who knows you, recognizes you, accepts you for what
you are, You don't need to pretend, to draw the scorn of people
who are prisoners in their heads anyway. 1ou want real love, not
phony love, Look at me,"

The girl looked at him, stunned, and her eyes blinked, "You
are wnhat you are," he sald, "You're é real person, You are loved,

There is someone near, who can love you, for what you are, You

don't need to rant and rave, to tease and to entertain in such e
contemptible way, That someone who loves you isvery neaxr, But you
have to Imow thelr love for what it is., You are not Christ to
yourself, but we're all Christs to each other, and in another you
can find real lofe." e felt frustrated, for 1t was difflcult
for him to find the words,

The girl's cyes fixed on his, and her 1lips wiggled, as if
about to speak, lle peered into her eyes, fazed and searching,
with all the ardor and earnestness he could mustex,

"Iove me?" she cheeped, "Who loves me?"
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wyou are loved," he sald, "There ls someone, some one person;
in this world, who can love you, because each one of us is woxthy
of love, and worthy to glve love,"

“Vo one loveg me," she muttered, and then she swore under
her breath, "bastards, they all make a mockery of me," She sat up
in a daze, staring around at the crowd,

"Listen to me," Luclen pleaded,

Another taunt issued from the heckler: "Crazy Janie, she's
got a lover, The man's efter her, He wants to fuck her," whereupon
Janle stuck out her tongue at the heckler, like a sassy chlld..

wvou're a fake, Janie,” the heckler jeered. "Who you gonna
ball next? Is it me, Janlie?"

| At that point the crowd parted, and a man, wnom Luclen had not
noticed before within the crowd gstood facing them, 7The man wore
a white, clerical collar, a small silver cross dangling about hls
neck, "I'11 take her, if you don't mind," the priest remaxrked
wlth stern condescension.

Caught by surprise, Luclen dumbl& stared at the priest., The
priest's face was cured and grave with deep lines and fissures,

a staid monument to his many years of pilous laborx,

“I'ye been trying to bring this girl back to her sgenses,"
Lucien explained,

Unsmiling, the priest sald curtly, "I can take care of her,
She needs to be in good hands, She needs to be taken off the
street," And with paternal affection he lald his arm arxround the
girl, who had begun to sob,

The giri 1ooked at the priest, "Father, thank you, I don't

know what's going on, They want to rape ne,"
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"It's alright, child," the priest sald, comforting her, "It's
alright."

And he turned to Lucien and saiéd, "you needn't judge her for
what she says. She needs a rest., The church will show her the
way. Too meny people have kicked her around,"

After they had left, Lucien returned to lary and asked if she
knew anvthing about the girl, Nary saild, "Crazy Janie's a sad
case, She just wants people to love her,”

“But why does she go with the priest? He'll stifle her, He
can't give her real love,”

"Oh, but she'll feel love," Mary said., "“Even if iErs Just
another demon in her soul, Don't you see -- she's too far gone
for anybody else to love her,"

But for a minute, Lucien thought to hlimself, she knéw more than
the pretty, vaporous illusion of love in the abstract. ©She had heard
hig volce; she had been called out of her lonely, self-pltying love
and given the promise of one who night truly love her, even though
it was not he himself who could in the end truly love her, The
priest wouldtﬁxtend her love -- a cloyinz, merciful, but ineffectual
kind of love; for the priest would not judge her, He would not
speak to her in the depths of herself, He would not confirm her
as she was in herself, for that would mean he would have to surrender
his vower over her, Ile could sustain his power only so long as he
loved her, as a helpless and confused child, the way Christ was
sucvosed to love, But that was indeed the source of the illusion,
the hoax, |

Tucien watched at a distance as the prilest shepherded the crazy .

girl off into thenight. The priest's arm was fimly in place about

the girl, clutching her, like the subtle colls of a serpent, And
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Lucien thought, he 1s smothering her with the love of Christ,
But what was Christ's love? 1t was only the mask of self-love,
the mirror of one’s own vain pretension, Christ came not only to
1love, but to judge the world, What was judgement, if not the word
which shatters the 3$1lusions that people weave about themselves,
the self-infatuation which causes them to hide from the truth
which another pronounces, The judgement of truth is necessary to
1ove, It exposes the two as naked in the sight of each other.
Once upon a time Chrilst, in his love, had left men naked in thelr
own sight of each other; but the priest would not have thsmt, de
would only comfort her, He would comfort her as a father comforts
nlis ehild, But there could not be true, divine love between a
father and a child, The child looks th the father for strength;
the father pities the child., Nelther can judge the other for what
they truly are, Neither cen glimpse each other's nakedness, Only
a man and a woman, in the narriage bed, can do that, Only a man
and a woman,can take regponsibility for the power and fialure of
each other's love, Crazy Janie Wanteé love, but she did not know
yet how to love, for she preferred to remain a child, and the priest
preferred the same, The priest sought to manifest Christ's love,
but his Christ was a vapor, an jdol of his own imaginings, whlch
had its hideous back side, "Judge not, that you be not judged.”
That was what Christianity taught. But in refusing to judge, one
refused to love, deeply, painfully, honestly. The time had come
for real love to show 1lts power,

On weking the following morning, Luclen came to the realization
that he had to go to work, His job, though, had lost all 1ts

savors it had no place in his 1ife any more, Barney would be
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wondering what had happened to him yesterday, FPossibly, he could
get by making up a story, or merely say he had been lald out ovexr
the weekend with the flu, or something., [No, he did not have to
meke excuses., He would say nothing at all, 3But, then again, how
was he to apply himself to his dutlies, when he had grown utterly
indifferent to them. His dilemma was resolved when he walked
into the office, Loomis made a wisecrack: "so we just don't have
enough excitement for you anymore?"

Luclien looked at him sheepishly. ILoomis had recently taken
to smoking a pipe, the expensive briar kind, and as he drew in
deep, ostentatious puffs, he sald sarcastically: '"the boss has
been wondering about you, Thinks you don't have your mind on the
work anymore, You think there's more happening than Jjust the news?"

Lucien grinned, "Ah, shit," Loomls huffed, "let the boss tell
Hime"

Barney was solemn as he gave Lucien the news, "“Your work's
not been up to what it was when you first started," he sald, "and
I've got the feeling you're up to something at home that's affecting
you, Well, I°d like to help you work it out, but we've got presses
to run, There's too much news around these days, 1 called you
yvesterday, Where were you?"

“T was out," Luclen saild,

"vou didn't even have the courtesy to call,” Barney said,
"Well, Lucien, I'm afraid I'11 have to let you go, 1 can give you
three weeks geverance pay; qagt's generous, and maybe 1t'11l help
you with some time to think things over,"

Lucien smiled faintly., He should have expected it, but then

again he was glad after a fashion, He was free to do what he

really wanted,
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wT know you had a hard time, when you got beat up," Barney
saild, "but T think you should have come round by now, Anyway,

I;ve got to pay my employees for the job they do. Maybe you can
understand,”

wIt's alright, " Luclien gaid, "I don't have any 111 feellngs.
After all, the reason I've been out of touch with things here is --
well -~ you might have to report on it some day." He left,

Three weeks severance payt That was enough to tide him over,
for by then, he calculated, his movemgnt would be in full swing,
Money was unimportant, at any rate, Ille céuld find means to live,
Why should he be concerned about the morrow?

There were exactly two weeks until the ninth, During those
two weeks he spent long hours, sequestered 1in higs apartment,
reading his Blble, contemplating, speaking aloud, In his isolation
he began to talk aloud, strengely, as though the words were in-
serted in his very mouth, by a power beyond him, The words came
to him in a torrent, an ecstatic irruption,

christ has come, and all is fulfilled, We are all
Christs to each other,

The living God has come into our midst, The living

God appears in every flesh, the voice of God in every
volce that is spoken from the heart, from the depths, in
awe and self-revelation,

God 1s love, and love is the power of God, As chlldren
we have loved as children, yet fearful of a God more
powerful than us, invisible, and whose face we could
not even see; but now we see God face to face, In

every face is the face of God, and it is only the face
of God we can love,

Luclen thought of the sacrament of baptism, To be baptized, he
remembered from his church confirmation class, was a sign of a
covenant with God,

vet now we make a covenant in the flesh, To be sealed,
in love, in marriage, in the union of our bodies, that
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1s higher than baptism, That is the hichest sacrament,
To be unlted in our bodies is the seal of the union of
our persons, our minds, our hearts, in the woérds which
we speak to each other, and through which we confirm
eacn other, in our falth in each other, in our ever-
lasting commitment.

In the past it was sald: 'you must sacrifice your bodies
for the glory of God, But I say to you, 'do not sac-
rifice your bodies,?! for God does not demand sacrifilce,
Give your bodles to each other, along with your very
hearts and lives, For we are all Christs to each other,

God the ¥ather is dead, The face has vanished from
the sky., But now you shall see the God resurrected,
just as your minds and bodies shall be resurrected, as
you meet, and embrace, face to face,

Christ has come, You shall not love the old Christ, but
the new Christ whom you neet face to face, God 1s not
three in one, but two in one, man and woman, who are

to each other strange yet famlillar, fax yet neaxr, the
mystery of the other, the God who comes in each neeting. .
The kingdom of God is between us,

What you pray is what you say to each other,

The 1living God has come among us. As each of us lives,
a0 God lives, We must 211 be sacred to each other,

God does not demand that we love him, For God is nelther
male nor female, but male and female, God loves through
the love we glve to each other,

Far, yet very near, The mygtery that each one of us
senses in the other; yet we are blind, We do not hear
the volce of God in the woxds we speak to each other,
and we are deaf and dumb at once,

Do not cleave to your own innocence, your own preclous
sanctity, your ovm nartyrdom, your own righteousness,
¥or you. have no sanctity or righteousness apart from
that which 1s given to you, Ue ganctify each other; we
make each other righteous; neilther of us by ourselves 1s
holy, We are holy only in the truth that we give to
each other, and in this regard we arxe both great and
small, righteous and ginful; yet we are cursed no more.

The history of man is the history of God becoming man,
God was first e woman; then became & man; now God 1is
seen in man and woman, standing, naked, face to face.

who can flee from the face of God? Ve flee from the
face of God into our hollow selvess we close off all
sounds, all words, and then we are damned, in the hell
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of our own imaginings, Until we hear the word breal
through, the word which speaks, "I love you,"

Maeny have seen God with the face of wrath, but few have
seen God with the face of love, the face that is in
every face, until the stars go out.

No one shall die any longexr for thelr beliefs, In
the end there shall be no martyrs. All shall stand
face to face in judgement before each other, and all
shall love, for that is the power of the living God,
No falth shall separate man from man, or man from
woman, for we shall all have faith in each other, as
the living God,

A man leaves mother and father and takes a wife, 8o
a woman does the same with her husband., They shall
become one flesh, and they shall be restored as the
inmage of the living God.

Do not say, "I have fallen into sin," but T have been
egtranged from you, whose beauty and mystery and worth

I was ignorant of, and that I have wronged you, wronged
you by not letting you be as you can truly be, and not
letting myself truly be myself to you, for in this act
of revealing myself to you, and you to me, and in loving
what you are to me, and you loving what T am to you,

in spite of our failings, we have the power of God,

The living God shall set the world on fire, the fire
of devotion,

A men is drowning in the ocean, One jumps in to save
him, but the tide is too strxong, and he drowns, Another
throws him a‘rope from the shore, but the rope 1ls too
short, and the drowning man has no 1lifeline, A thizrd
comes and wadeg halfway to the man, Then his lifeline
will reach and botn arc saved,

Christ 1s here now, Yet we do not lknow tne Christ,

just as we do not notice the dewdrops on the grass

beneath us, They arxe there always; they are too

familiar; therefore we do not realize and we step on

them before the sun dries them out.

