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-L The collie wakes me up about three times a night, summoning me from a gre
- distance as I row my boat through a dim, complicated dream. She’s on t
reline, barking. Wake up. She’s staring at me with her head slightly tippedto
side, long nose, gazing eyes, toenails clenched to get a purchase on the wo
oor. We used to call her the face of love. ;
he totters on her broomstick legs into the hallway and over the doorsill ii;té
kitchen, makes a sharp left at the refrigerator—careful, almost went down

a ratty coat, gazing out at the yard.
e porchlight the trees shiver, the squirrels turn over in their sleep.

ay is a long smear on the sky, like something erased on a chalkb
he neighbor’s house, Mars flashes whife, then red, then white again
hidden among the anonymous blinks and glitterings. It has a moo
ewing volcanoes and a beautiful name: lo. I learned it at work
of men who surround me there. Space physicists, guys who sp
d with their heads poked through the fabric of the sky, listenin
of the universe. Guys whose own lives are ticking like alarm cl
cady to go off, although none of us is aware of it yet. '
ie turns and looks, waits to be carried up the two steps. I
ops like a shoe onto her blanket, a thud, an adjustment. I've
my covers already but her leg’s stuck underneath her, we
I fix the leg, she rolls over and sleeps. Two hours later I




out again. I give her a boost, balance her on her 1egs. ML Uik b v v oo

There are squirrels living in the spare bedroom upstairs. Three dogs also live in
this house, but they were invited. I keep the door of the spare bedroom shut at
all times, because of the squirrels and because that’s where the vanished
husband’s belongings are stored. Two of the dogs—the smart little brown mutt
and the Labrador—spend hours sitting patiently outside the door, waiting for

it to be opened so they can dismantle the squirrels. The collie can no longer

make it up the stairs, so she lies at the bottom and snores or stares in an inter-
ested manner at the furniture around her.

I can take almost anything at this point. For instance, that my vanished hus-
band is neither here nor there; he’s reduced himself to a troubled voice on the
telephone three or four times a day.

Or that the dog at the bottom of the stairs keeps having mild strokes which
cause her to tilt her head inquisitively and also to fall over. She drinks prodi-
gious amounts of water and pees great volumes onto the folded blankets where
she sleeps. Each time this happens 1 stand her up, dry her off, put fresh blan-
kets underneath her, carry the peed-on blankets down to the basement, stuff
them into the washer and then into the dryer. By the time I bring them back
upstairs they are needed again. The first few times this happened I found the

dog trying to stand up, gazing with frantic concern at her own rear. I praised
her and patted her head and gave her treats until she settled down. Now I
know whenever it happens because I hear her tail thumping against the floor
in anticipation of reward. In restraining her I've somehow retrained myself,
bustling cheerfully down to the basement, arms drenched in urine, the task
of doing load after load of laundry strangely satisfying. She is Pavlov and I am
her dog.

Tm fine about the vanished husband’s boxes stored in the spare bedroom. For
now the boxes and the phone calls persuade me that things could turn around -
at any moment. The boxes are filled with thirteen years of his pack-rattedness:
statistics textbooks that still harbor an air of desperation, smarmy suit coats

from the Goodwill, various old Halloween masks, and one giant black papier= =

miché thing that was supposed to be Elvis’s hair but didn’t turn out. A collecs

tion of ancient Rolling Stones T-shirts. You know he’s turning over 2 new leaf =

when he leaves the Rolling Stones behind.
What I can’t take are the squirrels. They come

parties in the sp
pitched squeal is
taken to sleeping downstairs,

ori the blue vinyl dog couch, the sheets slipping

alive at night, throwing terribley
are bedroom, making thumps and crashes. Occasionally a high=2
heard amid bumps and the sound of scrabbling toenails. Tve

mu..lvv LUC LouLLL DEIOTIES TO Them,; as .
thEIlr places between my knees and eléZ:v: o Lovetriadn they creep yprard(Hg
'm on the couch because the d -

) og on the blanket i :

ing the d gets worried at

ey e ey ey ol s

: € 1s agitated, trying to d 4
i , ; g to stand whenever I |

;t; meﬂga :Cflbvlvn ogl? when Il‘fl next to her. We are in this troge:}:: tﬁe ro?m,

only ';0 open r: 2:1 or hours in the evening, one foot on her back . > Ying

i Oir}:tI : evxl; can of beer or take peed-on blankets to the b; getting up
in dcf)wn t S }r:-:tc out o the vinyl couch and close my eyes, one ;emﬁnt. A
’ fb S ::1 ouc’ ing her side. By morning the dog-arm has be,co e hang_

at oesnt come around until noon. My friends think I" me a nerveless
] Qne mgh:c, for hours, the dog won't lie down ink I'm nuts.
Eg(s:}int.the Ilmddle of Fhe living room, looking at me and slowly wago;

5 1n;c get her situated on her blankets and try to stretclif Pt
s e“stfm s up, I’:’)oks at me, wags her tail. I call sy ot pal M out on the couch
up. “I'm weary,” I say, in italics. pal, Mary, and wake her

