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ABSTRACT o

. The Dancing_Hyena} a novel

-

- Frances Bauer

1J6an-Fischer goes out one night to buy shampoo.
When-sge dgésn't return,'her hugband, Vern, a doctoral
student "in psychology, is left to cope alone with their
ten-month old son. Nineteen months pass. Vern Fischer
2 fin&s a qirl—friend,'tékes in a boardgr, finishes_h;s
studigs'and slowly gives'up ﬁope of ever seeing his wife
again. »-Then Joan comes back, and tells him a story he.

cannot believe. His conviction that she is crazy puts an
: h . , .

additional strain on wﬁa@, according to her,, was never a

very viable marriage anywaf.- They paftv Fischer-éoes off’
to a teaching job‘iﬁ Calgafy, while Joan remains in

, . ' . . . .
Winnipeg: and takes an apartment with her sister.

NS |
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Author’s Notes
. . N
’ﬂ The author is very much indebted to th# following

persons for their help i Lihe preparation of/%he book :

above all, to Elizabet gﬁ?laf;l, who, with/kindness, wisdom
and graée, steered ‘the ﬁ!;“i
difficult development; to Sarah Finlay, dho typed the first
drafts and whose enthugiasm for the haﬁfy plot line often
gave me much-needed courage, and to Diane Kirkey, who typed,

- the final draft so cheerfully and well In addition, I owe,
e debt of thanks to the many frienqgland‘%amily who" were .

/
from time to time subjected to accounts of my struggles .or

cerpts from the work /in biogress,_ell which

they bore 'with great patience. //

b, : . ) /
~
In the sixties there eally did reside, at the
Assiniboine Park Zoo in Win ipeg, a spotted hyena of
undetermlned sex named W%pdhoek I have taken the liberﬁy“
of declaring Windhoek' a/male and endowing him with a mate,
an ;auntie".and tqo,feﬁéle offspriﬁg7\a;l\3f Fhem
" fictitious. / L R
As for the human beings in tﬂe story. they ane,ali

/

fictitious too, ag is ‘the story itself ’ 4
Readers ?/e particdularly warned that eatinq red
carnations 1s ﬁbt a tried and true method of recovering

one's lost huéanity . .
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R ,"_ -Chapter 1. o é

" -HWerner Fischer had dozed Bff with a book on ﬁis

knee. Illumined by the reading lamp his bald- paté glowed

) iff;;;\aﬁtidy nest of what was left ‘of his hair. It had.

been black once but what remained Jnow was grizzled and
ibrittle looking like the tendrils of a vine in winter A
jangling sound waked him and his hand -shot up reflexively
to push back fhe glasses that had slipped down his nose.
'"Joan?" he called. The sound that had waked him

. Was the ringing of coat hangers against each other. It hqu

come from the region of the’ hall closét.

“Joan?"

minutes. "

"I’m just going out, I'll be back in a few

-

"Where on earth?"

“The drugstore."” She\poked'her head around the

~doorway and smiled wanly. She was wearing the old camel

/s

_hair coat his mother had sent. Chaf!tyl It hung .nearly to

her ankles. ,
"What are you going there for?"
. "Shampoo." She fingered a strand of her long dark:
hair.-\"I want to wash my hair. 1It’'s filthy: It even

smells." ”
. "So pick up some beer ﬁop, why not."
A Y
"“Can’t. Not enough money."
> "Oh,.balls. Write a cheque."
Ve . \
) 1



nice.

might be those new girls from downstairs.

.. "No money in the accounf, sweetie. Vern, I must

-

. hurry. Fox’'s shuts at 9 o )

He‘d told her she should have the .coat made over.

She'd’sa;d ahe would, but hadn‘t. It looked awful and it \ »

was a good coat really; -cut gg size 1t would look very

Such a waste! He called after her: "Get beer then,
instead oﬁnsnampoo. It’'s Saturday night. Joan! Do you

hear me? You can even wash your. hair with beer. My sieter

used tol" v
He heatd the click of the back door as she shut 1t

.

quickly behind her. ' .

' "Scheisse, scheisse,"” he muttered. He resuned
reading:3 He‘nas just beginning to doze again when ehe‘,' .
.doorbell chimed. » ' | {

The Fischer's epaqtment was long, like a failcar,
with the kitchen at one end and the living room at the

other. Fischer made his way down the dark hallway. It was

probably a Jehovah's Witness or a kid selling.chocolate
bars. for his school., People weren't'supposed.to solicit in
the build%ng:but they did anyway. On the pthe; hand, it . |
‘ He anQ'jean had
chatted with them a few times, urging them to drop in. '
They'd moved in a week before school started.l They were
etudfing Interior Design or Pharmacy, aome;hing like tnat.;

'Naiting on the theeshhold was hie'friend Rajendrq.'
He held a gLse of beer thrust forward like an offering.

; : "Did you meet Joan on ‘your way?“'

l
. ) . - N /
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Wﬁo; I.d1id not. . Are you going to invite me in all

C . - ,
s the same?" b
- ‘ L4 t

. "Of course! ' Raji, I‘begaof'you, do come in!"

Fischer stepped back and made a little\flourish,ylike’tﬁe

beginning of a bow.
' "You are pefhaps expecting semebody else?"
."No, no. . : . e |

\;;~v,/’(~ “You had the look " declared Raji. He stowed his’

gloves in his pockets and began to work at the stiff
buttons of his o&ercoat It had a fur collar, tu;ned up to
protect hia}ears and chin. ' | ) -

"It begins to be winter,“ he said. "Brrri Aftet
a few weeks I will be used to it, but the first cold ev.ez"yT
year is a sheck.” He ungouhd from his threat«e long silk
scarf, yelloweg with age% Folding it meticulously, he
smoothed its fringes and laid it on top of thencoet he .had
placed neatly acrossqthe sofa arm.'. , 1§b
‘ "Every yeér at this preciée tbme I am thinking I
should have stayed in Indial Such an absdfdity is your

Winnipeg weather!"” . o

~"Hardly my Winnipeg weather; old chap.ﬁ,
"But Germany no doubt much the same?"-
“"Oh, no. Not so extreme. Not Hamburg anyhow. "
Fischer ‘carried the box down to the kitchen. ' Joan
had washed up for once. He.found the opener and a glass
for Raji. Then he pointed to the baby*“s room and laid a
finger across his 1lips, Raji understodd.. The baby was

- 4 N N . .
N v
» o -t
.
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§1eepinq.' They carried the beer, the opener and the glass
to Fischer’s room. , —

It was both his bedrcom and his study. 1In one

corner was a double bed with the 1egs~removedl-)Rohghly

‘made bookshelves ran the length of the wall to the right of

the door. ﬁaj; sat down in the rocking chair beneath thef’
reading iamp. Fischer sat on the mattress with the box of
beer,&t his feet. Raji stretched out his legs and rocked
experimentally; the chair creaked and a beam of light swept
acrogs-his face: a blump fifﬁ’face, wood-brth‘and ‘
clean-shaven.- The eyes were.proﬁinent, and the lips were

the colour of those little plums called Zwetschen, from’

7

'which CGerman mothers make, cakes.

" “I'm not interrupting your.studies, I hope?" Rajl

-ventured, picking the topmost book from the heap of books

beside the rocker. He noted the title with raised eyebrows
and replaced 1t duickly. The Physioloqy of Brain Function.

He taught economics himself. His major interest was the

taxation system. Fischef passed Raji an opened bottle. .He
was grateful for the interruption, he said. He’'d studied -
all dgy. Enough was enough. It was Saturday ‘night. One .
ﬁeeﬁedae_little fun, nicht wahr?

“Just so, just so." Raji sipped his beer gnd
giggled. ."A little fun," he repeated. “That, Vern, ;s
exactly what I had been planning tonight for:myselfl“‘ He .
gazed up at the ceiling, an expressioqﬁpf innocence
uhgﬁcountably f}oodind his moon-like face. Fische;‘began

A -

4




to pick at.the label on his bottle. "I have a lady friend

named Sally," Raji said. "You have pot had the pleasure of

megting-hef, alas. I musi introduce,yoh sométime. Her

—

husbando/how an engineer, was my student in my first year

;o

of teaching. This 1s‘how\geme I know heé,so well.

Engineers naturally are of ten being calléd,away, so Sally

and I sometimes - when he is away - are having just that,

you understand - a yiftle fur.". He lifted his glass but
didn’'t drink. His,pgotuberant dark e}es peered
mischievously across the gliss at Fischer..

“Oh,". said éisch;r.

"You are thihfing I am not a very nice man.

Right?"

"No, no - not at all," Fischer assured him, not

~

Jjuite truthfully.

"Carrying on with the wife of my friend, the

————

engineer. Not very nice, you are thinking, Werner, if I am

not mistaken?"

"Well :..“

"I; is very innocent, éhe fact 1s. We were
planning to have dinner tonight yhen Sally called. Her
sister ih Regina is hreaking,hefrhip, just 1like ﬁh;tl
Slipping on the ice, which tﬁéy have there alrea&f. 8o
Sally 1s going off to Regina, and P(a; %hus alone after

’
-

" all.” ‘ . .

"You don‘t expect me to believe you were juqt

going to have dinner?"

’

—
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"And not any little(fun afterwards? ‘- Oh, ho ho hot 7

Hee hee!" Raji sipped his beer between giggles, and then

p&%séq.a hand across his thick black hair.

- -

‘"Thedinnocence, ‘dear boy, is in the intention.

-~

~

'ief‘me explaiﬁ.- Number onel Am I wishing to take Sally

'away_from her'niée éné&neer husband and marry her? The

* ‘answer 1is certainly ;No.! Number twol Is Sally dreaming

L]

: ’ ! L - ' ‘ .
of leaving her ﬁﬁsbqnq and marrying old Rajendra instead?

I am assuring you, she is not. Number three! Is her
hﬁsband combletely alone when he goé;_io work on ‘some

’

project in Flin Fibp.or Churchill -or wherever?" Here Raji

4

paused, gazing at the opposite wall as if seeking. the

\

answer among thg woqden-panels. . _ .

R "Her husband .is being a fine man, strong, smart,

in good health. A“non;smoker,'and only a moderate drihker.
Be the judge, then, Fischer. Would this lusty young
éhgineering man not bcqgs;onally be enjoying ﬁbe charms of

_those Flin Flon girls?"

~ to. N

- "You can’'t be sure, can you?" o~

£ “Ah! There you are wrong! He has been ihtimatin%

aslﬁhch to-me on sevet&lvoccasions.when Sally_was not'n'
presént.“ ; \. - s )

jFischer peeled off Q.long ragéed strip)of lapel
and rolfed;iﬁ ino.A_ball wﬁich.heﬁpushed through the mouth
of the Sottie{ “8til1," Ee protegééd,"“ydur'friehd‘wQuld

not be happy if - he learned of your carrying on with Sally,

- would he? He‘ﬂ/fﬁ/fufious. He‘'d feel betrayed."» That's

& ' < .2 -

'
. R . «
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A w . ’
. LK

o
~ )
4 ", /

»

I'4




. . . )
.n ' .
® &‘ - -
) - . .

‘the poiht, Raji. That's why what you are doing is frankly
piggish." ' . ' '

. .
o"He is never even suspectina, my friend. An.old

—

fellow such .as myself with his Sqlly - pah! More likely
ohe‘of those young internscat the hospital where she works.
' :

If he is never finding out, what harm?

(. “th“to mention your own wife and childrenl"

~

~ "Now, now, now| You know I am not ever sleeping
any more with myﬁwife! She 15 ‘having an affair with the i N
Home;and School Associatimn presently.. She is its lady
présidént, she makgs speeches and holds meetihgsJand writes
‘proposals and such. I am not counting for‘hnything with
her any longérg qot for two centé. Try to 1magine,m9-
position!"” T i . ; - -
@ “I'F'éo}ry," said’F{scher. "I mean about youf
* wife." He opened anather bottle. Would Joan'bring beer,
‘now that it wasn't needed? Where was she, anywaY? She
shoqld have been back by now. NeLl; there muﬁt be a
1iné—up at the beer outlet. Too Nad he couldn’'t get a’
'meéSage Fhr%ugh to her. He picked away aF the new label.
'The vivid red reminded him of something, he couldn’t think s‘
whaf. He was on the edge of (qgemhéring wheanaji said:
:Howiare your studies progrggsing?"
" "Not bad. I write compréhénbives~in Decembeé.
' Dread them, I’ 11 be glad when they’'re over. At least ™

they'll be over before the Christmas break. It would help .

Ly SO

it I hadrit started my research,’ though. 1I’‘'ve been t%sting ,
b ’ v ’ \ ) ) .

4 . ./‘




rats sinte Augustl It~take§\§ lot of time."

like this. testing of rats?" f'

- ..."Ah, &es. .And do yo
“It's ‘very boring."” .
- "And you are going to bé my§king a career 1n this

boring business”"

’ "Well, that s not how it’'1ll work out in the énd,
Raji. ﬁWhen I'm a prof I’ 11 have students to do all my ,
_testing, you see?" Figuring out ‘the experimental design'and‘
the hypotheses are the fun part. 1It’s only the actual
'testing that qeto boring. 1It's so repetit;ve." .

"Jobs are invariably repétitive." Raji poured the
rest of his beer inta his glass and sidped at it daintily.
Fischer leapt suddenly to Wis feet. "Let’'s have a bit of
music," he declared. . |

Thé phonograph das on the floor in:the .far corner.
The records leaned'up against it. There weren't a éfeat
many. When he had money, he’'d get a decent machine and \

all of Bach and Mozart Hé drew the Goldberg Variations

t

from its sleeve and wiped it with a dirty yellow cloth.

"Before setting the stylus down, he bléw at it to remove a

: 1] . R
little clot of dust. w |

Raj;.légneu back iB the rocker. Fossil, one of
.the Fischer cats, had node—herseif at home on hig lap. She
and the Professor looked equally serene. How amazing,
Fischer said to himself. How does he do it - get girls all
the timo? When he'o so smooth-skinned and qf@gly, 80

babyish? And then to enjoy Bach on top of it! Nu, it was
L) a ’ .

- 8
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, too much! ‘

\ . . .
His faxhep detested Bach. Verdi ang Wagner, those

. * » 4 .
were his qé%at loves. His father ohce made him sing that

aria from Don Carlos, for the maid, of all thihgé,.and in

~the middle- of the night. His mother had gone off to

. Brunsbuttel _she’ d done that now and then His father had

Ay

fetched him out of bed and stood him up on the big dining
table in his house ;hées and - offere% him chocolate for.
singing. The. maid had laughed afterwards in a friendly way
. and carried him back to béd, and ‘he’d smelled the wine on

her breath and been glad his mother wasn t there. He klew

"
-~

the maids ‘weren't supposeq to have wine.
' "And Joan, she is well, I hope?" : v

0K, “yes. B;t she should have been back ages ago
< she just Wwent to the store." . -
.r - “And the babi?"

“Ooﬁ, he’'s a wonder , " Fischer Saiaﬂ his eyes
sparkling. "Crawls aléeady and nearly talksf\too.§

When Fischer suggested chess, Rajf’a eyes shone
with pleasurel‘ Wiéh great ceremony he lifted Fossil from
Ais knee and reqrranged hrmself‘on akcu;gion'qn the floor.
Figcher unrolled tﬁe S%ag¢ and set out the pieces. LI am
feelinq.certaiﬁ of winning. tonight for a,changé(“ Raji told
bim. "1 am sometiméé'bein&ésuspected, you. know, of what 1is
called the second sight." _'
"Unfértunately for yod;‘I don’'t believe in second

»

sight," countered Fischer. ) -



- —

Fischer was a shrewd player and quickly won the ~

first game. Raji giggled richly, slapping his knee and
shaking his head. ."You've got me again!" he dec¢lared, |
"How do you do ft°" They began a second game. This time
- Raji knit his brows and exerted himself, thinking long
‘before each move while Fischer rolled tigarettes and stared
at’ the smoke drigtinq up. Where was.Joan?. With whom? The
record, forgotten, scraped under the needle
‘ Raji advanced his knight and Fischer saw he had
fallen into a trap and woulo lose his queen. His interest
in the gan; was immediately piqued.- : o T
"What a'dumb mistake!" he said., . - «
- “Tut, .tut .~ Vern. It is impolite, don t you think,

'S

to be - implying that my success is only your mistake°"

RajIt was a mistake all the same," insisted Fischer, forced
to nake the sacrifice. It was not Just the losas of his
queen that was the problem; he was now in a weaker position

\ '
altogether, having newer castled. His gueen s rook was

pinned in by Raji‘'s offensive, and his king‘s bishop had

been lost early in a trade-off. The game dragged(on; he .

nade more mistakes; he watched helplessly as‘Raji’s forces -

<« were ‘positioned for a kill; For three movee Fischer staved
off the final checkaate by blocking and sacrificing, first
a knight, then his queen’'s bishop, finally & éawn. - Thert it
was done. | -

“"You hust be worrying about Joan," Raji said
- \ Y

gqnerously. L . e . "




*"Yes,“ said'fischer.c .

ﬁaji'pushed up his sleeve and inspeéted hiQ heavy'
gold wqtch. It was nearly midnigﬁt.‘ The game had takéh h
nearly two hours. ‘ 
It'{ not like her' not to éall;" said Fischer. "Not like
E her at all." o7 C

“Check th? telgphone. Perhaps the receiver is nét
on prop;rly." , - = \

“I'm sure it is." -

— g .o
“Your cats may have dislodged it." -~ ..

“That’s not possible. 1It’s a wall phoﬁe.“
"Sometimes calling is awkward. Maybe she is
visiting Louise. and Lo&iseiis in oﬁe of her states._ You
'know h;w she gets." They launched‘intoltﬂe usﬁgi
: di%cussiop of Louise and her paradé of ill-assorted 1over5,
' "You're sure .you dfdn;t ha&g &'quarrel?" Raji
.hsked finally. _
Fischer shook his head. The cats pérade&fto and

fro with worried faces, knodking the chess pieces aboué.'

“écét," sgié Fischer. "Qour mummy ‘1l be back soon.” He
begaﬁ to put the chess away. "If Joan were hoﬁe\now," he
muséd, "she‘d probably be asleep already. Nicky gets hér
up pretty early, you know." The possibility ;hat Nicky

- might be getting Q;g up instead struck Fischer for the

| first time. - "Maybe we’'d better have a 1005 for her,"” hg
said. !'Maybe sﬂe;s jusﬁ dowﬁstai 5; I don’t think their

phdﬁg's.connected at the moment.; They're cute girls,

/
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anyway; it‘11 be a chance to introduce you. Come on."

/ .
The Roslyn Apartments had been built at the turn

7, ) ’
of the century as luxury accommodation, and consisted of an

.east tower and a vest’tower, laced together by catwalks.
It stood just south of the Osborne Street bridge, \
challenéing the new high-rises'alpng RiveN‘Avenue. The
Filschers’ apartment-was on the fifth floor of the east
side. Since there“was.on y one elevator they had to use a
catwalk to cross the abyss between the towers,_known
politely as the courtyard.

Raji and Fiacher trossed»the catwalk hastili in
" the cold October air. The elevator was a gilt and nirrored
'cage'which reminded Fischer of the quaint illustrations in
a book he‘d once read about time machines, bathyspheres and

other like marvels. ' It was noisy, too; even over in the )

east tower, the days and nights were punctuated by -the //
clanking and creaking of 1its chains and the thump- bump of
its halts., |

They stood outs%ﬂe the qirl s apartment Fischerﬁ
clutching his beer bottle He bent his ear to ‘the door
(solid oak,ethe varnish dark with age, the original brass
.numerals long since replaced by cheap lead ones) and caught
the whine of Bob Dylan singing "Mr. Tanbourine Man". He
also heard a hesitant nervous laugh he felt sure was
Caroline’s. He knocked sharply’ twice. There was a groan.
Caroline herself opened the door. ‘Pa;ﬁfh\r dreamy and

disheveled head, he glimpsed a boy 1n a bright ‘blue tee'’




rd

shirt sprawled on the sofa. .

"fhislis Raji," Fischbr said. He made no httempt
to sqdéeze through @he half-opened door.  "Raji, Caroline
‘ Eprbes."‘“Stiff sﬁiles were exchanged. -

"He were really looking for Joan," Fischer
heiplqined quickly. "You,héven't seen her?“ ‘

“"Not this evening," said Caroline. "HWas._ she
.planning to drop in? This," she went on, inclining H%x
head towards the young man, "is my friend Tony‘"

"She,wenq out to buy something around 9 and I

haven't heard from her since.  It’s not like her nét to

" call. I thought. she might have stoppé& in here, and I knew

" your phone was out of.order, so we just came down."
“Oh, 1it’s fixed now," Caroline said. "Is thé\baby
all alone?" "

r

o "Well, yes. He’'s asleep, of course, but I'should

»

get bacK. -Sorry to have bothered you. "

T Fischer gulped down the rest of his beer in the
elevator and adjusted his' glasses. "So much fOr thatl" he'
said glbonily. On the catwalk, though shivering with cold,
he paused and‘leanpd over the -railing. He let his empty
beer bottle drop. After what seemed an age, 1t_shqttered,
and a light flicked on in one of the ground floor windows.

"Come'on," said ani, takind him figmly by the
arm. "You_a}e either drunk, Fischer, or more woryiqp than
I thought!" : _ .

' JNof worried, old chap. Not drunk a bit.*

13




Raji steered him down the corridor to the
apartment. "Just really pissed off, that'’'s &l1," Fiséher
‘explained. While Fischer opened more beéq; Raji phoned
Louise, but she hadn‘t seen Jpan all evening. "Any idea
whére'she might have gone?" he.pursuea. And lowering his
voice: “Has she been seeing anyone, you know, on the side?

_ Anytping like that?" Louise expressed great‘doubts on this
last score, but Qg}eed it @as very;peculiar tﬁat Joan
hadn’t called.- Perhaps the police should bé aleited?
.“There were ‘two rapes‘gndgr that ‘bridge 1last spriné," she
reminded him. ‘ |

Raji conveyed all.this to Fischer wh(:’.:t_

‘. crbss-legged on the mattress, lodking desolate.

| "The police be damned!® Fischer saig\thickly.
"Joan wsuld be suré to walk in as soon as they'got hére,
lghr“///'and that would make 'me look pketfylétgpid, wouldn’'t 1it?
After gll, it’s Saturday night. It's hot even that’ late.
\\g'She prbbably met someone at‘Fox’B, her éistér Phyllis
maybe, or some old family frieﬁd. It’'s-fucking’
inconsiderate of her not to call,'but maybe she was mad at
me for some reason. You kndw how women are, Raji. 1
wanted her to buy some beer when she went out and skhe gave
me a long story about how there dag‘no money in the
account. It would be stupid to call the policé just
because she’'s pissed off and-doesn't bofﬁer to phone.
Don’t you agree?" He drank4half a beer in one draught.

"But if she’s been hurt or raped or something,

. LS ‘ 14!
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.away‘'again. - He 1istened a- long time, but no footsteps

e o ' \
surely . . ."’

"Listén Would Joan get raped? It's cold out
the;e.~ It’'s the wrong season, I tell you."

By and by Rajendra left and Fischer fell into bed.
He checked the baby first, and pulled the covers up over

' hin. "He locked the doors. Joan had a key, and he’'d hear

‘her anyway when she came\yn. Should he lie awake, worried

and fretful? What would evoke the most rémorse in Joan and
what would put himself in the best 1ight? He thought of

all her faults and the more he thought about them the'

" clearer and more numerous they seemed. She was lazy. ' She

was self-righteous ‘and argumentative.' She was critical of
him. nShe nagged. She couldn’t manage money. She dresséd
badly. Were it not for heér he woulq surely have completed
his Ph.D. b§ now. And the apartment! What a mess i£
always was| ’Not that he cared on his own accoﬁnt, but the
poor child shouldn’t have to crawl‘apput on dirty floors!
It didn’t take much, did it, to wash.a floor? In his
parents’ houg;, the white tiles in the kitchen were washed
every eveéing. It was the work'of fiv; minutes. And how
tasty his mother’'s meals! -Even during the wﬁr, when the
simplest ingredients were often lackias, meals at home had
been a thing of significance, not a slapdash affair of tins

and burnt thises and thats:

The creak of theﬁelevator broke through the

" stillness of the night. \ He sat up to listen It creaked



/
/
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fgilowed.' He wondeted‘if that horrid boy were still witﬁ
Caroline, and obscene visions of sadistic copulations came
to ﬁim unbiddéﬁ[ like vermin. Perhaps after all he should
/§q11 the police? . Or the hospitals? dr someone? Joan'’'s '
.Upcle Hez"betrt:"?'j God forbid! . : ,

Nu, something serious could have happened. It

really was unlike her not to call, whatever her other ~

. failinés.f Everyone agreed it wasn’'t }1ke her. She wasn't

vengeful or negligent in that particular way. He could

imaginé other women resorting to such meahness, but not

her. His Joan! How could he have blamed her for a minute?

What ‘had possessed ﬁim? He sat bolt upright in bed,

rubbing his eyes and fuggl;ng for his glasses. He was
suddenly sick with yegpning. He clasped the pillow, and
thought of her thin pale face, her dark eyes, and the
little scar just below her nose. He thought of their 3
perfect little Qon aéleep in ﬁhe room off the kitchen.

Poor ‘kid! His Mama miéht be 1lying raped and murdered undér

the bridge, not a.hundred yards from home! Two rapes there

lagt‘springl~ The women hadn’t been murdered, though, and a

man had been arrested. He must sureiy be in jail. Not

that_the;e couldn‘t be others like him roaming free - that
Clittle éig downstairs was a likely type. Oh, poor Joanl

Werner Fischer”iooked impulsively towards fhe doorway as {if

willing hei to appear. - -

o Shs'might be alive but unconscious, -moaning softly

—

in ati oblivion of pain. He would go himself and search the

C
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river banks. He w@ld fiAd "her.” He would rescue her.
. : He pulled:Qn his tz‘ousers, The high ruthless
October 'wind! soughed in the trees. The baby \lay with his

. thumb curled near half—parted lips. ‘' He must be spared t:hé.
sighf of his:ngoﬂther,‘ abused and maybe dead. Someone must
"come to babysit, then; also in case Joan ';*eturned or

| called. It was half past two by t‘he clock in t:he kitchen
Fischer put.the_kettle on. At twenty to three he made- a
‘cup of ,instiar;t coffee. ‘The b‘uildinq was quiet. He looked

\
»~

out’ fhe window. of his son’'s room. Most houses 'were
" complei:ely dark.' It was. late now, ever; for Saturdar-nigﬁt.
He .thought of calling Rajendra back but 1t would
be better to leave Nicky with .a woman: he sometimes mad?
strange with mén. Caroline, he thought, or Jenr‘m'if'e_r. They
. were the obvious ones. They were close, right in. the'_ .
buildinéj. He dialled, hoping it was true that their phone
was fixed again. It rang. He prayed that Caroline woq‘l'd .‘
answer, and she did. When he opened the door. for- her five
minutes later, he saw with relief that she ‘had come alone.