Christ is coming, not on the clouds, but in the silence

of the room, when we sce each others faces, and we

speak the truth to one another,

The words would come involuntarily: he remembered the exploding

light in the desert, and he wondered, if they are dlrecting me, will
they show themselves to me? On clear nights he would go out into

the forest and stand in a meadow not too far from his apartment, his
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eyes sweeping the skies, hls whole body trembling in anticipation,
One evening he witnessed a flurry of shooting stars, and for a few,
chafing moments he expected the final disclosure, Buﬁ‘the meteox
ghower petered out, and he was left goggling into the same, now
familiar, timeléss gnd unending ﬁnivexse blown up with 1ts trillion,
silent stars., es he mused, the old ones, whoever they are, do not

have the power that Ls_within_ggj they are dead matter, energy

otk 5
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that has congealed out of its fiery origin; they are not God,
for God is more mighty and mysterious than the old ones, greater
end more incalculable than the entirety of stars. My mind glows
"--._._'w—-—---‘*-——_.________‘__-__d-..__.._.-»‘.__._ ———— W i

WEEP fire, and yet it has nothing to ignite, I walt for one whose

mind I mey set on fire, and whose body will merge with mine in the

e g

gravity of union e indissoluble, solid, and eternal, two stars
burning, but not extinguished, in the whirling motions of thehight,

And death too seémedrunreal as he gazed up at the fiery energies
of . the night.-éThe resurrebtion_of the body and life eternal, The
body by itself is dead, diained of 1ts energy, just as the mind
by itself is merely a smoking brand which needs anothexr mind to
touch it with fife again, Thé]wbrd is the leaping fire, two bodies

in embrace, the union of matter by which the fire is sustained, The

g\iwﬁf stars surge and flow together, all creation groans for union, two

~stars unite and become one, and the two become many, but the creation
begins with the two, the progenitors of 1life, welding all matter
which becomes spiilt in the fiery furnace; and death shall be no
more, and death shall be no mbre, for the fires of the heavens
continue to burn, Now I stand here alone, but T am in the midst
of the fire, and T walt for the one who will come to me, and to-
géther we shall light‘eﬁchﬂﬁfhgxfs fire. The coming one, the Christ

! whose face shines in a ﬁundred billion stars.
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The afternoon of the ninth of May Luclen went back down to

the Halght-Ashbury., The sky was laden with lowexins raln clouds,
and as he walked along the street he was soaked through to the
skin with a sudden downpour, Dripping and bedraggled, he entered
the theater where hé hoped to find Joe Shalon, This time he en-
countered a woman employee of the theater, who had no ildea who
Joe Shalom was, Lucien asked to see the manager, the middle-aged
nan whlch he described to the woman, The woman looked uncertaln,
"Just a moment," she sald, and she came back with a man, in hls
early thirties, dressed in jeans and a grimy work shirt, "I'm the
manager," the man said. "Jho are you looklng for?"

“Joe Shalom,”

"Strange name, Nobody by that name works here,"

"Anybody named Joe?®

"Several people named Joe, they come in here from time to
time.,"

"1 was told he was out of town and would be back today."

"Who told you that?"

( Lucien characterized the young boy with the broom and the
mié&i@éaged man, The manager shrugged, and looked at the woman,
who also tossed up her hands,

"He geemed very important, The man T talked with,"

"Look," tha manager sald, "we get people come in and out of
here every day. I can't keep track of all of them, I'm the one
who's supposed to be in charge.”

Then the woman sald, hesitantly, “"there's a restaurant on the
next block, Can't think of the name of it," She instructed Luclien
how to get there, “A# lot of our people hang out there, MNaybe you

ought to ask around.,"
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Luclen thanked her and headed toward the restaurant, Tt was
all so very strange., Why did no one ¥now of Joe Shalom, if he was
supposed to be important? And why, 1f he had interpreted the
signs correctly, could he not find such a person? Something was
amiss, he sensed, but he was unable to specify the trouble, In
a few hours the eclipse of the sun would occur, He felt a slight
panic, but no, he reasoned, there was little cause for alarm, not
quite yet., He would go to the restaurant, anl surely someone there
would be able to steer him to Joe Shalom, Or perhaps he, by some
fortunate confluence of events, would meet him without asiking, es-
pecially ifT it were ordained,

Tne restaurant was an inconspicuous little establishment with
Ingh, plank tables and a few booths scattered about a large, open
room, thick with the smell of cooking, Sitting down in one of the
bocths, Luclen inspected a menu on the table, He was not very
hungry. When the waiter came he ordered a soft drink and potato
chips. lMeanwhile, he inquired of the walter about & possible
customer named Joe Shalom, The walter shook his head. "“Never
heard of somebody like that around here,"

The soft drink refreshed him, and he quietly munched hils
potato chips, staring all the while about the ;estaurant iIn search
of a face which, by some remote chance, might give forth a clue
as to the mysterious personage Joe Shalom, Finally, he saw a man,
clean-shaven, walk in and take a seat in the booth beside him, The
man was clutching a bright orange tiger 1illy in his hand, and he
sat at the table, quietly examining the flower, There was a 1looK
of rapture on ﬁhe mants face, All of a sudden Lucien was gripped
by a feellng of recognition, 1t was apparent that here was the

individual he sought, Boldly, yet with a certain reticence, Luclen

ST T T T T T iks
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1eft hig payment for the snack on the table, got up, walked around,
and slippéd $nto the booth where the man had sat down, The man was
quite young, perhaps even TLucien's age, He had shoulder-length,
straight platinum halr, and he was ogling over the 1illy. The
1ily, Luclen thought, was ausplcious, Tt was the flower, the name,
the girl with whon it all had somehow started, Luclen wvas amazed.,
Yes, the flower was auspicious, mrowlng, the s:mbol of 1t all -~
the flower, the beautiful, growing, delicate flower signifying
1ife, the living God, "Hello," TLueien said, The man gave no evi-
dence of hearing, but continued to moon over the flower, "Are

vou the one they call Joe ahalom?” The man made no response, "Joe
Shalom, vpeace, are you he? I've been looking for him, I was told
I should find him,"

The man®s head swayed back and forth, in an easy motlon, hils
eyes never averting to Lucien's importunate chatter, The man's
gaze remained cemented on the flower, as if it were the totallty
of his consciousness, Slowly, the man worked his mouth into an
1diout smile, Frantically, Lucien leaned over to him, and muttered,
"are you here for me? Are you Joe Shalon?" And in that dread
ingtant he had the experience of one who night awalke in the limbo
of the dead, where immobile, stone faces stare at the last scourlngs
of 1ife for an unholy eternity. The flower waé the only thing that
seemed alive, and yet 1t too was wllting under the stone-faced
nan's demented gaze.

He left the restaurant in a hurry. Iils next aim was to find
Mary. She had promlsed to come back that day. He raced to the
coffee house, where they sat that night and he had unfolded his

plan for her, But the coffee house was closed, Standing on the

sidewalk by the coffee house was the boy who had been sweeping the
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f1oor of the theater, Luclen was startled, "RBemember me?" Lucien
said,

The boy looked bothered, "No," he said,

"At the theater, T was looking for Joe Shelom,"

The boy twisted his neck, as if to shake a crick out of 1it,
Then he s»at upon the pavement, “Don't know Joe Shalom,"

"Do you ¥now a llary, a glrl fron Towa, She sald she would
meet me here,"

The boy laughed. “Mary, Mary quite contrary, how does your
garden grow? Say man, your 0ld lady glve you the s1ip?"

"Forget 1t," Luclen saild., MNow he did not now what to do,
The sky above was blackening, It would be impossible to viesr
the eclipse, and he grew more confused by the minute, e started
walking back to hls car, -Perhaps Mary had been right . Haight-
Ashbury was not the place; it was not owned by flesh and blood,
but haunted by the wralths of misbegotten humanity, And now
there came to his nostrils the fetld gtench of sewer gas, e
hastened on, and the stench went away. i€ had the feelins some-
body was following him, though he did not turn around, At last
he was forced to halt for a stop light. He heard the boy's volce
benind him, Perhaps the boy knew something after all, and was
coming to let him in on it, The boy croaked an unintelliglble
sentence, "lian, you want ==~7"

Luclen turned around, The boy looked pigqued. "Man, you
want —---2" Loclen still could not understand the last words of
the sentence,

"I'n sorry, L don't understand.”

he boy flew into a rage., "A blow Job, that's what T s=aild,

Man, ain't you listening? Now come on back with me.,"
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The 1light changed, and Luclen started running, Bunning as
fast 23 he could to his car, he drove away through the rain to-
ward Marin, and the unspoiled sanctuary of hig apartment, Ile
was crying to himself, tthat was happening ? He was prepared now
to abandon the wholeg, ridiculous scheme, 1f that proved feasible,
Perhaps he was on the edge of a madness, from which he might never
be able to retreat, The rain had turned into a cloudburst.

When he ¢ot back to hls apartment, though, he discovered
he had a new lease, There were several people sitting in a carx in
the parking lot, and when he climbed out of hls car, One of the
persons also got out, And‘in the dripping rain he saw the face of
one he lmew and had almost forgotten, "Touie," he crled jubilantly.

Loute came up to him and slapped his huge hands onLuclien's
shoulders, "I saild I'd come see you," Loule sald with a big bear
smile, Then he turned toward the car in which he'd been sitting,.
"Hey, L've got some friends you gotta meet, They've all heaxd
about you," Loule waved, and a man and a woman got out in the
rain, The man was short and skimmy with short, blonde halr; the
woman was darke-skinned and had bleck hair. She had a demure smile
on her face,

"These are my friends,” Louie said excitgdly. "Jevin here's
from Arizona, and Laura, she's a good friend too. We all came to
gsee you,"

Butb Luclenrcould not help staring at the woman named Laura,
with her tawny skin, xaven hair, and shy, nut browm eyes, ke
wondered 1f she were Louie’s girl,

»come inside," Luclen beckoned, Ee led them through the rain
to his apartnment, Once inside, he clapped his nands merrily and

said, "T don't have any beer, OX anytning, dbut we can no out for
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some,"

"non't bother," Loule said., "Llsten, T'm staying with l.evin
nere, at an ayartiient OVeXr in lJerkeley, Je werc gonna have a
varty tonight. Why don't you come?"

Luclen considered for a secdnd. taving a varty Jjust did not
seen right, but on the other hand what was there left for hinm to
do? ie could not face his empty apartment, where 1f he stared he

would just brood and hector himsel?, The ldea of a varty sounded

perfect, It was time he had normal anusenents again, "Alrigsht,”

e said, "can T follow you over?"

"Naw," Louie said, "Jjust come with us., Ve can drive you back
in the morning. We've got gleeping bags., You working tonmorrow?"