Mary listens, sympatheti
pathetic, on th “ »
ekt are you going to do?” e other end. “Oh my God,
I calm down immediately. “
y. “Exactly what I'm doing,”
k ! oing,”I tell her.
gir WIS1 he;‘r;e%f with a thump on the stack of damp blankets Sequ The dog finally
and tips her eyes up to watch me. We all sleep then for ; li?tts h}?irl n:;'ﬁ
’ 1T, while e

squirrels sort through the b
BB oS watch. oxes overhead and the dog on the blanket keeps

stands braced on her rickety

Shﬁ ﬁnally Says,

I've called in tired to work. It’s mi
. It’s midmornin dr :
1 ; ] g an I'm shuffli :
b(;!:}glejrliiesrrni?r,h smo;{mhg cigarettes and drinking coffeeu'l'h: %szll:en}? ouid
ght and the faint odor of used diape - ouseit
; rs. Th iei
re being

- mild-mannered and charming. I nudge the collie with my foot

“Wake up and smell zee b »
k. acons,” I say. She startl ;
‘gd)fl?;dl faﬂﬁ back asleep. I get ready for the osfﬁahcre.eS Sipam i
‘_ - :‘-)th;:i ’and II"H never coming back,” I say while putting on m I
s aggrieved, underappreciated tone. The little brown dggcoat
wags

I nose grog-

her tail, tr i
e ansferring her gaze from me to the table, which is the last place she

wling miserabl i
y. She wins the toast sweeps ;
. : tak :
Y fthe little dog barking ferociously atII)1er. e and ischewing LR
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Work is its usual comforting grecn—corridored self. There are three blinks on
the answering machine, the first from an author who speaks very slowly, like a
kindergarten teacher, asking about reprints. “What am 1, the village idiot?” T ask

the room, taking down his number in large backward characters. The second
and third blinks are from my husband, the across-town apartment dweller.
The first makes my heart Jurch in 2 hopeful way. “] have to talk to you right

now,” he says grimly. «\Where are you? 1 can never find you.”
“Try calling your oWn house,” 1 say to the machine. In the second message he

has composed himself. _

“I'm fine now,” he says firmly. “Disregard previo
back, please; 1 have meetings.” Click, dial tone, rewind.

1 feel crestfallen, the leaping heart settles back into its hole in my chest. I say

damn it out loud, just as Chuis strides into the office.
think if he’s done anything wrong

“What?” he asks defensively. He tries to
recently. He checks the table for work; none there. He's on top of it. We have a
e mornings, Con-

genial relationship these days, reading the paper together in th
gratulating ourse e journal. It's a space physics quarterly

tves on each issue of th
and he’s the editor and P’m the managing editor. | know nothing about the sci-
| ence part; my job is to shepherd the manuscripts through the review process
and create 2 journal out of the acceptable ones.
Heshipina professorial kind of

Christoph Goertz.
white-haired, forty-seven years old, with an elegant trace ©

native Germany. Fehasa great dog, gia
through the strects of Towa City at night, inspecting garba
friendly but a bad judge of charactet and frequently runs righ

the dog catcher. Chris is always bailing her out.

“They don't understand dogs,” he says-

1 spend more time with Chris than I everd

1 told him I was being dumped he was genuinely perplexed.
«H1¢’s leaving you?” he asked.

Chris was drinking coffee,
Behind his head was 2 chalk drawing of 2 hip, profes
ffort; I drew the man an

The two-dimensio

s Message and don't call me

way, tall and lanky and

£ accent from his

sitting at his table

cup. It was 2 collaborative €

brown chalk and 2 straightedge.

dimensional man stared at me intently.
«He’s leaving you?” And for an instant I's

across the room—Jo Ann an
the depths. Chris shrugged. “You'll do fine,” he said.
During my current turmoils, I've come 0 think o

Zen practice, the constant barrage of paper hypnotic and s00

at black outlaw named Mica who runs =
ge. She’s big and
¢ into the arms of '

id with my husband. The moming

d Chris framed him, using
nal man and the threes

aw myself from their vantage poifit
d a small bubble of <elf-esteem percolated up from