Fdscher puffed on one of his home-rolled

cigarettes as the elevator glided down. His hands

‘t trembled; the giit-framed mirror showed him a. haggard face,

"and bloodshot eyes. Osbofne Street was.deserted. From the
downtown area north of the bridge the o//nly sound was a
-fain_t sigh as'if the citg 1t:.s;él'f wemre br'%athing in .sleép. _
The sky was clbudy; few stars glinted; the mopn.,\ '

three-quarters full, came and went. ' .4

17



\

ﬂi’ ' ) 'He made his way down the narrow path to the river.
;béte was an old tree there, bone white,’its bark
comp}etely stripped away. He and Joan had often seen
‘ hundreds Bf pigeons perched in it. The ground around it,
and - the tree it;elf,‘smelt strongly of their dr&ppings.
Swallowé a@d pigeons roosted in the struts under the bridge
rénd stirred uneasily wheﬁ he. passed. It was very dark
‘ fhere, though sheltered from the wind. He regretted not
having thought to bring a flashlight. He struck a match
arid saw, scrawled on the bridge’s”unaerside: ‘dJesus Saves'’
~ 1in faded red paint. Around this hopeful message there were
numerous others, some‘religipus; some obscene. Most were

chalked initials linked by a simple ‘L' or enclosed in a

clumgily—drawn heait. The river was much higher‘than it
had been 1n the heat of the summer, the last time he’'d
walked this way. He had to stoop at one point and look
'for stones to steb on to avoid wetting his feet. He

followed the gravellflat.for about ten yardéu Then it gave

E way'to thick chokecherry bushes and willows that stopped
h;ﬁ in his tracks. Thé moon appqgred an@ &énced on the
black water like ahlive thing. The wind was strong and the
river resisted it, like a bird holding its feathers clpse.
He pulled his jacket tight and scanned the opposite bank
It was the more 1likely place for mischief; the river paths
went for miles on the north bank. Nu, but it was hard to
imagine anyone luring Joan there against her will. They

would have had to‘croas the bridge, as he was doing now,

4
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and at nine in the even@ there would have been a lot of
traffic.” She must have éone of her own accord - attracted |
perhaps by the call of some pird she wanted to see -. and |
- then been attacked. |

He stumbled on the downward path and only avoid?d
fall;ng inFo the water by catchihg hold of a young treé.
. The ground was slick ffom the heavy rains of the previous
day.. He sucked his hand where he’'d grazed‘it againsé the
bark, and turned, glancing systematically up and down the
bank. In between the clumps of brush the paths ran'}ike a
maze. It was hete that Joan had introduced him to the
catbird, that arcﬁideceiver with its neat gray body and the
small red flash atop its well-groomed head. The only
sounds now fre the murmurous lap-lap of the river and the
piercing shkieks of a-nighthawk. Not a single vehicle had
crossed thelbridge. Winnipeg truly belonged to those who ’
followed Ben Fraﬁklin's dictum about early to bed, early to
‘rise. Evgn on a Saturday night there wasn‘'t a club.or a,
restaurant that remained open'atltﬁis hour. —~—

i Suddenly he stopped. A foot shape,‘a dark
bootlike th{pg, protruded from behind some bushes. His
heart began to pound. He approached cautiously, knowing it
wasn‘t Joah - she had no such soots - but fearing to meet
her assailgnt. The wearer of phe boot must be lying down.
Was it only some derelict, sleeping it off on thé'danb cold

) grodnd? He skirted the buskes. to make his approach from

" the other side at a safe distance, and saw nothing.

/
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Stealthily he drew closer Oh there was the boot all ,
right , but not its punerl He picked it up it ?as heavy
as atohe,’completely‘sodden, the sole and Upper no longer
fully joined Laughing weakly, he dropped it. The .
proverbial catch of the unlucky fisherman[ He' turned back ’
td éxplore the bank in the other direction .-He tried to
roll himself a cigarette but his hands were too numb and
stiff, he thrust them in ‘his pockets instead. Though he
) felt that further searching was/hopeless, he was compelled
‘ to go on,- 1f for no otherzﬁeason than that he had bothered \
a Caroline and got her up to babysit. HWhat would Joan be ” ;
doing, he wonderei if he had disappeared? ° ‘ .

He persewered :n his exploration of sthe north ///

- "bank, shivering ‘with cold and no, longer with any S
expectation of success. An empty whisky bottle, - | '
half—submerged in mud, shone in the curious light. The“‘ .

qurk had begun to 1ift. h cgld gray band widened on the.
horizon,” and the moon, lowe?%d and paled. Gazing up at the
sky he’ saw, before hear ing: their resonant barks, a skein of -
Canada geeae He liatened gratefully to their brave' '

) chorus. How Joan would have ‘loved to see that! They had

) - planned to go to Delta and spend an entire week watcﬁing

«. ‘the migrants, thrilling to the beat of hundreds of .

thousands of wings. They would go next spring, he decided
No matter what. She couldn t be dead, his Joan, ne

concluded unreasonably,’ since the geese still flew.

SRR o Perhaps she had even now come. back while he had heen
*

—
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Chapter 2
A few hours later Fischer was again privileged to -
.heur the cry of geeée. It was‘early, barely light, and ne
Izwas ettending to_thekbaby. For a long time he had been
\‘aware of Nicky’s cries in his dream; they had been nothing
to do with him and he had slept on, worn out from the
exertioﬂs of the night.
. Joan had not come back. Even in his sleép her

lbsence'had been tangible and impinged on him, like tﬁe
echo»inqa room emptied of furniture. ) ' !

The moment he offered the child its bot lezof milk
it ceased howling~and he heard the geese. TA%y,were flying"‘
over theﬂcity 1n<the cold dark dawn, fqllowing(the river.
Nu, miqrétion'wge‘a-sttange thing. There were many

-~ tneories about 1tt. What gaused‘it.reaIIY?, Changes in the
\ _ _number. of hours of'dajligpt, or the polarized rays of the
sun? The earth’s magnetic field? What part was played bf
hormone levels? By early experience? It was-a mystery. \

- 4

Science might work out all the whys and hows one day, but

T it would still seem a mystery, and amaze.

He pulled up the aide of the crib with a jerk and
stunbled back to bed He wept for a while, mourning Joan,
then slept fitfully until roused onte more by the baby's

| cries, punctuated this time by thuds and squeeks and an
N : o ‘unnerving rain of crashing sounds.

,‘-

- . ' PP Nieky was in a standing position, shaking the bars
i ' T o . . ) 3
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appearante, and the floor of the room was littered with

of the\ﬁzib. His sleepers sagged, giving Him a dwarf-like
things he had hurled in his fury. The baby bottle had
broken'intq‘a milliop bits. L *

\\ "Bad béyl" said Fischer, picking ﬁp a chunk of
glass and gespuriqg with it.. "Bad boyt"

" The child.fegumed‘his rhythmical screaming, -
récking back and forth. .The crib began to roll away from
the wall as he rdcked faster and faster: His screams were
reduced Eo-short aﬁdky gasés. Fischer, seething with'rage,

grftted'ﬁis teeth and swept up the broken glass. The floor-
would need hashinq befor?,the baby could play on it ;afely"‘
While he Bwépt he léctbfed éhq chﬁld‘on the hazards of

fibroken glg;s. His words sounded false even to himself.
Damn ff, where was Joan?. Why on earth Qid she use élass ‘

-~ bottles anyway? HWasn't the kid big’endhgh ta.do without a

" bottle altogether? He staggered og; to t@e garbage chute.
The phone rang, 1n§piring Nicky to p@£ch his'scréaming
higher, in a sing-song of outrage. In one comp&gx motion
Fischer slammed the back door and answered €he phone.

It was Norm Onyschuk, his thesis ;ppe;visor. A
new éhipment of young rats had come in Friday; they had.
planned to operaté on fhem Sunday morning. Now it was
Sunday mornihg. He explaiﬁed hishgituation-to Norm as
quickl& as he could. He could tell Norﬁ didn‘t quite: -
believe him. . .

| He.fed Nicky a whole jar of sweet potatoesﬁl The,
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poor kid was really ravenous.  Probably Hadn’t had enough
[4
supper. He wondered what Joan hadufgdﬂhim the night

o

before. It seemed weeks had passed since Qheh..:ﬂhile he .
.'spooned the bright orange slop‘i%to the‘babyfb moufh[ﬁige‘.
two 'cats milled around, rubbing against his neked leqs;
leaping on his lap, add batting fhe sp‘Bn. 'They were .
hungry too, of .course. Fischer saw h;s chance £3x a quiet
cup of coffee postponed indefinitely

The police, he tRought. He d have to phone them. .
He’'d promised Norm he would. ‘He removed- his glasses and ~
wiped the sweet potato splaehes'off on his sleeve. He ),
hated people in unifovm.' Doctors, policemen, streepcar N
cqnductors, nurses. When such a person turned ZUt‘to be
human after all, like hie dentist, Dr. Weinstein, it was a
wonder. Fischer had become Dr. '.Weinq‘tein’s faithful
advocate. He was alert to any suggestion of dental-
cqmplaint emongst his acquaintances and at the merest hint,
he recommended Weinstein. .

He gave Nicky a chocolate cookie to keep him happy
for a moment and went reluctant}y to thelphone, then had to
hunt the number .in the direceory. \ A I

"My wife’s disappeared,” he said. "Since laet'

night, about 9." . . )

.
IS

‘A male voice explained thqt they didn‘t usually
investigate missing adults until 24 hours had passed
“Bloody hell," Fischer snarled. "There’'ve been

rapes in this neighbourhood ahd my wife’s just vanished!
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Left me~stuck with the baby, too. It's not like her."

So the police came. The doerhell chimed and

" Fischer shuffled down the long hallway and there they were.
For a minute he thought they had come to take him away.

They were so awfully tall. When they looked down at him he

_squirmed By the time he invited them in they were 1n

already, standing expectantly, staring about. His palms
grew moist The younger of the two had a moustache like a
wild west villain ' The 'older one had short grey hair and
looked like the teacher at the Erikaschule. The teecher's‘

‘name had been Blumenthal and he'd had a pretty daughter,

Eva Blumenthal, with freckles'an& big teeth. . One day the
Blumehthel family had disappear%d. The policeman’s name .
was Grace and. he spoke with a hint,of a British accent.' If
he had any daughters he didn’t say so.

‘ They sat at the table in the kitchen and asked
lots of questions. Fischer did his best to answer.
trughfully end to keep from fidqeting. He offered to make
coffee, and‘when thef declined that, offered teal,.That';-
wouldn’'t happen at home. He couldh’tupicture his father,
dr}nkiné coffee or tea in.the morning roeﬁ with two ‘

policemen while the maids listened at the keyhole end Fritz

the gardener cowered outside beneath the window. Besides,

when his mother ran away, which she did at least once a

year, hi§m£at9er*ﬁust Waited a day or two and then went and
[ | . '
fetched her. During the war, he went by train or by boat

but later he used to téﬁe the light blue Opel. And there

- I ’

¥
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his mbther always was, et her barents” farm in Brunsbattel,‘
owaiting to be fetched back. When she'got‘back she would be
' coy and lauqhaa lot, turniné her head awaf from jou, her
grey eyes full of secrets and mischief.
Where Joan’ might have run to he had no 1dea He
s pressed his ‘thumbs together and bit his 1ip while Roger&,
" ‘the Qne with\,the moustache, took notes. He Twrote down. the
names‘and addresses -and phone numbers of Rajendra, Louise,.

<

Joan's sister Phyllis, Joaﬁ\q aunt and uncle, ard her

employer./ Grace studied a photograph of Joan. It was a -
picture taken last summer in: thé. park; she stared out of

"1t, faintly, almost sadly smiling. She’'d been depressed
. s

Fx

'that day and he'd gone with her to the park and tried, but

-

failed, to cheer her up.
. "In ceées of 1nvoluntary'disappearence, we look
for potives," Grace said. "One is foul pla}. hé can‘t
rule that out. Your own search of the area around Ehe
°.’ ‘brnge indicates that you realize that. ' Another

1

possibility Is kidnapping. The usual motive there is

money. " ' .
A " " "We haven't any moneyﬁﬁ.said Fischer. "You can
see how we iive." He gestured véguely'aé the walls, badly
in need of paint, and at the uﬁmetched dishes that
cluttefed'the old,xchipped enamel table.p "We’'re both
students.

"I grant you that," said Grace. "But you do have

o

relatives. Tell us about their financial standing in a

a
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general way, beginning with Mrs. Fischer s family."

"Joan was born here, as I mentioned. Her family

moved when she was eight or nine, first to Tofonto,.then to -

Montreal. Her parents still live in Montreal. They have

\

'no money - her father likes to play the horses, you see -

and*her mother works. Joan's younger sisterﬁ/PhY1lis,
lives here in a rgoming hbuse on W;rdlaw Street. She was
1iving with us until two months ag6 " R

"Did she move out'because of a quarrel? Anything
like that?"

“No, no. Just Qantéd to be on her own. You kney
how kids are these days." R .- ‘

"You ﬁentioned_an uncle? Father’'s brother?"

"Herbert Hale. He’'s in insurance - works for that
company across'the bridge. Where they have ‘the big
Christmas tree every year." l

\‘"Whgt’s his position there?" !

Fischer shook his head. - "I don't pay much
attentiqn to thqsé<diétinctions." M

"Must be one of the top brass if he has a Tuxedo
address. Have yon been to6 the house, Mr. Fischer?" '

' "Oh yes, several times. 'They invite us for

dinner. Thanksgiving, Christmas, that sort of thing. It:s
a rich man’s house. Wali to wail carpets, dighwasher,

L))

copper pots hanging‘bn the kitchen walls. Big original

‘ ‘paintings with little lights on top."

“Do they ever help you out?"
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, referring to ‘Julia’s damned money.'" ’ .

- .
— -,

T . S |
0 ; “They gave us a hundred bucks when Nicky was ..
. P . . ' .-
botrn. "
I', * “Nothin " . 'ﬁ‘ ' . ’
L g regular? < 'J

»No." He wrinkled his nose. ‘All he got regularly
‘from .Uncle Herb was a lecture on the virtues of thrift and
the high cost of tobacco.

"Would you take it 1f they d4id?",

B ne\(er thought .about it. I guess so. We could

sure use it." . o Vi

"You don’t care for your wife a relatives mueh. "
Grace smiled in sympathy. ' .
“Oh, I like Phyllis. But the Hales - well.

'I'hey re a stuffy lot. Very bourgeois, ﬁou ‘know. We're

, Just. not. that type."

"Another world, eh"" What about Mrs. Hale?"

"I like her better than\Herbert "

"I mean, what’s her full name? She might have

money of her own."

"I think she does. I recall my father-in-la¥% onhce

"Could be Julia Latimer." .
v "Sounds like At," liogers assented. . "We can ask.;
The Latimers," he explained for Fischer's benefit ‘made a

f ortune on the grain exchange. That’s where most of the °

" smart money’s come from, in this part of the world."

) 4.
Grace finished his'tea and began to stroke Fossil,

who had quled up demurely in his lap. When had Fischer or

L] 3 ’ . '
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-1f your wife had been kidnapped’“ y

his wife, 1ast spoken to the Hales?

. "It's been ages."_

3 3

"Thanksgiving is a week from tomorrow. ~ Ypu mean.

you haven't been invited?" CoL

"Not yet, as far as I know."

"Is that unusual?"

- )

“Oh, I don’'t think.so. I don’t think they.ever |
ing%;e,us'Vefj far in advance. Probably they hope we’1l
have other plans. It must be ae huch of a bore for them ae
it is for us - though they seem to like the baby a lot.".:

"Would the Halesg be likely to pay a ‘ransom demand -

e

"I QOn t know.. Herb s tight but Julia s soft.

I’ve‘no idea, really. But they have a daughter of ‘their
own. "I meen,,if their money was the motive it would make
1

more’ sense, wouldn t it, to kidnap the Hale girl? Besides,

what bothers me is, kidnappings are usually planned. The

‘Victim’s habits ére‘studied and so on, and the kidnapping

"i{s done when the victim is at seme particular place at a

predictable time. Joan wasn’'t exactly in the habit: of
going to the d}ugstore at a quarter to nine on Saturdays,
if you see-what I mean."” ‘

_Rogéfs and Grace -agreed this was a very good
point, but stressed that occasionally kidnappings were
opportunistic rather than planned. Was there any item of

Joan’'s apparel that could have euggested access to money?

Did she look pértibularly smart or chic?
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Fischer shook his head. “All she had on of

i

worth," he said, "was ﬁér wedding band. Most of her

-
— 3

clothes are hand-me downs." - '
~ . “But a pretty face/ for -sure. One of those

- faces," said Rogers with unexpected wistfulhess, "that

-~ .

ralways,reminds you of ;omebody else you used to know. That
could be the key," he added shafply. "A case of mistaken
_ identity." |

“She had a scar from a harelip," said Fischer.

"You can’‘t see it very well in the photo."

"Good -to know that. Mmm, 'well, let’s get back to

o

the relatives. Any others?"

"Just a cousin of her mother’s. 'Nice chap. Looks -

like Jimmy Stewart. 1I. forget his name. But he’s not rich

A

anyway:"‘ ' .
Having done Qith QpaA's family, they turned to
his. There wasfonly pis older brother Georq 'in Brazil, and -
L. hfs pérents'qnd sisters in Hamburg. His father had wanted |
him to go into the business - importrexport, dried fruits,
_Cuban tobaccos, that sort of thing - but he’d refused and
come fo Canada instead. He'd hag to[qet away, not to be
stifled. | |
"Would &out parents pay a ransom for your wifg?"
"I've no 1deg..~The money ‘s tied up in land and
buildings. And the busiﬁess. Also, fhey were opposed fo

_ the marriage."

“Really? Any. special feason?".

A}

-
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“They thought Joan looked Jewish. They ve‘nothinq
against Jews but thought it was - uh- impractical to look
Jewish in Germany." I '

“Ah, yes, T see. We d like te’check the mailbox
before we go," saiﬁ Grace. “In case Ehere s a message.“

”Joan’s got. the only key, I’ ‘'m afraid. o

"The superintendant will have a duplicate .-You
needn t bother to come down, Mr Fischer, we’ 11 see to it.
If there 5 a message we'll come back up and.show you, if
there isn t we 11 _get on with the job. Call this number
and ask for Sergeant Williams 'if anything comes up in the

meantime." Grace handed him a piece of paper

* "Suppose it is kidnappers, and suppose they call

13
3

me . . .” Fischer began. "What should I say to
them?"einstallment plan, if they‘ask for it. Don‘@ let on : /

that:we're involved. Lie if you have to. But tell us,

‘anyway. By the way, we checked yoar telephone. 1It's

safenoi %ape.“° Grace reached across the gate and patted
ﬁicky's head. "Beautiful baby, isn‘t he? He's taking'it‘
all very well, teo.‘ You just try and ao the same, Mr.
Fischer. Hopefully we’'ll have your wife home with you in
no ﬁime.“ . _ ' .
. Fischer leaned against tne kitchen door, took off
his glaeees, and drew his arm across his forehead. Then he
replaced the glasses. They were foggy with dirt; but he
didn;t care. Joan usually washed them for him. . Perhape
she would come back ta do 4t, if he left them dirty.’

1 \
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He mashed a banana for the baby's lunch. Nicky ,

atehéreedily, smacking his lips an& wriggling all over like
a litflenégiﬁ?{/ “Such happiness, and in the face of
' tragedyl" Fischer teased. "’‘Nanal" Nicky answered.
“'Nanal ‘Nanal® Hé yawned, showing his threelféeth.

~ \ While the baby napped, Fischer tried to study. ‘
The text swam before his ey;s. He was reading about the \
theory of the meméry trace. Could it efigt?‘ If ig cogld.‘ .
where was 1it? Hb@ did it get established in the brain?
The iightbulb in his udy lamp made a tiny sizzling noise
that &rated on hi{,nerves. The cat Schillet‘tried twice to
occupy his lap, missing Joan, who was hjs favourite. The
roéking chair creaked. He wished he knew how the poli9e.
wené-getting on. He kept expecting them to phone. ' Théy“d T » .
looked all a;ound the apartment, evén in all the cupboards. ¢
‘He’d worried about the mess at the time - not wanting‘them.
' to think 111 Joan - but now the real redson for their
. snooping gt&GZfshim. They'd been looking for her! Well,,
he was bound to'be suspected, wasn’‘’t he? He could just
hear Grace putting the gquestion to Aunt Julia: ‘Do you
- think, Mrs. Hale, that Mr. Fischer is capable of murdering
his wife?’ And Aunt Julia simpering back: ‘Really, it’'s
very hard for ﬁe to say, you know, but he.is a rather
strange youpg man, sort of different!’ She was bound to
.add, after a thoughtful mqment: ‘And of course he’s

J

It was hard not to blame Joan herself for the SN
, . o . .

o 32 . /

German, too!’




A

situation, hThe police hae assented far too easily when he
told them he was~sure she’'d not run off wi;ﬁ anyone. How
sure ‘was he? How sure_could he‘be-? How could any man ever
be sure, come to that? If Joan were going to do such a '
thing, why should he have guessed about it? She was quite
clever enough not to leave‘clues fPossibly she was
passionately in love with someone else and had been !
planning her escape for some time She had numerous
opportunities for meeting: other men. Last_month,.for -
.example, she had gone to Dr. Weinstein. He was hot an
unattractive man and a dentist coulq get work anfwhere.
What would sto§ them from running off to Arisqna-or Hawaii
or Sinéapére to iive, away from this beastly cold climste?
Fischer‘iose and went to the telephone, intending to
apprise Grace of_Ehe poss%bility of such a liaison. ‘The
+weight of the receiver btought.him to his senses. If Joan
) ha& been kidnapped, which seemed much me}euxikelyg how
.coulg the kidnapper phone if he'kept the line busy?
| Onlthe other hand, 1if Joaq really:bere having an -
affair, wouldn!/t she have had te confide in someone?
Phyllis maybe? - Or Louise? Sooner or later the police
would ieare aﬁout it. He could anticipate sympathy fros
Censtable Grace. 'I'm truly sorry, Mr. Fischer,' he’'d say.
‘These things do happen. We're ail victims, you know, of
the’female sex.' Rogers would probably smirk, ;nsqininq
himself safe from deceit of that kind. Well, he wasn’t:

+ . e ;

.safe; was he? No man was.
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’ ; . Vernl" she exclaimed “What a terrible fix to be in.

Late. in the afternoon Aunf Julia called.: "Oh, .
. R . -~
- Constable -Grace told us all about it, and Herb was
‘wondering: 1f you'd thought of callinq Joan’ s famiLy°" No, ’
‘Fischér was reluctaﬁt to involve them at this stage. <
“ "I don’t wonder;" Aunt Julia went on. “You must
. be . just sick with worry. And trying to cope with the'babyf
' tool What 1 wanted to suggest was that we take Nicky for
'the next few days, you mustchave so much to do T could
drive right over and fetch-him; we’ ve a&ready set up
Hilary's old crib in the guest room, and Hilqry herself has
Iunpacked a bdx’of toys. ‘What do you think?" ) 4 ’
‘ 4 Fischer was stunned His 1nst1nct was to say “No*
°because he. preferééd to have as little to do with the $lales
as possible‘ @n the other ‘hand, they had taken a’ lot of
trouble with the crib and toys. 'Hilary‘waéufourteen, and

) - the baby liked her - If he said ‘No g‘Juxia and Herb might

%hlnk he didn’ tairust them, or might suspect that he wasn't
.grateful. That would be awkwa?d 1if he 'had tdfask them to
¢ ¥ ' pay a ransom for Joan. So finally he said, "That's very
kiﬁd, Julia. Véry thou%:tful. I'11 pack up Nicky’'s thinqs
niqht away. " 6L<¢ . ! _ ’
o Grace and Roqers dropped by again about eight i

- tthe evening. Joan had indeed gone to the drugstore, they

S

"__reported. Mr. Féx, the pharmacist, remembered perfectly.

’

.7 She’d bought sﬁanpoq,and cashéd a cheque foi five dollars,

postdated to the following Tﬁead;yz .She had. seemed to be

p .
! T4 : : &
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halone in the drugstore, an elderly coupie beinq‘the only

'jother_cuatomeri at the tiﬁe.

"She must have been intending to buy me some beer

m

., after all,“ said Fischer wistfully “That would explain
'the cheque." - j/ |

-
-

-"She’s not in the hospitals, and she’s not at the

<@

morgue, " said Constable Grace. “All cars are on the alert,

-

and everything pdssibie's being done.\ Oh, one last thing.
Unless she travelled under an assumed name, she hasn t left
Winnipeg by air or by rail That baby asleep?“ he

epncluded “It's awfully quiet."* .

"He s gone to. his aunt's for a few days."

A

“"Well now, that’s a-help to you, I'm sure. Just

" don't give up hope. Get a good friend to. come over and

LIS

keep feu éompany, is my advice. Brooding won't'help'any."

On the strength of fthis counsel, Fischer r&nq.

.- Caroline.and Jennifer, who came up for coffee.

..‘\‘
..\‘

- "She must have intended to buy me some beer after

;13," he todd them, and began to weep quietly behind his
glasses. . D , ? Sh ‘

< ( . "‘l ‘

- . | N |
P

- ] ’ S
, » {

; ~ '



f
.

-

. “Chapter 3

Many people went to Winnipeg 8 Assiniboine Park
that Sunday to take advantage of the fall sunshine. The
sky was a scrubbed, sheer blue and in the middle of the

picnic grounds stood a éodntain of leaves, seething with

‘children. A couple turned to watch for a monent * He was

tall, sandy-haired, with a ‘full expressive mouth She

leahed her hea t his shoulder, and her dark plaits
fell against his leather jacket. °

’"Race you to the woodsl" cried the girL.,an took
orf.  Caught off guard, the man sprinted after along the
walk. He should have been faster, he should have overtaken

her, it should have been easy with his long legs - but he -

 J
~gtubbed his toe on a stone. She gained the woods before

him and leaned against an oak tree to catch her breath,

" laughing at his frustration. .

"Who do youathink you are - Atalanta?’

"Who’s she?" 4 .

"Some Greek goddess who ran very fast, faster than
any-bf the guys. She ag;eéd to marry whbever défeaéed her
in a race; but the ones spe defeated had to p@y with their
l;vés.“

‘ . 2Ughﬁ“ saig'the girl. | "She sounds a\proper bitch
to me. - Should I put you to death?" l o
| They linked arms. They were nearing the zoo, and

‘as they made their way through the woods the peacocks’
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~cr;e$ and lio;s'lroars came closer and closer.

“By.this tfme next week there’ 11 probably be snow
on the ground,” the man said "; bet you’'ve_ never been tq
the zoo in dinter.*

"It's open then?"

"Sure. 1It's always open.

They passed the porcupine cages and folloﬁeq é%e
<§2Eb by the pheasantry. The.colourful bir&s winkeé and
strutted in narrow gardens furnished‘with dwarf;sh dark
shrubs and logs whitened with age and dung. A crowd in
front of the .centre caqe was watching the peacocks

“Where do they put the animals in the winter?
They can’'t all stay out in the cold, can they?"

‘“A lot of them can. The cold just makes them grow
“heavier coats.” | X

~"Is there anything you don't khow?“ laughed the
girl, nuzzling his®neck. He made a trhgic face. "Lots and
lot; of things," he said. "Did I ever tell you that I
flunked grade 572"

"Xou!" -,

“Yup."