"I'm unemplored," Luclen said with slicht compunctlon,

Louie lauzhed, ile had nol expected Lonie to lagrl,; but there
was a degree of folly in the whole situation, ¢ joired ioule in
laughing. The laughter felt good, Rarely did he evey laugh, "“Ther
canned me," Lucien said laughing, "I was Too strange for them,"
The others looked at him and, in the spirit of things, ctarted %o
laugh too,

Fevin's apartuent was located on Dana Street, tio flishts up.
Yevin wms o student at the unliversity, The anartnent walt 7 Errrlan

student flat, the floor cluttered with dog-earcd panerbacl bHooks,

beexr cans, and dismenbered pages from the San franciseco Chronlcle

“"aporting gmreen," lYevin made a gelf-deprecating craclk about his
own slovenliness, the fault of living alone, "I could use =2

woman Lo clean up atrter me, he said, slightly defensivel;, while
casting an arrant eye at Laura, whose attention he scened obsecscd
with capturing., Kevin appeared to have sone special attachment to

Laura, though 1t was obvious from her lack of overt affection toward
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sy hat blery were nob lowers, Lr the eohiroxry, tune oraogitsy
seenied to be the casec, !ls golicitation of her with congtan?®
rlances and flippant, bragsing cormments anpearcd similar to the
method of the schoolboy who tries to win the interest of a younsg
g£lxl throuzh hls bluster and wquLer. "inally, Luclen took Loule
aclide and asked about levin's rthuiono 1in to Laura,

Loule chucXkXled, "ievin's just trying to male it wulith ner in
whatever way he can, But he can't succecd, She can see through
him, and she knows he has a girl in LA who he's enmaned to, anvway,
FKevin's a good-natured guy, but he gets these thincs with women,
tic wants to prove himself, but it's easy for him to make an ass out
of hinmsgelf,”

YAnd vou? Luclen asked, “What's your thins uyith Lore"

Loulc smiled, "Yothing much, &8he's just a friend, JSomebodry
I know from arxound here who I thousht --" e led benignly., "I

thought you might have something in common with her., She's a quiet,

nonest kid, smart, and -- loving -- if the right guy comes along,"

“=tne

v

e winked at Luclen,

Soon they had all settled into an eveniny of cacunl conversation

and Jus wine and Colt-45 malt liguor, which Loule had provided,
xevin war talking wltn high serlousness about baseball, Loule be-

zan to tease Lkevlin by asking silliy questlong, »retending he tnew

|_

nothing about the sport, while ILaura kept silent on the couch, At

ilnct, Louie shut ievin off and turned to Luecisn., "I thournt these

veople would wart to near about what rron were say

;d.
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dhat's happened in the meantine? I reusznber you --."
Luclen felt uneasgy about bringing up such a serlious matter

all at once, With slight hesitation, he gsaid, "I've done it alread:r,

50rt of —-=="

"Already?" ILoule looked at "im aslkonce.
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"Yeg, on the way home I met this giri., She duzped me, then
T went over the the lalgnt-Aghbury and I lost ny job, Oh hell,
it's too long a stoxry ™

"So where are you?" Loule inguired with carncct,

"ihere am T/*

"Where are you golng with it?Y T think these veonle micht be

Lucien groped his way throuzh much of the story, Suddenly, he
realized he had been «oing on for nearly an hour, evin had be-
ceive tlght=livpped and Laurs hoad a blank exwryegsiorn. lLilicien mawn
1ot surce of anybody's reaction, Loule was the onl; one who had any
discernable look on his face, and he smiled at Lucien, knowingl:y
and supnrortive,

"I T didn't kKnow bettexy," Loule sdld, “I%d think you were
the craziest person who ever walked in here,"” le srinned bLiroadly,
glared at the others, then sglapped his Imee and r~uifaved, " out
vou're not, Luclen, The craziest thinpgs are usuzlly the most obvious
and true, ‘'That's wvhat the philosophefs can't understand,"

A11 ot once Lucien sensed that Laura had understood, and that
she was on his slde, lie did not want her to go beforc having a
chance to Lol rith her alone, Tt wonld be an onportunii~ to et
"

o Imow nor opetbaz, "Uould you Jike me to il won hoped% ha ggited

nT

gon't nind being youxr escort,"

Lavura secmed caught by surprise, Ohe enlled at nim warmly,

wo

sure," she said, Laura looked at Luclen witr searching eves, 1%

)

seemed she wanted to say something, but was at loss for wrorde,
Lucien felt o twinge of embarrassment; he feared he had cald too
nuch in front of somncone who did not know hinr and o rrobarmly,in

her heart, found hiwm too vecullar for her liking,
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Tinally, Laura spoke up, confessing she oupht to be leaving,
"T+ was a2 nice varty, and T was zlad to meet you Lucien, T have
to thinik about what rou gaid.,"

w7411 drive vou home," Loule saild,

"Tt's no problen," Laura said politely., "The dormitoxy's
just up the street,"”

(g mirhd wos quite pleasant, The rain hndéd stopnhed, end the
sidewall was honeycombed with 1ittle, shallow »uddles tnrouna
wich their feet squished as they walked slowly along, Durinz the
oirot bloel: they sald nothing to each other; but he found nimself
beautifully mystified by thls quiet and friendly mirl, She seened
wwnolly oxdinary and transparent, unassuming and pood~-hcarted, with
rone of the inner scars and hidden compulsions wilch hnd domaged

the sromern he had Imowm in the past, She was not comzlicated, at

|
T)

,_h

op 1n the wav Lille and Flaine had been, et her simpliclity
seemcd matched by a droround capacity, as Louie had saild, for love;
the Iind of love imich is nelther overpowering nor excitinem, but

which 1s steady and endures, Un the other hand, he had no heard
evyidience T'DI suer imtuitiong about her, It wmao = wrardioon, ine
conegricuous evidence that shone in her palling face T B geyanoe
wav he felt he knew her, and she inew Win, as if they mighs have
o~ce encountercd cach other long ago in cone time and place,. e
aszed her: "what did you taink of what 1 =aid this cvening?"

aue looked at him and smiled, "I didn't gquite follow cverl-
thing, but what you sald made sens 1t souched some fealinmg
Iy had lately.”

"o vou have a guy? Tell me, I couldn't be survnricsed,

Laura smiled agoin, "Hot Just now," she =aid, "hut T have

to Admit tnere's an admirer. I know hevin's interestcd in ne,”
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‘"But I théught Kevin had a girl in IA."

"fe does, but ==~ well == he has other fish to fry. T like
Kevin, but he's a blt tco much, if you know what I mean.,"

"Have you ever been in love?"

ghe smiled this time with a hint of modesty., "Yes, once,
but 1t's really not your place to get personal,"

*I Imow," Lucian gaid, wput if you had, you'd understand "

"of course. I do uﬁderstand a bit," she said, "but ==~ oh,
nothing - you re = guy who really has strong ideas, and I like
‘that." |

- "So is Louj.e.“

“Not-in the same way;"

| "Pow do you know Louie?“

"From a friend " He used to hang around her a lot,”

"Does Loule ever have serious relationships with women?"

1"1 don't ¥now, I think he has, but he's pretty particular,

" He never'got seriéus with'my frien. Mostly he's just a good-time
'._Joe who gets alonb with evarybody." '
. "That makes it easy for him to understand the value of friend-
ship. '

"Yes, maybe, but not love,"

They came to the door of the dormitory, the same door where
he-had said goodbye to June a few weeks before, It was a strange
sengation, "I went out with & girl from this dorm, not too long
ago, ler naﬁe ﬁaé June, Do you know her?"

laura thoﬁght a moment, "No, T don't know anybody named June."

"1t doesﬁ?;matter, " ‘he said,
:“I nope we can see each other‘again." she said;

e "Yes, I'd 1like that," he said, but for right now he did not
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want to be.making any promises, T hope Loule stays in town, 80
we can all get together,"

Louie was dozing on the gofa when Lucien came back to the
apartment, "Iaura's 2 nice girl," Leulen sald,

"Yen," Loule sald, “T wanted her to meet you, That's why
I brought you over, I think you two would hit it off.,”

wIt could be," Lucien said, "but I've had enough madcap
effalrs with-wcmen 1ately. 1I°11 be cautlous this time,"

“w don t blame you," Louie said. "That's the best way, Listen,
though, 1f I heard you correct this evening, you want more than
just g woman,"
| Lucien smiled, “Yes, 1t‘s really blown up into sonething,
But demml t, Loule, I still wonder 4f I'm crazy, JYou know, every-
bOdJ wants somebody to love, and be loved by them, and every man
wants a woman to love., But isn't that just a plain, everyday
truth? People havé been falling in love for ages. But ==~ there's
something special about what's happening now, People are looking
for something, something they're missing, They've been praying for
false séviours; They don't want a flesh and blood Christ, They
don't kmow how hard it is to love flesh and blood, or to be loved,
And so they're hung up with their strange prophecies and bellefs,
They don't understand that 1t's so silmple == it's right here at
hand ,* | |

Lohie smiled.‘ “Listen, you gpeak so simply it's haxd to take
you seriously. T know what you're talking about, 1 came to that
realization ou’ﬁ there in the desert, No, I didn't tell you what
effect you had on me, but you did, I've been the restless sort,

a1Wayq moving on to sone promised 1and that's just over the horizon,

“but I never get there, and now I'm ready to settle down, [ need
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the right woman, All of us;need the right person who will love
us, What are all those vopular songs that go on endlegsly about
being loved and belng lost, They're cries from the heart, but
they're also sacred music of sorts., The problem is everybody
listens, but nobody takes them gseriously, You're right, every-
body thinks theré‘; coming a Christ on a white horse, Just somebody
who'll stay by you all through the night, if you know what T mean, -
and night after night. There isn't anything else, I lnow that,
all this tine I've been wandering around, Now I'm ready to stop
my wandering. Listen, I want to help you, I‘'ve talked to Kevin
'about 1t, and he's ready to help."”

; "Kevin?* By o

“Yesn, he comes off as a éimpie dude, but he's gung-~ho on
what you're saying, It's got potential, It's beautiful, What
you need is é forum, maybe an organization."

‘Luclen heard the tollet in the bathroom flush, and Kevin
appeared, looking somewhat shame-faced, "Listen, man, Louie and
T've been talking, I didn't kmow what to say, Just before you
left, and:yod‘might have thought we weren't interested, but man,
jt's incredible -- it's too beautiful for words., Loule tell you
Wé want to éet you going?"

Lucien nodded, |

"Itfs all beautifui and'weifd. Welxd but beautiful, I can
get into 1t, quite a loﬁ. ‘IfVG got thig girlfriend, and she could
get into 1t too, We're all tired of getting the heavy rap on us,
The war == they want us to give up our lives for a fucking little
war nobody wénts. My old man, he says, 'now you gotta be responsible,*
"What am I ééépansible'for?- I'm hst‘rasponsible to anybody except

the one I love, I'm not gomna give myself for some shitty cause
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nobody understends; I'm gonna give the one I love, whoever vchat
might be, We're gonna stop tﬁis fucking war, and we're gonna do
i1t by saying, 'no, there's only one great thing my 1ife's important
for, and that's love, Because, when you get right down to it,
everybody's got a right to be loved, and that's all that matters.,
*Tove of country’ _— that's what my old man think's most important,
but he doesn®'t have any idéa of what it i to love, Well, Louie
and I are into what you're doing. Where do we begin?"