£ work as my own ldnd.
thing. Chris

. 1l he rourtn Dtate OIL lvidiicr v

me work an erratic, eccentric schedul ich gi
; L¢ ; e, which gives me time to purs
ex1sten_t writing career. In return I update his publications list foE hi i Hted
to stories about outer space. i
Besides being an editor and
a teacher, he’s the head of a th: i
; ) eoretical
physics te:.lm made up of graduate students and research scientists guripiasrza
SL;.mmFrs e travels all over the world telling people about the magneto E *
E vanoll)ls p}ancts, anfi when he comes back he brings me presegnts—:p oo
:zgzef 0X ;orln Afnf:a with an alligator embossed on the top, a big iesmau
afdelr. rom Po .an_d with the wings of flies preserved inside it ;nd onz Wi
o Ce icate, horrllfymg bracelets made from the hide of an clepl,rlant ' el
R hur;ently he is obsessed with the dust in the plasma of Saturn’s ri.n s. Pl
, 1; the ourtil state of matter. You've got your solid, your liquid you%‘ e
; 1:,11{1 your p ?.jma. In outer space there’s the plasmasphere and th’e plasrrg1:S, o
k e to avo.1 the math when I can and put a laypersons spin on th RaUSC-
Plasma is blood,” I told him. v e
I\}/ixa:ltly, he agreed, rer.noving the comics page and handing it to me
. ;ts y we have tll:ose kinds of conversations around the office, but tocia h
ught me at a weak moment, tucki insi ’ Je
- ng my heart back inside my chest. I decide
“ wish my dog was out tearin
3 up the t
e g up the town and my husband was home pee-
~ Chris thinks the dog thi
g & g thing has gone f: = i
| B o o has gone far enough. “Why are you letting this
b “y o 4 > »
‘;welmhr;:t letgz;zlg 111t, that’s why,” I tell him. There are stacks of manuscript
E -?::m::;en ”eHasda]l thIe pens over on his side of the room. “It just is isgl'ls
hro " He does, I miss it, st ick i ; i
e S g oop to pick it up, and when I straighten
ou have control over this, he explains in hi i
P e , he explains in his professor voice. You can decide
d :1 ;nnaé;cs m;;l he;rt a};lound. Absolutely not, I cannot do it And then I
say what I really want. For her to go ¢ ‘ j
out of her skin and into the other world. go todecp and not ol
actly,” he says. -

faniex— i

r:fl Ez;ugl éqzee; .ciozr;:ng over to get rid of the squirrels for me. She

e $ dl e that can stc:p trucks. I've seen her wrestle goats,

- Phone,tz;n c;-:fpre?,s a dog’s anal glands, all in one afternoon. I -

o at a family of squitrels is living in the upstairs of m’g
ing I can do about it. i

hey're makin .
. g a monkey out of me,” I said. ‘ald

o
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half the state, pulls up in
cigarettes, and 2 pair of big
1d dog, who lurches to her

line climbs in her car and drives across

So Caro.
front of my house, and gets out carrying zucchinis,

leather gloves. I'm sitting outside with my sweet 0
feet, staggers three steps, sits down, and falls over. Caroline starts crying.

hini,” I tell her.
for a while, staring at the dog and

“Dor’t try to give me Zucc
We sit companionably on the front stoop
T went to Caroline’s house and she was nursing a
afternoon I saw her spoon

smoking cigarettes. One time

dead cat that was still breathing. At some point that

baby food into its mouth and as soon as she turned away the whole pureed mess
plopped back out. A day later she took it to the vet and had it euthanized. I

remind her of this.
«You'll do it when you do it,” she says firmly.
I pick the collie up like a fifty-pound bag of sticks and feathers, stagger in-
side, place her on the damp blankets, and put the other two nutcases 1n the
backyard. From upstairs comes 2 crash and a shriek. Caroline stares up at the
ceiling.
«¢s like having the Wallendas stay at
sudden 1 feel fond of the squirrels and fond of Caroline and fond of myself for
heroically calling her to help me. The phone rings four times. 1t’s the husband,
and his voice over the answering machine sounds frantic. He pleads with who-
ever Jo Ann is to pick up the phone.
«Please? I think I might be freaking out,” he say
or what? Am I making a mistake? Jo?” He breathes ragge
receiver for a moment, then hangs up with a muffled clatter.
Caroline stares at the machine like it’s a copperhead.
“Holy fuckoly,” she says, shaking her head. “You're Jiving with this crap?”
«He wants me to reassure him that he’s strong enough to leave me,” 1 tell her.
“Else he won't have fun on his bike ride. And guess wh
Except that now I can see him in his dank little apartment, wringing his hands

and staring out the windows. He’s wearing his Sun
cap trying to scrunch it down. In his rickety dresser is
doms he accidentally showed me last week.
Caroline lights another cigarette. The dog pees and thumps her tail.
I need to call him back because he’s suffering.

“You call him back and I'm forced to kill yo
smoke and points to the phone. “That is evil shit,” she
1 tend to agree. It’s blanket time. I ro

1l her back. She stares at me'Ww.

the fresh ones down, ro
her a treat, which she chews with gusto and then goes

blankets down to the basement an

your house,” I say cheerfully. All of 2

«.“Am I ruining my life here,
dly and sniffs into the

says.

at; 'm too tired to.”

day hairdo with a baseball
the new package of con=

u,” Caroline says. She exhales
!

i1 the collie off onto the floor and put
:th the face of love. I get=
back to sleep. I carry the