"Goodness qraciodsg how come?" -

"I hated my teacher thaﬂwyear, and m§ dog was hit

by ‘a car, and my kid sister was born - it was a ‘tough

year."
g "You've made up for it, now." s,
"Yup," he said, grinning. “I have you, don‘t I?
: N . . A
- 37 .
¢ J R



.And we’'re on our way to see my fhvpurite beasts. And when .
i v

we gét home, we’'re going to do all sorts of lovely beastly
thiﬁgé." He bent his head, nibbled her .ear, and whispered:
"Suchibeastly things|" . - .

Her pale cheeks flushed they stood in the middle
of the path at the end of thg pheasantry and kissed,[yhile
thé Sunday crowd pushed past them,'disapprovingly.

" The tigers were in a large circular enclosure
roofed with heavy wire mesh. Signs posted at intervals
proélaiﬁed:' “"Dangerous Animals", "We biée", "Do not
cross fhe barfﬁer fence". Between the barrier fence and
the enclosure was a path overgrewn with weeds. .

Only one tiger was visible; she lay exténde?tupon
a huge silvery loé, herllimbs'lazily diquged, her thick
tail drooping langourously. ~Shé yawned, her téeth a row of
pale‘gold sscimi((«’fi'd o

The crovd ringed round the barrier fence watched
in fasciqation, thrilled by the sight of the creature’s
teeth. She w&s awesome in tﬁe dappled,iighf. The people
hoped she woufd leap, or stretch, or eéen ggowl; but the
tiger seemed determined to doze. '

"I bet she’‘s bored," the éirl remarked; thé man
nodded agrgeablya

Suddenly the crowd stirred. At the end of the
enclosure, on a~w1dé.éement platferh,.was a small house

made of concrete blocks with three narrow openings in the

fagade. Two were'enpty} but in the other.the;e'stood a

! N C
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second tiger, his forefeet furred and solid, his legs
tensed to spring. o SR

The people sighed with satisfaction. The second
tiger leapt down from the porch of the house, his flanks

quivering, the slack of his belly swaying, his tail
A .

training behind.

»

He stretched. He licked one forepaw. He bounded
onto the log. He was paler than the first tiger, his fur a
lovely caramel-streaked cream; he advanced up the log while
gazing over the crowd. The set of his head was regal and

mischievous, and hfs fla&hing eyes were the colour of

" tangerines. The first tiger drew éb her feet and waited,
- head lowered, her back to the other, her tail swinging like

a pump handle. Then she an?pqd to the grbund and ambled
over to the water dish. She drdﬁk noisily, to show that
she héd only ceded her place in response to thirst. The
pale”cbnqueror, stretched out upon the log, waneg inthis
turn, bliﬁking and gazing at the people with a serene
expression. . .
‘ A chap in a plaid bush jacket swung his leg over/’
the barrier fence and thrust something through tpe wire.
"Here, kitty, kitty," the fellow caiied softly.
"Herg. puds! Here kitty, kitty!" The tigeé—
raised héer head froQ\the water dish and licked her 1lips.
"What’'s he got?" asked ‘the girl.

"A crust, I'suppose. Or a bone."

The crowd was compelled to watch. It looked from
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man to tiger, from tiger to man, “its expectations building

'bredth by gieath. The man’s face was close to'fhe heavy
-wire, his feet lost in the weeds. His childden leaned over
the barrier rail to encourage him.. ’ '
a "Puss, pretty puss!"
~ The tiger paused:and regarded. the man briefly.
She'began to éacé.o Six or'seven strides north, when she
tubﬁed her fur against‘the wire well away from the
'~intruder, then six or seven strides south, her head
llowering a little each time she made the turn to repeat the -
circle, forth and back, forth and back. ) | //)

_ 'The crowd was caugﬁt now; it was getting what (it
had waited'for, it he%d its breAth, silené,‘intent. ‘Only~
-the man spoke, coaxingly,.;psinuatingiy,‘fingeré stiffly-
closed on his offering: what appeared to be‘; bonq from a
steak. (Hetmust have planned the whole scené last night at
supper,\thouéht the qifl. .Serve him right if she bites
hin.)

."Here kitty, kitty, nice bone for a kitty!"

i ,
Each time she passed the tiger came closer, her

great feet ‘thudding softly €n the hardened dust, her
shoulders grinding‘like bhgels. Then there was a scream
and ﬁhe.mah pulled his hand back. It was spurting bright
blood. He thrusp it into his mouth, bloodying h;s face.
He moaned. A woman helped him step back ovef the railing.
His children looked striéken. Thé'crowd began to babble

and mill, embatréssed by the weeping of this grown man who

[
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had seemed so tough in his bush jdcket. -A policeman'dnd'
two keepers ‘came running. The man, half his fo%éflooet
missing and hiS‘Ehumbnail crushed, was, led away. His plaln
(wife and three scared and sobbing children followed. An
older couple clung to one another, their qait slowed by
'aoe. As they turned away they gave a contemptuous look at
the. tigers. ' : - ~ S |
“Ungratefui beasts!” the old man told his wife
churlishly. “Should b’ shot!" IR _
kThey willlblame the tigers," the girl complained.
"If that chap ﬁad read Blake, he’'d oave more |
.fiﬁgers now," the man told her. ."Hefd have had a healthy
respect for wildlife, and kept his distance."

‘ The éirl nodded wordlessly, tryin§ oo recall the
lines of Bléﬁe’awéoem.. "'In the forests of the night,’'" .
she said, and faltered. The man took it up+ ’
| “Tyger! ' Tyger! burning bright

In the forests of the night,
What immoftal hand or eye

\

Dare frame thy‘feerful symmetry?"” ‘

"Since this is a zoo,'he probably thought they’'d
be tame," she suggested. The incidenﬁ hdd\had a sobering
effecf upon her. A stupid mistake had been made. Blood
had been shed. It anno}ed her. That, and the old man’'s
remark, and the fact that they d just stood and watched,
bewitched like sheep, when they might instead hnve-wnrned
the fellow (who probably wouldn’t have listened, but that
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wasn'’'t the point). .
¥

“»  "We might, as well see the rest of the zoo as we're

v

here," the man said. . Lo :

They resumed the t&df without enthusiasm. '

The polar bears were Bathing despite the nip in
the air.‘ The grizzly rose on h.';.s_ hind legs and caught at
peanuts %pd bits of apple thrown to him by children. The
couple movod silently throuéh.tﬁe throng, hand in hand. -

\ / They reérettod their lost gaiety but,s;nsibly, did not
pretend about it. '

Ag tho road'near the‘moose enclosure they waited'
for an SPCA van to pass. Then they looked in_ turn at the
zebras, the mouflon sheép and the camels, )

"See," sald the man, pointing. At .the back of the-
cémél-enclosure a keeper d4n green coveralls was combing‘the
camel'sdcoat with a garden rake.‘ The camel’s fringed ‘
egelids went slowly up and down. It swayed, enraptured. -

The girl was the first to notice the puppy. It

" was in the arms~of a ohubby teenager who, with her friends, g - "
had also stopped to watch the camel having its hair done. -
She pointed, then exclaimed: “Good heaven;, the tall one’'s
my cousinl*® ' . \
They approached the group, three gﬁrls and a boy,

’

clustered around the chubby girl with the’ puppy The puppy

P4

peered over its owner'’'s shoulder. He was round with brown

liquid eyes and thin floppy ears, a patchwork of white and

golden brown.: ‘ -
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"Hi Hilary," said the girl. The teenager turned, °
haﬂdsome rather than pretty, and as t;;I as a man. Her _
light brown hair was held back from hér brow\by # wide dark
ribbon. - . | : .

"Joan!" sﬁé cried h&ppil§; Then: "Oh, Phyllis;
it’s you, I'm sorryt" .

' | "That's okay, peéple always mix us up. Hilary,
this is my friend Andrew. Andy, Hilgry.% Hilary broke
' away.from her group and joined tﬂg couple. "Tell ie,“ she
began. “What do you think of this business with your
siéter?", o '

"What business?" .

"Oh.i_I assumed you knew. I'm sog;y, Phyl. VYour
SiStét'B disappearedf“ , s

v “But I just saw her on Thursdayl"l

"She went out to the drpgstore,lést night and
néver teturﬁed homé. We don't know wpere she 1is.- Mbybe
you have some“jdea," Hilary added hopefully. She looked
studiously at her cqusin. Apdrew gatched and wondered. He
knew ioan’only sliqh@ly anq had never heard of Hilary
before. She had presence, that one. And what a
marvellously deep voice! ‘

» L)

"Let me get this straight, now. Joan went to the

f

drugstore, Fox's oﬁ the corner’ that mu~t have been. Last
. night. “And never went home?"
"That’s right." '

“How do you know?" | s ' coe

.,




"o - ~ - .
< S

"Vern called th% police. The police came to our
house and told us." Turning suddenly to Andrew, she sai@:
fn “You‘ll keep this to yourself, won't you, Andrew?"
| Catching his nod of assent in the tail of her eye, sﬁe

leaned her face down close to Phyllis’s- and whispered:

&

' "%hey suspect it may be kidnapping.®
'1— A “No," said Phyllig. "No. .Why Joan? 1It’s too .
tAO'silly for words! And Vern calling the police! Jesus,
that’s hard to credit, you know. He absolutely hates
things like that. You're not mgking this up, are you? No,
1 can see .you’re not. How awfﬁl!“
. t"Yes. It's awful."
\ ' i i. , 'Kidnapped. 1It‘s idiotic. Have there been any

notes or calls for money?"

"Not yet." )

F 2]

"Anything could héve-happenéd,‘then." -

14
\

“Anything, yes. Do you think she could have rUn'
- off with a boyfriend?" L
' ' Phyllis shook her head slowly. Joan; A lgver?
No. She would have known. If she hadn’'t known, she would
have' guessed. She made for a bench and sat down, racking
'{Ther brains. '

"Do you think she could’'ve gone to Montreal?"

¢ Hilary persisted. /
Home to mother? Oh, no, not Joan. She’'d wanted

"to leave home since.éae ten. ©She and Dad never got on.-

4

She’d moved out at seventeen. She’d never go back, not as

¢

A

| ‘ - !
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Iong-as D%g was there.

“Was she happy with Vern?" _ P

"Oh, well - not ecstatically happy. In fact,
she’s been éretty depressed since Nicky was bogn."

"Wé‘re taking Nicky for the time being. In fa;t,
I promised Mum to be back by four. if must be near that.",

"I've a car parkéd over py the Conservatory," ‘
Andrew offered. , . 5

“Oh, thanks, but we’'re just across from the park;
I can runhit in min?tes." ' »

"inother Atalanta,” he remarked, waichiné the tall
figure dash awayl He sat dowq on the bench beside Phyllis.
“Like a Coke?" he asked her. Phyllis nodded blankly. On
the far side of the concourse some men were busy in one of
the enclosures. .A small crowd stood watching them: So
many people, all of them not Joan. S8he tried to think of
where hg; sister might be. Joan was five years older‘fhan
she was, so Phyllis was used to her doing things that she
couldn’t understand. It hurt all the same. ‘It’had always
hurt. But this situation could not be Joan‘s fault. Joan
wouldn‘t do that to her, not now, not after all they'd been
through together: Joan wouldn’t abandon her - or Nicky -
or Vern - without a word or clue. So that meant it was
sémething that had happened to her, some unforeseen and
unpredictaple thing. The man in the bush jacket. That
type. Somgth;ng'like that, coming down on Joan, a crazy

person.
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‘would pray, long and hard, her gnarled hands nea\gl\y folded.
. - Their mother might pray. She‘d given up'her rel\i_.gi‘n years

She knew what Joan would dp if Zhé'd been

attacked. She-’d scream. She had the most appalling

.

screamn, absolutely blood-cuz:dling. LShe’,didri"t do it often
- didn‘'t have to - the mere threat was enough. No one

could put up with that wailing for l\ong. For a moment .

‘ Phyllis took comfort-from that thougi\'xt, then she swal}owed '

hard ‘as the scene completed itself: \\Joan's mysterdious

assailant choking her to spi.lt her up. So there was a real

danger that Joan might be already.deaq I That was the most
painful thought of ‘all. She didn‘t want to think it, let

alone believe it. ' She felt lost, lost. Joan could be

!

. anywhere. She could be here, at the zoo, or on a train ' | ’

headed east, or novhere and dead.
. Andréw came back with the Cokej. He sat down
beside her, on the edge of the universe.\'

"I'I1 take you home. There'll !:be things you’1ll
want to do," he said, his voice hollow, J,a \.zoice out of
nowhere. Thep quite unedpectedly: "I1'11 pray for you."'

"Will you? Really?" She couldj hardly pray
herself. She‘d broken with all that. The notion of God: -
dispensed with 1t.- it just v;gsri’t therle. But ,tixe impulse
was there - she looked at her clasped h‘ands - like a broken
teléphone. How brave of Andrev;r, she thought. How sincere. oo,

She thought of others who might pray. Hilary’'s parents

went to church but she couldn’t be suré of them. Granny
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- Chapter 4

S ’ o LN L

.- . On the Monday Fischer wayened with the sensation

n » of faliinq ontdo his bed from'A qreat héiqﬁt He clutéhed

. at the bed-clothes, and slowly opened his eye; sxx\\\\was
nearly//iqht o clock Ordinarily, Joan brouqht his coffee
“at “half past seven. Thefe was no Joan now. Tears began to
blur hig alread} b;ur}y vfsiqn; HS léaned over thg-gdqe'oﬁ

. ‘the mattress and‘fu;bled"fo{ his glasses. Schiller, the
- _ big grey tom cat .protested the uphcaval and leapt down,

stretchinq and luxuriating in-an oblonq of sunlight

Joan s father had rung up from Montreal at a fevr—*‘
| minutes pastften the night before. Uncle Herb had alerted-
) hii to tﬁe situétibh.‘ He wanted to know if there was
Anything he could do. The ¢f{er to help was merely for

form's sake., "Where do you think she is?" he asked

v 'pointedly. ""Buggered off. with some other ¢chap, or what?"

s figcher felt he was Séing'peld.accountable for Mis wife‘s-
’digappearanée. If he'd been a better husband she.needn‘t’
‘have;rup off. \If he'd offered to qd get the shampoo, it
‘liqkt never have h{ppened. Now Nicky was g%ne‘too. The
‘floor-of Nicky’'s room was sérewn with broken arrowroot
biscuits, and a soiled diaper dropped by the crib the day‘u

. before was s-elling very rank. He should call the L
‘o babyaitter and 'Kennédy Books where Joan worked. ‘Schil}e:
‘iApnd Fossil pa%?ded to and fro and demanded to be fed. He

N\ ' ‘ rolled-himself a cigarette and eyed then malevolently.
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f_ They could wait until he'd got the coffee made They c :’~

-.digging claws into the delicate flesh of his thigh.

‘had stepped on her tail. hh%m

L knots of passengers until he found a narrow space on the

‘ She shouldn t take buses at this hour if she needed a seatn\

rubbed against his legs .and Schiller jumped up on his lap.

The telephone rang. lt was Grace, to say there

was nb news. At least Grace didn t seem to blane hin. | e

Damn his father- in law S Fossil yelped suddenly.

. e
\ N . . - A °
. He gave’ in. and fed the cats,

< . '
“ - . . ~ N , -
. . N - - .
. . - - ’ Y
N “ L . L - -
. ¢ .
B
.

T The bus was crowded He pushed his way through

seat at theuverxlback. It was a squeeze but it gave him
. . S

the«illusion of safety. ’ e

" A slim older woman with silvered hair and rimless

«

glasses tejtered near him, hanging on to the railing with
[,
one gloved hand and clutching an expensive-looking handbag

with the other Nas she hoping that he’'d surrender his

wseat to her silvery hair’ Why pick on him? Blast the

' woman! If'women were going to be so liberated that &hey

ot

'fah off every other minute, let them learn' to stand_in

buses. He’'d stood often enough. It wasn‘t his fault if. .-
Joan had been murdered, and it wouldn t be his fault,

either, if that old dame toppled over with heart failure.

Nho did she think she was. anyway? She was just o dried up -
0ld stick of a woman whose husband hadﬁprobably leit her - ‘lo:

A et
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. decades ago. ‘ .
He’'d made himself no lunch, and had onlyncoffee
for breakfast. All he had in his pocket was thirty éents.
If only he would have finished his studies, he'd have a-
‘proper job and enough money te come and go onl .If he
worked very‘hard he might finish by next'eummer: It all
. ' ‘ depended on luck; on batches of rats not dyiné of sicﬁness;
on Norm beinq satisfied that the populations tested were - 'P
large enough, on his own compulsive nature not insisting on ..
exploring the highway and byway of every theory.' Now it
was Qirtdally winter. The cold always sapped his energy.
§omelpeople were wegrihq wintér hobte already. . It cduid
snow anytime. Joan might be caught in A blizzerd with on1y~ -
her eld shoes on. ldnless she had flown to Hawaii with that (
dentist, of " course. Unable to find any clean socks in his
" own drewer, he hed taken a pair of hers She always got
mad at’him for déing that She said his long toenails put
holee in\them. What did it matter° She might never need
\.them agein o . ' b
' The bus finally turned into University Drive. |
‘ Hheat fields everywhere Cows in the distance. The stench
of the sugar beet factories \ Students who were lete for a
class tried to push ahegd -of the others. He followed the
thin old woman with the expensive handbag. When'ahe headed
,into the Arts Building he suddenly realized who she was.
o Head of Slavic Languages, something like that and a .
peraonal friend of the well- known writer, Laurens
» N
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VanderPost.‘ She’'d 1ntrod0€ed him when he‘'d come to dﬁeak.
Too bad he hadn‘'t offered her his-seat, after all. §he
might know all  sorts of'peychic tfpea if she’knew
-Vande;?p:t; that could be helpful in locating Joan. Not
that he believed in that sort of thing. It was just
something to bear in mind. | '

' Students were rushing everywhere in little groups,
their cheeks rosy from the cold air. They looked
gpoginably well. A.few wore qlasses but none were bald.

He hurried along £o the Isbister Building where his lab °
was, ‘his head lowered, and noticed the stiff ebargle of
hoarfrost on the grass and tne thfh gloss of ruﬁber ice on
the puddles.. e . : CoLT

“Hey,”Fish1" -Debbie,‘thewdgpaEtmental secretary
ealled out, as he tried to creep throuqh.the,offieet
unnoticed. !"Did you -get the yeseage I left fop you Ehe
other day? | - .

“It was just'Joeﬁ. I looked, for you upstairs,’but

Y

you weren't there, so I stuck it on the door. of your

4

carrel." '
(1} Oh R "
. ! B s
“She wanted you to pick the baby up from the.
. . . : - . wh
sitter’'s or something " F g

-~

“Nhat day\was 1t?“
“Friday, of course. " . -
’  “Joan didn't call thisfmofhinq?“
“Not that I kngwlof. Say, you look half asleep.
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Kas it a good weekend, or was\i; a good weedan?? ‘

He chuckled weakly. "“If Joan doés %all,'please
interrupt. Even 1f I ﬁave the ‘Testing’ “sign-up. -OK?"

“S8ure thing, Fish. Anythin;‘wrong?“

“Oh, it’'s j@st-tﬁe baby, you know, he’s a-ﬁit‘
under the weather. Joan's taking.him to the doctoerhig
‘mg?ninqﬁ She prohised to call me after."‘ This 11& gave -
him enormous pleasure. He turned abruptly away, in order
to,sévdur the fantasy that it w@b the truth, and realized
ﬁe had neglectgd to call the bookstore where Joan worked.
Debbie was fiéting‘a letterhead into her typew;iﬁér:‘\ﬁe
asked sheepiéﬁly if_hg mighé use the phone.

—- .The lab was a small windowless room with a
&entilation plate in the upper right hand corner. A wﬁite
formiCA'coupter with a stainless steel sink get in it ran

.along the wall. The cupboards above and below the counter
were painted whitg; with their shiny ghrome pulls, they
leoked as if they belpnged in a low—cost\suburbgn bungalow.
A rqil of paper towels gtood on the counter—tbp beside a

- chipped saucer on which there was a~wafer of dessicated .
yellow soap. ' The T-maze was én a table in the centre of
the room. .He had builé it hih&elf‘and was proud of 1it. ,
The grids on the maze floor wzre electrified. By ‘pressing

the ‘switches at the edge of the table, he could cause a

mild electric current to flow through, to the discomfort of

- -
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any rat who took a wrong turn. A correct ﬁurn consisted'of
chbosing fhe arm of the maze at the énd of which a black’
square was displayed, or, fbp hélf.the r&ts, a flack

circle. It was necessary .to qpard Against Bny inborn
preferenée rats mightjhave'for either Shapg. The circle
ana the squaée wé;e shifted from side to side in accdfdance
with a random number'xable. If the random number were
Teven, the choice figuée wg; placed on the righf; if odd, on.
‘the left. While ?1scher was running a rét through }ts' |
daily ten trigls, the lab door was kept lbcked and a
'TESTING’ sign stqck up with sticky tape. The only light
.;; at such times was the'light in the maze itself. e
object of the testing was to see if rats with var/q::h
degrees of damage to the visual system could actually learn
to discriminate betwegn tbe circle and~th§ ;quare.
Fischer’'s supervfsor, Norm Onyschuck, was enthusiastic
about the experiment. It promised fo clarif? a number qf
key questions. _.

Fischer went to‘the animal room and opened the
small mesh caqe,;eserved for rat number 32,\& éircle taf
witp lesions in.the visual coréex. His private name for
number 32 was Picasso, because he was a visually clever rat
and had mastered the discrimination easily; Pfcasso
squeaked with pleasure when he saw Fischer. Fischer picked

' him up and held him close to his chest, petting him and
erooning to him, yhile the pink nose wiggled and the

whiskers twitched.
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| He put Picasso in the start box, and verified the
positions of the circle and the square.: Thé rat sniffed,

- blinked, and began .to groom himsel?. The hand of the

stopwatch jerked back, a second dt a time. A rat who

failed'to leave  the start box within 30 seconds was

“

shocked.” After 27 seconds, Picasso moved to the left-hand

' lane, peered down it and danced over to the other 1lane

where the circle was. ' Gott sei '‘dank! Picasso chose the

circle better than nineé times out of ten, a stellar.

‘performance. If rats dawdled they had to be shocked.

Shocked, they teﬁded to defecate.: Then.F;scher had to
clean the~haze between trials. Shock also made the rats
skittish so that they tried to nip him, ﬁhenﬁ at the end of
the session, he caréied thém back to their little wire
cubicles in the aﬁimal room across the hall. That day
Picasso’'s performance was particular}y pleasing. - It seemed
to be a good omen. Like rat number 32, Joan was clever;

faced with tricky chofcés, she would probably make the .

'right ones. He was lucky to have married her, and not that

gifl he’d-been,dating\when he‘first‘p&t her. Linda had
been p;etty bﬁt not nearly so smart. '

After testing eight rats he ran into Norm in the
animal room. Norm was Short and ruééed, with closé-cqopped
black hair - a brush eut really - and terrible skin. A
mixture of toughness and fra;ltf, a man who gbt‘the shakes
if he forgot to take his pills. '

“Good to see you here, Vern. Joan back?"
)
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“"No."
"Oh, gee, that’s Qreddful. _Anything I ca}l do?"
. “"Got any trangs?" | ‘
"éure thing, pal.”
Norman c;ug past his lab coat into the pocket of
his pants and pulhled out-a small glass bottle.‘ spilled

half a dozen Valium into Fischer's palm. "Let‘s go for

lunch later. My treat. Least I c/d‘h do," he concluded.

At the Golden Gate, Fischer ordered a ﬁot roast
ﬁgef sandwich and a beer. Surely some news of Joan’s 0
whgreabouts would come before the end of the day! The ‘
restaurant was crowded with varsity types. ‘He looked them
over, seeking Joan. Perhaps‘ she’d never been to the Ggdlden
Gate. *He didn’'t know. )
. "What’s the mattet"? Want another beer?" Norm
said.

“No thanks. Just lookin‘g.l Juqt in case. I mean

she could be anywhere, right?"

o “"Don‘t know what I'd do if Mario‘nvdisappeared like
that. And .we don‘t even have kids! I‘'m surprised you cam:a
in to work today."

*The police thought I should."

"Good for you to keep Jusy. Keep~ your mind off

“I guess so:"
“The rats I operated on yesterday are doing

nicely. Only one died. Lesion too radical.”
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"Poor bugger." ' - o
. "Sure. A lousy life. Nastjr, brutish and short,
as .someone sai;:l. Hobbes, eh? But rats, they don"t know
fmj{ different, " Norm,a&ded happily. He didn‘t givg names
to the rats like Fischer did. Th&t’sor.t of thing was thé
* beginning of the emi. Fischer'd move on to sométhing else
eventu&lly. It was a matter of taste; of not wanting to

see the sdffering of others. Norm knew all about that. He

had his own nightmares.

, "It's necessary work," he said sternly. "Vital
for medicine."” v /\ )
: "Joan once saw Rumsky's Eab, in the Smith \
Building." ' »
“The cancer research man?" .

"Yes, that one. She took his embryology course
last ;ear. ‘Anyway, one day he showed her his lab. There
were tihree colony' cages full of white mice with tumours all
over thell;. ' The cages," Fischer continued, "hadn’'t been |

cleaned for six months. -The mice were a foot deep in their

own dirt." ” /

"Inexcus@le. Lucky he didn’t lose’em all to
“disease. Ruin the whole experiment." Norm shook his head
di$approving_ly, pursing his 1lips.

, * “"Rumsky ‘s lab assistant had quit - the man has one
of thosé beastly explosi\ie tempers, you see - and Rumsﬁy
hadn’t found a suitable'replaéement. Joan was appailed.
Some of\ those mice had tumours'as big as themselves.™

~
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"Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim’rous beastie,"
"Hunh?" - ;-
"Burns. -'To a yogse’. Scots poet. Read him.

Youll like him.*’

\

The only message in Fischer's box'was a call from
Rajenira.‘ He éocketed thé mgssnge‘slip;‘\Réji wasn’'t .’
| 1ike1%,to have any leads, but it would be nice to.talk tq_n
_him, %t would pass the time. 'Cgpidn‘t very well call on
C;roiiné and Jennifer every ébeniné . \ o . ) . 3*
Fischer donned his lab coat and went through the
motions with the remaining rats. Debbie was packing up to- ‘
qo when he emerged at last from the lab. C S
9Yog lock awful " she said flatly “You coming
down with something? Or is it trouble, Vern?" \H~ o
"Alles ist weq. Why tfoublef"
' 7 "Some policeman called nbéut dn houi-ago,‘a guy
with a girl’s name." o ",’ a l '
"Must have been Grace.'™

"Yeah, that’s it. What's up, Fish?"’
R "It’s Joan. ’ﬂe can‘t find her. She's neen
missing since Saturday, actuallf " ' o . ' ?
"No, kiddind," she said, giving Fischet a queer I
look. "Y@u poor mite, 'you." . A
He*dialed the number Grace had left for him but

Grace 'wasn"t there, so he explained -his situation to the

°r

o o
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stranger. HWould he hold the line, please?
He held on. Shaking, aching. Praying almost,®
under his breath. o

“Mr. Fischer?" Fischer croaked an affirmative.

fad
i“
2
;
;
A
%

"Grace just left. Williams ﬁére.“ Thtoat~tight. guts .

heaving. fearing the worst. It was orily her handbag, . _

found on Wardlaw Street behind a hedge.‘”Wallet, éapers,
shampoo, all there. Paw.ﬂiinf'on‘the outside. Muddy dog
probably. ' ‘ '

-

He .rang down.