Lucien thought a minute, "Maybe right here in Berkeley, I've
tried over at the Halght. Everybody's off in another world there,”

"Sure," Kevin said, "they'll'listen around here, We need to
" get the word out to them,"

“you ought to pxint some flyers," Lonie said, "then set
you:self up to make a.speech on campus, like Hubert,"

"I don't want to sound like an evangelist,” Luclen said,
but then he conslidereds: 1f the word was indeed powerful, there
would be many who would listen, He would start up the movement
again, here in Berkeley, rlght away. .

vGood, I'11 write something up," Lucien said, "I'1ll try to
lay it out in a way people can understand, And then we'll set a
time for me to speak, We'll announce i1t in the flyer, and then =="
He had an afterthought, "And what about laura? What does she have
to do with all this?" |

Loule smiled cagily and sald, vwell, we ought to keep her
out of thls business fof the time being, You don't want to get
her 1nvolved in your affalrs, not right now at least, There®'ll

be time for her.,"
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"Why not?" , ) | '
"I don't know," Loule said; "Sometimes I get superstitious
and I think -- well, the forces have something else in mind,"
Loule bit his 1ip., "Maybe the machine'sg doing thelr bidding,"
“Look," Luclen said, feeling a bit ¢xasperated at this point,
"T'm tired of having tricks played on us, I've come this far, and --"
“But you musn®t push it, really," Louie said, )
Just then Kevin intervened, his volce tense, resdlute, "I
think we oughﬁ to go ahead.- Fuck all that superstitious garbage,"
His eyes were blazing like twin suns, “You got a copy of the‘
Proclamation?® ' Bt
Lucien handed him the copy of the Proclamation,
- "I'1l teke ocare of.it,",Kevin sald, "When are you golng to
gpeak?" |
"Tomorrow," Luclen sald, "“Tomorrow when people gather in the
plaza for lunch," :
That evening Kevin ﬁalkéd in smiling, He appeared happier
than Lucien hed ever seen him. "I've done it," Kevin boasted,
"It's all gset,” |
"How?" Luclen asked,
Kevin explained that he had given the Proclamation to a girl
at the student newspaper of the university., "She read it, and she
really 1liked it, It's golng to appear tomorrow, Then you'll
have an audience," o
Kevin was right, The next morning, May 18, the following
notice was published, along with the other news of the day, in
The Daily Callfornians

- . THE PROCLAMATION == 1967
- {The following was submitted by
The Eschaton Soclety), o
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Lucien could not figure out just what Louie was thinking
about, Perhaps Loule knew something that he did not, Loule's last
comment seemed to set Kevin on edge., Nervously, he said "but
you're right, we keep Laura out of it." Turning to Luclen, he
asked, “"what do you want of me and Loule? You call the signals,"

Beféré Tucien could reply, Loule looked at Kevin and saild
firmly, “"we're all in this together, now aren't we? You don't
mind if Lucién here stays with us awhile, We got room in the inn,
don't we? And, éfter all, 1£'s not like he was gonna move in and
mairy yvou, 1is iﬁ? Just give him time to do his thing, and then -="

Lucien went back to collect his thlngs for the temporary move
to Berkeley, He asked a neighbor to look after the cat, saying
he would not be long away., In ‘the beginning, however, Lucien did
not feel at all comfortable 1n the new situation, The problem was
with Kevin. Though Kevin was enthusiastic about their undertaking,
he seemed to resent silently Lucien's presence in his apartment,
After all, 1t was Loule who had invited him to stay there, Ile
wondered about Kevin's resentment, Oséensibly, it had to do with
- Kevin®'s suspiclon that.he was a pbtential rival for Laura, But
Lucien could not understand why Kevin was so infatuated with her,
eépecially since she was @ool to his advances, . Then again, why
was Kevin at the same time willing to back Lucien's mission?

evin was hard—ﬁeaded and obtuse, 1t seemed, and he could not possibly
grasp the genuine meaning of everything Lucien had talked about,
It was quite possible Kevin did not understand, but was using Lucien
for hls own. ulterior purposes, Yet in the final analysis, Lucien

.wWwas not worried., Kevin was harmless and Lucien felt a little

sorxy for him,:
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Wednesday evening Kevin -owned up to what Luclen had surmised
211 glong, "Look," he said, "1 gotta come clean with you about
gomething, I don't want you muscling in on Laura, Loule doesn't
know how I feel, and I don®t think Iaura does either, and the reason
they both think-l'm.safe is8 because I've got a girl, Well, I do,

T do love Katy =- she'’s a good girl, and a level-headed kid,

you know, and as far aslI'm concerned, we're gonna get married, and
that's that --- but I've had different feelings, since I met Laura,
I don't have anything golng with her, and I wouldn't let on to
anybody, mainly'Louie, but == well ~-= I wéuldn't want you muscling
in., I Xnow you®ll hate me fér sayiné that, but I gotta say it,"

Lucien smiled and put his hand on Kevin®s ghoulder, "Don't
worry," he said, "I'm not here to start up anything, But I'm
curious =~ why do you love Laura?"

Kevin looked somewhat abashed, "I don't really love her, not
like T love Katy, But, man, there®s something about her, Maybe
because I'm away from my own woman too much, I get horny, Katy
and me are gonna get married this summér, but that's a long time,
You know what 1t's like having to go every night without a woman,
-and you dream ﬁhaﬁ it'd_be like to have a woman in your bed wilth
you? Well, maybe if I could get her into bed with me just once,
then I1'd be satlisfled,” |

Lucieﬁ gshook his head, "Do you think that's all that'll
matter? If you did get her in bed, you'd find yourself in a whole
mess of problems, mogtly with yourself, I say, stick with it a
few more monthe, If you love Katy, you've got to be true to her,"

“Shit;" Kevin exclaimed, '"Be true to her? 1I've heard that
from my old man, too much, Be true to what? Be responsiblet

 I've heard all that shit before,"
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"o, look, just don't worry about me muscling in; as you put
1, I°'m not into doing that. Remember, it was Loule who asked
me to come stay wlth you guys."
"Yea, I know, but I'm not sure about Loule either," Kevin sald,
‘wJust trust me,” Lucien insisted. But Kevin shrugged and
did not seem to want to listen at all,
Thursdey morning, May 11, Lucien awoke wlth an inexpllicable -
sense of crisis; Neither Kevin nor Loule was awake yet, He
picked up the'mornihg paber and read a d;sturbing front-page
story. The Niddle Eagt was at a flash point, Israiel had
anmounced 1t was preparedito defend itself against the"aggression”
of the nelghboring Arab stafes, and was mobilizing ilts armies,
Wais and rumors of war, Thé entire world atmosphere was charged
with crisis and‘daﬁger.' Perhaps it was just another sign, another
cqnfirmation of the necessity of his migsion, But there was some-
thing unprecedented about this particular crisls, The threat was
to Israel, the chosen people of God, A strange God was at work in
~ this time, he thought, and his mission was affected, The crisls
.could not be resolved until he had unleashed the word into history.
He'could'delay'no longer. |
He sat down to compose, as tersely as pogsible, the substance of
his message, The words tumbled without effort from his mind onto
the paper,  He called it The Proclamation of 1§67. 1967 was the
year, the yearlin which the end of history was occuring -- the
"end" not és the close of history, but as its fulfillment. He
" wrote 1t all down and read ééer what he had written, It was sufficlent

for now,
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Loule was up now. Stumbling into the room, half asleep,
and with glazed eyes, he looked curiously at Lucien, who showed hlm
 what he had written, Loule studied the Proclamation for some time
jn silence, Then he grinned and galds "1t sounds right, We've
got to print it on some flyers,"

Soon Kevin was awake and read the Proclamation as well, "lan,
vou're on Lo soﬁething," he said, "I'm not sure what; but you're
on," :

Loute saild he knéw o printer in Berkeley who would do the
jéb quickly aﬁd,cheaply.‘ "We can all pooi our bread together,"
 Loule said., Kevin tumed and looked out the window
l .That afterﬁoon Lucienrtook the text of the Proclamation to
the printer, The propriétor.of the printing shop was a pudgy,
balding Jewish man with a stubble beard who gave Luclen a frozen
stare when he presented the test. "OK," the proprletor said, "but
I want cash as soon as you pick 4t up." The proprietor sald the
order woui& be finished on Monday, Lucien inhaled a deep breath,
When Luclen came to pick up the flyers, he was informed, regretfully,
by the priﬁter's apprentice, an underweight and long-halred kid
with a freckled face, gawkedat Iucien in the manner of a country
boy, and sald ﬁs an eicuset “"Jook, the boss don't make a lot of
money, and he don't charge his customers much.neither. S0 you
gotta hang on," |

| Luclen spotted the press at the back of the room and went over
to look at it, The apprentice said sourly, "you don't think
you know nothin® about mechanical dealies, do you? 1 sure don't,
and the boss claims he can't fix 1t. ‘He's got to get one of them
specialists in." o |

;"Lucien stared at the pfess.“ Certainly he had no knowledge
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of how to repalr printing presses, but he did not believe mechanicél
failures should stand in the way of his endeavors, Besides, the
apprentice was not in tune with what was golng on,
"Have you read what we gave you?" Luclen asked, his heart
leaping. , ‘
The apprentice had gone over to a desk on the other side of
the room and was pasting.togethex gome copy. "Don't think T have,
T don't usually look at what dustamers glve us,"

"But this is 1mp6;faht. You_have to get the press fixed,"

"Sorry, I can't do the impossible, Only the Lord can do that,"

"Have you trled talking to the press?" Lucien asked without
even considering, . |

The apprentice gave him an odd stare, but said nothing,

"I mean it," Lucien said, "Maybe if you could make it un-
derstand, rightiy,.What_it's'supposed to do,"

The apprentice threw up his hands, "“Christ,what a weirdo,"
" he exclaimed. "“Now leave mé aloﬁe, man, We'll give you a call
when 1t's done, OK?" ' |

Luclen left, feeling rather foolish for having sald what he
-3 d . .But, then again, hothing one might say seemed that implausible
any more, He went back to the apartment and apprised Loule of the
problem, Louie wﬁs rather sedate, "We've got another hangup., When
‘are you going to speak?" |

Lucien suggeéted the forthcomiﬁg Thursday., "You'll need a
.microphone, won't you?" Loule ésked.

e suppoée." ) '

"Well, anyway, you can't speak on campus unless you get
permisgibn, and you can't ge£ pérmiésion unless you're an officer

of an offlcialiy recognized club or organization, OX? Remember
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what T said about an oiganization? We're going to have to form one
for.that reéson. We get appxoved by the university, and then you
can speak, But we need a name first."

Lucien thought .for a momeﬁt. "Something that®'ll sum up what
I have to say, Sométhiﬁg_appropriatelfor the end time,"
' "Then I've got it," Loule said with a smile, "The Eschaton
VSociety. You know, eschaton, that means "the end" in Greek, I
took a semester of Greek in college.“ '
A } ‘"Sounda alright to me," Lucien sald, "How do we go about it?"