d stuff them into the machine, trudge back
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up the stairs. Caroline has finished i
; smoking her medici : z
le?.ther glow?s W.hlch go all the way to her elbows. Shlc’mc ar‘ld 1s wearing the
with determination. e’s staring at the ceiling
The plan is that I'm su
‘ : pposed to separate one from th ;
ifﬁzzl‘l-ia'roh;lle will tak.e it from there. Unfortunat:;; m; r?:fe: r:j g‘: -
e 111’1 the room with .her and the squirrels are running around :Jls IOt’ >
h .I'm not even afraid of them, but my screaming button i can do
t e:‘;l y way to turn it off is to leave the room on s stuck on and
ow are you doing?” I ask from the o " .
. _ ther side of the d
iizzhﬁihcrazhmg, around and swearing. Suddenly thcr: 0115- iﬂhl' C;m 1_1‘39-1' 2
Withca at szsnt end. The door opens and Caroline falls out 1;;5 _Eltched
g gray;qmrfcl stuck to her glove. Brief pandemonium and th e
GI'SIhOWH ]]E e stairs and out the front door and returns lookin triuen 511;1e o
b jtZ:eclo li aﬁiears at the foot of the stairs with her head coied alr:.lg hant.
dg;m anzo s he a puppy for an instant, and then her feet start to slid er ears
. aroucac';ch her and carry her upstairs so she can watch the shlo -
i nd the roo‘m,tearmg the ancient wallpaper off the walls. Th I’V The}’
E V?] Y: ljo we keep it for'a few minutes, looking at its little feet.a ;_astlonc
(.:a e ]: ow it to the collie, who stands up immediately and tries tn lts. s
downr; 3:: p]:tches the él}(:le where they got in, cutting wood with aopget it.
e basement. She comes up wearin owE
) g a toolbelt and luggi
i:rf; ss:c;ln a ;crapbook of photos of her wearing evening g;lwnzgv%:f}ig aiaddcr.
; er chest and a crown on her head. Curled hair, lipstick. She cli a banner
and puts the tools away. We eat nachos & -She.climbsidciy
“I only make food that’s boiled ‘ |
“I know,” she replies. iled or melted these days,"I tell her.
- We smoke cigarettes and thi
th - ‘
hangs up. ink. The phone rings again but whoever it is
- “Is it him?” she asks.
“Nope.”
gl Th '
. 0;31 iﬁgl:;l:flpss En, her b%ankets while the other two dogs sit next to C
i thz Sl- le’s looking through their ears for mites. At some Pointasrﬁ_
B eeping dog on the blanket and remarks that it like 1
! "Shys ago she was a puppy. seems like just
s hi:’:-;:ever a puppy,” I say. “She’s always been older than me 2
o {;:}fi go}(:d-bye, she holds the collie’s long nose in on‘c hand and
e Ieavec;rz ead;b 1.:he collie stares back at her gravely. Caroline is cry
. ,a combination of squirrel adrenali . >
N don 3 q adrenaline, and sadness. I
1 i . ‘?\:l-ltdfed particularly bad about anything. I hand h;i;se zflrgﬁr?i’
- ndow and she pulls away from the curb.
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The house is starting to get dark in that terrible early-evening twilit way. 1
turn on lights, get a cigarette, and go upstairs to the former squirrel room. The
black dog comes with me and circles the room, snorting Joudly, nose to floor.
There is a spot of rurmoil in an open box—they made a nest in some old disco
shirts from the seventies. T suspect that’s where the baby one slept. The mean
Jandlady has evicted them.

Downstairs, I turn the lights back off and let evening have its way with me.
g from the collie’s blanket. I sit

Waves of pre—nighttime pervousness are COmin
d listen for feet at the top of the

next to her in the dimness, touching her ears, an

stairs.

e conversation. Chris apologeti-

They're speaking in physics so I'm left out of th
d replaces it with

cally erases one of the pictures I've drawn on the blackboard an
a curving blue arrow surrounded by radiating chalk waves of green.

“If it’s plasma, make it in red,” I suggest helpfully. We're all smoking illegally
he door closed and the window open. We're having a

in the journal office with t
plasma party.
“We aren’t discussing plasmay” Bob says condescendingly. He's smoking a
e more it feels like I'm

The longer he stays in here th
and I don't get along; each of

Once we had a hissing match
at T could be fired, which

horrendously smelly pipe-
breathing small daggers in through my nose. He
us thinks the other needs to be taken down a peg.
in the hallway which ended with him suggesting th

drove me to tell him he was a

fices and slammed our doors.
“] had to fire Bob,”I tell Chris later.
“] heard,” he says noncommittally.

half of each day standing in front o

about outer space. Then they write theoretical pape
ite a big deal in the space physics com

with. They're actually qu

around here they’re just two guys who keep erasing my pictures.
Someone knocks on the door and we put our cigarett

pipe in the palm of his hand and opens the door.

It’s Gang Lu, one of their students. Everyone i
stands stiffty talking to Chris while Bob

fiercely; nose daggers waft
smile and he gives me one back. Unimaginable, really,
from now one of his colleagues from abroad, a woman with delicate, bird

features, will appear at the door to my office and identi

Bob’s. When she asks, I take her down the hall to the roo
and then to his empty office. 1 do this without saying an

up and out, rig

Iready fired, and both of us stomped into our of-

Bob is his best friend. They spend at least

¢ chalkboards, writing equations and arguing
rs about what they come up
munity, but

es out. Bob hides his
holds a match to his pipe and puff
ht in my direction. I give him a sugaty