- . ' " Wardlaw Street. He’'d walk up there later and 59?[

9 ey
g

. for himself. . -

<y
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Chapter S v

Fischer dragged the laundry bag out Qf the
cupbogfd and spilied"the contents onto the floor as he had
'segn'Joén do. He was trying to figure éut hoé to sort it
when iis eye was caught by sgmething green.

, ]
They shouldnit be therel!

, But there they were, the cords she'd been wearing
thaf Saéurdayl ’ - . -
- He held his breath, as though waiting for the
miracle of Jogn herself émeiging from the heap of ‘soiled-
*clbthes, 'Hé'd told everyone she’'d been wearing those cords
that day& " he réﬁémbered SO clearly het sﬁanding at the o
stove, stirring ‘the macaroni for‘supper;‘ He’'d slapped her
'bottom‘affeétionately and it had been a green corduroy
b&iiom.' NhaE were those pants doing hére now in the-
laundry? Had she changed her clothes that night just to go
to the drugstore? What could that mean?

Theré was only oﬁe simple expianation; she'd
dressed up to meet a-lover. Ecch! cried Fischer. It was
clear, all so clear! A lover with a fine car, imbgccably
atéired, waiting just around the corner on Wardlaw Street.
’He’d enfolded Joan in his arms, his fur collar warm against
her cheek, their kisses hot and lingering. 'Surprise,
surgrisel' her lover said} gesturing_at the back seat of
bis Mercedes Benz. Valises waited thege, packed with
lovely new clothes for Joan such as she’'d never had beforgl

' )
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And a new handbag naturally, of snakesk#nhlsome c;isp new.
bills already placed inside it.. ‘You nener need to feel
poor again, my darlingd’mgaid her lover. New inentiﬁy' |
cards, a false passport, a fine white handkerchief anJ a
flask of imported\ecent.' The lover relieved her of her old
handbag, her old life, tossing it over the nearest hedge. |
Then they drove away, t é Mercedes roaring in the
moonlight.

Fischer felt tns strength draining bnt of him; he
lowered himself to the floor, clutqped at his head and lef
the tears flow. He flung off his glasses and presseq at
his eyes with fists clenched in grief and rage. He moaned.
uD%mn, damn,';;mni". he cried, anguiéhéd. How could she

have dbne itl Tears wetted the cuffs of his shirt. He

apognded his fists on the floor, left, right, left, right,

like beating a drum, then together. With each blow the
grit from the floor bit into his flesh. At last he rolled

backWvards and lay inert, his-sinuses congested, tears

seeping out between\his swollen 11ds and running hotly into

his ears.

" He hoped she‘'d be miserable. He hoped she’d be

l happy. He hoped her lover’'s cock would fall off. He fell

asl\ép on the floor and dreamt that his left leg was really
an umbrella; he struggled to open it, but the works were
rusted and, in the meantime, a dream rain fell down on him

in torrents.
f

He wgs‘cold and stiff when he awoke. The light
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had shifted in the ropm. His head ached. He splashed

water on his face,‘ghich‘was'guf?yz and on his hands, which

vere sore and bruised. Heeiclt foolish and asnaued .of his

_.solitary outburst. He knew Joan hadn'’ t got a rich 1over.

Shé was a shy person, almost awkward with‘men. and rather

-

gelf-conscious about the little scar above her mouth.

Whenever he complimented her on her appeerance she seemed’

LY

overwhélmed - surprised and delf;hted‘as a ghild,adnittéh

g

He picked up the green cords and immediately o

‘ noticed a small stiff stain in the crotch. That explained

why she’ d{phanged. her period had come. She/d even

mentioned‘it after supper, but ne'dafqrgotten completely.
Now he'd have to tell Constable Grace that she‘d been
wearing jeans after all. He dutifdﬁi} phoned:in this
intonmation. then set about cleaninq the flat.
‘ kY

At three o’ clock the doorbell rang, and the Hale
family trooped in with Nicky Fischer had resolved to have
nis son home again. All week the flat had been too quiet.
like a éhoét town. The least he could do for Joan was take
care of their boy himself. \Julia had pointed out how much
more ;ime:end energyx\e ‘d have for‘his studies if Nicky

stayed with them. She’'d refrained from saying that the

dee home was better for a child, but Fischer supposed she -

must think it and a 1ittle hurt feeling had smouldered in
" ’

o

his breast, as well as a nagging doubt. He ‘stuck to his

IR
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é@ns, howevey. Nicky was hisi .

h . . And {if he let Nicky go, he’'d have no one,\n6,one
at a‘l.‘rnd nothing left of Joanihers f_but memories.

Herbert Hale stood aside to let his wifé and
'd&;qhte% pré&e&e him through the doorway, then ducked his -
head andtentered ﬁimsélf. In his lafqe presence the
.apartment eeEgZd“to shrink. He moved caﬁtibusly down the
hgll to h;ng his ;oat, scanning Lﬁe cei;iﬁg and,walls for
"iight fixtures and othe; projections hazardous to the
4o ovgr-tall.~ He relaxed visibly when he saw that he was
safe. Straightening his back and standing at full heﬁ?ﬁZf‘;
be beamed do?n at Fischer. "Nice place,"” helre;arged.

¥

» ! “Nice of you to invite us, Vern. Your‘son’is a grand

little guy, we loved having“him visit." {%\ \

s "T.. . . 1£ wésﬁa real help to me," g}scher '
. ' stammfrédl Fischer darted qﬁout, unsure whom to take‘care
T of first. Hilary had rescued Nicky f;omubi§¥snowsuit and:
ﬁas letting him craﬁl gboui,the liying rqQom. Fiscper' A
babbled some nonsense at the boy te try and make him laugh, |
but without ‘success. ’What had induced him to invite the 7
- Hales fd; tea? fea! He never drank it himself. He’'d
u’boﬁght a day-old cake for the occasion, but now he debated - ‘
t whether it ;as good enough to serve. f%erhaps he should ) ‘ ,l
. have made sandwiéhe;, cpcumber sandwiches with the crdsts

off. Wasn't fhat what would be expected by people who hung

.

portraits of the.Royal Family in their bedroom? - Julia was
P at his side, smiling at the baby. "What a little joy!" she

A LN
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crboned "Oh, what a-sweetie-pie|"” She rotated her Tinqef:

above him and then poked his tummy so that he exploded with
mirth. 'I° }l.just put the kettle on,” Fischer announced,
rushing off down the 16ng hallway. Joan had often wanted
to h&vé ih? Halesg over‘atd he’'d dlwafs resisted.”\yow he’d-

done’ it and she wasn’t even here to see! _
| “Maybe I can help.," Hilary of fered, miraculously

appearing in the Witchen. — e ST

1’ yoh want to. You can cut the cake." ‘

“Oh, dear... It looks scrumptious, Vern, but my

’

-.,pareﬁts never eat.begweed meals. Déddy’s weight, you'know.
\ﬁeié.always-ha§1ng”€;‘yatch it, on account of his back and
his heart."

“Wouldn‘t you I;ke g plece yourself?"

"Perhaés a teensy sliver. If I could eat it here
in the kitchen? Poor Daddy, I don’'t want to tempt him, he
finds' it so hard to restrain himself.“

| “He looks 1ike he could do anything he put his
~mind to!“ Fischer said.

‘ ' “He's an awful softy about food." Hilary cut a
sliver of cake and ate it with her fingers. Fischer wiped

- off an old tin tray and put out the nug; and spoons. .y

hawve no crgam," he said sadly. ‘ ‘ L
T "Milk’'s best in tea. Mum and Dad drink it black
«wixwa:?.“ _ | L
“Maybe they‘'d prefer coffee?" '
’/,f . Hilary shook her ﬁead'viqoufégsly. Their coffee
* ' . . . . M . R
, .
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intake was strietly rationed. ‘“Nerves, you know," she
explained. She cut herself another sliver of cake and. ate
g § 4 with gusto. Figeher rinsed out the'tedpot and
‘speculated whether to use three.baée or only two, "Two's
plenty," Hilary counselled. She had dispatched 'a quarter
of the cake by now and Fossil had spread herself out on the
table and offered her tummy to be scratched. Hilary cast a
critical eye at the tray. “All you need ,now," she said, as
she obliged ‘Fossil, “is a saucer or somgdsihg to put the
bags on once the tea’'s steeped, aljug of hot water, and a
lemon if you’'ve got one."  When Fischer looked strickeo she
was quick to .assure him thet the lemon was of no account,
absolutely of no ac¢count. “But hurry," she urged. "If I'm
not separated soon from this scrumptious cake I'1ll get a .
ghastly case of spots." _ ' L

Finally all was ready Hilary;pffereﬁ to carry
the tray and Fischer followed with the teapot. He felt
quite taken over. He thought it must be lovely to have a
dauqhter who was protective of one’s health an asset in
the kitchen, and pretty to boot. ‘

Herbert Hale had taken tbe.btreiqht wooden chair
near the window, which waszneithér rery'cbnfortable nor of -
an acconnodatiné size, but at- least promised ahpport to his
| back. Nicky sat’ at his feet, playing with his shoe laces
and giggling uproarioualy whenever a foot jiggled. Hﬁlqry .
set the tray down on the windowseat near her father. )
Fiagker stood 1n the middle of the T/gl, smiling vacantly.

1
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the teapot clasped to his bdsom. Julia beckoned-him to
join'hef on the chesterfield. "Let Hilary pour out, Vern,

} it's good practise for. her," she urged v Nith some

reluctance he surrendered the . teapot, apoloqizing under his
breath for the make-shift lid. "But how wonderfully .
clever!" Hilary exclaimed. "To use a jar top, and it fits
perfectly! Kraft Miracle Whip - you‘ll have a cup, won't
yod "Mum?" In mortified tones Fischer embarked on a
1engthy account of why the teapot 1lid had not so far been N
replaced, and ended by confessing‘that it had been Joan’'s , |
idea to Q?e a jar top:’ At the ment.ion of Joan by name the
mood in the room darkened. Nothing had turned up since the
discovéry 6f the haﬁdbagi "Herb gulpéd his tea, pondered
the wgétched mug in which it had been served to him, and
fixed Fischer Qith a stern eye. "1 rang my brother'bﬁck
last night,"” he told him. "I~wanted to see hoy they were
getting on down at their end; Jack’s taking it very well
on the whole, bué Barba}a's terriblv broken ﬁp, I'm afraid. ‘
"They Qere Eleased when ;e 5&1& we'd be seeing you

!

'éoday,“ Julia interjected. "They send their love.” \
"Jack @as all for gettiné on a plahe‘and eoming“
out heré;.in case there waS anything he could do to help.
I discouraged him, frankly. I told him everything ™
possible s being done to find his dauqhter. Which it {is,
in my opinion. What do you think, Vern?" '

"1 agree with you, I,don’'t see how my

father-in-law could do dnythind constructive here," Fischer
[ ] » , R
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said. “But on the other h;hd,~1've very little cpnfi&énce .
in the polfce. 'They‘te friendly and all that. They do
what they can. Butf@hey've no deep personal.interest, 1f~”
you see what I mean. What ‘s Joan to then?" he spat out
finally. . C
Vo | -Herbert Halé raiseq his eyebrows. He put theé ugly
,nué down on‘the:windowseat and pressed his,vast'fingertips
éogether. His chair creaked as if he‘d grown heavier all
of a sudden. "Is therelgnythinq in particular you think
‘the police should be doing that they haven’'t done?" he
inéuired artlessly.. "Anywhere in partgpular they should
look?" o -
. "Why haven’‘t they dragged théjriver? We're so
‘close to it, it's practically at our back door! If I were
them, it'd be one of the first places I1'd search! Joan
loves the river, you know. We used to walk along the river -
paths and sométines she'd put her hands up, like\blinkers”
- Fischer raised his own hands to illustrate - "she'd bjot
out the buildings and gvefything that was part of the city..
She'd séek out liftIe views and angles from which to K
prgtend she was so‘ewbere in the country 1nsteﬁd;"
"So you think that that night she-went down
there?" L ] '
Tex don't know it for a fact, obviously. - But I
thinkiéhs polee.sﬁould regard it as a serious ‘
possibility.” ~ |

“I daresay Joan .could swim," Julia hazarded. -

66 o




3
4 !

- -

@

’ . ¢
"She’'d have had enough sense to stay clear of the edge,
too, I'd think, especiall} in the dark. Unless -"

“Yes, unless she was pushed," said Herb quickly.

\
’

His chair creaked even more ominously than before, and
Fischer leapt to his feet and went to fetch a sturdier one.
. The Hales took édvanéage of Fischer’'s momentary absence to
exchange meaningful glances, which Hilary, who Qas pfayinq
on the floor with her young cousin, was quick to perceive. <
;&L don’t think Joan’s dead," she blurted out. "I dreamt "
aLout her the other night, and in the dream she was happy
and laughing at something."- i

"Dreams ‘and ‘hunches aside,"'Herb said
"portentously, "Wiﬁnipeg’s_police force.1§ very dedicated
and thorough. They’ll'be fo}}owing up eéery lead and
report between here and  -Timbuctoo. Every othef force in
theﬂtountry; on the continent 'in fact, will have been
alerted. Sooner or later Joan will be found. ‘I person&lly_
don‘t think we can ask for more’t%an that." ‘

"0f course, you're right," Fischer &cknowledged.
Deep down he felt it to be terrible and shameful tﬁat'ﬁis
wife'é disappearance had become such a‘public pra;erty. He

had failed in some way. If he'‘d been a better man he’d

’ have‘found her himself, rescued her himself, and no one
else would have needed to know.

“HWe mustn‘£ give up hope," Herb congluded piously.
“That’'s what I tried to tell Jack and Barbara."

"Poor Vern," said Julia, patting his hand. “You

-

l
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nustnﬁt‘fopget to take care of yourself, &ear. ~You look
quite frazzled and wo}n, and no wéndéf, I say. You need a
nice shoulder to cry oh{“,:- ;-
, "Oh, -Mother! You alw&ys think crying makeg things

Better'autoyatically!“ ‘ “ '

"It vefy often -helps, deﬁr.“

- "I cried earlier today," Fischer declared,
largely for Hilary’s sake, ) ‘ |

"1 bet you anythinq you felt better for it," Uulia

chirped.
, "Yes," Fischer agreed politely. “For a little

while I did feel.better."; And he winked at Hilary.:
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' Fischer stepped out into the snow\and stared-
angritly at the flakes swirling like‘pits of gold in the
| yellow light. When Louise had invited him to supper he’'d ]
.accepted at once. She’d been the Fischer's'good friend
ever since their arrival in Winnipeg three years before.
He‘and Joan had spent countless happy evenings‘in her
‘apartment. Un a few occasions.she’d ngn come to\theirs,
though she rarely went out, preferring the role of hostess
to’that of guest. At first Joan had found her
int{midatihg: Louise was' so much older, so beautifully
dresred, 80 acc;mplished She‘d sdon warmed to her,
however, for Louise was very generous to people she liked
- She charmed them, praised them, encouraged them in every
way, and so sincgtely that you'couldn't help but be .
captivated. Tﬁe one tragedy was that she’d never married.
Fischer hadn’'t been able to figure out why - until toniéht.
He shook pis head'ap the thought and stumbled tﬁrouqh the
sndwdrift; that had piled up on the path he always took
from Stradbrooke to Rose Street. Tonight Louise had looked ’
stuﬁning: as always. She’'d worn a silky blue dress that
hugged her figure like a second -skin. Nathrally they’'d -
flirted. They always flirted. Louise really enjoyed
flirting and had transformed it into a high art. Over a
candlelight suppergthey talked at léngth about Joan. Not

where she could be, so much, but how she had been. It was '

»

69 .
- N



e T T

clear that Louise had little hope left that-Joar‘ would be

found alive. After all; she’d been gone a full four weeks.

) Nevertheless, the conversation had been soothing to

Fischer, almost comforting - a real appreciation of Joan.

Her delicacy, her sensiiivity, her wit. Her artlessness.

* It had almost brought her to life - Louise’s tender account

of her first meetingiwith Joan at a reception for:new
students. How Joan had lingered by a table furtively
eating cookies the entire afternoon. Her innocent,
child-like hunger: so different from Louise’s own.
Fischer plodded crossly down Rose Street, his parka hood
thrown back, his gloveless hands thrust deep in his ’
pockets.

Aftér supper he and Louise sat in the 1living room.
She forsook‘her favourite chair and joined him on the sofa.
"Werner Fischer," she mused. "I uééd to fhink it’&as a
funny name. I‘thought, in fact, that you were'quite an odd
little man, I really did. But you’'re tough, Vern, and
sweet, too, and you don‘'t seem odd to me now." Moving
closer, so that her perfume filled his nostrils, sh? took
his hand and placed it squarely in her lap. She stroked
the backs of his fingers. He was ;t a loss for Qords, but
avare of her smile. When she said, “"Kiss me, Vern"” he
turned his face obediently to hers. He felt like a wooden
puppet. They’d kissed before, but not like that. "Don't

you like aqgreisive ladies?" she chided, trapping his hand

“hard between her tiighs. He mumbled something about never‘
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having been unfaithful to Joan. "Joan has nothing to do

with it," she countered. When he withdrew she gave him a

withering look that reminded him of his mother when he‘d

failed her in some way. Contempt, that's what it was, and

it turned the whole evening sour. It unmanned him. - She
must hate men. As he left Lduisé‘s,building, his breath
fumed in the cold air, the white puffs giving form to his
sense of outrage. , e

* Fischer had been so absorbed in thoughts"that he

hadn‘t glahced at the car that had revved up when he

3emergeq from Louise’s building. The driver was a man named:

Sampson. When Fischer headed for Rose Street, Sampson
turned onto Osborne and drove. a course in parallel with his
quarry. At Rose and River he 1it anbther cigarette, one of
many he‘d smoked that night, and took a quick swig from a
mickey he kept hidden betweenlthe seat cushions. Fischer
started to cut through the service station lot at the
corner, and Sampson drove §10y1y*around to Roslyn, pulling
in just opposite the ‘apartment building where Fischer
lived: He got o&t of his car and. made a pretense of

brushing. snow off his rear windscreen. Over the roof of

the old Chevy he watched Fischer come slouching along, deep

.in thought.. Then a funny thing happehed. Lischer stopped

suddenly and wheeled about. Sampson wondered if he’d been
spotted, but\actualﬁy Fischer’'d never looked his way, not
once. He’'d looked dp at the service station banners
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puffing in the wind. Sampson-khew about the banners;
pverione knew about the banners. What he diéh't'know was
the fact that their message -‘"Put a tiger in your tank" -
had reminded Fischer of his sister-in-law, and that Phxllis'
héﬁ reminded him of ﬂérdlaw Street and Joan’s handbag. .
Disappointgd that his evening’s work was not done, Sampson
juﬁped into his car and reversed illegally so:he could kge§~
Fischer in view. ° h o

Fischér crossed Osborne and stopped in front of
the drugstore to study the window display. It was nat a
very 1maginat1ve effort. ﬁn‘front of a pyramid of boxes of.
Qisposable diapers were two pyramids of smaller red boxes
containing trusses and bandaids. A small dirty sign taped
in the corne; of the window read: Urinalysis Pregnancy
Test: Results in 24 Hours. 'Fischer took his time. Hadn't
Jéan on that fateful evening passed this same display?u

He followeg her faded footsteps. At the corgér of
Wardlaw, in front of the place where her purse had been
fpund, he stopped again. A pale light showed in an upper
window, a narrow golden band between the pillow of snow on
the sill aﬁd the lowered blind. He whistled the theme from
& Bach partita rather piercingly; it was the melody they’d
used as a signal. He closed his eyes, picturing her. A
car passed ﬁim, the sound of it muted in the snow. He
opened his eyes again. A man and a dog were approaching.
The dog was a big black Alsatian. There had been a
pawprint on Joan'’s purse. ‘;: this the beast that had made

/
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it? Bursting with hope., he hastened on.
: . 4
"Good evening!"™ he called. “"Lovely evening, isn’t

it?"

"Lovely.," the man agreed. He was older and taller
than Fiééher. In the curls of his black persian lamb hat
the snow winked likeldiamonds._ The shoulders of his
Pvercoat were mantled with snow, as was the.dark‘dorsal
hair of his companion. The dog wore a stout collar studded
with stars.

"Perhaps you can ﬁelp me," Flscher said. "You
and ybur dog must'have walked alQng phiQ street before, ahd
possggay you may have seen something a few weeks ago. On
the tenth of October my yife's purse was lost here. It was

a Saturday, like now. Prbbably‘about nine o’'clock, give or

take a few minutes.”

"I have never found. a purse, my dear sir," said
the man, making to move off. | ‘ , ‘
| “No! No! Please wait! Or I will accompany you ifﬂ
you don’t mind, a few stéps of the way!" '

The man $tood tall and sniffed the air
appreci&tively/’~He walkéd with long qfaceful strides; the
dog padding alphg at his heel, while Fischer kept to the

man’s side and explained that the purse had been found with

L4

a pawprint on it, under a hedge.

"Bisﬁarck is not a purse-snatcher either," the man

said archly.

"It’s not the purse I'm concerned about,” Pischer

\
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explained. “It's my Wwife."

*8So much the worse for you, then." , ‘

“She simply disappearéd. Without a. trace, except
fbk that pqrse;.,lt was found just there - behind the‘hedqe
of th1§ ver} house," Fischer coniinued breathlessly. "A
young womén with 1ong dark hair. A little scar here," he
added, touching the‘placg below his nose. "Wearing a camel
hair coat a size too large." o

“I am terribly sorry, sir. Perhaps the police . .

-

“They're on the-case, of course. It was even in
the Free Press." '
“I1f the policé are involved, they’'ll do all that
can be done. As for me, I think it unlikely that I was
‘ walking herel&t the time you méntionéd. Bismarck and 1
. usually take our little constitutional after the ten
- o’clock news." For the ;irst time the man smiled, but it
was a dismissiée smile. He turned sharpli\yith-an abrupt
"Good evening" and strode back in the direction.from which
they'd come, the faithful Bismarck at his heel. N
Fischer stared after them. He wanted badly to
Qhoke. Eqpally he wanted to follow the dog and the man,
su;pectinq they knew something of Joan despite the man’s
denials. He began to cross the road,fnot having made up‘
his mind. The pair retreated quickly down Wardlaw Street.
Fischer hurried after them o% the opposite side of the
road, concealed by parked cﬂfs with their blurden of snow..

O, e

He again failed to hjcex@anpson, and gave only a fleeting
: i )
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glance at the house where Phyllis lived. ' The upper window-
was dark. Phyllis would be out, then, or already asleep.
’ ' Not once did the man with the dog look back.

Fiécher daredlnot whistlé, and madé sure that. his boots ~

didn’t sgyeak too much. By and by he heard the sound of an .

engine some‘way back, as Sampson sorrowfully resuugd the ‘
chase.. Sampson had mgde the following notes:
“10:56 p.m. - Stopped. man with big dog. Words exchanged.

F. reversed direction, accompanying m&n and

dog nearly to corner . . ." ‘

-~

The detecti&e yawned. He wbuld have been the first to adlit

that his notes were not very revealing a Ny

) Fischer crossed Nassau Avenue, turned up ﬁ&ly\
Street and continued algng McMillan. \He was uﬂhf: of ihe“
sou;d of a }ar but dared not take his eyei off the dog aﬁd
'the'man Occasionally the tail of the doq swung back and
forth joyfhlly when the man spoke‘yo him, perhaps..
‘Fischer.would have given much to ‘know lhe words the man ha&
uttered. \ ‘

Quite suddenly,_thgugh no more fhan half a-block’

ahead, they vanished. Fischer gaped in disbelief at the
empty street. Then he ran. Clearly they had turned in, or

rounded a corner,-and he must be lively or he would lose

sight of them altogether. Sampson had long since divined,

that Fischer was following the dog and the man, but he, too,”

3 1€
had failed to note the exact point where thgy had changed

course.
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N Fischer ran ¢lumsily to the next cross street and

" stood peering down it for a long time before shoving his

hands, ired with cold, Back into his pockets. -With a shrug
1 '

LS

”he acknowledgeq fai}ure. He turned dejectedly onto

Arbuthnot with the intention of backtracking along the river

and thencﬁrhome.:'First be cleared the snow from a space on

* - ]

the hood of a parked g¢ar, laid out his tobacco pouch and

[

fumbled forfthe papers and his Rizla.roller. When the
ciqarette was made, he cupped his hands around it and struck
a iateh. Sd@pson rounded the corner, driving slowly.
Fische; stared at‘the car. His heart contracted painfully
in his fhest He remembered the faint murmur of tires on

“

snow. The car, that had started up when he left Louise s.

B Now the car pulled 1nto 8 parking space near the corner ©f

. i &4 ¢
Arbuthnot and the Crescent Yet the driver remained in it:
np door slammed), no person hurried here€~or there. Fischer

~threw ﬁis cigarette into a snow bank -and stalked off again

towards Wardlaw., He was impatient now to be hote.- He_took

\ lonq»afpid steps, like someone }ate for a train. He pulled
! -‘ u;; the hoqd’ on his parka. It Q:as ful],,\of snow and a hundred
icy drbpslbegdn tojcoarae down!his neck. It was.worth 1t;
it made him '‘fee? d;dden. Now and thgn he took & backwards
look. At the cross streeis he looked down towards tne{

Ce riveruQ”The car did not appear. ﬂp was not<be1ng followed

after allt He kqpt up his fast, pace, Cynufﬁq a little, paat
Hu st Du)y Street A car approached, not slowly this

time. He felt conyinced it was the yery same car that had
. ' ST )
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dogged.his‘footsté;s fo; the past-hour. _

He passed Fo;{s and crossed River Qith the lights.
He was now only a few yards from home. A car approached,
he&ding south. He watched it turn onto‘Réslyn. It pulled
to the side aéd~tame té a halt.
e He began to tremble. His knees woﬁkled. The
;rembl;ng made him aware of how cold he was. His feet were
;et,¥and the snowy parka haod had ch%ll;d his head and neck.
‘He Qas frozen and afraid. He crosseld Osborne. Ip seemed to
take forever. He kept oné eye on the car, one on t;e door
of his building. * His stomac; had knotted up again, and Me
Qanted nothing more than to be safe in his pwn place with
the doors bolted. He had. given Aitt{e thougﬂt to Caroline
byt he thought of her now. She would be there; she slas
babysitting Nicky. She was safe: .someone to whom he could
explain gndﬁggmeone from whom he had nothing to fear.