-First they obtalned the gppropriate forms from the dean's
‘office at the university. '

o be approved as an official club or organization at the

University of California involved filling out forms with copious
' 1nstructiohs‘and‘onion-skiﬁ duplicates, Lucien carted the forms
back to-the gpartment and.SQOWeg.them to Loule, The second question
wents “What is the purpoéeldf the-organization? The third one:
"What is the struc%ure of .the organization and its officials?"
Loule burst into wild 1aughtéf, "How can we answer these questions?"
hejlaﬁéhéd,fdrcing back tears; For the firsf time Luclen caught
“a sense of the hilarious irony of what he was doing, The project
waérsb éimple; and yet it exposed the ways of the world as ridiculous,
‘Perhaps 1t was not he who should be accused of madness at alls for
'it wag the 6rdiﬁéry way of doing énd thinking about things that
seemed.absurd. Louie kep£ oh with gales of laughter, #And Lucien
had to 1augH‘W1th him, It'was ecstasy to laugh,

Lucien said: “the purpo e of the organization? Let's write
down --_'to manifést what has been true for all time,'™ Loule
"ana he broke up again, but he wrote that down, "The structure of

o

:  theVp;ganization? Let'sus&y’wé‘ré_all.disclples. disciples of the
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word made flesh, That"ll thfow them, After all, what does 1t
matter what we write?" . _

Luclen went, together with Loule, to submit the application
forxms to the dean's office.l A ?retty, scrubbed little secretary
informed them that approval of the application would take at
least until the end of the ﬁeek; "That's too much time," Lucien
sald as they ﬁent out, He felt the word burning inside him, "We
have to do something else,”

"Do you feaily need a microphone?" Loule asked,

He did not. The word did not require electronic amplification
to be heard, And of what ccnseguence would it be if the university

did give thelr officlal sanction? Did Jesus follow all the regulations

-~ of the Sanhedrin when he oarrted his ministry to Jerusalem? What

1f he were arrested? To be harassed and scorned, if not scourged,
was perenially the lot of a prophet., But that might make him
martyr of goxrts, and history alieady was gorged with the dead bones
of martyrs whq had suffered Valorouslx for a cause, No, the suffering
martyr, the erucified, waé not to be the hero of the eschaton, 1In
fhe end'fhére_wbuld be no martyrs or heroes, just plain people
living their 11vés, loving each 6ther. face to face with the God
who lives and speéks through one another, That profound anonymity
would be the majesty of God, the resplendence of the final comings
yet, then, why daid he‘intend to bring in the end with such an
historical spectacle? Such the inconsistency in his own conception
-of'the pageant unfolding,

"No, we aon'tlneed a microphone," he told Loule, "I can stand
up by myseif;"_ They crosseﬁ the concrete sink of Lower Sproul
 Plaza, MT can stand here," Luaien vowed, "ah& speak, My words will

f be heaxﬁ no matter what Eut we must do it soon,”
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Wednesday morning the printer telephoned to say the press was
back in operation; JWe‘got the thing working qulcker than we thought,"
ne reported drily. "You can pick it up this aftermoon,”

"Your man listened, didn't he," Luclen seld, pbut the printer
gnorted like & blg séhl and hung up without a further reply.

Nonethelbss. the flyers were not ready when Luclen appeared,
now for the second time, The proprietor himself greeted Luclen,
wringing his hands 1n frustration. though without a gesture of
apology. "Damn machine 8 unreliable,“ the ‘proprietor snarled, “It's
like 1t was bewitched."

“When dan you have 1t fixed this time, do you think?" Lucien
asked with resignatlon. | B

 "Hell 4f I know," the proprletor grumbled, “You want your
copy back? Youdon't have aeny. obligation to me.

It was actually too 1ate to give the material to another

. prihter. Most of them required lead times of more than a week,

Lucien sald he dldn't nave any other choice than to leave the
matérial and hbpe the press could soon be restored to working order,
Meanwhile, he wanted to have a copy for whatever use might arise,
end he agked the proprietor to xerox one for him, Grdgingly, the
proprietor obliged. Wheri he had finished, the propriletor glanced
at the‘text of the Proclamatloﬁ. His face wrinkled, end he asked
taitly% vyhat's -this all about, anyway?"

"Nothing,* Luclien said with deliberate nonchalance, "Just
words, that's all,”

Back at Louie's apartméht they were discussing subseguent
steps. "Maybe you ought not to do it after all,"” Loule said with

a warlness that surprised Lucien, All along Louie had been his

prime sourceof eneomganernt. '

o 3
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et 1% be known thatt

Christ hasg COWLe, end all is fulfilled, We are
all Christs to each other, !

ThHe promlge of the rinal Kingdom of God 1is real and
now, ~The promige ig kept in the hour of meeting be=~
tween person and person,

The 1iving God has come into our midst. As one
person liwves, SO God lives,

GoD 18 LOVE, Just as the jove of an adolescent ls
greater than the love of a child, so the greatest of
love is between.a man and a woman,

At the same moment that two persons coOme to know

" eadh other in truth, they also come to know the living

God., Therefore every 1ife can be known and 1s holy.
No act of taking a life, ijneluding one's own, 18 just-
A Psed’ - :

No war or persecutlion ox simple injury to anothex
person may be justified in the sight of the 1living
God, . Every such act or intent shall be judged, for
a1l must submit to the judgement which ls now.

Every person Oowes allegiance to his fellow person,

He shall have no aliegisnce prior to this alleglance,
His first allegiance shall be nelther to his occupation
nor his community nox nis soolety nor the flag of his
countyy, but to the 1living God,

70 HAVE FAITH 1s to have faith in each other as Christ,
for it is written that wthe righteous shall live by
faith,” 1If any church which confessges Chrisgt denles
thig truth of falth, then 1t denies the power of falth
and has no right to claim falth,

" fhe church is the body of Christ, but every 1living
body is Christ’s body. Therefore every church which

- denies the boedy denies ¢hrist, The church of Christ

ghall have only two sacraments, The major sacrament
shall be marriage, the minor one communion,
No one who understands thls proclamation ghall be

. condemned, but all shall have 1life, Just as in time

one ‘among men wWas vegirrected, so the time has come

when a1l men shall be raised up in the flesh, To love

with both neart and body is to be raised up In the flesh,
This proclamation does not annul the Scriptures, but

‘consists in their fulfillment.

No longer shall & man be lkmown as a Christian, Jew,

‘Hindu, or Buddhist, but all shall know the living God.

When this proclamation 18 heard, 1t shall be heard

‘as the word of the 1iving God, Hear the first address
-tqday.at-12:45 in lower Sproul plaza,
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TLucilen was both jubilant and fearful., He would have people
to 1isten to him now, He could not slip or stutter; he would have
to deliver the word with force end authority, in order-to launch
the movement, The reat was in the hands of God, the "forces,"
whoever or whatever was guiding him now, Even Kevin, in his simple-
hearted and compulsive way, was under theixr directtion.

The final hours of the gorning were painfully prolonged, in-
tractable, Time seemed to be unwinding itself like the twisted
ropes of a SWing, gyring slowly, ever so slowly, until it reaches
a still point, About eleven-thirty he told Louie he was ready to
go, He asked where Kevin was., Louie had no idea,

Kevin was walting for them at the palza, He had brought Laura
along, Laura wﬁs wearing # thin, white dacron dress with a green
and black flower print, Her long hair was fluttering, like an
enslgn, in the wind that had come up. She smiled at :Lucien, "I°'ve
come to hear,” she gald, "I fead the Proclamation.,”

Soon a herd of young people began to gather in the plaza, Luclen
was amazed, Did they really kmow what was about to happen?, he
wondered, None of them zzemed to pay hin any notice, Naturally,
they would not notice him, because they did not know him by sight,
His name had not éven been on the Proclamation, Iie watched a young
girl in cutoff jeans distributing flowexs amoné the spectators,

She carried a basket of red, whlte, and pink carnations, His whole
body tingled, The flower was the paramount symbol of the eschaton =-
frail beauty, in stark comparison to the rugged and splintered cross,
gignifying all the blood, fravail,‘and dumb misery of two thousand
years of history. He shivered at the hotion -=- two thousand years
of hiatory about to come to an end, the end of the age of the cross,

The cross would be buried, 8 moldering block of wood hewvn from a

-
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tree that had dled with its victim two millenia ago on CGalvary.
And from thé ground would éprout a million flowers, their roots
nourished in new soil, ‘The girl drew near to him and with an
innocent expression held out a pink flower to him, "It's yours,"
she said sweetly, "Special for the occasion,”
"What is the occasion?" he asgked, tring not to give away the

fact that he was the one == he knew,

| The girl smiled, "You'll see," she sald,

‘_Suddenly there appeared on the west side of the plaza custodians
with microphones and sound.eQuipheht. Lucien looked at Kevin and
Laura'and gasped, There were many who knew,

"“Kevin, did you érrange this?"

Kevin shook his head_,',dtmfouhded.

Then there came musiclans with‘electrlc guitars and drums,

"No," Kevin said.'-"It's alrdck concert, This isn't what we
had in mind," i L 3

Lucien wés not‘panicked, ﬁut_he ﬁas growing nervous, Perhaps
they had not read the Prodlaﬁation, after all,

"Find out what's goihguon,ﬁ iucien baxked to Kevin, who went
frotting up toward the place where the band had been set up.

- The band launched 1hto a number -- a blaring, wordless number
that Luclen did not recognize, And then he saw the same girl thread-
1ngiher way back through thé crowd, passing out yellow leaflets,
She handed him oﬁe too, The leaflet sald "The Second Coming,"

| "What's this?" Luclen asked desperately.
"The Second Coming," she sald, "It's a new group, I hope
you'll like it. ‘
Kevin came runhing‘back. .“Théy?re planning to play til one,"

he said, puffing. "I told them mbout you, They said you could use
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their microphone when they're done,"

Xevin shook his head and melted back into the crowd, Luclen
stared at Laura; _Her face ﬁas stupefied, unexpressive, IHer 1ips
quivered as she stood thefe. 14 stening to the gusts of muslc that
blew across the plaza with the shifting wind, The nhour of one
appioached. Kevin %xesented himself once more, "They say after
this number," | |

"OK," Lucien said, and he looked at Laura, hoping she would
give him some silent encouragement. She smiled at him faintly,
her face steeped jn the mystery that he lmew was beckoning for
someone, . 1f not him, to plerce like the veil of the temple, some
day soon..

Through the crowd he sauntered toward the microphone, The
music died away. The clock on the campanile above showed one
o'clock., The crowd clappedlgnfhuslastically., It could have been
"he the crowd was clapping for,

 #Thank you, thenk you," a volce drawled over the loud speaker,
It was the first time anyone in the band had spoken. "We like
you," thelﬁdice.Said, "and~we?re gonna do one more,"

Immediately the band started playing again, ZLuclen grabbed
Kevin by the arm, "I thought you sald we could have the mike at
one," ~ Kevin threw up his hands, The band went into still one mozre
encore, Luclen saw that some people in the crowd were drifting
| away from the plaza., Then his heart sank, A man in a sport coat
-~ and tile had come up to a member of the band and was relaying some
message to him, ‘The band member waved to the rest of the ccmpany,
and the music stopped abruptly. The volce came back over the
_‘microphone. ﬁorry, we Ve gotta gplit now, The people here say
wg‘ve used up our time," Lueien gaw the microphones being carried

awny. The'erowd'was'iaplaiy-ﬁisparsing. He was ready to stand
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up and shout, but there was no one to listen now, in less than a
minute the plaze hed emptied, and Luclen stood alone, the words
,choking in his throat, and his ecors filled with the whining of
the wind,

He heaxrd hevin.cursing loudly. wcoddam it, dermiti"

Teaura was at his gide., "“That was weilrd, Lucien," she seid,
trying to congole him. “That was welrd."

wp demn plece of gOddam 1uck,“ Kevin swore from behlind them,
" They were all: drinking red wine in Kevin‘s apartment that
etening. Louie had drunk himself to excess in a matter of twenty
minutes and lay on the floor, sodden. recubent against the couch,
hls head tilted backwards and his mouth pried open, jesuing little
squeaks and snorts that halfway resembled anores, Kevin was pre-
occupied with post~mortems on the noon fiagco, "I don't know how
it could have happened that Way!" he lamented, "It couldn't have
happened just that way,. Anyway, we can't sit on our tails now.,"

Lucien was intrigued by Kevin's passion to keep the movement

on keel, “Can't you tell me Why you're so wrapped up with this?”

Luclen asked, °If I didn’t know better, 1t would be easy to think---"

what I'm in it for some private profit? Look, you dontt
mow me well enough." |

Laura spread her eyes over Kevin, "Why are you sO strung
out about 1t7? - You've got more zeal than Luclen himself,"

. Kevin chuékled ina pitch that was familiar and starting to
come across to Luclen as véguely cyhical. "T'ye got everything in
this,”" he said witﬁ‘great;seriousness. “T know what's right.,"”

"What is right?” asked-Lﬁcien . wi'm not altogethexr sure.
"I‘m startlng to get Weaxy of 1% all. I'm tired of always belng
the joker in the deck. ! e
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Kevin gave him a strange look, "You're tired? We're just
beginning, Look, vou've got to get what you have to say across --=
somenhow," He‘smacked his fist against his palm with determination.
And with hopeful, passionate, and molst eyes, he gtared at Luclen,
sayihg; “You‘cahtt back out npﬁ. You've got power, more than you
.realize," | | )

laurs sighed, "Kevin, you've got to tell us what you're
after, Lucienuthinks you're_using hin, Isn't that right, Lucien?"