that less than two mont 5

fy herself as a frien
m with the long tabl
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nothing to say, and she takes i
Say, es it all in with small, seri
she sees h - small, serious nod i
that POiSnt llslelzl?.ckboard covered with scribbles and arr:\?vs Samzltﬂ the omer
bl e baCkaat(:ie ;oosens and she starts to cry in long ra éld e%ua‘tlonS. ;-
- .
see where she la‘idt Ife(r)ﬁliz;:;semptﬁlwmn g blaj{ioasgﬁzﬁn ;lour
el carefully, where the numbers are ghost}{; Caz
Bob blows hi i : ¥
talking to E}vzn:ﬁr?i{; discreetly in my direction and waits for Chri ;
e knom Anoth’ C(})l .1s answering questions in a monotone— e
e H ; er Chinese student named Shan lets himself yes or no, or
.ﬂg y. He no ‘s and smiles at me and then stand e sin attet kbl
WEJI ni ¢ ask Chiis a question s at a respectful distance
t’s like a physics conferenc ¥ :
i e in here. I wish they’
my u.sual mlfiafte{noon spate of personal calsls I E}’ d all leave s I could make
pers in a businesslike way. -1 begin thumbing through pa
Bob pokes at his pi i -
pipe with a bent i
. : paper clip. Sha
SZC;CCS:EE;I‘:;S::;. Chris erases what he put olil the ilﬁ‘ljl;losat:ll gelﬁ e
raw i « and:tri
o my pecking parakeet. “T don’t know how it goes ff: sun—
Gang Lu looks around : ¥
the room idly wi ;
f B i Yy with € e
C(): hlzisyf:,foinﬁ S}llffk of the buffoons who practicexft]f%']i: :1;;8 f}’c_s- e
: ells him what to do; the crass idiot Bob who talks tgoalr(:%a-1 S{Crr}lllan,
im like he is

o ( l W I O l YO ‘ e W1

Ieverence alld pIaised at CVC!y 1 eﬂl.llg “]e woman Vvho p‘[]t her feet on the
desk [ld d-S i i i oy T 1N h
a 18IM1SSES h.lm Wlth her €yes. Gang Lu no 10[1 (= Spes dS i nin
y 2 is eveni gS

_in the computer lab e e
N , running simulations and thinki
and invisible particles: s and thinking abou :
particles; he now spends them at the ﬁring ranget lmagr'letlc o
, learning to hit a

3 as (o]0} y

y smar ter nt aStWOO I(JCket entist.
e St&ICS at CaCh crson tll[ tr yl (0] OW mu [ tt‘.ﬂ.C (0}

em has for him. One b
: . v one. Behind black-ri
s eyes. In each case the verdict is clear: nzs e;;:gmhcd glasses, he counts with

ollie fell do i
. ;:'lev ’E‘; b;f;me}l;lt stairs. I don’t know if she was disoriented and
b t;) the\{)v en I was at work she used her long nose like a
e z;s;:lment open and tried to go down there exch t
N e e.H. I found her sleeping on the concrete ﬂooriP;l
b Sat,down Iig still awkwardly resting on the last step. I reposi-
i ext to her afld petted her. We used to play a
e I'd grab her nose like a gearshift and put herPthI}';ug:lfﬁ
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the gears, first second third fourth, until we were going a hundred miles an hour
through town. She thought it was funny.
Now I'm at work but this morning th
turn around I see her sprawled, eyes mute, leg bent upwa
d using brown chalk. I

other’s hearts. draw a picture of her on the blackboar
es should be. Chris walks in with the morning paper and

make Xs where her ey
a cup of coffee. He looks around the clean office.

“Why are you here when there’s no work to do?” he asks.
“I'm hiding from my {ife, what else,” I tell him. This sounds perfectly reason-

able to him. He gives me part of the paper.
His mother is visiting from Germany, a robust woman of eighty who is de-

pressed and hoping to be cheered up. In the last year she has lost her one-
hundred-year-old mother and her fusband of sixty years. She mostly can't be
cheered up, but she likes going to art galleries sO Chuis has been driving her
around the Midwest, to our best cities, showing her what kind of art Americans

like to look at.

“How'’s your mom?” 1 ask him.

He shrugs and makes a fAat-handed so-so motion.

We read, smoke, drink coffee, and yawn. 1 decide to go home.

“Good idea,” he says encouragingly. :

It’'s November 1, 1991, the last day of the first part of my life. Before 1 leave
I pick up the eraser and stand in front of the collie’s picture on the blackboard,
thinking. I can feel him watching me, drinking his coffee. He’s wearing 2 gold
shirt and blue jeans and a gray cardigan sweater. He is tall and lanky and white-

haired, forty-seven years old. He has a wife named Ulrike, a daughter named
Karcin, and a son named Goran. A dog named Mic
A friend named me.

I erase the Xs.

Down the hall, Linhua
as a graph is formed. The comput
in red and yellow and green. Four ke
More keystrokes and the blue backg
sky. The wave lines arc ovet it, crossing against one an
puter to print, and while it chugs along he pulls up a

and tees off.
One room over, at a desk, Gang Lu wo

The study of physics is more and more disappointing, he

seﬁ-—delusion and all

ere’s nothing to do, and every time 1
rd. We're breaking each

Shan feeds numbers into a
er screen is brilliant blue,

my life T hawve been honest and straig
.« and dishonest bureaucrats who think

of all detested cunning, fawning sycophant.
Chinese characters all over a page She

are always right in everything. Delicate

a. A mother named Ursula.

computer and watches
and the lines appear
ystrokes and the green becomes purple.