He pushed‘the elevator button and Q:aitedt. A man
entered tﬁe buiiding. It could have been anyone. F;sche}‘s

glasses were fogged, he couldn’'t hope to recognize the

driver. The man read thé names on the mailboxes; then began:

to mount the marble stéirs. He didn;t look at Fischer.
Fi?éher,cra;ed h}s neck }nwaee how far away the elevator
was. It was still three storeys up. He made for the
stairs. At the second floor, he saw it go by with the man
_"ih ;t. He darted’along the passage that lead to the 4

catwalk. Once in the east block he went out of the building

and stood behind one of the concrete pillars that flanked

"2
’
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duty tg firid her. This might be his one and only chance.

'? ! ,
~,
.

»

the RoslynlStreet entrance. The car across the street was
empty, as he’'d guessed it would be.  The tiger banners in
the service lot flapped in the wind. What a fool h; was.
If :only he’d gone straight hom®l

He braced himself between the pillar and the brick,
hoping éo control his shaking. He couldn’t believe Grace
wou}d have ordered him followed. The police had given no
sign of‘sdspecting him. So who was this man and what would
he do when he got him? Perhaps he was the person who had

aDQucted'Joan! If that was the case, Fischer.should turn

o
q

' righﬁ around and seek that man out!

L}

The man he had seen in the entranceway had been big
and strong. He probably had a gun. Fischer braced himself
with renewed force, fgf his shaking was violent now anq his
teeth chgétered. His mind reeled.

' If these people had Joan, he must go w;th them. rHe
stared at‘zhe car, ;s if 1c_had the power to reveal his
wife’'s location. I£ didn’'t cross his mind to search it. It
would certainly be locked. pesides, he was afraid. He was
also terribly cold. His discomfort, however, was as nothing

compared to his awful sense of mission. He mdgt go back to

the man. He must make him take him to Joan. It was his

A}

0 He pushed back in through the heavy dodrs and began

to climb the'stairq. He felt like an idiot. The man might
\

leave and he might miss him. Perhaps he should havé’%tayed

near the car. It was too cold outsthere, however. Faster
' ‘}
h

\
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and faster he drove his legs, like pistons, up past tth

first floor, up past the second floor. Pains pierced his

chest, his parka felt like lead, his toes burned as his\

: ) . - .
circulation returned. His breath cawe in small sharp gasps,
up'bast the third floor, up past the fourth floor, and at

last to the fifth floo&* "The corrido.s yawned darkly. His

. qlasses were foggy and bespattered, breaking up the~dim

light. He groped and plunged through the familiar corridors

of the egst block, then tore across the catwalk. He felt

the 'catwalk sway. The two towers swayed too, and threatened

to crash together; there was a bang but it w;s only the slap
of the door sucked to by the wind.. And there be was: the
maﬁ; A man at any rate. Fischer'wipeq his élasses. The
man was waiting for the elevator to‘come’up again..

P :You were looking for me;J Fischer burst out‘in a
thin breathless vbice. There was a smell of whisky whgn thé

man spoke. The elevaﬁor was grinding upwards. It was
: }

»

n?arly there. )
“1 beg your pardon?" Sampson said, bubing time.
"1 said, I believe you were looking fon’me. ‘Me,
Fisc;er.“r ) |
Sampson took care to 106k bewildered. “No", ye
lied. "Looking fl

r you? Do I know you, Mr. . . .°Ah . . .
Lorry."'

I didn’t catch\yoqr name, I'm
‘“Fischer. Werner Fischer. Husband of Joan .
Fischer. The '\an you abducted."

"I'm afraid . . ." Sampson began.

L
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“Take me to her! Please!*

"You must be crazy, mister."

"?§ke me to her! You must! Oh, you can’t imaginel
I know you have hér. You followed me. In that car. Up and
down Wardlaw. Ever since Stradbrooke. 1I'11 qo'quietly. I
don't care ;here; so long as my wife is there." Fischer had
caught héld of Sampson'sﬂsleeve. The elevator clunked to a
stop. ,

“I'm afraid you're very much mistaken," said
Sampson'in tones of genuine sorrow. So he had been spottédl
Damn it alll He was definitely losing his touch! “Listen,
pai,““he told Fischer, "I haven’t been following you, I ’
assure youf Qs for this Joan ydﬁ speak of - I don't know

why you should think I know her. yI'm a peaceable family

" man."

"Wait! Take me wifh youl"

) “"You‘ve got the wrong guy, miSter. ‘See here, let:
me go, now." Sampson shook himself abruptly and Fischer let
go of the'coat'sléeve, but seized the elevator door.

Sampson stepped onto the elevatéf, on his bland face the
expreasioh of patience sorely tried. Fischer held the door

/
open. The man was cornered now. He gazed at him, willing

him to speak. "You must tell me about Joan. , You must.

‘Just think how I feel. Can’'t you do that, at least? What

kind of brute are you?" He paused. Salpson was giving him
a la‘el look. Sampson was saying nothing
“I know it was you," Fischer continued. “You were

[

80




after me. What were you here for, 1f‘you~uenih‘t after me?"
"That’'s easy,” Sampson said. "I wanted to see my

sister Alma. In number 54. Not that it‘s any business of .

yours. Now, kindly come in or else release the door. 1It's

late." ®

"Swear you known nothing of Joan!" ‘A )

‘"I swear it.tV ' '

Reiuctantly Fi released the doorf He watched
the elelator descend. ::?%%it his-lasg'hope had been torn
from him. ‘ q \

Suppose the man  had lied?

| He shouldn’'t have let him go so easily.

Oh, if he’d only had a guni Not thai'hg knew how
to use one. Oh, how ill«prepared he was! Helplessly he
watched the elevator’'s d§;:ént. The door groaned opén.ﬂ
Tiny far-away footsteps with a hint of squelch scuffed away.
It made no sense. It wés crazy. Fischer staggered th;ouqh
to the catwalk. Caroline was waiting! Ah, Carolinel!

| - He leaned danéerqyslf far over the balustrade anw~:

.was sick.’ \
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'Chaptet 7

The child wriggled as he was carried up the icy

" path. Fischer had never .visited the Hales without Jban

before. Now that he was there on the threshhold hé thought
With pleasure of the big fireplace in the library, éhe améll‘
of pine logs burniing, and the dinner Julia would have ready.
When she invited him she said:§§‘You'd better accept, Herb
has an 1nteres?ing proposition for you’. His curiosity was
piqued, he had to admit.

The big,K door opened Bng Hilar; reachgd out her arms
and took Nicky. Within all was warm, bright and gay.
Hilpry herself was radiant, dressed in a blouse with puff
sleeves and a skift of schottentuch.

;Better take your shoes off," she said. “fhey look
wet." , . oy

“"I've an awfulifeelﬁng there’'s a hole in my sock."

' "Hang on, then. .I'1l1 get you my old moccs to |
wear." She tore up the stairs two at a time on her lohg
shapely legs;\iggvinq him once more holding his son and a
long thin package that containe& two pink'roseg, all he
could afford. He wondered if Herb’s proposition would make
the investment worthwhile. |

¢

“Try them," said Hilary. "“You can keep them if

they fit."
"Oh, I‘ll just bgfrow thém." Fisqﬁer squeezed her

arm. "You're very kind, very beautiful, too." She winced

> R
-
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dnwardly -at his touch. He showed her his package. "One {s
for you," he explained. "Anq one for your charming mother."
Bowing quickly, he kissed her hand. It was an .
awkward gesture. She had ﬁick in her arms and the child was
exploring her ear with his fingers. Moreover, Fischer had
never kissed her befqre. She escorted him into the library.
The moccasins made scarcely any sound on the carpe;. She
repeated that he must keep them. The théught of putting her
well-groomed feet where his had been, however briefly, was
disturbing. She woﬁld have liked to wash his/kiss awvay,
too, but at the same time she warmed ;ﬁth gratitude that he
had thought her worthy of it. 1In tﬁe library the fire
blazed in welcome. To put her guilt to rest, she offered
him a secret. She had planﬁed all along to gell him anyway.
‘ “You must promise never to let on," she said,
darting a glance»over her shoulder.
"I promise."”
“Cross your heart."” ‘
"Cross my heart and hope to turn into a toad if I"
tell," said Fischer.. ‘ |
' "Well, then." Hilaéy bent towards him and lowered
her voice: “Father had-you followed by a detective. They
don't know I know. But I know lots they don’'t think.I ’
know." 8She dropééd her voice to a whisper. "You were
followed about for a whole week," she said. "Father wanted
to be absolutely certain you were innocent. I don’‘t think
he really mistrusts you, he just felt he had to be sure.

¢
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Please don't 1d ap‘against him, Vern, it’s that dreadfdi
business he’s in, you know. Before getting to be ‘
vice-president he wérkedyhis way ub. You should hearAfhé
tales he tells of fraudulent claims. Anyway, after a week
he got a report that dispelled all his doubts. I heard
Mother and him discussing it. It was all mixed up with talk
about Uncle Jack and Auntie Barbara. I think,Daddy
half-hoped, you ﬁnow, that something would turn up ;géinst
) §ou, 80 that he could adopt Nicky.. He thought Jack and
Barbara would have let him." |

~

"Oh my God," said Fischer, sickening at the

thought . ' ’ ' .
&

//"’v “Don‘t think 111 of him, Vern, please. He lost a
\

~ 11ittle boy before I was born.f:Gordie died of leukemia when

»

° he was just three and a half."

"Joan mentioned 1t oncé. I'd forqotten.“ He
looked at his son. The boy was trying to make a top work.
Herb would have given him a good home with every addae&age.

- " “Promise you won‘t think 111 of him," Hilary said
again, and touched his 'arm. ¢

At tﬁat moment’ they heard the step of Herbert Hale
in the back hall. "“Do you knéw what this ‘proposition’ is
all about?" Fischer whispered. Signing that she’d talk to
hin again before the evening was over, Hilary shook her

heﬁd.,
"We’'d better find Master Nick some other toys, I

think, that old top’s not much funl Come alang, Nicky-boy!"

‘ ' -)
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" She swept the child up in her arms just as her father strode

into the room. Herbert Hale smiled warmly'at Fischer and
laid a giant arm lightly across his shoulders. "Flowers,
eh?" he said, eyeing the thin damp parcel. "“Come on out to
the kitchen. Julia can take care of them and we can get
ourselves a little drink.#

\ Fischer mulled over Hilafy’s information as Herb
steered him along. So that mgn hgé been a detéctivel Well,
at ieast Herb wouldn’t know how he’'d thrown up over the
railing; the guy had gone by then. So Hale didn’‘t know
about Caroline, éither. How she’d felt his head when he
said it ached, how her long cinqpmon hair had brushed hif»
face, awakening his desirei How he;gﬁpulled her closer.
How she’'d yielded, so beautifully. \

They carried their scotch into the library. Haie
bent down carefully, protective of his back, and added
another log to the fire: Then he eased himself into his
favorite chair., The two men sipped their drinks in silence

and watched the flames bite into the fresh log, sending up

fountains of blue and orange sparks. "This is the life,

eh?" Herb'sighed happily. "How've you been managing, Vern?
Studies progressing deépite everything?"

Fischer affirmed with a nod that they were.

"I went into Kennedy Boéks the other day," Herb
continued. "Had a little chat with Mary. 8She’'s a fine
pgrgon, isn’t she? Very, very fond of Joan, too. Misses

her help, of course, especially now with Christmas ,just

Y "‘w-.“'
’ ) 3? ‘V:JL'%“’
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aréund the corner." Herb paused, feeling his way. *“Jt
struck me," he said, "that apart from missing Joan and being
exéremely‘workied, as indeed we all are, you must be short’
her bit of income, too. The rent isn‘t any less just
because she isn't the}e, is it? The babysitter still has to
be paid. Mary tells me Joan took home nearly $100 a month.
That pretty well paid the rent, I should guess." -
. "Yes," said Fischer with faint disqust. He might
have known Herb would talk about money! “Julia and I feel
we‘'d like to .-help you out." Herb went on. "See you get on
your feet. We khink Joan w$u1d appreciate that, and we're
doing it for her sake, too, not just for you. So," he said,
smiling easily, "I’'ve got a cheque here made out to you in
the amount of two hundred dollars. A% long as Joan’'s gone,
and until you'%et your degree,(there'll be a similar cheque,
for one huqdred dollars, on the fifteenth of every month."
He passed the pale rectangle to Fischer. "Better see if we
spelt your name correctly,” he added. He rubbed his ample
chin. His eyes twinkled.
“I'm stunned," said Fischer, gazing 4t the cheque.
° oo ;I'm very grateful, you can‘t imagine. This will mage a
great-deal of difference," he ventured lamely.
“"Name right, Vern?"-
"“Perfect. I can’'t thank you enough, Herb; You and
\ Julia."
“Say no more, my friend. No. Tell me one thing,

¢ /
Vern. What were you called at home? ‘Vern’, like here?"

86 .
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"Usually. Sometimes.- when my mother or father
wanted to make a pbint - they’'d call me ’‘'Werper’."

"Do yoﬁ like your name? I guess that’'s a funny
question, the sort %f*question kids toss about, but I‘ve
néver, l1iked my own name much. ‘Herbert’ - there's something
nampy—pamby about 14, eh? Silly for a great big gquy 1like

t
me." He tapped his thigh, as if its girth gave him special

boo- :
pleasure. " Seems to; be the way the ‘e’ is pronounced, and
yodr name has the same ‘e’ sound in it. “Herbert',
. * (’
"Werner’. See what I mean?"

. “You're right. ‘Werner’ is a bit ‘namby-pamby’
too, as xpu say. Names are queer'. 1 used to wish i was
Falled ‘Klaus’ - one sfrong syllable! Incorruptibl?! It
Qould be hard to change names now, however."

"I had a yen to be ‘Gordon’. Don’'t know why."

They fell into separate reveries. What was the
- connection between the detective and the money? Or the
money and their Christian names? Perhaps there was no
connection. His mother used to station herself cn the wide
stairway at home and holler for him. ’Her voice resounded
from basement to\?ttic: "Furr-nee! Furr—nee;" She used to
[call for everyone that way except their father, and expect
them to come instantly. In his memory the-names of their
servants and even his sisters and brother only éame to him
now shﬁped by his mother’'s imperious tones: Al-fried!

Ge-org! Ag-nes! What a relief it had always been to hear

another called, and not himgflfl
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At dinner he and Hilary exchanged meaningful
glances. She had Nicky beside her. As she fed him, her own
mouth opened and shut like a fish’'s. Did she know about the

J

noqpy? It was plood money, of course. It eased Hale's
conscience. It would be interesting to know what the
‘detective had cost hfm. And whether he’d been hired by
Herbert Hale or by his alter ego, the indomitable Gordon.
Hale carved the joint. Julia served the

.vegetablesc Nicky chortled happily and %&schet explAined
all about the comprehensive exams, whith, because of the
trouble with Joan, hg'd pdt off till the new year. After
that the conversation turned to family ﬁittegs;‘,Jean's

' sister Pﬁyllis, her parents in Montreal, her grandmother Rho

was now in a nursing home, and Herb’'s aunt, who was planning

to move back to Winnipeg when she retired. It meant very

little to him, they were people he hardly knew, except for

’ Phyllis. Nicky reached fqrward for his cup and Fischer
. . hurried to his side; Hilar§ was helping to clear. He held |
the cup; the child blew bubbles into his ‘milk. |
- " "Drink nicely," said Fischer.
"uMe dink. " "
"Nicely."
The child complied. Oh, what a good boy he was, so
\clever, s0 obliging, and his hair like fine silkl
“He'll be walk;ng any day now; then he’ll. be a

handful," Herd warned. ‘His voice quivered with pride and

love, and something else, a kind of pain that made Fischer
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turn his face avay and’rghilber the soq,;hat\had“d}ed.
Instinctively, he wouid have liked to staunch that pain, had
he but’two Nickys. On’ the other hand, Herb sti)l had his '
wife, and a beautiful daughterlwho adored hiq./ Ft!éher
didn’t know if he still had a wife, or{ﬁhqghér he'd ever e
have & gaugh£er. jﬂnd Nicky might - but no!l He wﬁuldn}t
allow the oﬁspene thought to surface in his mind, he pushed
it back. back, back:f.for here was Herbert Hale, so n&ny
yéars later, still keening with the pain of that loss,

. If Joan Were really lost to him, how would he be

feeling in fifﬁeen years? He shuddered to think. | / %i
| | =
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Chapter B‘_ —

i -~
~

\ \ The Ha&es' money'ﬁade 1£ possible fwor Fischer fo_
give a Christmas party, as they had done the preceding year.
He cherished the fantasy that Joan would come home - while the
party was in progress, drawn by so many thoughts of her

Al

vibrating simultaneously through the ether He made a point

of inviting anyone who had attended last year‘s party, and- -~

[

also anyone Qho was particularly Jttathed to Joan, like Ma57
e

from the Bookstore, who had never been to their home before!

It was a strgnge qathering,'of mingled and not always

compatible interests. He had even invited Fred and his wife
from the grocery store, for they always asked him if he had
had any news, and unlike 80 many, seemed sincere and

S j
unembarrassed in their persistent inperest. Louise, Raji’

and Caroline helped with thé preparations, and acted as
surrogate ‘hosts, taking coats, shoying people about the
flat, and helping to set out the food. In the front room
Januéflahd a Mexican friend played quiﬁars. Sometimes
Janusz sang mournfully. Nicky crawled among the maﬁy legs
o; was borne aloft in someone’'s arms, chortling with glee.
Fischer himself dirculated between the various groups, at

first smiling mechanically, and then with a strange -

intensity. How pleased Joan would be, . 1f she knew they had

come! he invariably remarked. He didn’ x tell anyone that he

expected her at midnight, but as that hour approached his

excitement turned even more feverish. He seemed.to-hear her

v, - ¢ ' .~ ' - - .
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" Very studious young man. No

. ' ~ Js L

. 1 v ' ’ ' —
¢ name spoken everywhere: ‘Joan! Joan! Joan! Joanl’

»

bouncing up and down like a ball tossed from one éo another.
"You’'re thinking about her,- aren’'t you?" q;roline
pressed against him and planted aak;ss on his ﬁegth;

‘ "Sure I am. ‘How can I EETE 1t?" ne replied' .
happily, the colour rushing to his cheeks. At ben to twelve
he %oand'himself’in conversation with one of the psychology"
"department contingent. - A ) . '

o never realized you had such a big place, Vern.

Ybu tould rent a room or two, you know " ) ¢ o

4‘_ . . /

"I suppose so," said Fischer
"Sure. Take in a few extra bucks Why noté Do
you know Yoshi Itubi° Student from Jdpan?"

K

“I've seen him around’khe,department. He’'s workinyg

with -Malik, isn‘t he?" ,

. "Not yet, he isn‘t. Doing make-up courses. ‘ }§

‘Japanese government scholarship. Needs a place to'stay.

Been staying in residence bu;)not happy there, too noLsy:

‘ ‘ao young, either. About'you;
own aqe: If you want, .I'11l.put him oﬁto you. Up to you, of
course. You ma; prefer not, tight’" ' o

I Fischer nodded his head affably, his ear straining

for the sound of the elevator. He broke away and went to
\ .

."look at the clock 1n?the kitchen. There were people

everyvwhere, even in the pantry, even tn Nicky's room. The
. * !
cats werg hiding under the crib, distressed-ﬁy the 1nvasion.

"Nice party, Verﬁ," people said as .he made hia'wag

\ ¢
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that?

AR XL
througb the crowd - "Really a great partyl“ '

It was twelve -oh-five by the clock. Gott im

Himmel, he felt a need to be alone.° He went ‘out oﬁ the

catwalk and watched the smoke of his breath.drift upwards

. towards ' thé stars. He thought of that first night, how he’d

dropped the beer botﬁle, and of the.night he’'d been sick.
He pulled a :coin from his pocket "Heads, she’ll be found,"
he said tossing 1t up at the sky. He missed catching it,

and it slipped_soundlessly qver the edge. . N

—~

Yoshi Itubi moved in just before_New Year’'s. He

occupied Phyllis's*ofd'room. At first Fischer saw in. Yoshi

a student such-as he himself had been when he‘d come to

Canada - whgt was it? Ten years before? Yoshi’'s mastery of

Englgsﬁ was minimal. F;scher'had read English,books'wﬁen‘he.

first arrived and gone often to the cinema. He tried to

persuade Yoshi to read Alice in Wonderland, but he wouldn't

or couldn‘t - it was foolishness, Yoshi declared haughtily,
a story for babies = did Fischer think he was a baby?. He

was no baby, he said. He was e man. Couldn't Fiseher-see

Yoshi was short and slight; he looked about 18,‘
though_he was nearly 30. The psychology department was very
pleased that he had moved in with Fischer, and Fischer

: ﬂimself was pleased to begin with. “The money Yoshi paid for

room and board was a big help, and the truth was that for
just himself and Nicky the Tlat was too large. Fischer had
. A LR .
\
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thoughit of 'moving. But what if 3oqn were to return? How

—-

’wépld shg f%nd hgr way home again? Hé would be moving
anyway in due‘cougsg.. He’'d bequn applying for jobs. He’d
bouéht a'ne& suit, to wear .to int;rviews, as sobn as he'd
passed his comprehensive exaps. He would have to visit ‘
uhiversities in 6ther gities. He expected to complete}h{s
research by Jdly. The thesis cqgld be‘wgiQten anywhere. It
was the iaét hurdle. ' |

Another reason for staying in ‘the Roslyn Apartments
was Caroline. The} had grown closer. It was an odd
relationship in which Fischer was nothuite a- full
participant, because. of his 5ur§ts of hope about Joan. On
the othqr)hand it was very necessary to him. Yoshi was
éurious about. Fischer’s women. He disliked anq disapproved
of Caroline, and saw her as little better thah a ‘prostitt.xte'.
He pointedly refrained from speaking to her. They were
baffled by his attitude. '

"Canadian woman bads, I thihk,"’Yoshi opined one
night at supper. He spoke only to Fischer, ignoring
Caroline.

"ﬁhy do you say that?"l ‘X . ' —

"I have reasons," Yoshi muttered darkly. “They not
11keiJapgnese wom;ﬁs;~ Japanese woman very good, very good.‘
Not.eépulating except with own hpsbagd." | .

"Well, Caroline has no husband."

“So? Then she shouldn’t copulate. Very bad. Very

dirt} Qomans." o 3
. 2 ' \
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"“1 -resent that, Yoshi," Caroline inte‘rj'ect;ed.

"I not speak tosyou, do I? 1 speak.Fischer. You
not 1nterrunc! You bad womans shut upl!" he brought out
'triumphantly. He turned back to Fischer, leavinngaroline
dumbstruck at his rudeness. “"See here, Fischer. Thistoans.
woman, your yife. You married to her, right?"

"0f course.“ * o

"So! You know!" ‘q: )
"I don’t see what I‘'m supposed to know, Yoshi."
“ﬁkmple.' That yoh marry, then cobulatdng okay.
" Not so very good, maybe, but okay. Anyways,.this Joans,
.Wwhere she gone?". o

"I don’'t know."

"She disappeared one night," Caroline offered

! “How you cannot know? You being big foolishness I

think, Fischer. How your wife go-alone-on street, you not

know where? You 'see, she bads too. Canadian woman all

o

bad."

N
{

Notwithstanding nis narrow views on the subject of
Qanadxpn women, Yoshi was convenienc as a oabysitter,
provided Nicky yas ésleep. 'He was quite conpent, then, to
have Fischer go out It gave him an opéortunity to raid the
fridqe. Fischer soon discovered the pricé he was paying for
his bit of éreedom - ©One night a half a pound "of cheese and
all the oranges; another time all the eggs and ‘a quart of
nilk. He~began to observe what Yoshi took for his lunch to
the Lniversity. 'ﬁever once did he take bread: always

-
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cheese, eggs, meat and fruit.’ Sometimes veqetables, but

névér bread. . At supper, too, the one meal they ate
together: Yoshi avoided rice, potatoes and pastq. He was
shocked- at the quantities. of rice Fischer ate.: One n%ght
they‘ardued‘aboutﬁit. * Yoshi .insisted starchy fooas vere
v unhealthy.” Fischer said a\diet like Yoshi’'s wasn’t healthy,
either, and was too expensive besides. N ‘
T . The professor who had brought them bogether waylaid .
‘3 Fischer one day a couple of months after Yoshi mowed in.
"What do you think‘of’him?" Mike wanteé’po know.
"He’s a bit strange," said Fischer’guardedly.
"Stil% a big language problem, eh?"
“Yes,” said Fischer. ' s

"He's not QOing~ver& well in his courses."”

“He studies all the time."

“Is it just language holding him back do you
think?“That s what we have to figure out. He seems ‘to hav
trouble with so many basic concepts. 'He's a dead loss in
abnormal psych. Even in stats where you'd expéct him to
have‘an easier time;\he asks 1rfe1gvanthqgestions and muffs:
every;hing.. Soﬁe of the other.students have comélained."

"Really?"- o ' | ‘ . .

"Some of the girls. He seems mot to like girls.
Gets very annoyed if fhey sbéak up in class. That sort of
th} We have to decide whether the problem is fanquage

‘ d-culture” or more a personal thing, you see. If he’s not .

going to make it, do we‘give him another chance, or send'him



A

a2

~and Yoshi’ was not at all ru

homé? 1I"'d like your opinion. It'Would carry a lot of .

‘

weight with\the‘committee.“ ,
/ . -Fischer promised to give the matter ihoughﬁ
| I fact, he did bettej than that. He invited 3111
and Miko for supper. Though born in Canada, Miko had spent
h

two years in Japan with relatiyes and had also ehtertained
d q*’

ﬁas very charming to Yoshi
x‘kq ‘%&3&
@o her. He did/ resist having

a'lengthy conversation with her and.Bill in/dapanese,

numerous Japanese visisors.

v R M . / .
however, on the grounds that that would be/&nconsiderate to
Fischer. -As agreéd, Fischer ‘called Miko ﬂhe next day to see
what she thought. : //

"He certainly has great admiration for you, Vern. "

. "Yes, but 1is ‘he crazy’"

"Well, crazy is_a strong word. He didn’'t talk
ﬁuch, either," ﬂiko went onJ,“but y impression 1s that he '
is quite odd. He means well, thoﬁgh and he'’s really trying .
to adjust, too. I don't want of/say anything that would be
unfair to him." : RN ’

/

“Would you consider/him a‘typicpl Japanese .man,
mior
Miko's musical l/augh bubbled into his n\
she exclaimed. "No, I oertainly wouldn ot say he was
typicall .And neither ﬁould Bill, and he knows nearly as
many Japanese men as/é do!" e a 3 .
"That's big help, Miko, thanks."
"Now" waié{ Vern. There'’s somethinq important I

./
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“sﬁill must say about this poor fellow. " He does have

enormous p;ide, we Japahese all do, and-he’ll take .failure
a -® K

extremely hard. If there's any way, Vern, should it come to’

that: anthay for him to save face: 1if you can somehow.
arrange it, since he respects you’so . : . could Jjyou tfy'po

do whatever, Vern?"

Fischer promised to do his best.