Lucien was unable to'ﬁttef an immediate response, Now laura
was peering straightaway at Luclen, "“Well, T bet you do think he's
using you. But it shouldn‘t matter how peopvle relate to your mesgsgage,
You've got to cafry througn with 4t, if you feel it's right, It
doesn't matter what you have to say, SO long as you feel 1t's right.”
She pursed her 1ips together in @ musing snlle, "And that's all
that matters, really. isn't AT

"Have you been listening to the news?" Kevin asked Luclen
with aglitation, "?asser's gOtten U Thant to pull th UN troops
, out of Gaza, and the Egyptian army's moving up to confront Tarael.
‘The two armies are face to face with each other.”

"But there's no fighting yet?" Lucien inguired,

*"No, not yet. The fucking Arabs are gornna get thelr heads

hot off by .the Israelis if they attack,"”

Lucien had been lying in hig sleeping bag,

“Iisten," hevin said, "there o gomething I°'ve got to talk
-with you about, Katy's coming up here next weekend, and, well,

I'm gonna hévé to ask you to bug out for the time she's herxe, It's
not like I'm kicklng you out 'I'm probably gonna have to say the
same to Louie. You can came back when she's left,"

“Don't Worry w Luoien said. "T probably wori't be around here .
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mueh longer., The movement isn't goling anywhere,"”

Kevin lef out a sneeééa his eyes were beginning to run., "Hay

fever," he muttered, .“Hiﬁs me this time every yeaxr. No, I mean,

I wish you wouldn't say that. I really like the stuff you're

coning out with; T read somé to Katy last night on the phone, I
called her after you'd gone to sleep. She Just didn't know what

to say, Can youlimagine that, man, she was strung out; She thought &t
ag boss, I mean, beautiful too," |

"Maybé that's about as far as i can go with it," Lucien
remprked, | T |
 “Huh?"

"T mean, ﬁe donft heed a movement. A11 we need to do 1s pass
the woxd around éilently.‘ Let people discover the truth for
thempelves in their-own way., You told it to Katy, and she was
affeoted by 1t. That's the way to go about it,"

' Kevin sniffed, "We need a movement, If we don't, the thing'll
dle out, Tt'1l go DFEFfft, 1like a balloon that'sbeen untied,”

"Bt maybe the public isn®t the way."

"But it's the quickest, isn't it?" Kevin sald, "“Isn't 1t
' the damned quickest?"
| Soon Kevin went out again, and Lucien sat down to read through
the newspvaper, It was true -- the Arab and Iéraeli armies had

squared off against each othér: invectives had been issued by each
“side against the enemy, and the overriding question in the opinion
of 6ne news analyst was not whether there would be a skirmish in
. the Middle East, but when.r Somewhere in the midsection of the
paper, however, Lucien stumbled upon a different news item which
" gparked his Anterest. .Thé_Genérai'Assembley of the Presbyterian

 Chuxch'was,meet1ng Suﬁdayfand Monday in Portland, Oregon, The
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leading piece of bdslness oﬁ_their agenda wag discussion and
ratification of the so-called Confession of 1967, Lucien knew
nothing about the Confession of 1967, but he thought'consideration
of it should not leave out-of account his Proclamation, The more
he mﬁlled over 1t;.the'mo:e he 5écame resolved to make the trip,
and one 1aét attempt, He Wéuld go to Portland and ask to speak
to the Assembly, They cduld-hardly refuse him, since he bore
t1dings which stood falr to transform the church itself, Very
"1ikely Beverehd Haskings would be attending. Haskings knew him,
end quite probably he could arrange for Lucien to speak, The
Judgement and transfiguration would begin with the chuorch itself,
Herdetailed'his plan'td Loule, Loule seemed agreeable,
”Buﬁ where're ybu going to get the plane fare?" Luclen remembered
he had about $75,00, just the right amount for a ticket, in a
sévings account he had'safeguaided since a child, TImmediately
he Went\to theé bank and drew out the balance, On the way home he
saw Laura on the sidewalk.r He stopped the car, "Want a ride?”

- laura's face 5r1ghtened. "Sure.L She got in, He drove her
up tb the dormitory, _"I'm going to Poftland on Sunday," he said,
"I'm golng to speak to the General Assembly of the Presbyterian
Church, They'll have to ligten,"

"Oh?¥_she said, "Did you know I'm from there?"
“No.“_l
"You can stay with my mother, She'd be glad to have you, TI°11
call her tonight and tell her you're coming,®
"That would be very niée{“
o PR think you'll get along wlth my mother, She's very hospitable
to my fIlends, She likes to have them around, I guess she likes

people because she's had g0 many hard knocks in her life,”
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"I didn't know tﬁat;"

"Yes, My Dﬁd, my natural father divorced her when T was two,
My first stepfather died of cénoer when T was sbout eleven, and
ny second stepfather -- well, I don't have to go into it, &he's
a strong woman, but she's lonely, and she'll be glad to have you
stay." |
| “That'®s réally kind of you == to ask your mother, It'd be
cheaper than some flophouse,"

Laura ciimbed'but of the car, .Smiiing. she said, "let me
know the results,” |
| Louie drove Lucien to the airport. The plane, a Unlted flight --
"‘was scheduled to take of £ about five o'clock, They were trapped
| ina traffic snarl on the Nimitz freeway not too far from the
Oaklend airport, and because Lucien still had to purchase his ticket,
he nearly missed his flight. But the stewardess greeted him with
a welcoﬁing smile, escdrted him to higs seat in the rear, and wlthin
o few, brief minutes the plane was rqlling down the runway, its
great Jjet eng;nes booming as it lifted into the alr and soared
" out over the blue bay and into the sun-mellowed sky. The roar
_ of the engines Eapered off into a sleepy plangent hum, Lucien
glumped backwards in his seat. Through the glass portal he watched
as the da?pled earth fell away far below, the houses and highways
shrlnking to tiny dark splotches 1ike nidges in a dirty spider’s
-'web. He was going, in e, sense, up to Jerusalem, where the wlse

elders and high priests would have to contend with him, They were

not liable to understand. Indeed, they might prove hostile, for
they had the past, not the future, to defend., They wexre partisans
of the cross, the cross on Wwhich the flesh was torn and racked in

eternal punishment. Pexhaps they were not ready for the end, There
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was too much at stake for them, They were not willing to let thé '
0ld aeon sllp away into what is past. He could imagine them
questioning him, scowling at him, wagging their headé with pious

and maglsterial doltishness, #And, when it was over, they would
elther be won over, Or condemned to plod on with thelr ancient,
crepuscular failth, They would be unaware that it was all over,

that the end had come, No, he would nake the end manifest to them,
The ¢cY0SS == yes -- he would tear down the cross, the cross that

had stood erect for two thousand years, saying now, in victoy,

"1t is finished, I am the Alpha and the Omega, says God, the be-
glnning and the end,"” That would indeed , be the end, but would
they believe it, Would they let him do 1t?

The plane made an easy landing. Lucien barely felt the wheels
touch ground, Hailing a taxl he was sped right to the hotel,
where the assembly had convened, He was prepared for any eventuality,
but he was shocked that 1t turned out to be so easy., There, sitting
in the lobby of the hotellright by the front door, almost as if

| he.had been waiting for Lucien, was Héskings. Haskings was smartly
dressed that evening, outfitted in a beryl-blue blazer with dis-
creetly ﬁatching shirt and tie. He was talking with some young
lady, who was seated besidé him, Haskings was surprised to see
Lucien, |

"Why, Luclen, what on earth are you doing nere? Did you
come to hear what's going on? You know, I'm on bhe committee
that drafted the ms jor portions of the new confession,”
e came.“ Lucien began slowly,_"because I wanted to speak to
the assembly.? '
Haskings eooked his head with a queer expression, attempting
not to apprear startled.vthough_he was obviously. "Speak to the

i
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assembly? But you're not a delegate. Only delegates can speak to
the agsembly," |

nyhat T have to say 1s more important than any delegate

hag,” Lucien said fimmly, and he produced a copy of the Proclamation,

"Here; read this, It's fhe glst of what I have to say."

Haskings took the piece of paper. He reached in his pocket
for a pair of reading glasses, then hastily read over the Proclama-
tién. Finaliy, he put it down and sald, "so what 1é this? 1Is
.this‘something'new?" gy '

“Yes,"

- “But, it's not., You talk ébout faith and Christ, What's
" new about that?" ' g
“Tt'g just‘that. The wordS'don't meen the same any more,
We're all Christs to each other, I mean, we are all Christs,
We can only meet Christ in the flesh, in the closeness of love ==
marriage, that's the highest.fdrm_of falth, That's the meaning
of history.  We've taken Christ down from his cross, and now we
meet Christ 1n a thousand faces, most’ 'intimately in the face we
 deep1y love, - Don t you see? The kingdom of God that's between
.eaoh of us == it's here-pow, and we don't have to walt any more,
Tt's the eschaton, We don't just look to one man, We have Christ,
' God,'ﬁith us.rﬁere, now," |
. "The eschaton?". Haskihgs 1ooked at Lucien, then at the young
wonan beslde him. who was observing the exchange with no great
"finterest. “What exaotly are you talking about, Luclien?"
| “I want to speak to the assembly."
"But you can’t," Haskings blurted, "You're not a delegate,
VﬁLucian, you don T seem to be able to understand these things, I

" wonder if you haven't gotten over your fathexr’s death yet."

-
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Haskings®'face was hard és gtone -~ hls look insgenslible,
unrelenting. "Tuclen, why\dbn't_you get some rest tonight? Then
" come baok and hear what the deiegates have to say. You might learn
omething about the church.,"

- But Lucien thought: *the church 15 dead now, 1t's time 1s
over, Within ten years, if nct sooner, you will see the final
figsures aDPEaring in its foundation. “No, I don't think so,"
_.Lucien said softly.- oy

_"{ell, I'm SOIry,ﬁ'HaSkingé séid, and he turned his face away
frcm Lucien. ‘back to the young lady.

“Perhaps some other day,ﬁ Lucien-said, and he walked away.

Ooutside 1t was raining, just as it had rained at auspicious
'hours'a11 through that.wihterana spring,

It was a lenient rain, a transient late spring shower, Up
- above a plaid of blue sky was becoming visible emong the foaming
clouds, Lucien‘found himself'crying; crying with the spluttering
rain. He could not contain;himself., A vast, inchoate undertow
of grief_dnd lénglng gucked all his present feelings away, The
_Woild seemed'to be finished; finished for him, for the eschaton,
for the grand, gquixotic caper he had get off on in his stiff-
’necked way.‘ The old gods were bowing out, but not in silence. They
had their last, pitiful leugh on him,

nghis wallet hé@ickedqout the slip of paper on which he had
jotted down the numbexr of Laura's mothexr, a lMrs, Eloise Spooner.
ﬁ gentle, woman's yolce ceme on the line, He sald that he was at
the hotel and asked politely if she would come for him, Of course,
she would come forx him.- She was more than happy to do so,

"Laura was telling me a bit about you," Mrs, Spooner said

_"és they‘drove out of the olty toward her suburban home, She was &
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gseasoned, sllver-gray old woman with creases in her face who talked
with a grating, Midwestern accent, the daughter of prarie farmers
in South Dakota who, despite her uprootedness, still fetained
a look of earthiness, There was_littlé hardness in the way she
spoke; she warbléd on about the 16vely, green spring they were
having, about her garden which, she disclosed, she was working.on
night and day. *I®ve been haviﬁg trouble getting the tomatoes in,"
she said, "The soll's too wet, Anyway, Laura’s been telllng me
some things. You come here for a church convention?"