round fades to the azure of a summer
other. He asks the com=>

golf game on the screen

cks on a letter to his sister in Ch'ma}
tells her. Modern physicsis
htforward, and I have ma:

was a kind and gentle sister, and he thank
i ’ anks her for that. He’s goi ill hi
i: ; C:_;’:; }:::;:i J;b;it:d not be too sad about it, for at lfa.rt}}JI;I:;: j%(z);lf atj(;ezk:lj -
ing compar .38_calib;}7}z;0a?2/ me to the grave. Inside the coat on the back mfﬂli'[h
e st :n g!t;n and a .22-caliber revolver. They’re heavieroth .
ey pockets down. My beloved elder sister, I take my ez‘erna.:[
The collie’s eyes are -
ot e bon}ef ° a tzlrgleci-nfiefmped; I draw them in with brown chalk and
;T};at’s }thter,” Chris says kindly.
cfore I leave the building I pass Gang Lu in the hallwa
}61;; eacie;:: il;l;;i 23:(;1 ac;ldfhe’s wearing his coat. He doe:rvliyairslisj };rlll; ]%(11 H’e
e themno of the hallway are the double doors leading to th -
pen and walk through. Bl

Friday afternoon seminar, everyone is glazed
E;m;jdscf;ve:?;g unexplainable at the hgead of 'E)IY: i)lrll;ti;l‘::l]eg ?;ationllfone s
e - Sittine rioo?:- abruptly; gqes down one floor to see if th§ c:lri1 'Stands
e b;Ck % thge SI.E ; is office. He is. The door is open. Gang Lu m:-1 W
L A a1rsd and enters the meeting room again. Chris G - an'd
e r:dan c;cakes the first bullet in the back of the head ';)Iirtz i
i poreics <o fir} then blue smoke. Shan gets the second buli £ s
- p,ing i) sS of lr115 g.lasses shatter. More smoke and the room rixi o t'he
e I.Iis o mit ! tries to crawl beneath the table. Gang Lu t kf'.; o
e buuetsisgraﬁgh'f out, and levels the gun with both hands Bao‘;i e
. the right hand, the fourth in the chest. Smois:e Ell:(:OkS
o8 g, e ‘I:,alk;};si IZ)Y%&:S ;Zi }(:f tltle. wac)lz and then out of the room. .
B e stairs, di i i ;

‘;E I:::h o:l:;. Ps‘r(ir; the doorway of Dwigilt;Sggé:?t;ieggt;aézﬁifés a?ld .
. Thmig,h t;esixlzen;h als.o in the head. A slumping. More lélnf.oli heai{i
.est’ e t01]31 a;m image comes forward—Bob Smith, hit '1:1 "E
e 1(;0 . 1ve..Back up the stairs. Two scientists yioun y
e be;t 7 .Serzlmgl hlS. cllothes, talking to him. From v:rhere E Hll'en’

. Er:ren ;-UH sitting upright in a chair, head thrown bae kles’
o gl.m ;r};t Bmg is broken and red. The two young scierft' s
e Sp Clrll1 r.i té) clos::s his eyes. The eighth and ninth bu]lf:t;Sit S
e Rdo;d g ws oertz’s body settles in his chair, a long sigh esI:1
. acr.os (;_ more f01: Chris, one for Shan. Exit the buﬁdin
i e Anns E: le gree_n, into building number two and upstair -
e to,him fe eary, is summoned from her office b hp A
O or a few seconds, h i ler
, he produces the gun and shoots her
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in the face. The receptionist, & young student working as 2 temp; is just begin-
ning to stand when he shoots her in the mouth. He dispels the spent cartridges
in the stairwell, loads new ones. Reaches the top of the steps, looks around. Is
disoriented suddenly. The ringing and the smoke and the dissatisfaction of not
sound, the shout

checking all the names off the list. A slamming and a running
ks into an empty classroom, takes off his coat, folds it carefully,

of police. He wal
Kk of the chair. Checks his watch; twelve minutes since it

and puts it over the bac
began. Places the barrel against his right temple. Fires.

in the kitchen, one
some

ding on the bench
alling from work. There’s been
at Dwight was shot; cops are
the building and

at four o'clock. T'm rea

dog’s back. It’s Mary, ¢

he building, a ramor th
They're evacuating

The first call comes

foot on a sleeping
kind of disturbance in t
running through the halls carrying rifles.

she’s coming over.

Dwight, a tall likable oddball who cut off his ponyt
chair of the department. Greets everyone with 2 famous boo
morning, studies plasma, just like Chris and Bob.
from the physics building; he'll be home by now if they've evacuated. 1 dial
his house and his mother answers. She tells me that Chris wor't be home until
fve oclock, and then they're going t0 2 play. Ulrike, her daughter-in-law; is

coming back from a trip to Chicago and will join them.

T'm looking for Chris; it he where T am?
No, 'm at home and I just had to ask him some

me when he comes in. ‘
She tells me that Chris showed her 2 drawing 1 made 0

desk behind a stack of manuscripts. She's so pleased to meet
the Midwest is lovely, really, except i ism't it?