One night he and Caroline went to see The Seventh

Seal at the film club. It was a film he had first seen with
Joan before they wer® married and Joan haq loved {it.
Fischer was esbecially maved this-time by the reunion

bpetween the knight and his wife. Just such a reunion as he-

might wish for between Joan and hihself, he thought misbily,/'

imégining th&t Joan, too, was in some sense plajing cﬁgss
with Death. He and Caroline were silent as they made their
way home, It was not very cold; the thaw had.begqun; tﬁe

river ice Qas beginning to break up. Qaroline had seen the

* film for the first time; she was remembering the face of the

1ittle witch who had consorted with the devil and been burnt

at the stake; The witch looked a bit 1ike her sister
Jennifer, and she was sorry that Jennifer had not gone with
them. She guessed what Fischer was thinking. She always

—_— L)
knew when he was thinking of his absent wife. She squeezed

his hand. “Nearly home," she said. . - )
"Coming up for tea?"

: " "You want me to?’
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- - ."In Japan, bulbs.not burn out."

"Yes. Sure."

Fischer ﬁuéhed open the kitchen doqQr, and the;e was
Yoshi, looking very glum, an open book on the table in front
of him. He appeared not to be reading His skinny arms
Wwere folded acrogs his narrow chest, and he, peered déwﬁ his

" .nose at Fischeg‘ih his loftiest manner.

““Piééh?s77\3é§§egan“ "somebody bust my’iight. it
not work: All evening ‘I sit here, impossible to study."

"Tt's probably the bulb, Yoshi.. Did:(you'*;ry
‘puttingdin~a new bulb?J .

¥ “Bulb? What is ‘bulb’?"

“The part that lights up." |

“I am. telling you, it not lighting up. That whole
éoint, Fischer. Why you not listen?“ “ '
| “I*m listening, Yoshi. Calm down, for God's sake."
Squétting'down, Fischer ruﬁmaged‘ih the cupboardxunder the
'sink. "“This is a bulb,",helcaid.z “Bulbs burn out. Wheﬁ
they dq, you put a new one’in.f '
( “'Course they do, old boy. Come on?~ We'll try
this one." He stormed down the hall tq.Yosﬁi's room. Thé
‘air‘within\was heavy with fhe(smell of pomades and hair .
oils. He replaced the bulb and the lamp came to life.

!

"Amazingl“ salid Yoshi. He turned it on and off a

A}

‘couple of-times to Q%ke sure. "Amazing!" he said again. It :

was his latest word. The week before his word had been

N

claustrophobic-: the one notion from his abrformal psych

o
i
s

/
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#ourse that he hadn’‘t found oﬁﬁectionable. - s
. N v ~ O i

/7" Fischer .showed him the old bulb. "Sed;" he said.

!

"It’'s black. And if you,shaké it, it rattles. .No good
I .. . D
.anymore. All used up. Garbage." .

/

| "Never, in Japgn such a thing, Fischers Canada.bad
"i/ cbuptry, Rylbs break, no gopd. Nothing last."” ‘
7 o “You must have led a very shéltered life, old -

chap." J , >

:

*Sheltered? ‘What meahs-’shéltered’?f

*I'31 tell you some other time. I must get back to

A Carolinel“

' "“How was film?" - L o

\ " d "Great!" | ' ‘
"What 1t.about?" - L e

. o f / ’"I'm'sorry, Yoshi. I must get back toVCaroline."

."No Fischer, wait. Please." oo
B “What is it, then?" » C
" "Tell me about film."

A S

/ o " “Goodnight, Yoshi." . ;
. "Fischer! Fischer! Wait, I have to tell you -
. something important!® o .

"Tell me tomorrow." | ' S -
~ . - “It about Joans." . .
. — . "Joan? My wife?" Fischer demanded with desperate

-urgency. , . . v
"No. I joke only. See how you Stop, pay
" attention.’ No. Not about Joans. ‘I fail stats test,qrf/

1

-~
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Fischer. Very bad test. ; He stood 1in the.d&orway, his head
bowed in shame his fingets lacing and unlacing nervously.
"Very bad place “this university, this country. I think I

" be going sooﬁr to brother’s place, in Michigan. You come
 too?" L M y

.t
\\

> "No, Yoshi. I'm sorry you failed. ‘Bﬁé'evetyone

does fail stats at least once. You’ re bound to pass next

s
/

!

time, don’'t worry." ‘ /

/

Fischer hastened away. Caroline had made tea and
taken it into his room and put a record on:

"Thaf_stdpid man," she said. "He ’seems crazier

revery time I see him." v

"He mignF be leaving. Going;tg M%chigqn. He -
flunked a test."” ‘ ‘ ' -
) -+ "Good."

‘ "Wants me to go with himl“

“Of course."

"Why ‘of -course’?"

. "He’s in love with you, silly 'Or something.
Anyone could tell you that It's obvious."

"He isn’ £, . : ) 3
" “Sure he is. He probably doeisn’'t know it, but he-
' is. Anyway, let’'s not talk about hin. He gives me the
_?Feeps." So thej sat side by si@e on the floq}.'leaninq
back against the bed and listening toAmusic. Fischer had

bought a new stereo on the 1nsta11ment plan and quite a

number of new records. He let Yoshi use the old phonoqraph

Cd
»

1%
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) to'put in.the plug." #

-
) L ] _ S .t
and some o;ﬁiiE’pldangcords JThéy hehrd it now, Chopin

. being pounded out, 1ntrudinq on their Mozart.

“He’'s playing that too loud," said Fischer wearily

- "I'11 have to tell him."

"I'l} go home now," saidlCaroline. “You won't get
any"peace if I stéy.“

In the days that followed Yoshi falled mpre tests -
and grew increasingly morose. He condemned the. prgfessors,
who had not tauqht him well enough, and bathed with -
increasing freguency. His baths were a great and terrible’

ritual of steam and unguents. Clad in underwear and a robe,
\

* a‘toilet bag wedged under one arm, he would pad~doﬁn‘the

hall, his.thong slippers slappiné the linoleum smartly.

: "Fiséher," he said. "I take bath now. OK?"

+"Just don’'t be too long, Yoshi. And don’‘t forget

7
/

“No worry, I know about plug." .

. The4jirst couple of weeks he had not knowr about
the plug. He had let the water run and run. Steam had
seeped beneath tﬁe lécked door like smoke, and after an hour
Fischer had poundéd.on the door, alarmed. Yoshi had. not
heard above the roar of thé tap. He emerged some time-
later, Pink from heat, his eyes shining, steam trailing him
like a flock of ghosts. The building supétihtendant had
complained: Yoshi had managed to exhaust the building/s
entire hot water supply.

Now instgad‘bf twice weekly he bathed daily, in an

<
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effort to wash away the taint of failure. But he was

1

cheerful when he spoke of Mlchigan The wonien in Michigan

= 1.
Japanese women. H#rhigan weather was much better than

e §4'a ! Y

,were gopd wpmen,;%e claimed, obedient and reliable like

Winnipeg weather. Professors were smgrter'aﬁd taught

better. Attif:ud’es were idealistic, not materialistic. All
this must be so, for hiq‘£r0ther would scarcely live there
otherw1se,’§nd his brotkér was happy and succcssful and ran
Qn important laboratory for E\pharmgceutical firm. Light"
bulbs, he sugdested, were relfable{and long iastinq.inj ‘
Michicjan Day after day he.dropped little hints to Fischer

¥
about the glories of the promised land pronouncnd

‘Meet.cheequn’ .’ He- insinuated that Fischer should abandon
Winnipeqg, which was. a veritéble éoﬁom and Gomorrah.

‘ "In Meetcheegun, music more heautiful," he ‘
déclared. "You come, Fischgr. Brihq baby, too. Babieiﬁnot
get s}ck hFrdly"ever in Meetcheegun."

{
Fischer gave .up arguing, for one day Yoshi had

chéﬁlenged; "How you so sure, Fischer? You been in

Meetcheegqun? You ever went th ?". And Fischer hadn‘t

though he’d once trekked west to Colorado, camping with a

friend.: o \ P

"Never there! So you don't know,-Fischer. My

'brother there since years. He know. "

"And your brother wrote that light bulbs last
forever there?" .

"Not. forever, Fischer.  Who need fareverg Do we

) : . - 102 ‘
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. department, expectinq to continue h*s work in Malik‘s lab

live-forever? I get brother’'s letter. I read to you." But /

the task of translation was too hard, and he couldn’'t find
5

the 'passage he wanted or the English- words to render it = -

effectively. "Believelme," he said, folding the letter

* !

carefully and returnfng it to its envelope. "I tell you: I
ask my brother to writelto you personally, in\Enélish: You
see then." . ' ) _ "k o ﬂ

A -7, i Y . ‘

The school .year enQéd. '?oghi passed two courses

barely, and failed in three others, but was not formally N

X

d}ghissed from the uﬂ{versity. Reqeﬁ&ering his promise to
Miko, Fischer told. the committee Yoshi would és of his own
accord, and”th&t it was essential to let hiﬁ save face. The
weeks wdnt by, howeQer, and Yoshi kéét turning‘dp at the \

where they -dissected rats reared under various’ conditions

-

and weighed their organs.,
T . : oo : e

Finally the committee put ‘pressure on Fischer. . One- °

or two faculty members had broached ﬁhp‘éubject of- Michigan,

informally and.%PﬁverSaticnally, and had only-a

non-committal response. “Are you sure he's going to leave?"
they demanded. "We need ‘to know for sure. He seems so - "
vague."” 2 : .

‘ .

"I“ll_tackle hi& on it ténight,"\Fischef éfomised.'
He resentéd haviﬁg to do it. He regretted ta&ing Yoshi in

in the fifst place.‘ If‘qben'hadnft dﬁsdppeared, he'd never
have‘qét into this Yoshi qﬁss. Notwithstanding, he steeled

" himself and put the question at supper ‘that night. i
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‘Fischer?

\
\ .
o ' <§&

, ?

v
-

"Wnen I go?“_ Yoshi cougﬂed; "You need'to know,

But you don‘t und%fatand, I guess. 1 ean éo )

anytime, but I waiting for you. Without you, I not go, my

friend

-

to wait."

® -

I wait No problem."» - . - ) -

1

“But I m'not yoing. Not ever, Yoshi. It's no usé
8
L

'
vf

"Don'gppay, Fischer. Pleeset* Of course you conme.

/ Best opportunity for you. Good universities there, you teke

godd Job,

/
o

I work imlab end study. ﬁicky, you and me, we

all be together, iike a-family."

"I can't, old chap. . Joan, you know. I'm married.

h have to find her ' ,

v

"Joan matter mbre than me, Fischer’"

‘*I'm afraid so, old ChﬂP e Co o coe

Yoshi generously, thouqh he regarded Nicky with-some

distaste.

Fischer.

"So. A baﬁ'womans more 1mportant than a man?" -

“She's my wife. The mother of my son. "
9Aﬁ, so. Sonf% can underatand. Son matters," said
“But woman more iTportansfthan man, that wronq.

That t}azy.‘ Yqu make mistake. Think about it,

then change your mipd. "

"No I won't, Yoshi. I don't wantxﬂﬁ live with you.

That s that "

"Fischer, you make me very sad."

"I'm sorry, old chap."”

“"Please think some more." ' R

"I} won't do any good. Believe me. The best thing

v ¢ ~
. . . 4
.
. \ . v .

¢

.
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.twd mouthfuls at a time. we

mohths aqo."

\ , . \ s -

b 4 ,
T

“1is for'yoq o go, to'QO soon,"gnq of th‘i\month, in fact.

Get your gdareer off to a good start eh?"

“Yes, I see. So I go. End of this month " He

sniffed bravely o q{

. Yoshi‘s appetite fell .off sharply. He began to
_decline seconds, then he began to take less and less, then -
“his meags were simply picked at until he was barely taking

.*I bought my ticket," he said, "for Michigan."

. "ond!" said Fischer. |
“I fly on th}rty of June, week tomorrow. "
a “Ihetrs terrif;c, old chap. You must be happy."

‘I try," Yoshi said stimply. . s U

Ji‘m worried aboutlﬁim," Fischer told Caroline.
"He’s so skihny. hnd pdle. He never plays the Chopin
record now. He doesn’t read, either.";I don:t know what he’
does in that room of his. He Qon‘t even open the windows,
and it stinks like a perfume factory."

"He s mourning you fHeeloves you. I told you that

4

\

, "Oh, God," said Fisgher. "I find that verj hard to

"believel"™ But somehow, he .aid believe it. It filled him

~-w:lt:h pity. and worse: a kind of cheap contempt

The night before his departure, Yoshi put "his hand
on Fischer's arm. He had never touched him befone, and
instead,of looking at him, he'stared at his own hend.-

JFischer,t hq@gaid. "Say you come some day to -
~— | |
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, Meetcheegun to live. Say, tomorrow youqcome.“

- "I can't, old chap."
"I not like tragel alegne; Fischer Y6p my only

friend." . : . . .

"I'11 write to you," Fischer promised. But he

,dfan't ask“for the address. Yoshi sighed painfully apd took
. 1 ‘l

* his hand back. . ‘ < . : o,

)

"I pack," he said after dinmer. "In case I Bot‘see

_you before I go, goodbfgl Fischer My plane very early.
Five ‘in the morning, very early." ', AR oo .
i\\\ --- "Someone’'s taking you to the airport?" L@

»

"Oh, yes, for sure. Nokworry, old .chap." *
"Okayy old chap. Good luck. 1I'll write."af
The next day when' Fischer went ihtolYoehi's room to

iopen the windows and air. it out, he found a square flat
péckage‘Wrapppd in Christma§%§;per p}Qpped‘on the chair.

The'éﬁair had been placed r éht'in‘theimiddleabf the room.

The parcel had a note attached in tidy, tiny, herd-to-read
. ‘ . (_‘ -

script: "Pischer: many thanks(yey for evérythihg. I will

not stop to hope 1 See you soon in Hichiqan " Your, friend,
' Vo

“T. Itubi " The package contatned a-new recowding of the h

& N

- o 14 . . -~

e

much- beloved Chopin.
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Chapter 9 L L

H

“

The plane had already begun its destent when'
Phyllis snapped her book shut,ano dared to think of‘
arriving. Through the porthole-like window she saw the St.
ﬁawrence thrqsting blue through the red and~gOld land.
There was the many-coloured mountain, there the Shrine;
‘there the unmistakeable bath—house blue of .the terminal’
building. She had forgotten how glorious the Quebec
landscape could be 'in October. In Winnipeg the trees were
already stripped and the hardened ground was rimed with
frost. The other mgrning it had snowed. It made(?hyllis
ask herself wh& she stayed there.

" The plane thudded down, the wingflaps dropped and
whined. People pushed into the narrow aisle and struggled.
Fto\reach coats and parcels stowed overhead. Phyllis took
down the smart navy wool ﬁobise Huddersfield hai given her
when she decided navy made her look too severe. "Perhaps'

. you wouldn’t mind passing me that camel hair," anh old lady
asked. Phyllis did so. The coat reminded her of something, .

N

she couldn’t think what. When the plane’s doors opened she

-

moved forward witﬁ the rest. That glimpse through the
A winddw\had excited her. Shei walked briskly along the
corridor, heelg olickingf She collected her'little
sﬁitcase. Over by the exit doors, gazing, itsseemednnat the
parking lot -was her father. Nhen Phyllis reached him he’

swung about and said;accusingly:‘ "There you are finally!
3 o Y

L - ' .
' . ' ’ »,

1 N ~
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~ hang onto the pure present for just a bit 1ongét.

o0
%
4

Your plane was latel" .She stood onftiptoe to kiss him and

) scolded playfully. "Doﬁﬂ; be mad at me, Boss{‘-l‘wasﬁ%t the

|
pilot!™: He flashed an appreciative smile and relieved ‘her

of the suitcase.

"Your mother’'s at home. She said she had a few

things to do at the last minhﬁ%. I thought we might stop at

Ruby's on the way. Pick up some grub. ‘Course, if you:

don't feei like\Cbinese, there'§ always tomato soup and tuna
sandwiches." = o - .

| fWhet a choice!" |
* "Your choice. "four mum said it w;;~a11 the same tq

her.f. | . S
"What about fou;/bad?" u
.. "Doesn’'t matter to me, girl. it you faney a tuna
sandwich I'li just ;et ehough'Ch;nese'for your mdthef and

a

n
‘meo : ‘
PR .
N

: "Oh you just darel!" Chuckling and grinnin .~ she

.slipped 1nto the familiar blue Pontiac. Into the fr nt

seat, not the back like -last time. The memory of 1 st time
buzzed eround her head like a fly. Would Dad notice it?
Was he remembering too? rthllﬁs tried to erqsh 1t(awey, to
But once
roused her sense of loss was keen as hunger.

"It’'s really wonderfhl to see you, sweetheart,"

y Jack Hale 1nterjected, patting her knee "You Yook sharp in

-

that coat." : < - . ;
. F“Thanks}'Dld." S . L o
2 ' L '
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,Phyllisl" S , ' ) ‘ ///\\\\

The car roared along Cdte de Liesse'past the old

orph?nage ow’often as kids she and Joan had pretended

they were grphans! How many sudden and painless deaths

~
'

agined for their parentsl Now it was Joan who was

they'd/;
gone n Winnipeg, Phyllis had’ almost“grown used to the
.idea In Montreal it devastated her anew., It was like

being'cut with knives. She looked quickly 'at her fathet, at.

the firm line of his jaw as he concentrated on the driving.

"You okay?" he said. =~ '

“Yes." She was, in faet. His voice had been:
enough to soothe' the wounda. - She sttll loved being his
girl. r '

: | . | e

Jack Hale, tipping sweet and sour onto his wif% s
plate, saidf "Why don‘'t you tell Phyllis about yéur plan?"

“Oh, there’s lots of time for thatl Phyllis will
be here for days! I'd much rather hear about her life."
And turning to Phyllis: "You have a new job, don’'t you?"/

| "Yes. I'm a receptionist at a medical CQInic.f/

"How do‘you;like it o | . ”//

Phyllis shrugged. "I;;; a’%ob. It's not A

N

interesting the &ay my. other one was. It won't go anywhere,
it‘'s just untfl something else turns up. "
Ve
"Have you thought any more about. university? Have

you thouéht about what you’d like to do 1n the end? You

, know how delighted your Dad and I woulg be if you came back,

w\
., ’
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Y -
// LT knoﬁr I'm not ready.” . 5
_///( f' “Barb. Barb,-tell Phyllis about the house-«
/. .'"House? DIid I hear right?" - | ’
//// . ﬂYoui mother’s planninglﬁo bﬁy a hoﬁse."

;)‘ ‘ "Planning, well, as usual four father exaggerates, -

1Dréaming of ” would be'more Qccurgte.“ 'Barbar& Hale'’s éyes,-:
sp&rklea"with pleasure. Phyllis noticed how much she’d
aged. There were grief lines ﬁh&t hgdn’t been .there
fourteen mon;hé'ago. The;e’were places where the déy and.‘z
.ﬁiﬁeiy qu;lted.skin had gone slack over bones that seé@e3§\

‘\ too big and heavy for so small a woman.. ' TN

“This flat was‘perféct-while you girls were at

.f‘ . -home, but it's really too big for just Jack and me. Isn’t

it, Jack?" - )
"If you say so, dear " He smiled knowingly at his
daughter. ""I'm going off to have a bit of shut-eye," he N

confided. “Give you 'two ladies a chance to get caught up." ,

! ; They wévediinddageﬁtly after him as he crept from the room. |

. Jwﬁiﬁe've been in this flat ever since we;;ame to
Montreal. .qur since you started grade school, Phyl.

‘ That’s~a long time, more than twelve yéars. An& it’'s not .
cheap, either! Rent! Mon;h after mohth’we’ve paid rent and
there’é nbthing to show Yof it.' For the same money we could
have a little house with a garden ’

They“d had a garden 1n Winnipeg A littl? garden
Vith a big oak tree 1in §h9 corner of the yard. \Joan Qsed to
.climb up in it and readlher baook. Outside the back fgnce L.

<
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grew hollyhocks; and the milkman and 5readman went up and
down the lane in horsedrawn wagons. One oflPhyllis's'first

moments of glory had been a ride. on the horse-of Jimmy ‘the

. longing.

milk’. Joan, too big at ten for such treats, had perchedfon

the back fence feigning disinterest but really filled with

It hadn’t occurred to Phyllis until then that

.'anyone .as old ahd important as her sister could actually

su{fer ffoﬁ longing, but thege was the proof in Joan’s

bitter-sweet smile and melancholy glance. And if Joan could

feel/théb way, ﬁgybeﬁﬂihn Mummy and Daddy could, too - so,

she, Phyllish was not the only one! She’‘d sat up taller

upon‘ihe huge black horse, marvelling at the feel of its

. great muscles 'rolling beneath her. It was as if from that

lofty seat she’d glimpsed her whole life gpread out throuqh

time; she breathed in the pungent horsey smell like a.

‘guarantee of wisdom.

\

"You woﬁ’t remember’ our garden in Winnipeg," her’

mother said. “You were too small. I used to gfow\corn,‘

‘radighes. sweet peas, lettuce. At the sideiof the house a

pink climbing rose. You could sit by the dining rodm~wihdow'

and smell its ?erfume."' She fell silent, femembqring.
"Wou}& you mind very much if we moved? This élace was your
home for so lonq::

"A néw place will be home soon enough wifh you in
it," Phyllig assured her.’ °

"I thought you could help decidg wﬁat furniture t6

keep. And maybe - you know, your sister left all kihas of

-
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things here. 1 haven t had the heart to go through‘theml“

“1'11 do that’ w like. " - . _

"That’'d be grand, it'really would, I do try to be .
brave. about Joan. I know Jack thinks she's dead but 1 4
can)t heip hopihg: She was always such a strange child, you
know. When she was little I sometimes wondered if she v
hadn't got mixed up in the hospital- that really can
happen. But of course she hadn t. - Apart from her defect.
she-was a Hale throuqh and through. 1 was just 80 unueed to

children, having been the youngest myself."

L

g l

- Phyllis had cleared out three of the four drawers
of het sister’'s old desk. She'd set aside the -letters from
her mother "s Aunt Martha, in case her mother wanted them,
but thrown out years of flotsam-and jetsam in the form of

\

Christmas cards, postcards, brochures, theatre handbills and
a battered old mapﬂof Laurentian ski trails. What she

couldn't bring herself to throw out ohe put in a box  for the
' . ‘ ' . s
Salvation Army: pens, pencils, a serviceable six inch

ruler, a tin boﬁ,for mathematical instruments empty except
for a'protractor and aftone-cent stamp, a jar of buttons, and
a pattern for a shirtwaist dress, never opened. Joan had

probabiy intended to take up sewing and never got beyond .

+

buying the pattern.

The fourth drawer was not going to be so eeey. .It

was there that Joan had alwejs'kept the‘thﬁégs she regarded

o

’
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‘as private. Phyllis had saved it till last and would have
,'saved it f ever, had that been possible The very thought
' of opening%§i made her pulse race - She brewed a fresh pot
of coffee and fortified herself with cinnamon toast. She

| told hers€lf not to be silly. ' She could dump the contents
_into a cardboard box and put the box out with.the trash.

—

She need never look,. never violate the -taboo.
4

N . But suppose Joan.came back? Suppose she wanted the

stuff? ‘ ' , L

Well "‘then, said the voice of reason, pack it all7in

a box without 1ookinq at it and ‘save it for Joan. Phyllis .

smiled. That made sense. That was unarguable - No taboos
~ violated, nothing thrown awdy. Everything solved. A neat
-package; a box taped up with wide strips of brown paper tape

and labelled with biue magrking pen: Joan’s Private Things.

Joan had been eighteen when she moved out. Phyllis
had.been only thirteen at the time and for more than four
years she’d lived in this flat and never opened the fourth
drawer. Well, once she’'d peeked, but it made her feel so °
queasy she’d done no more than that. Now she had a sense of

loyalty to the frustrated teenager she’d been then. She

remembered a period of bitter loneliness, shé used:to sit

|

. sometimes on the floor in Joan’ s abandoned room and talk

just as if Joan herself were locked up in ‘that fourth
drawer, iri those diaries and notebooks and whatever it was
Joan hid there. She’'d needed to believe the Joan they

harboured was --well - her friend, not just her big sister.

]
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The feer that maybe that wasn’t so had helpéd to keep her’

honest, of course. What: worse thing than reading through a

‘diary and finding you weren’'t even mentiongd! Phyllis

lauqhed. Was she stigl afraid of that? Was Mum afraid of
that, too? No, a moﬁher would probably get mentions enough

N

in her teenage*daughter s diaries - they just wouldn t be

very kind ones. ‘ : R

/Phyllis carried iet cup and plate out to the sink.
It hardly mattered whether, as ‘kid sister’, she’d played
any part in thé>diaries. Joan had been het friend in the
end. Nothing could take that away. And spe was Joan's

friend now: what would have. been betrayal orice was now an -

act of friendship. ( T

N
r

She eased the fourtn'drawer open carefully and.

removed the first item. It was a chemistry notebook.
Mysterious formulkas and boring 1153§ the-charactetisticaa
of acids, bases, metals. Tests for this and tests for that.
Joan‘s‘handwriting was round and child-like end sloppy. You
could eee how she started each class out by trying to be
neat. Then at a certain moment her notes became a scrawl of

odd unconnected words as she drifted off in a daydream.

There were doodles in the margins, too: little stylized

‘drawinds of cats, rabbits, dogs; birds in flight. Miniature

léndecapes, carefully crosshatched. There were parts of
people - ears, elbows, hands - obviously sketched from life.

There were,ballet dancers, lots of ballet dancers. And feet

.and legs in balletic poses. Joan had taken ballet ﬁor a
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couple of years. fiey'd‘éildgone to see her clump around
the stage ungracefully 16 a pink tutu. She started to go to
« o the left when everyone else went right, flushed a hideous
QHkaspberry colour, and mever éot back in step.

Poor Joan.

T

-«

-

The diaries were under all the schooi books, along

V\

with a lot of ballet programs_and two well-thumbed books
ﬁbout the dance. Oh, poor Joan.  She rea11§ had been hooked

on it. Chem and'tviq and Latin hadn’t even been jin the

running! o
.Therérwere four d@aries and a largeqexercise'book
full of~loné quotes from books Joan had feéd -“éartre,

g ' Camus, -Simone Weil and a”scong of‘others. The diafieg were
clgsely written in. coloured ikks.' Phyllis read a lot of
bits at random. They made her sad, they.wéré so adolespent
and'self—obsessed. They made.Joan seem pathetit and even
rather repellent, qﬁd Phyllis knew her sister hadn’t been
ﬁearly as silly and ;wfui as‘bhat!: She sat back on her
hééls and ga;eq at the ﬁow empty drawer; What made Joan
always be so hard on herself? In one diary entry she
be;ated,herself for a whole paragraph for making some minor
errbr in a math exam, then in the next paragraph she tore

< 'herself‘to shréds for so much as céring about a mark. It
A'.was crazy. |
‘ 4

One night Jack Hale went oyt to a meeting and

Phyllis pnd her mother made a simple meal of boiled eggs _and
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toast and played cribbage. Neither had playedﬁin ages and
now‘and then one’would suddeni§ recall yet another rule and
they would both laugh and exclaim-and move their mptchstickf
pegs a few more heles closer to the finish line, Phyllis’s
vis;t was nearly over. They’'d talked about Vern and Nicky,'i

"about Phyllis's break-up with her most recent boyfriend, and

of course about Joan. Barbara Hale ha& suggested tﬁ;f
Phyllis take Joan’s treasures back to Winnipeg with her, but

Phyllis deélined instinctively. She was sure the held

clues to the adolescent Joan but doubted their refievance to
the missing adult. Barbara Hale seeme ‘ad to geep

éhem herself. Joan’s things’had fitted neatly into a sturdy -
square box that had originally contained a Tight fixture.