*Yes, I was going to speak'at the convention, but I got
snarled in same red tape." ' l

“"That always happens." she said "even in churches, It seems
to me those church pgople spend so much time talking, Me, T
don't have much time for church, Couldn’t go this morning, I
had to plant,” | o

At the house she brewed him some warm, camomile tea and asked,
"I hope vou can stay a few days”“

“I have to get back tomorrow evening," Lucien said.

) “Well, you do what you got to do. If you need to go back

down tomorrow, I'11 be glad to drive you in,™

"I haven't declded,” Lucien gald, He saw no purpose, though,
in going back to the assembly., Thelr ears would not hear,
. Mrs. Spooner did not sit down with him, but bustled about the
dining room and kitchen -atténding‘to various 1little chores, "Laura
said you've got some new religious ideasg?"

Luclen took a slow sip of his tea before answering., "Yes,
that's why I came up here, But I Qon't think they're goling to

1isten,"

: "Newlideas, 0ld ideés. -Théy‘re all the same, BReligion don't
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in the house, He found her 1n‘£he back yard stooped over her-
garden,

woh, Luclen, I ought to fix you some breakfast,” she sald,
“but I've got to plant these lettuce seeds first.," She was
nethodlcally sprinkling a handful of the tiny seeds into a shallow,
wet furrow she had dug with a stick, She held her hand low to the
ground to keep the Wind from blowing the seeds away.

" Lucien looked about the yerd, The lot abutted on some newer
houses which obscﬁred the viéw to the west,‘but to the east lay
an open, grassy rield bordered by high trees., The wind was blowing
'oﬁﬁ of the east, blasting his facé;

_‘"I guess I oughtn't:plant when the wind's so strong,” Iirs,
| Spooner deolared; ‘"These seeds are so tiny, so delicate,”

Lucien watched as she 1aid the‘laét few seeds in the furrow,
_and covered them over. She had ﬁot spilled a single one,

“They ve go good, wet soil to grow in," she said, standing
up.” "Now I got to get you breakfast " She put down some garden
toold and walked back into the house,

Lucien stood, hig face to the wind, staring up into the bright
sky; A rapturous féeling céme over him, and he thought, "yes, I
have planted the seeds, in spite of the wind that could blow
them away, The word 1s like the tiny seeds; it must slumber in
' the earth for a short‘season.;but in time it will grow, and it will
grow into a‘full ﬁlant.‘which,éllwshall enjoy, The time is still
not yets 1% 1s‘qnly‘spring, when_the planting is done; but the time
- will come; the dayS'are coﬁing very soon when the frults of my
awkwaxd efforts will be tasted. Ahd'everyone will Mnow, DBut for

now, I have done all I can do,"

Just then a blackbird came winging out of the air and alighted
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in the house, He found her in the back yard stooped over hex
garden,

“"Oh, Luéien, I ought to fix you some breakfast,"” she saild,
vbut I've got to plant these lettuce seeds first.” She was
nethodlecally sprinkling a nandful of the tiny seeds into a shallow,
wet furroﬁ she had dug with a-stick. She held her hand low to the
ground to keep the wind from blowing the seeds away.

~“Lucten lookéd about the vard, The lot abutted on some newer
houses which oEscﬁred the‘yiéw to the west,‘but to the east lay
an open, grassy f1eld bordered by high trees, The wind was blowing
'ohf of the east, blasting his faoé.
| "I guess I oughtn®t plant when the Windis so strong," Krs,
Spooner declared, whege geeds are so tiny, so delicate,”

Luclen watched as she 1lsaid the‘last few seeds in the furrow,
‘and covered them over, She had ﬁot spilled a single one,

‘ "They've go good, wet soil to grow in," she said, standing
up., "Now I got tbuget you breakfast.“l She put down some garden
toolé and walked back 1ﬁﬁo the house,

Lucien stopd, his face to the wind, staring up into the bright
sky. A rapturous féeling céme over him, and he thought, "yes, I
have planted the seéds, in spite of the wind that could blow
them away. The word is like the tiny seeds; 1t must slumber in
fhe'earth for a short season, but in time it will grow, and it will
grow into a full_ﬁlant,_which_all Shall enjoy., The time is still
not yets it 1s‘qn1ylspr1ﬁg, when the planting is done; but the time
will comé;_the.days-are coming very sgoon when the frults of my
ewiward efforts will be tasted, And everyone will Mnow, But for
‘ndw, I have doﬁe éll I cﬁﬁ do."'..- ' |

Just then a Dblackbird came winging out of the ailr and alighted
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on a post beslde the garden, It looked around susplciously, let

out a fussy caw, and flew away towaxrd the trees,

»

Loule was there to meet him at the alrport, He was eager to
hear the news, "Did you speak? I was walting to hear something
on the raﬁio."-he said with a facetious, but sympathetic trill to
his voice, | N | _

"I didn*t," Lucien sald; "but 1t's 0K, I've done what was
ngeded." | _ ‘

Loule gaﬁe him a slightly‘bewildéred look, "What did you
'do?" o | L
"I learned the hard way,"

Loule scratched his head, “I've had premonitions about you
the past two hights." oo :
o
"Yesa, premonitions that 1t wasn't going to turn out the way
" we intended. So where are we?"
- "We're a{feﬁ days older," Luclen sald, "We've got to wait,
for the right time," |

"When's that?"

"When we grow up a little more, learn a llttle more, love a
1ittle more. That's all," |

In the car Louie said, "I think I'°m gonna take off tomorrow,
Go back déwn south, There's a glrl I want to get to know, back in
mj home town.” |

: Lucien gmiled at him, "So you've learned sométhing too,"
he sald, gt
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won't let us do, They_won't 1let us have peace or our screw, They
won't 1eavé us'albne; And I thought, hell, you were the one to
bfing it off; Zoﬁ put it so.beautifully."

"What®s Katy like?" Lucien asked,

7 (evin's e&es 11t up, "She's beautlful man, though I think
whe's had her head %ucked up‘a 1little by her old man; She's a
preacher®'s kid, yéu know, and she's been fed all this stuff about
keeping it till she's ma:ried and waving her man off to war, and
" her old man has it in for me, I kmow, Well, I know Katy's gonna
come round, Shé realiy-liked the Proclamation, She's not just
a plece of asé, Lucien; She's a beautiful person, somebody I
could spend a-iifetime with, Hell, I guess I didn't want Laura
really., It waé just thié - beiﬁg‘alone, sleeping alone, not having
her here to talk with, It was like being in hell, and T needed
to be xeacuéd." .

"I'm with you," Lucién.said.

*Sure you.are, man, i ¥now," Kevin sald, “"You're beautiful
tob. But -=" he gtarted to laugh., "There's this screwing business
you and I, cause we're guys, see, can't do without 1t, You lmow
Ehere's an old saying -~ "absence makes the fondler grow harder,*”
| "That's damn crude," Lucien said laughing., ievin was laughing
too, They repeated the joke to each other, and they couldn't
'stop frcmllaughing. |

In the morning he aaliéd_Iaura. He wanted to tell her every-
fhing, but not oﬁer the feléphone. - He suggested they go for a
picnic up in Tilden, end she aécebted. '

'He found’ the same path that he had walked over many months
'beforé with Eiaiﬁé;' He iéd hgr_té‘the exact, same spot, where the

wasps had beens hut-fhey were not there now. The place was lonely
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and aui11. No soundg could be heaxd except for the hissing of
crickets and the gsof't peeﬁing‘of some blrds., "“Do you hear the
blrds?" he agked her, as they spread thelr blanket on the ground,
“Most of us never hear them, but they®re always speaking to us,
They speak a language that®s so rich and significant, if we could
only understand;“

Laura sighed and stretched her arms into the alr, "It's so
nice here, Luclen, But, tell.me, what happened? Mother says you
never got to speak to the~chur¢h peop1e."

| "No, I didn' 'Bﬁt it turﬁed out.fdf the best, I'm sure of
that," - '

"Why?" |

"3eccause what I‘had to say couldn't be said in fromt of nolsy
rbstrums; It'héé to be plcked up, as subtle sounds and signals,
1ike the blxds."

. She smiled. “You talk in riddles a lot, I have to admit,
I never have really understood what's been going on with you, You
speak beautiful words, but I have to wonder just what they mean,
'You reélly don'£ need td go off with a lot of high-sounding phrases,
You're quite a pexrson just as-you are,"

Lucien felt a rush of gladness, an all-encompassing, peaceful
gladness, "I wish I knew you‘meant 1t when yﬁu sald that,”

"I do," |

“You know, Kevin told mé something last night,”

“oh™

"About what you Said."‘

Laura 1aughed "qereIWe are, acting like two-- sixth-graders,
Kevin said that I sald this, and you say you know what Kevin said.”

Lucien smiled and’ took her hand in his, She responded to
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his advance eagerly, pﬁtting ner other hand on top of his 1ln a
loving cliﬁch.‘
"why_dd you love me?" he asked, "I don't think anybody's
ever really 1oved ma,"
'“oh," she sald, "for no good regson, "You've got a kind of
power over me,”
| *"But you hardly know me," .
“That'é,true, buﬁ-l know my own feelings."
“Love isn't for childreﬁ;" Lucien said, "not the kind of love
that endures in the eﬁd. Fach of us has a dark side we haven't
‘glimpsed yet," 2
"Most 11k91y.“ she said, “but I'n willing to take the dark
glde with the 1ight, I knew you had a dark side, Perhaps it could
have come out right away, with this obsession you have,"
"But it was én innocent obgession, wasn't it?"
“I don®t know," she sald, "Anyway, I think we can tame 1t
‘together.“ | |
He pressed her hand now forcefuily, "Iaura, I have to say 1t =--
I love you, People have been saying that in thelr sweet, gickening,
énd often hypocriﬁic&l way for untold centuries, and often after
a while it doesn't mean anything, But there aren't any words more
powerful, To say it is a commitment, it reaily is, It says, to
me, you're ready to stand the dark with the light, the horror wlith
the faucination, the anguish with the Joy, and you go on, riding
thoge waves of 1life up and down, even til death, I love you, laura.
Tf T were a poet, I could say i1t better.”
“"You aré a poet 1n‘yoﬁr own way," she said, her eyes lightening,
"Oh Taura," and he drew her agalnst him in an excited embrace,

He laid his head against her breasts and wept, "“I'm sorxy I have

SO e a5
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to ﬁry. Ib's 1ike the final shower before the sky clears, in this
springtime of ny madness."

She 1aid her hand firmly against the back of his head and
atroked his nack; Tearfﬁlly, he 1ooked up. 2% her and his 1lips
met hers.

il “You*vé got on; fault.“ she. sald suddenly, with a twitting
put friendly tone that gave him pause. '

 WUhate" Syian L

"You don't laugh enough. You can't be agood lover unless
you can 1aught. ; : ‘

' I T think I can laugh now," he said, "I can laugh at how itts
all, turned out¢\ The sad and lonely 1ittle orphan who became a
prophet, and wno came to root up and.plant anew with his powerful
word; but he turnad out to be the gllent prophet who gpoke to
no one, No one would listen except the one who finally came into
his life; So much for prophecy...