Tt is very brown. We hang up.
i brown. The phone rings: It’s a

1on. Well, he’s not sure,
news. I've already heard, 1 te

ail when they made him
ming hello in the

t’s very brown,

friend of mine, is on
should brace myself for bad
pened to Dwight. There’s a

sible that Chris was involved. -
1 think she means Chiis shot Dwight. No,

Mary is here. 1 tell them not to Worry and han;
ing. Mary takes one and smokes it. She’s not looking at me.

phone call.
“They're out of it,” I say.

She repeats what they s
Pours whiskey in 2 coffee cup.

long pause and the
she says gently, killed, too.

“They thought Chris was involved.”

aid: 1 think you should brace your

Chris lives two and halfblocks

She wants to know why

thing. Could he please call T

£ him sitting at his
Chris’s friends, and

physicist. His wife, a
but it’s possible that 1
11 him, something hap’
n his wife says, Jo Ann. Tt’s pos=

g up. | have two cigarettes g0°
T tell her about the

self for bad news:

The Fourth State of Matter \ 13

For a few minutes I can't si
ity i .s1t down. I can’t stand up.
}(jjhris anngofl’:ZEtjl;rtPél}};S‘mst tells me there’s somepb:dcizv:snl I):IsmOke. o
e becaus:- : im I don’t want to talk right now. H cure ki
Wew thieye tryin Lagomgto be on the news any min1.1te iﬁays e
e hz?e 1{c?rh tod.stlf Bob into the stew,” I tell Mary. .S}t1$ s
gt too, L auwe e distinct feeling there is something o‘i e
S c:t understand. There’s a choice to b R
iy thergtarlid, I tell Mary. made:
. 5 e
kg he;;irleiinng lnlnng room, smoking and sippin
eep thinking Uh-0h, over and over. I’rriéF icl)lu; CIEIS ;fWhiS—
. rattled condi-

~ tion; .
; I can’t calm down and figure this out.

“I think we should brace ourselves i
| i brgies: ves in case something b
; 3; i jgt I ;or:l?tdlil.l (_)I:Vst 1}111 case. It won't hurt to be b%aczj.’}’lgshil aPI;enCd:j’ :
B e Sen;cv ‘?\; %mced ‘means. You hear it all the ’ci;()bS S
S —— O; 4 hiskey is supposed to be bracing b i Fhat
eer, no whiskey. Mary nods andghe::is“;iit l;chi -
0 the

~ kitchen.

- Within an hour th

. . ere are seven .

~ Switching back women in the dim livi i

~ news. 'Ihfre i;: soamngtli?rth bet_we:en CNN and the special r‘:n(;grtml;)m’ S

i in tllfllg terrifying about the quality of the 1131 hS y the local
g e room. The phone never stops ringing :: and the way

, ever since the

story hit the national news. Physi i
e . Physics, Universi
b ail)fr'f)i :i’ie::ﬁ;i-gz;if{(oni TI've ever known is cl?;::kir{;vivlj ’tj Z‘;‘: iI;'eI(’)Ple. .Names
arty my hlls;:)and is ci—ll.a (-Ia]ls, Florida calls, Ohio calls twice. All 1?1}-11-l it
1 time, fifty times, thv-mkg -Caﬂf one after the other, to ask how f’gueSt'S at
oceurs to me onc,e thal;l I cltt)u[il(ligclzl;llb}?cf; ris and then it isn't. o
o is house and talk i di
i in}é e S; il;i};i?;idi Fear th?':lt his mother would :I?Si:z dil:‘:ﬂy’ g
Dwight were ki]ledarzlgettmg reconciled to the fact thatPSh:flng o
B 9 evictady kef; : :0 an administrator and her office as;ist:nt;g
tion. They’re not sayin \Eh nglélg there are six dead and two in critinai
i Ifé -E id the shooting. The names will be rel ¥
o (:Omii}tfionacr;l ice a]l of them except Chris and Bob; t; eased
| ) ;V ich is certainly not hopeless. At som’e o]
es, all that calmness 1};1 :1?:1‘1”:21 y 'f;ffible dirmiiessin the lvifg mg';’:‘;ﬁ
Eipii };:E th 2 handful of I?‘r(i)to(;}.laOS. The colle s o stand up but
e 1 can’ir;S Igzrlrclibafter I shut the door, but more brightly lit th
e er what' anything means. The phone r.y an
sten. My friend Michael is calling from Ill?ii:il:g)i
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the second time. He asks Shirley if I'm holding up okay. Shirley says it’s hard to
hey drag it out as long

tell. I go back into the living room.
The newslady breaks in at nine oclock, and of course t
abetical order Chiis
me will come on

as they can.I've already figured out that if they go in alph

will come first. Goertz, Lu, Nicholson, Shan, Smith. His na
first. She drones oD, dead University of Towa professors, lone gunman named

Gang Lu.
Gang Lu. Lone gunman. Before 1 have a chance to absorb that she says, The
dead are.
Chris’s picture.
chair and then leave the room abruptly.