The box was compact enough to fit easily on a shelg.

Phyllis imagined 1tathere in her parents new house, h{gh in J/’

a cupboard next to a pile of hats Every morning when her i
mother took gut her clothes for the day, she’'d glance up at °
that box and gilently say: O my dear, my dear! If Joan

were never found, Barbara Hale wo&ld gradually assemble all
her best memories 6f her poor lost child; and Joan's

existence in her mind would become a rare and precious

[

secret, cherished like an old- fashioned jewel which can no
longer be worn without embarrassment. .

. Vernﬁhad Nicky, after all, as his ’'secret Jogn';
That was clear. Now Mum would have the box. What did she
Phyllis, have? Why, ngthing: no surrogate sister, no

private memorial. Nothing.
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Chapter 10 -

Bobby O‘Neill, when he retired from the see at the

age of sixty-five, was hired'b&ck as a night watchman. . A
‘new uniform of blue Qeige qith\éiiver-coloured buttons was
given*him\indsxcbanqe for his old zoo greens. He was '’
grateful; he'éidn't like to be idle, The pay was less than
if had’bgen when he was a keeper, but it sufficed.v Having a
Q% job was th main thing. Even in the Great Dgpresg}on he’d‘

never been'oﬂ the dole for more than a few weeks at a time:

L

" He checked in with the senior keeper at ten each
even;hg,.and left when the firs£ shift came on in the
morning.‘ The senio; kegéer advised him if.tqpre\?ﬁé
anything in'particuléf to watch out for. In Mgi;/for

" instance, there wpré hobfstéck births: moose, ca;ibou,
whitetail; Pere David‘'s deer, muledeer, black-tailed deer;
red deer, Sikas,,s;lgas; Snd'camélssand zebras. About half
could be relied on to produce in any given year; two¢nights
bgcﬁ a Pére David’s deer and a caribou had come into the
Wworld 'within an hour of each other. ,

. ,X 'Bobby enjoyed:the wo#k, though he felévionely\
“-sometimes, trudging the paths and laneways of the zoo,
‘making sure that all was wéil ' Not a soul to talk to,'

' except the odd creature that was aq\fve att night - the
coons, for instance, or the hyenas, or the round—eyéd

e .leémurs. He’d never held much with conversing with animals

anyhow., In his jacket pocket he stowed his tobacco pouch,

i
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and 1n-his‘h1p pocket a small flask of whisky against the

R ¢
between the\tigers and the bears, and his second at the bend

solitude R\C the evening chill. He took hié first nip ,
\
in theﬂroadmaﬁeré ;helbison were. It was the bison, they , {
said, that had been the'staré of this zoo. At night the \\\\\
great-brutes were as sedate as rockg, some lying down( some
sténdihg unqoving yet always alert. He éalled out to .them
softly:every‘night as he swigged his whisky, satisfied if a
tail Fwitched in acknéwledqement. or a greap-head turned to ®
stare. Then back down the other side of the road, where he '~
\ paid special attentibn.to_the area'where the moose were
kept, since some blighter.had poisoned one two years before.
It was e&sy for folk; to come in afﬁe} hours,and make
nulsances of themse}ves. Bobby kept a shar§ lookout ;
especially:on tﬁe‘old road where it ran. parallel to the
river: There was lots of cover ‘there, and easy access. He
' followed the path that looped around thé cagesu\ﬁnper the\
| tfees. The cageé an& enclogures were old and due to ‘be
replaced by a big round house divided like a bié. Lynx, !
bobcats, skunks and so forth would each get a wedge, wkth‘}/ ";
accommbdation inside and a yard outside. Even the hyenas
'.and cougars were going to be moved to a ne@ house, and there
was ta}k of putting up a restaurant on the old site, with a
second storey view of the river. s ‘
» . There wasla rustling noise in the bushes: night
herops; most likely, or mice. The river was only a coupie
of hundred feet away, 'and noises always sounded louder in
’ ‘ . . »
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the dark. Bobby halted, his head to, one side. Then'-
discernsd, a few feet ahead, béhind sbmg shrubbery - but nol
Couldn’t be, he thought, noY that. He must have taken a nip
too many. Must quit the stuff if this.kepg~u§."'ﬂe said -
.nothing. You don’t holler at‘visions. ‘ -

4 . . .
The pale shape went still, but remained in place,

“ !

not .floating away or dissolving Iike a pgopef vision should.
‘But, ohl How‘lo§e1y she was to seel "'Many lo¢ng %gars it was

since he’d seen a young iady without her clothes, save'in

’ “ ’ r )
»

an

pictures! -
He rubbed his eyes, but still the shape persisted. N
. "Who are ye?" he called finally. . o ,

. There was no reply. He qpproachéd,\his eyes .not

leaving her for even the space of a blink, lestmshé

1 4 s

~ disappear. a .
‘ "No clothes," he observed fatuously. "Very strange ﬁ
fo} a young woman‘to go parading around the zoo at night
with no clothes, wouldn't ye say?"- "
‘She was hugging heiseif, not, apparently, with the
.1ntention of concéaling anything, but because of the ;hill.
. "All aloﬂe?” he asked firmly, calling up somé

powerful sense of duty and the proprieties to counter the -

disturbance to his senses. ‘ ‘\\\\

v

"Are ye all alone?" he repeated. He took his eyes

‘off her and peered in all directions. A ligyt breeze played.

overhead; pine needles clicked; tiny sounds : mice in the

brush, the hum of midges, the whirr of bats. A nighthawk
121
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‘pcreéghed'severa} times high over the3river, fiasﬁlng his ~
. wings, and“vanishe§{~ The girl’'s teeth began‘to chatter.
f.  She sighed. S 2

As soon as he put his;jacket around her, she seemed
‘i( to relax She stopped shivering and pulled: the garment
; closer, smiling nervously. e
) c | ; "Who are ‘e?" he‘repeated. "What happened to ye?"

Instead of replying'she.gaped and shivered and let her

)

~

tongue flick .over her lips "Poor girl," he soothéd.
"You re probably in - what s it° - a state of shock A drop
(o} whisky might help." He proffered his flask. She.hadn t
‘put her arms through the sleeves, just wrapped the jacket
ar d her, and he assumed that was why she was reluctant to
méach for the flask. So he held it closer. “Take a swig,
. do; it’'ll warm &e.up in no-time flat," he arged. She
wrinkled her nose. Then shook her head. He screwed the top
- tatk on. He would have liked a swig gimself, but was
"unwilling to drink in front ofrher unless sae partaok, too.
The night wind picked at his shirt sleeves, while he tried
to decide what to do about her. ' . "

"We'll havela 1ook for your clothes," he declared’

g over to the_trees where he'd first seen her. LNot
that I begrudge ye my jacket, lass. But ye nust' be wanting '
your own clothes. Come on, now. Help old Bobby find 'em."”
"He stopped and parted the braaches of a 1dw'bush, beaming
his toFch Qver\tpe§darkégtouﬁg. "Nothing'he?e," he remarked
cheerfulf?t and cir&led the shrubbery, repeating his

. D
X
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investigation on the far side. "No luck so:far," he called
'out. He gcramblpd about, stooping, peering into groves of
little trees, scanning the horizon and then glancing over

his shoulder to cee what the girl was up to. .She stwod 4

o v

hunched up in the jacket, watch/ng'ﬂim
"Perhaps ye don't speak English° Or maybe you're
_not quite all there in .the hedd, eh? Poor wee lass." He

pointed at his own head enquiringly and thought he sawnher
, \ ,

- smile. > . . ':‘

~ ~"Come on with me,”‘he,odlledl\\“This'wayl“ He
gestured with his arm,lnodding, and/made off in the
direction of the concession area. iCome on, lass, nothing’s
. goin’' to eat ye. You’'re safe as) ‘ouses wif ol’ Bobby." She
' began to pad.after him in a clumsy flat-footed way. o
‘Totally daft,‘ he'said‘to himself. ‘Poor creature.‘ And
some bloke's probably gone and took advantage, and left her/
without clothes for a lark. Some blokes’11 do any damn '
thing for~a lark. It‘s a wicked world.’ Under the lamp
standard near the shutjup snack-bar he was able to get a
-mucﬁvbetter look\at her. Her face was dirty, and her\long

. hailr dangled in greasy strings; she hadn’t taken a brush to
it ever, by the looks of it. God only knew yhere the poor
thing belonged o

XS

"Now listen carefully," he told her. Her wide eyes
fixed on him steadily, she looked not so much stupid as
dazed. He noticed a fresh gash on her shin; .the blood had

run right down to her toes and was caked with dirt.
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‘"Somefiné nasty’s after pappening to ye, lass, and
¥ reckon ye ﬁeed more help 'n I can givé &éf--SO I'm going
éo ring f9r hélp;'aﬁg'then we'll just wait for it .to show
up, OK? Ye might want to\;it down in the meantime.” He
desturea towards a bench and a picnic table. In the phone
%ooth he gept the doeor aja} with h§s foot, and dialled the
police.‘ Whi;g he was talking she circled ar&ﬁnd to some
bushes; he could see her unkempt pead} floating like a ,,
ragééd moon above the tangle of the(bush; then it P
disappeare?. “Hané‘on a sec," he whispered.J He held the
recé;vér away from nis ear and stepped out of the booth.

' She had made .her way aeross to thegchmels. She stood in
froﬁt of the fence, presumably stqriné at them. One o{ tpem
‘got up‘and lumbered towards her, then ran away‘agaiﬂ: o

"OK, Safge. Shé’s just looking around,” 1 guess.
‘But‘hurrfy gnd bring-a blanket."

. About ten minhtes later a police‘car drove into fhe
zoo area. The sound’of its approach was audible over quite
a range‘and,disturbed a few of thé birdq and animals in
their sleep. A peacock wailed and fell silent. Bobby-bad
1ndﬁced the girl to sit beside him on the bench. He put his
arm around her, and pratfleq on, unsure abouﬁihow m@ch sheq
understood. 'He hoped she wouldn't try to run off when the
police arrived. She never made a soun& until she sneezed
"suddenly, three times in quick succession. Then she said:
"on." . ‘

: -’ ‘ ¥ ,
‘WOh? Oh, lassie, if ye can say ‘oh’, ye must-be -

f ~
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able .to’say other things too, eh?" She giggled softly,
obser"ved her. filtlly/b&re féet, the Jeft one streaked with _'

b

e - A .
blood, and then said 'oh’ once .more, as if the whole thing -

" were a huge ,;jbke. He liked the feel of her beneath the

-Jacket; her back seemed to melt against his arm. ' The timbre .
. hy ‘

of her voire when she giggled gave him such pi:éasdre that - he
was sorry when he heard the approaching'car. Its lights
dimmed as it veered into the concession area. The girl

’ ~N

.e\stif,feh‘ed. "Everything’s g'oin’ "to be just fine," he assured

her. “Don’t be frightened, lass." He had warned the poiice

' to be gentle. The officer in ‘¢harge squatted on his heels

and asked fhg girl to com'é with them in .the'car. ‘He asked .
her a few "questions, in a slow re(spec'tful voice, as if the
questions themselves were the‘very answers he wanted. The
girl ;tu;iied the policeman and the policeman studied the
girl, old ‘Bobby keeping his arm around her for reassurance.
"Will ye let me know,_ Sarge, what ye find out?" he

asked when she was wrapped snug in the blanket, .and the

" police had induced her to sit in the back seat. Bobby had

his jacket back. It was warm from her, and in the exchange

" of the blanket for jacket he had had a better look ab her.

Her tiny n:fpples ‘were pointing in the cold an\d he thought

she was beautiful, despite the dirt and scratches and a
strong animal -smell. But he felt bashl,ful now tﬁat she was

in the car. He wanted toskiss her po;nl* little face, b\.;t he . |
co_nfin;:d himself to stooping down, vaguely patting the edge

of the blanket, and wishing her good 1luck.

-
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- When the car was out of sight he had a much-needed
v »»swig t‘rom his, trusty flask and continued his rounds.. He was )
distracted and dreamy 'Only the’ musky smell she had lef t on’

S nis jacket prevented him from concluding that the whole
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~ " Chapter 11

-

74

She woke in a bed with stiff white sheets and a
milky green coverlet. The pale light in the foom was also
greenish, taking its colour E} m the curtains that were

draﬁn tight aﬁross the windows. A-neighbouring bed was

. 8 !
. occupied by an old woman, Ker breathing punctuated by wheezy

spasms., The two beds opposite were vacant.

~ She slid her hand down under the sheet and‘explored

:her~1eft leg which was stiff and tender. A square of gauze

. \
had been loosely taped over the wound. She traced the edges

. of the adhesive tape with her finger until a map ogﬁit

formed.in her mind She felt very weary. She had swallowed

Aa little yellow pill the night before\ She hadn t wanted to’

take it, but the nurse had been insistent and told her she
would have to have a needlelif‘she wouldn‘t swallow the
pill. She had said this first in English and then repeated
it’in German and French. A second nurse,'mimicking the

intonatIOn of the first, had spoken in a fourth language,

.probably Icelandic or Ukrainian.

’ She heard footsteps .in the room and became suddenly

alert. The curtains parted with a whirring sound, and the
. ) AN .

window was eased up. A thermometer was thrust between her

lips and Her'wrist was selzed between strong able fingers.

She opened her eyes and saw a tall big-boned girl with a

_wide face and corn-coloured hair bunned up beneath a

starched cap. The nurse worked quickly; said a brusque'
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unilinéual ‘good morning’, and passed to the neighbouring

a

" bed.

The astonishing thing was that she was there at

all. It certainly hadn’t been part of. her plan. Not that _

she'd had a plan exactly She felt the eyes of the old
" woman eating her up with curiosity and kept her own eyes'
tight shut. She breathed like one asleep while her mind
tried to make sehse of her situation She was free now.

She was herself,again. Yesterday she d recognized Hilary in
that crowd of'girls, and that,had started it. @ut'she.d

been afraid to spedk last.night, unsure how her voice would

sound. She hadn't'WAntedlgo scare that sweet old man who'd

found her. R
~ Her shoulder was gently shaken. “Breakfastl" said
the nurse. "Time for breakfast, young ladyl"

®

"Good morning,“ she said, and sat up.
“Scrambled eggs today. Eat up before they get
cold dear '

o

Her elderly neighbour was eating already She p
introduced herself, flashing one gold tooth. "Vera ’ ~
ﬁick&doroff," she said.
‘ l "Who're you?" . N
"My name'’'s Joan," said the girl from the zoo. -
~ "Well, Joan. What are you in for? Or don’t you

‘know?" o ' -

“"Nothing much. 1I‘'ve a scratch on my leg. 1I'll
probably go homthoday."
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"Ah, lucky yqul" Miss Bickadoroff began to
catalogue her own ailments. Collapséd vein. Hemmorhoids.
Weak heart. Headache. Cataract, left eye. Sore feet.

Fallen arc¢hes. "But," she sang forth proudly, "I've still
. ¥ id

got’m;:t of - my own teeth."
\ Her own tegth,'Joaﬁ thought. Have Immy own teeth? - _*fy/”
'Have I my own body? She ran her tongue over her teeth. '
When bathing her the night before, the nurse had noticed.
hair aroﬁnd tbe wound on her leg. She’‘d never had hairy
legs,_énd anyhow it was only in that one place - where the
blood had caked around the mouth of the gash: long dark
coarse .hairs. ‘

She excused herself.an& found the bathroom. She
peered at her féce in the small square mirror. The little
tear in hef‘earlqbe was still there. qzﬂo the scar under
her nose:- She-peéled back the gauze on her leg; a single,
ha{r had stuck to the bandage, but the rest must have washed
away in the bafh. She pressed the adhesive. tape bac%. One
A . hair was not much proof to offer Vern.

‘ 'Ih the early days she had worried a lot aboqt Vern, ‘
'_but not lately. Was he still in the same apartment? Was he
still in Winnipeg, for that matter? He might have killed
himself. That’would explain why he‘d never visited. Then
there was Nicky! He must be so big now! She began to feel i N
excited about going home, what a long time it had been! |

How would she ever explgin? She couldn’t even

explain to herself. It had happened. It. $he stood

iu ' ' _ : , . \
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outside herself and contemplated the sequence of happeninqs.
tryinq to see them as yern would see them in her telling.
She would just have to tell the ttuth and hope for the best.

A sharp knock on’ the bathroom door, then the door
was flung open -

"What are we doing all cooped up in here, ybung'

ladj? Doctor to see you. I hear you've found your tongue,

SO now yéﬁ can tell us a few things about yourself."

-The doctor wés young, no older than she was. He
was badly shaven,. and wore glasses with thicé dark frames,
He sat awkwardly in the chair by her bed. ’

"Let's see,“ he péggn,-“we‘d hptter,get tﬂis form
filled in right at the start." -.She récited her vital’axta,
slowly, spelling ‘Fischer’, and giving him tiﬁé to write 1t
down. ‘ . a

"Now tell me about last night, Mrs. Fischer."

"Well, I climbed a fence -\quité a high fence.
There was barbéd wire on tob and that's how I hurt my leg."
This waé not the beginning. She-had decided.ggqinsf telling
the yﬁble truth, even though she liked the doctor. He liked
her téo, but could still decidq she was crazy; they would
keep her'there. And she needed to be frée;h

"What fence was this?"

"A fence at thé zoo.iﬂ

"Ah, yes." ' The doctor pulled off his glasses and
squinted at her. "What were you doing in the 200 climbing

fences after dark? Or maybe it wasn‘'t after dark? Seens a
1

»
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. queer thing to be doing."

MR\

. ’“Hardly the thinq to attempt on a daily basis,”

Joaﬁ*said agreeably. - ¢
© "Hell?” D
~'Well?". L
“Why were you doing 1t?“ f
- "To get to the other qide,'of coutse. "
"Of the feqce?f ~ A )
ved.n L P
Jﬁ;ybé)l'm not m;kinq ﬁyseif ciear," said
&c;ctor. "Why did you want to get to the other \side

' Joarn was silent and. thouqhtful for a momen

: doéuor’waited, twirling his pe like a littleqbaton.

‘the °

v;n .

t. The
4

‘dt shut in by mirtake," shelsaid atjlast.wn"l couldn’'t .see
' -

y L »
¥y other way to get out.” » - ’

~ 7, "Rell, it's very unqrthodox., Probably ilb

L‘ 0@ i
yourself cut up ‘like that. 'Is your legqg sore?"
, ) G
b"Not very. : ‘ ’
L}

K "No trouble walking?" “ , v

“ " .
) No. - » : : .
o)
. . A

<.
"Good.’ Now the next thing - apparently yo

.

wouldn’t speak last night Wouldn”t or couldn’t.

undé}stand what people 'said to you?"

. " “Yes, I did.*

/ kY

"But you wouldn‘t apeaiiyourself How-Eome?"

“I'u speakinq now," 'Joan pointed out. - “Do

o . . 4 P *
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should hopa you won't do it again Daggerous, too, getting
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really matter that I wouldn‘'t speak last night?"

1}

‘s a‘bitiodd. Suggests - Qell. some kind of

Ltrauma, rhaps, or maybe a paralyeis.‘-hn undsual symptom.

Cuts a pe son off Has 1t ever happened before?"

{"Not that I can rec711 g _
"It q‘xﬂf -have been very pleasant." A\
"No, I guess. not . " \ o

- fThe report -says you weren't wéa{inq any‘clothes.

You could have caught pneumonia, you know. Or:heen

» o

arrested."” . .

"Yes, I suépqee."n .:

"Did- someone force yon tq'tage your qlofhes‘off? -
Were fou'interfered with in any way?" - _ S S

“Oh, no;t Joan assured hin “Nothiné‘like that." .
"I do get the feeling you're keeping me in the

) dark Mrs. Fischer: Holding back some important fect that
would.pelp to explein things." The‘hoctor'qave hen a hurt

. =N . . .
look. She sbrugged“sympathetically. “I feel fine," she

AN

said.  "“Can’t\] go home .now?" L

_“Ne’lf\ ave £9 hawve someone pick you up.and g\‘ | 3
1dent1f"y°you. &1 try Mr. Fischer,™ said the doctor with
resignation
' Miss Bickadoroff was leaninq over towards Joan's -

'bed., She’ d been speaking for some time before Joan tuned

N LY

in.

)

' “...Nosy parkers, the:lot," she said. "How could I

. 3

tell '‘em what my mother’s parents’had, if you please? They
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--died in Russia, could h&&e had anything, plaque. TB, cancer,

heart failure. In those days death was the natural end,

that’'s all. You got old, you-got sick, you died. What

'difference if it's plague or heart? But these nosy parkers’

today think anything can be inherited, see. It just gives

them an excuse to pry. I told ‘em, anyhOw. Said my father

died of rage and drink, and his parents before that -in ‘the

famines, and my inheritance - huh! was two table-cloths and-

‘a tea pot. That shut "em up. Lazy feliows thinking they

" can find ou what ails you by talking history instead of

lookinql"

Joan yawned ostentatiously and pullgd the covers up .

to her chin. “I think I'1l have a little nap, " the said,

héping‘her neighbou: would be quieb for a bit so she could -

v
think. o -

14
\ . "
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‘a

‘seid ‘Hello’ through clenched teeth. A minute later his jaw

Chaoter 12
[ -

v

For Fischer it began likexany'other day.

“Are you taking me to Mrs. w°ods , Daddy?"

"No, Nick,.it s Caroline s turn."

"But she’s not here phis morning!"

“She‘ll be up soon. Finish your Apple Jacksi™

“Do you have to go to.yourvlab?"‘,

‘h "Yes.."
- “Can I come and see the rats?"
"Not this morning " I

~

Fischer glanced up and realized the boy had

finished his cereal. !"Go and brush your teeth," he told

~

him. “Caroline 11 be here any minute."

The telephone rang. Nicky stalled leaning against

the'doorwqy on one foot and rubbing the other foot up and

P4

down his trouser leg: Fischer glared at him sternly,

mouthing silent threats as he reached for the phone. He

dropped and his knees began to wobble. He dragged -a chair

}

over from the table énd sat down slowly. His brow furrowed,

he had difficulty grasping what was being said.

just went on sitting there clutching the receiver.

"By and by

he mumbled some reply and the other pafty hung up; but he

When

" Caroline came in a few minutes later to collect Nicky, she

found him staring in perplexity at the mouthpiece.

"Morning, Fish," she said. "What's the fratter?"
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Y attack of amnesia."

“Joan‘s in hospital. I haée to go and fetch her."

“Joan? You mean, Joan,.your wife?"

k4

Fischer nodded. - - .

’

“Goodness!| = So she’s been foundl! Oh,'Vetn; I'm so

i/) glad for you! Why are you looking so glum?" S

"I don‘t know.; He stood up and replaced the
receiver. .“; can't decide whether it;s really her. After
all this time someone tells me she’'s in hospitall Why
wasn‘t I told sooner? Don’t you see? It smelis queér. It

" doesn’'t make senae. And on top of it all, they waﬁt me to

" bring her clothes. As if 1 were going to get a new baby
instead of a grown woman. Jesus, Caroline, it's been nearly

two years!" He put his head-4irn his hands. He s%ghéd. "Can

F™ you lend me money for a cab?" oo
- \ '

!

Caroline pulled a five from her wallet. “Didn’t

,thef explain? Didﬁ‘t they tell you anyéhing?J
) ' ."She’has a~scratch‘on her-leg. \She'may have had .an
7 |
~ \
"You didn’t speak to her?" [ |
k “No.: ‘ < *
“You don’t suppoée it's'soﬁeone playing a prank, do
you?" ’ &» ‘
"I don't know wﬁat to suppose."
“It might noé be her at all."
i "I know. That‘'s what’'s so scary. ?hey.bant me to
Ldggézfz her. ‘And . . .“weil, you know, it's been a .long
tine. ‘She may have changed. I . . . I can’'t quite

- ;
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‘visualizé her.

.(;
Suppqse I make a mistake? Suppose I bring

. someone home and.she turns out to be the wrong woman?"

"Oh, that won't happen, 8weqtie.?

"It might. You know how terrible my eyesight is,

~and my memory s not so great, either. And I got fid of all

her pictures one day "

"You. never told me."

"I burnt them, in a kind of ceremony. I don't know
ghy. It was sort of a substitute for a funeral, I guess."

He looked helplessly at the floor.

Caroline put her arms around him, pushed him gently

. . W
back onto the chair and cradl%d his - head, taking care not to .

dislodge his glasses. L

“I hate hospitals!" he whimpered.

. "Everything’1l be fine, you’ll see."”

."Nearly two years she’'s been gone, and only‘now do
they call me! Why? And fhe police said they’d checked the
hospitals!"” .

o “There, there." . '

"Why do these @hinqs always happen"to me?
someone tell me that?"

Nicky roared into the kftchen on.his red pedal ca;//////////
. 7

He looked at his father slumped in the chair by the phériey

and at Caroline bent ovg;\hiﬂ—solicitously.

coming back?" he demanded.
,“Maybe, Nigky.

“Wow!

Can

"Is my Mummy :

“ﬁy ver& own Mummy?"
We hope so," Cardline replied.

I'm gonna stay‘ﬁome and see~hgrl” ’
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. “Nol" said Fischer decisively.

’
A}

“But I néder saw her!"
.- "You did, you just don‘t remember. She’ll be very
, tired. - She’'s been sick in the hospital." '
| "Is she going to die, Daddy?" 3 !
“Of course not." .
"You told me everybody died."
"Ah,'wéli, yes. That's true. Bﬁt she won't dig
today. 'Not tOmorroé either,lprobably not for'years and
yearél Now get ready, damn it. Caroline’s waiting.“,
"When my Mummy comes, I'm going to let her have a
,ride on Johnny!" ' |
"She’'ll be too big to-ride'Jeﬁnhy, I'm afraid."

"Why?" |
fYoui Mummy'’s a\big person, like me and tholiném
+ A grownup." o f ’ ' o,
"Maybe she gof smalle} now. " o~ -
’ ”I‘&on't think so." |

"But maybe," insiéted Nicky.

Fischer ‘s taxi swung onto Bannantyne and the
General Hospital/came into view, its élean red brick
scgeaming its newﬁess among the little clapboard houses.
Within those walls 1ay a woman who was either Joan or not
Joan. He paid the fqge and pushed through the doors into
sthe ldbby, hugging the bag of clothes. If he’'d known Joan
was here, he could have V1sited..'He could have brought

*
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' flerrs, chocolates, books. He couid have éxplained'to
peoplé.”

C o~

it came he made way for an.orderly pushing an old lady in a
wheglchai;. It made him feel virtuous. Once ingide, he -
pfeséed back againsﬁ the wall. He was perspiring heaﬁiiyn
At évéry hal;-his stomach leapt up unpleasantly. Peoéle
flowed in and out in a tide of smiles and good mornings.
They wére all 'strangers to him, but he knew what bhey were
like because'of their sensible shoes and/wegl—scrubbed
faces. They represented a worldlin which wives were -
comfortagiy predictable’, a world to which he secretly wished
he‘belopgedg On the fourth floor two doctors in green

smocks got on, tainting the air with ether.