\"Maybe_you‘can be a prophet gnd a poet some day," she sald,

He huggea hér. "No, at least for a whlle, I need rest, T
need to be silent a tinme, at least to the nultitudes,"

She nudged against his cheek with a 1ittle kiss, "Whatever
you say,"” she sald. "I need you to get my head together too, We
have lots of time," - i

"To laugh and to love;"

"To laugh and to love," she said,

"Would you teach me to Iaugh more?"

"I can't teach you,"’ she sald, and she reached fox a stalk of
 grass and began slckling nis face with it., Squizming, he started
flaughing and grabbed thq grass from her, |

" She was laughing very hard., FEven the birds seemed to be
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laughing, They were tpe'andnymous oracles of God -~ the living God,
. the loving God, the laughing God,

~ And, 1aughing, he rolled over on top of her and began to kigs her
with a vehemenée she seemed greatly to enjoy, He felt her body <~ warm,
supple, squirming, théobbing -~ thghtly against his, And as he laughed
an& kissed her, hé'experienceﬁ.a levity to both their bodles, "I love -
you,” he heard 'her whisper with a mysterious clarity, and hts own eyes
seemed to fill up with a mérveipus brilliance and splendor, They

looked into each other's eyes, and together they became one body of 1ight,

And now fhe eﬁd appeared definitely to have come, The events

of hig life were aii being collected together, like iron filings drawn

by a magnet, He receivéd,éthHEr comunication from the draft board,

He Teared it was his final induction notice, but itnturned out to be

a letter informing him that a "procedural irregularity” had been dis-

covered and that & medical eﬁkﬁptibn was undér review once more, Tn

the same batch of mail wﬁs another letter, thé address composed in strange

scxipt, The letter was addressed to'his‘fathér. It had been forwarded

from his'old addreés in Oakland and was postmarked Sf&ésbourg, Ffance.

fe had a sinking feeling, and his fingers shivered violently as he slit

open the letter. Could it be from whom:he thought? Why, now, at |

-thls momentous time, after all the years? The letter was not from his

mother, but from a Mme, Danielle Kreuzer deLoup, The letter read ~--

in rather poor Englishz

o, Dear Mr, Lastman,

T an a friendjof your wife, Mme, Martine Lastman, who T
have regret to tell you died a most few days ago from ;
tha cancer, 8he did not want to tell you about her sickness
until it was the end, but she did die uddenly and we not
having expected it, T am ver soxry, Mr, Lastman, She has
some thingg which T will send to yoursome weeks after now,

Truly,
Panielle Kpeuzer deLoup
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Lucien did not know what to think; ﬁe could not weep for his

nother, She had béén burled along with the past, the absent past,

The past had been the wave fhat had swept him onto the shore of a

new life with all its uncharted possibilities, And now the wave

had broken, He could not wéep for his mother, but neither could

he be glad; In her‘death he felt a strange, diffuse, and unattached--
yet reverent-kind of love -- that one feels for all that 1s past, .
that has glven ﬁirth to the present and prefigured the future,

while at the samé time has come to its own end, its own fruition,

He had one.errand that still neededattending, He had to tell
the o0ld man aboﬁt what had happened, IHe was walking across the
campus on the way to his car, however, when he saw a crowd gathered
on the sidewalk, They Weré l;steﬁing to lubert, who was declaiming
.ébbut war, sin;.and judgement. It was & familiar refrain,

- "The armies of Gog and Magbg are .gathered," Hubert roared,
"The end is near, the final judgement,"

"Who's gdiﬁg to win,’ Hubert?" someone shouted, "the Arabs
or the Israelis?"” '

Hubert raised his fist in the eir. "Who will win? God will
win, No man can win God's war, ~War and rumors of war, It's a
great slgh. . fell you.'.A sign of the end,"

The oid_map, too, seémed'near his end, He was strangely
different~than_the wise‘01d‘man Lucien had met before, When Lucien
knockedron the dooxr of Dr, Mueller's house, his wife answered and
seld, "Oh, yes, I xemembef you.  Eou.know Dr; Mueller isn't well,

He's out ih'the*backyarﬂ. cqme;*
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Lucien found the old man 1lylng in a chaise lounge, his head
shielded by a tattered, straw hat from the hot sun, “I've come
to talk with you.“ Lucien said. The old man seemed in a different
snace and time: his eyes were glazed over, and his jaw was trembling,

D, Nueller 1sn't wall " his wife repeated, “But I'm sure
he would like to talk with you %

- "What's the mattep?" Luclen asked, placing his hand on the
old man's shoulder, : |

The old man tried to speak, but he could only stutter, “I, I,

T wem,™ Bé reachedlfor a half-cﬁnsumed glass of lemonade on the
 grass besi&gihim end took a gip, "I haven't been well these days,
THelen's béen ﬁorriéd it might be a stroke, but I know better, It's
the terrible tﬁings that gre'happening. Do you Inow what they're
doiﬁg in Vietnam? #And thig Middle Bastern thing, God preserve l
the Jews, —Thgy're golng to have a war, and 1t'1l be a beastly war,
It could be the end of the Jews,"

"No, it won;t,“ Luclen said, He thought: "the Jews have been
the true Christians, They ere the ongs who have born the cross of
'suffering for two thousand years. They are the ones disenfranchised,
: torn from thelir bodies and from their home. But the age of the cross
18 over, They, like the ‘bodies of all men and women , will be
ralsed up in the general reéurrection which is about to take place,"

“Why do you say that?" the old man asked, bewlldered,

“Bédause they're a sigﬁ}vlike so many other signs, that weave
the tapestry that is this,Mysﬁe;lous_universe;"

et don‘t-really kﬁoﬁ Whaﬁ-you mean,"

| “I dcn't know.“ Lucien said.' *I Jjust feel it in my bones, You
; : know. I waa baxn 8 Jew. I’m half a Jew. That caused me to be
1v1ae& againeﬁ myaelf fer so Rong, but now I'n whole," ‘

: "Div&dm&? Tnere're divisions everywhere these days, Iook

-~



The Coming
what the Jews are clamoring about, Jerusalem -- Jerusalem®s

divided in two, The holy clty. It's divided., You say you're
half a Jew., Where's your other half?"

"My other half came to me today, She's wonderful, I'm in

//A\““ -

love with he;."‘ And Luéieﬁ,thought: "the new Jerusalem adorned
1ike a bride —e=" |

Dr, Muéller managed a painful smile; "I'm glad," he saild,
"Tg that what. you came out of the desert with?"

*“In a sense, yes," '

"You know;'they'retso ﬁany divisions about these days, I
was hearing abbut‘what our church did up in Portland, They couldn't
zget together on anything, -Theﬁ were trying to write a confession,
but what could they confess? They don't lnow, They write a con-
fegsion like a committee of fools, and still they can't agree,
It's because théy've lostrthe péwer of the old words, Do you know,
T came to the reallzation yesterday. What do the old words mean
anymore? What does it mean to say, for instance, "Jesus Christ
died for our sins.' Did he? .what aré‘our sins? How does dying
save ug? I say to Helen lie with me for a 1little while, hold ne,
tduch me, We'fe old, but we stlll do that, and I ask her, "how
does it make sense?’ She's a very earthy woman, not like me, and
she sa&s,'don't WOLTY," But I have to worry, I've spent my whole
life interpreting the word, the word they say became flesh, but now
I can't nake any sense, I'm dld, and ny time ig almost at an end,
I've txried to intgrpret the woid, but now it doesn®t come any more,
I wish soﬁeone could tell melif my life were justified,"

"{1ll you talke a walk with me?" Lucien asked, He thought
'a wélk'would do”the old manlgoo&;

: The o;d mﬁn slowiy got up.'shuffled'toward the house, and grabbed

his can Which‘ﬁﬁs T aning against-the door jJjanb, "ielen," he

iy



% children against their parents, and 1t is made manifest in that most
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said-“this\youhg‘ﬁan,and & gﬁb;words alone ﬁk;ethex; We®ll
) T 5 - E f

be back shortly."
Yet it seemed to Lucien, as they walked, there was no need
for words., The sun vas warm., flock of birds dove and rollick

ocernead, The surrounding hills were drowned in a hush that seag
to spread out over tﬁe whole green earth They started up the :1
hi11, along the path, where Lucien had first met the old man, Thel
old man took fucien'’s arm, cling;ng, as if he were relying on him kk

A !

fbr'the‘least_strength.  And iué;én.thought to himself: "o0ld man, |
; yéur 1ifé 1é nbf a'loss. It's justified by the power that you have 1(%
wiﬁhin, even 1f you don't know 1t. Bight now, in your%ged desneration,-
jyour mind 1s divided against itsexf. against your past, against
your own 1nterpretations. Buﬁ you, too, have been made secretly

wholée, Right'now the world too is divided, nation against nation,

: abcient division, the division of flesh, the separation of man and

woman, But the days are coming soon when the divisions gpall be f/.
' xepaired he 11v1ng God has left gignrs in the overgrown trall & N
tima and history for those who-have eyes to behold, The kingimJ \
" 1s at hand, &nd you have pointed to the first sign., Even Jerusalenm,

the old Jerusalem, the divided'city, is filled with signs, But the
signs stlll must be made apparent, Human history was, is,and always
wlll be a sign of ﬂhat 19 hidden in our midst, a sign of the living

God's power,

On June. 5. 1967 war broke out in the l1iddle East, The Israqlﬁ
‘army . swept to a swif and, startling victory: and on June 7, Iuraolm
soldiers fell tﬁ their knees 1n prayer before the walling wall in

0ld Jerusa&em, and the divided city Wa“ divided no lenger, : /
e el S L ; /
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(The following was submitted by -
The Eschaton Society), -
Let it be known that: y . .

Christ has come, and all is fulfilled. We are all
Christs to each other. .

The promise of the final Kingdom of God is real
and now. The promise is kept in the hour of meet-
ing between person and person, Eaag

The living God has come into our midst. As one
person lives, so God lives, :

GOD IS LOVE. Just as the love of an adolescent
is greater than the love of a child, so the greatest,
of love is between a man and a-woman. :

At the same moment that two persons ecome to
know each other in truth, they also come to know
the living God. Therefore every life can be knpwn
and is holy. No act of taking a life, including one’s
own, is justified. ‘

No war or persecution or simple injury to anoth-
er person may be justified in the sight of the living

God. Every such act or intent shall he judged, for -

all must submit to the judgement which is now.
Every person owes allegiance to his fellow per-
son. He shall have no allegiance prior to this al-
legiance, His first allegiance shall be neither to
his oecupation nor his community nor his society
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nor the fiag of his country, but to the living God,
TO HAVE FAITH is to have faith in each other
as Christ, for It is written that “the righteous shalk

live by faith.” If any church which confesses
Christ denies this truth of faith, then it denies the

. power of faith and hag no right to claim faith.

The church is the body of Christ, but every liv

ing body is Christ's body. Therefore every church

which denies the body denies. Christ. The church

of Christ shall have only two sacraments, The major '

sacrament shall be marriage, the minor one com-
munion. X :

Na one who understands this proclamation shall
be condemned, but all shall have life, Just as in
time one among men was resurrected; so the time
has come when all men shall be raised up in the

‘flesh, To love with hoth heart and hody is to be

raised up in the flesh, g

- This proclamation does not annul the Secriptures,

but consists in their fulfillment. :

Na longer shall a man be known as a Christian, - .

Jew, Hindu, or Buddhist, but all shall know thae
living God. ’
 When. this proclamation Is heard, it shall be

. heard as the word of the living God. Hear the first

address today at 12:45 in lower Sproul plaza,

)
.
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