Oh no, oh God.1lean against Mary’s
ile and look at myself in the mirror. 'm

1 have to stand in the bathroom for a wh
tk hair. I have earrings on, tny wrenches that

still Jo Ann, white face and da
hang from wires. In the living room she’s pronouncing all the other names. The
dministrator and her assistant, Miya Sioson.

itically wounded are the a
for all practical purposes, although they won't

The administrator is already dead
The student receptionist

disconnect the machines until the following afternoon
ble to move more than her head. She was

will survive but will never again be 2

in Gang Lu's path and he shot her in the mouth and the bullet lodged in the
top of her spine and not only will <he never dance agaim, she’ll never walk or
write or spend 2 day alone. She got to keep her head but lost her body. The final
victim is Chris’s mother, who will weather it all with a dignified face and an
erect spine, then returt to Germany and Kill herself without farther words or =

fanfare. ‘
1 tell the white face in the mirror that Gang Lu did this, wrecked everything:
and killed all those people. It seems as ludicrous a8 everything else. 1 can't get
my mind t0 work right, I'm still operating on yesterday's facts; today hasnt

'] say to my face. A knock

jelled yet. «I¢’s a good thing none of this happened,

on the door and 1 open it. :
The collie is swaying on her feet, toenails clenched to keep from sliding on
the wood floor. Julene’s hesitant face. “She wanted to come yisit you,” she t€ ]

We sit by the tub- She lifts her long

me. 1 bring her in and close the door.
and 1 take her muzzle and we move through the gears slowly, 1

to my face
town, until what happencd has hap

second third fourth, all the way through

know it has happened.We return to the living ro0m: e
wave of calls 1s starting to come in, from those who just saW the faces ©
news. Shirley screens- A knock comes On the door. Julene settles the dog do
er blanket. It’s the husband at the door, looking frantic. He hugs M

again on h
hard but 'm made of cement, arms stuck in a down position.

The women immediately clear out, t

pened and we

aking their leave, looking at the flod

Suddenly it’s onl ;
; y me and him, sitting i P
like always. e , SITHDG 11 our living room : : .
iach :}(;S;dl ;z(;a:lhze ;ﬁ took quite a bit of courage e himotr:, 15{1:1’:1)/ night, just
B agg}_nst I;Em tho}sle women who think he’s the Antichrisf ,;C;lth; house
 Hes berc o hel on the couch and he’s wearing a shirt I've e
o Awﬁll e kﬁ elp me get through this. Me. Sy I never se.:en be-
: -He knows how I felt about Chris. Past tense. I h v s it
over my face for a minute. e.Thave to put my hands
We sit silently in our livi
. ng room. He watches the i
i:vvzt(}hu}icri;'[thc c11)1'51}111(35 and fidges of his face are mcfnﬁ:u;:;j}j:;?on screen and
Wh;n o 10091,{ :n that he \fvl’shes even more than I do that he ;-Iﬁl? than my
e over at me, it’s with an expression T've seen b ; ,ovecl —
¢ looks at the dog on the blanket en before. It’s the way
I get his coat and follow hi ks
im out into the cold N :
stars and st . ovember nigh
N :n a;zu and stars. 'Ihe sky is full of dead men, driftin innl{iht. r]ﬁlere .
um oons. My mother floats past in a hospital g in the ackness
go r};}a:k inside where the heat is. pital gown, trailing tubes. I
e house i ;
- Tﬁeeslzgs?:: dlr{;ll, full.of dogs and cigarette butts. The collie h
I Fhefore o is flickering Special Report across the sc g
e pictures appear. I bring blanket f reen and 1
the dryer. s up, fresh and warm from

m (0] ()Il!]le V11! O Ie Ve (0] anc

3 Scrapes against the hOuSc and fDl‘ a b 1 i Sll]ge (}I I]() e, Ih
; llef lnStal’lt I fee]. a E] ey
) IIHgIl' llaVe come baCI{. £ l[ld I Sta[ld at th.c f()()t Of t]:lc StaiIS Stali[lg ll[) i]l‘t() IIIE

darkn .

hOW mllCh yOtl miss theI] 1. I]I y ver come l)at:k (o) th
. €y ne nce ey]e g()[]e

h ;

_ e chaos and com ; ¥
de her pany in the h :
regi:lor;}::e? than usual. The Lab wakes and drowsily(:oisch:orllilglgt il
- uI; ands lops and stares at me, trying to make e tgsj. CES. c hng her

. sleeps. The brown dog is flat on her back with h nee c‘lark,
ec;:in me and the back of the couch ith her paws limp,
1O » &
W Ere I:iestﬂ[;ly;if so Tl be able to see when dawn starts to arrive. F
B s mP ets and stars. Above the black branches of a ma lve'. Ef
, my personal favorite. The dusty rings of Saturn Io PJEI;?tt X
. ] 1ter s

I think I can’t bear i
. ear it for one more mi
e : ¢ minute I reach down and
e ;/ec Io%n armﬁShe rises slowly, faltering, and stands 2:er r:::;l %z
A ; }; cl(: eague. In a few hours the world will resume itself,
pocket of silence. We're in the plasmapause, a placecoi"



16 / JO ANN BEARD

meet the forces of the sun. I imagine

the Earth
p spinning and hang mo-

m, where the forces of
e particles of dust sto

equilibriu
where th

it as a place of silence,
tionless in deep space-
Around my neck is
this? 1 ask. Shards of fly w

Exactly, he says-

me from Poland. I hold it out. Like

the stone he brought
ings, suspended in amber.