"Just like poor Henderson," said the’ first doctor.

"Yupl It’'s a real shame. So hard on the family,"
& . .

said the second doctor. - They ,came tol the sixth floor.
b +

Fischer got off. ‘ ‘ e

“That way," said a nursé to whom he whispered the
desired. room number. Sﬁppose he)didn't recognize her?
Sﬁppose she didn’'t recognize him? With huriched shoulders,
he made his way down the last stretch of corridor. The
first persén he saw was old Miss Bickadéroff, His. heart

'

fluttered; he went cold all over. Then he saw Joan. She

K

was sitting on the far side of the room, near the windows.

.Shé turned her head slowly and their eyes met. They smiled

experimentally as he hurried towards her. Co.
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"Vern."

"Hullo, Joan." 3

;

, . ~
They kissed. They peered into each other'% faces.

They both begar to voice a question in the same instant,
»  fell silent and kissed instead of speekiné. Fischer darted
little glahces around the room, looking for clues; tﬁere was
’ \'”, .ohly Miss Bickadoroff, pretEnding oo reaq a book. Joan’'s
« face agpeared,beautiful to.him, scar and all. He stroked
\ Her cheek. "“Dear Joan," he said sadly, Qggness welling up'
in him unreaeonably, iﬁ should have Been'joy but he felt
dgbmed;'olad'to see his wife alive, young, beautiful, but
sofry he was so inadequate himself, bald, bee}Qbellied,
half-blind. And too stupid ‘ever to have searched fofﬁher in
- th{s.perticuler room before. "Oh my dear," he stammered,°
"I finally got my Ph.D." “'w: | |
JCongratulations."
"I've got a teaching joﬁ in éhlgary.. We're moQiog
, iﬁ August." - .
~ "Splendid. ‘How!s Nicky?"

“Fantastic. Very grown-up for his age. 'Very

bright."
A nurse with corn- coloured hair and big teeth,
strode into the room. “Mr:. Fiseher?"
. "Yes?"
] : <

“There are some forms to be completed-: before you
go. They re at the desk. If you wouldn t mind, perhAps

while Mrs. Fischer is dressing?" -

%
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"I'll come

A

in a minute," he said, not' taking his -

eyes from ﬁis wife as she~unpacked the clothes.' Those old

NE]

_ green cords, .that unspeakable pink velour top.

"I was in such a rush," he said apologetically.

\
shoes." -

‘!

AfAnd tﬁese
held them up and he
mind, we’'ll be home

“"I've some

"Oh, God, how stupid\bfimel"

"Oh, it’'s not that, sweetie. ﬁut there are no -

socks - where did they come from?" Joan

saw the huge holes in the toes. "Never -

soon!" she reassured him. £

spare socks, nice white cotton ones,"

inter'jected Miss Bickadoroff,. laying down her book.

' “Thef‘rg in the bottom drawer of this night stand. I‘'d 1like

you to have a’pair,

-

I really would, dearie."” -

“That’s awfully kind, but . . ."

honour."

“No buts, néw. Please take ‘em. Do me the
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‘Chapter 13
N_ = “0_ o o
"How wonderful to be back!" said 3oan. "To see you;
the cats, the apartment - the streets - just to‘be herel
Only Nicky is missing. Can’t.we go how and fetch him?"
"Mrs. Woods wouldn‘t like it. She has a routine

L d

with the kids. If you disrupt it, you.disrgpt ;t for
everyone." ’ ' ' " .

“Surely she wouldn’t mind this once!"

"Well, but I would, sweetheart. I want you all to
mysglf for a bit. I want to hear all about where you've
beeq." Fischer put his arm around her. They were stand;ng
in the liviné room, admiring what Herb had once called their
‘marvellous view’. They had talked very little on the ride.
home; Joan had gazed out the car window, enraptured by the
passing scene. ©She looked thinner, younger than Fischey had
expectéd, and had gone abaut touching and ngming things, as
if amazed at 'their continued existence. ‘The same old -
elevatort’ sﬁe'd cried in delight. 'The catwalk!’ And ’‘Oh,
were the kitchen walls always pink? I'd forgotten
completély!’ .

. Noszhe leaned against him and said she wanted to
be alone with him; too. "Look," she commanded, pointing
down at the drug;t;rg on the corner. "That's where it all
began. That night." She pressed his hand, and a few
noments later fhey walked out onto Osborne Street in the

sun. Fischer looked regretfully at his wife’s feet. He

”

[,
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 a moment so I can see."

S

' their way across the street.

. : >
should have found her shoes for her. Joan walked with a

* 1light merry step, seeming not to mind. - At the corner where

they had to wait for the traffic lights she peeked up at him

‘anﬁ said: E ’ﬂ*aF\

"How worried you look, Vern! Or maybe your ggace is

narrower. Maybe it's'just those new glasses; take them off

.
¢ »

He obeyed, and tﬁe world fell instantly ouf of
fo;us. Joan’'s face became a pale smudge that could ﬁave
been anyohe's.

"Well, what’s the verdict?" he demanded.

"You really.do looi a bit OIQer, my dear. More
worry lines." . |

v

*I had a lot to worry'about{“ he remarked gently,

‘putting his glasses on again and taking her arm as they made

-

"I'm sorry about that, belileve mé.J Joan peered
into the windows of Fox’'s Drugstore where she had gone that
night to buy shampoo. Then she said, as if searching for ’
some particular thing, "Remember all'those nyths. and fairy
tales in which people turn into wolves and frogs and,
tﬁ;ngs?“ _

He nodded, frowning slightly. .

"What would you:say," she tendered, "if I told you
that that nigﬁt I turned inté_aﬁ animal?;

He sought her eye and smiled in a fathegly way .
“Come, come. You wouldn’'t expect.me to believe a thing }ike

Y
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’

_ .that," he chuckled. When she didn’'t, lauygh back, he swung

her hand, as he might have swung the hand of |a cﬂild, and
\\

i
\ e

marched her all the way to the cofhérﬂ«
"That night, after I'd bought the s ampog,,I hgd an
urge

& . (9
0 run," she went pn. "Remember Twin Falls? | Remember

i

"when Qé climbed right to the top?‘ It was a ‘¢lear day just

like this. We followed a narrow winding path; I kept having
\

to rest, but finally after what seemed hours‘re arrived at

the summit. There was a stupendous view. We\watched an

.
eagle soaring over the valleys. I had a strong feeling that
b

Af 1 spread my arms théy’d turn into wings. fxwas convinced

‘ }
I too could soar like a bird, from peak to peak."

"A kind of vertigo," said Fischer.

"You felt it yourself.- You said so." |
#

!
)

"Yes, but what does it matter now?" .-2

"The éointxis we didn‘t try to fly, Vern. We:

stepped back.ffqm the edge, we went back to the %athl We
assumed that if we tried to fly, we’'d just fall.'
' "Well, we would have fallen!"
"But we didn’t/tryl That Saturday nighé, however,

1 gave in to an impulse like that - a sudden urge to run. I
J

ran along Osborne, and then here, on Wardlaw. I|felt very
daring, dashing through puddles, not caring if mL shoes got

wet. When I slipped on some wet léaves near th4 corner, 1
landed - don‘t laugh - on all fours." | a
"And lost your pursé," Fischer put in.

l_b“I,didn't want to be burdened wiﬂh i;. I " kicked
A X :

-

>
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" * + it under a hedge after I fell. Then I just ’rah, like the
. wind, Vern, it was so exhilirating! Looki™ Suddenly she
tore her hand free frbm his and took off.down the road, her
dark hair streaming out behind her bare feet heedless of ”
the :rough sidewalk. He ran after. It made the sweat
trickle into his-eyes; it made his glasses slip. Once she

. glanced back and he ‘thought he saw an equtaht look on her‘

v
~

. face. It unnerved him “Joan!" he cried. »

e

ohe halted, hugging herself and stooping to get her

. breath back. He wiped his brow. "Your leg,“:he stamnered,
.

starinq at the thin stream of blood. Taking his
handkerchief Joan wiped {t away, explaining that\it was only

3

a small_ecratch; that she’'d be fine, that they hedn t much

further to go. They were going, she said.'toathe Cornish_ 3

\ . "

Library. R \ 'F . “
) - “The Cornish Library”" S ;
L " "The little library near the Maryland Bvidge "-she.
'-. explained. "That’s yhere.I ran to, that night." s

“That*s a long way‘to run,"Jogn:“ , R

"It was.different then.. I d;dn’t”qetaout of
b;eeth”then. And I was down on all fours. not awkwardly
with my tendbns,pulling too tight, but naturally. Try to

.'picture me running, Vern, through these very streets! It h

was fall the pavements were wet, the trees nearly bare.
You-could feel that winter ‘was close, there was thgt
sharpness in the air we always have first. . It wasxd&?k.

toou: I'don t know what made me go down to the library,



L 4

exactly. I went to school near théte when I was very
{ L]

little. ‘it's just on the Point ~across fron the

'ungserioordia Hospital where~ﬂicky was-born: As a éhild I
- used to ramble along the rivor'baths tﬁeré'ahd climb the
‘‘trees.” In a mist of green, he saw a nmall brig&\i:ilding

uith J\qteeprpitched roof and qables, ivy halt cove ing its
- facade. He couldn t remember ever noticing it before

. - They passed through ‘the gate. Joan bent her head
and _drank fnom the fountain beside the path ’

-

) “1 quess it's quite an old building, foﬁ Ninnipeg,ﬂ

!

" she nused, drawing her sleeve across her mouph. "My parents

‘came to this library when they were children."

) The air was pungent with the scent of lilacs, Hond
1n hand ;ney followed the path between the réw of lilacs and
~the 1vy covered wall to the little park that sloped down to
the rlver s edge. | .

1 got so very hot thao night ‘from all that '
running," Joan exploinpd. '”Great waves'of'heay/bagsing over
me as if I°'d been going  through fires " It made ue'gorribly,

thirséy ‘The .fountain.wasn't workLng then, of course,

.‘ Ehey‘d turned it off because of the danqeﬁfof frost. It

.

aee-edépnly natural to come here.aod drink from the fiver."
“ They stood side by side beneath the oaks and gazed
at the water. -~The sun gilding its surface and the new greepn
-ifrored‘olong its banks gave the river a benigm appearance.
On the far side were the stately mansions oftwellinqton
Crescent, their slate ooofs burnished in the sun. Fischer

° ~
. “
o ' ‘
¢ f
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was reminded of Hamburg. 'He squeezed his wife's hend. “It
,'15 a very pretty.spdt,"'he said. "Why havee't we come here
_before?" o |

W A red canoe flew along the water and disappeared
under the bridge ' ) B . R . R

y . "Go on, Joan. I didn't ﬁé:y to interrupt. You ‘

*came here and drank." ) : <

' "Yes. I ‘m looking for the exactESpoé' But tﬁg

}iver’s higher now. It was here, I think. Yes.” 4She R b

squatted close to the edge and caught sight of hér \

ref\?ction murky and broken in the lapping brown water

Her full dark hair, her high forehead, her slightly

irreqular ﬁouth. She neid out her arms like a diyer and saw

her reflected hands fl@bteringilike white bifds. Mud v

préssed.gp bétweeq.her tees. . ] f ' . ‘ o

Suddenly fiscqer seized her under the arms and

: dfagqed ﬁér back. “You were sliding forwards," he said,

. almost angrily. "Didn't you notice? I was afraid you'd. |,

fall in."’ ' '

' QL wasq’t afeaid,“ spe,xetorged. “That night I

swam4heee, I 5qued in to cool off, and swam all the way -

across. Qf/%durse," she added'contritely, “; brdbably

couldn’t- do it now:"' . .v )
‘. "I should think not! It's very broad and full of f

th;}pools and you were never puch pf’i 'swimmer. Come -

let'sleit up there in the sun.” He helped her rise and Aley

-clambered up tﬁe ﬁank to a little knoll where Fischer spread

N ~7
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_his old ‘tweed jacket on the ground. ""Now," he challenged, i

t}ying to éuppress a smile, "tell me agaiﬁ aboup swimmiqg
b iﬁe river."
| “1 did, I sweat 1L, y
"Nu, dea; girl, in.a dream perhaps|" o
' “Oh no! For real! I got wet through. - It was
marvellausly cold and refreshing. ‘You keep forgetting,:
Vern, that I was not as you see me now. I d changed I was ~
.an animali Those.waves of heat had something to do with g
ic." ' ' ‘
‘ ‘ He'wrapped his arms around her and pulled her b#ck
‘ aqainst him, so that her head rested on his chest He
rocked her, hoping to gentle ‘the tension out of her His
gpallpnge§~had made her teqse. What did it matter, really, -
if her story was a Bit'fantastic? At least she was bacﬁ,
and uhharme&! "I went déwn to the river to look for you
‘that night," he told her.~ “There'd been ﬁwo rapes near the
Osborne Bridge, a few months béfore. I was so afraid you‘d
'1b§en'tht! And here yo? are, safe after all." He kissed
her head; he covered her hands with his own.
“*You must just take it on faith, about swimming the
,five{.“ . ' ‘
“I know, I know."

3 - . '
- “You don’'t know, Vern. VYou thi‘k ydb know, that'’s

what makes it so hard to‘teli.yoq."
- She broke .free of him and sat by herself, hquing

her knees her face hidden. Fischer rolled cigarettes and .
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pffeted ﬁg;-one. ‘WOrdiessly she shook her head.

"You're tired," he said with forced calm.

“I'm not,"” she shot back:

“Please, theﬁ. Téli me the rest."

“Oh, wéllq I ran off to Florida with our dentist,
¥ctually. iltouldn't'face the prospect of qqgther ﬂinni%eg,
wintgr.f ‘ , '

:No,‘dearest, no. I saw Weinstéin several times
while you weré goné Don‘t be a tease, Joan Tell me the
truth." He knelt in front of her and tried to pry her hands
lgose from her knees. Her hands were stronger than he '
expectgd; he overbalanced andlnearly tqmbleq.down the slope.
She loqked'upu Her cheeks shone-with t;grs. "I don’t think
"it’s giing-to be any use,“ shelsnifﬂled., “If obly I could
show you.' It was all different that night. I was changed -
:1ﬁto somethihg very strong and.poberful. 1 know it sdunds

unbelievable, ne swimﬁipg the/river and all that._ If ohiy‘
you could see for yoursélf, Vernf"i‘ . ‘ -
"‘Just tell me," he urged. “I'l1l listen. 1I'll try
to understaﬂé{ I won‘t interrupt. 1 promiSe;" He settléd
Vith his back,agaidst a nearby oak tree. He thought of
fishing. It was like playing a fish, getting Joan to talk.
Her mouth even opegned and shut liké a fish's mouth[ He. Qas
watching the sunlight ddhce in the tdngle of her dark hair
’.when she resumed, in a voice at first urgent, thén subdued.

Now and then he rolled a cigarette, now and then 5he turned

her face to his. The little scar under her nose reddened,
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~them from the path and called a greeting, thinking to
© themselves: 'Thosé must be hippies, look g;_&haf
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paled, reddened aqain,-as it had alwa}s done. The sun movéﬁ

across the sky and began_t6 dip westwards and oncqlthey

, carried the jackef higher, out of the gathering shadows.

Two women with library books crooked in their arms #avéd to’

‘bare
feet. Fischer listened without questioning or .interrupting.’
He let the flow of Joan's words become, like the 1 pping‘of
the waters and the rustling of new leaves and the/
lilac-scented air, a part of that charmed place. | Then he
saw the man with the dpg Bismarck. The man tipped his cép.

The dog sniffed and glanced. Fischer suppressed a“mgsire to

fintroduce his new—found wife. For possibly it/wQs a

different dog, a different man, not the one in t?e Persian
lamb hat, and he thought, as Joan rambled .on: " how time '
passes, and how we endure. He had endured, she ﬁad endured,
and the man, and the dog. For they were'thé same, he was
sure nqw,‘by4tbe way the dog ﬁept to heel ahd bj the
stiffness of the man’'s gesture lifting his cap; just ﬁo, as : .

i1f it were made of lead. .But it made Fischer.feel cheated,

L

" that Joan could not be introduced, bgcause there was no

- simple explanation for either her disappearance or her

repurn.
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: Chapter 14
/ P

Ruhning 1n'ier tooilonéﬂcoat she slipﬁeq in the
leafy muck and 1nstinct;¥e1y threw her arms forward to break
the fall. But shé'd}dn't fall, exactly. .In that split-
sécong of imbalance she refused to fall. instead she
bounded forwards as if on great, springs. She was delighted
by‘the success of this strategem. A heat blaied in her
breast. Her legs and arms pumped with an almost

\ 0
inexhaustible energy, carrying her along street after

_street. " The pavements flowed beneath her, waves of heat

flowed over her. She half-expected the wqoden houses to
burst into flame as she passed, so marvellously ho@ did she
feell A shadow leapt up afresh in each new pool of light
from a'street lamp. She knew, despite its queef four;footed
shape, that it must be the shadow of herself. When at last
she halted by'some ovefgrown honéysuckle“bushes, ner breast
heaQing deliciously from her exértions, 1t was only becaﬁse
she had reached a maqu~thoroughfare and must mind the
traffic. ~She wasn't firedz She felt she could run all
niéht. But- for thirst, she had never felt better. Then she
remembered tﬁe library fountain purling silver in its white
basin, and crossed the road.. Alas! The fountain was closed
up for winter! She licked at her dry lips with a thickened
tqhgue and, in a flash of inspiration, bounded down to the

river’'s edge. There she crouched and lapped at the water

dog—fashion. It tasted soapy, but was cold, it soothed her

151



burning throgt. Hoping to cool her fiery skin, she plunged

into the current, her hgad he high, RQer limbs tearing at
the water.. Whirlpools sucked and drew and snatched at her
feet and flanks. There wasr\'t time to feel anything but
amazement as she gas7§d from\the cold and the unaccustomed
effort. After a lengthy struggle she gained a footing in
the shallows and scrambled ouff on the far bank. She shook

G

herself. HWater flew from her ody, striking stiff stalks"® Q\

[OE———

nmilkweed and burdqck in hundred¥® of tiny sharp reports. Her
skin rippled and throbbed. She ran along the lower bank and
warmth returned: first timid iines of heat and then lovelyl
engulfing waves. Bounding up a slope she found.herself on é
lawn overlooked by a big stone house. It was the back of a
house she knew, though she had never been inside it. It had
once belonged to a prominent family with which her mother

ﬁad ciaimed acquaintance. There wa; a light burning on the
porch. The lawn was well-kept. The shrubs in the borders

were dressed in tidy burlap coats against the coming winter.

"She was acutely conscious of being a trespasser. Did the

Ashfords still live there? Her uncle would know. . She would
' ' \

. ask next time she saw him.

She crept around to the front of the house, keeping
to the .shadows. There was light in the lower windows and,
much muffled, the sound of voices. The whole property was
bounded by a wall of fieldstone, except where it descended
to tpe river. The iron gates were shut. She approached and

studied the fastenings. They would be easy to open, but
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could she risk the creak of the hinge, the clang of the
latch?

She retraced her steps - and went back to the river.

There were: other houses, other gardens. She rounded the end

of the stone wall and once more ascended the bank,

dislodging with her foot an old tin can which rolled down to

the water with a splash. She stood still and listened, then
proceeded once again througﬁ the shadows, past lit windows
aﬁd dark ones. The gates here were oéen to the street, but
she paused, sceﬁting something irresistible. At the sidé of
the house'thege was a green rubbish box. An explosive smell
rose from it - roast goose! Saliva flooded her‘mdﬁth. She‘
approached the box, lifted the 1id with her snout and'seizedh.
in her jaws a garcel wrapped inﬁpeuspaper and tied with ‘§
string. The 1id thudded shut when she withdrew the still
warm parcel. She charged the open gate with pounaing hearf.
She ran all the way to the street corner and, flinging
herself down on the grassy boulevard, tore the parcel open.
Ahl Inside was meat and fat and skin, and bones that |
cfunched like nuésl In the cavity of. the goose was the fat
onion put in for the roasting, heavy with juices. She ate
it all, save paper and string, and rolled happily on the
grass, belching. Two cars drove by. The sight of them gave
her pabse.: She had trespassed. She had rifled the garbage
6n Wellington Crescent. She gulped back a feeling of shame
- to think Qhe had actually eaten garbage! "What had

possessed her? What would Vern say? She had to buy beer
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stilll’ She had to get baok and wash her hair!
‘ She trotted pupposefﬁlly over the bridge. The < ™
'1ifesaver was ;n its box. What a risk she had taken,
swimminq the river' But she didn’ t regret it.; Nor her'
amazing run. Trotting along, her belly swayed from side to
side, the remains of the goose 1ying lumped in her gut She
hadn t given any thought to her appearance, Now she became
. aware\of her Jnouth. Something was different. Not a single
thiné, like the little pit after.a tooth is pulled but the
jaw, the teeth, the palate. She passed her: tongue over her
. upper 1lip,,and found theffamiliar/scgr. Well, it must be_a~'
dream. That would explain the raid on the rubbish box, tne
: -- swim, too, she reflecteo sadly. She Qahééd to claim the
| L o swim as something she had really done.“Evén.the‘goosg "U ¥
‘carcass gave hér, beneath her shame, a curious satisfaction;

3

*she heard a little inner voice reminding her she-had
. ' N—
: managed, she had fended for herself. And if you were going ‘

L3

to eat garbage, Wellington Crescent garbage was bound to be
the best Winnipeg had to offer, wasn't it? A

She passed around tne front of the nogpitali Nicky
had been born there. She had loved being pregnqnt.‘ The way -
tne baby had moved in her foftreés—like_body; ;héir silent,
secret communions. Birth was a rending, a tearing away.
And that nasty nurse. .And Mow shattered she had peen, and:
the shame! There now, a Eerfoct little'boyl One two three
fo&r five, his fingers, his toes. Perfect! ‘You.musp besso
happy! So proud! So. that she tried %o compose the'fgce‘of

L 2
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happiness and pride,-to hide the emptiness nobody mentioned,
nobody else felt. Vern guessing she was hiding soﬁething,
Vqrn lboking at her strangely. What was it, he said with
his eyes through his thick glasses, what was it? Was she
not pleased?' Was the child someone else’s, didn’t she love,

was she an unnatural mother? Silently questioning, digging,

and then impatiently: What have you been crying for?

She trotted along. She couldn’t think of that
nurse without rage. She thought, I could find her now and

give her a fright! Somehow aware that her appearance was

frightful. If you hold poor baby like that he’ll be sick.

If you uncover him like that he’ll catch pneumonia and die;

. »

then, won't you be sorry!
B She trotted along the damp dusky_sgreets, enjoying

.the smells. Smells playing like chamber music: wet wood

and rotting leaveé} the aroma of paﬁfry sneaking out windows
and embroidering(theuold bricg‘and stucco. Here and there
the pungency of animal waste, until, barely conscious of
herself, she squatted and made water. Cars reeked.of meféi,
rubber, gasoline: all fumes of dg&th; a funeral march .
speeding glqné the sodden slick asphalt all'the way back to
HWardlaw Streep and the scent of dead gardens and sagging /

porches. -Damp canvas cushions and cocoons glistening in

,hedqes, the small stink of worn-out paint peeling on porch

pillars ‘and picket fences. Somewhere, piney chimney smoke.

She had slowed her pace, not forgetting her errands but

entranced by the olfactory wonderland. Even unwashed

LN
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curtains sounded a pretty nd%g}in a minor key in the
symphony of frag}anceq. A-van drew up td the curdb and two

men got out. One of them held a piece of® beef liver, raw,
T 3

red inathe.lampiight)_an'arrésﬁﬁng smeil ike a burst of'
.kéttiedrumq. She moved her nose, the beE%;Zwéo trap it in
her greedy nostrils. The man gplled 'BOy'ibut she scarcely
" hé@rd. She qaa';nvisiblé'to‘ﬁerself. She approached ‘
stealthily,tuﬁknowing, her whéle being 'in the liverish lump
that dangled from a gloved fist. A tjidbit was tossed hef
way. It quivered on the cement,. Ambrosia on her tongue.
Something, a.litgle voice at the back of her head, warned
her to be careful. She was too distracted'to 1isten. She
_-approéched, it was a rare da& indeed, she had not known
"there was sﬁch bounty in the world! .'Gobd bdy,ﬁ the man
séiq when shé gopk the livgt and the chain s{ipped overhper'
hea&‘and was pulled tight. Her concern was with'saiTTEGingt
first; and theq-it‘was téo'laie. She w;s.caUghtL 6ut;aged,
sheitried to howl, tg protest:"the,éhain'got tighte;.
piﬁched her throat}‘a pla;ntive-sgueak was all she produced. °
One maé pul}eduthe thain, the other pushed her, up, up, into
tﬁe vén. Tﬁere Qene'cages in the‘van. The whole interior
stank of uf{ne and fear. When she was éhut in one of the
"cages the chain finally slackened and she(%ried io speak;

A

but the men had already jumped down and slammed the door,
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< . Chapter 15

In the suddenfgark she called out, as loudly .as she
could: 'Hey{“l've got to get home!’ A raucous whoo-oop

Yollowed by a high giggle, andfoff in some other corner,

' abject whimpering. Shgswas not the only prisoner'in the

_ van, ‘there was a dog. The dog was afraid and the smell of

fear was itself (rightening, like the smell of hairs
burning. The van jerked forward and once more she called

out that she must go home, that she was Joan Fischer for

) whom husband and child were waiting. The metal of the van

threw back the sounds, the whoo-oops and the cackles and the

-giggles: nothing like words.

———— e

Words wouldn‘t come.

The dog continued to whimper and stink.” She braced.
herself in the narrow Qire cage against the lurching of the
van and concentrated on the small luqinQUS rectangle which
was thejwindow into the .cab. The chain céllqr slid from
side to side. ‘Hér own_feai b¢gaﬂ to uncoil in the pit of
her stomach, where'lay the lump of liver and the remnants- of

the goose. She fought it by staring at the play of lights

- against the window. Tongues of terror darted

nétwitﬁstaﬁdinq into lungs, 1limbs, throat aﬁd bowels. Shg
kept the fear out of hef head by talking to herself.

Imagining what she‘d say to Vern, now that she was truly -
late. She’'d explain that it wasn’'t her fault, she'd been

lured, tricked, kidnapped in fact, and with a dogl When

s
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they arrived wherever it was, she“d ring him, she‘d get home

\

somehow, she’'d take a cab with the beer-money. . She‘d tell

. n 4
him how good ‘it had felt to run like that, and then to swim; .

how humiliating it had felt to be cﬁained and caught. - The

t

‘van flung her hard against the.wire like a packaqe. The&'d °

made some stupid mistake, of course, it was all a mistake.
Qh..

Mind you, she’'d stolen ga;bage, if 'you could really call

:tbat‘étéa}ing: "such a neatly wrepped parcel. too, ‘like her

qrandmbthef used to make. But the swimming, the thrlpools;

yes, she'd tell Vern all about the whirlpools, oh! ..and.the
fragrances the odours in the streets. bet er than a

. Ny ) “
lightéhow! _ ’ ) " ~~

“She reached up to remove the chain and fodhd\her
hand qtiff."Her figgers céuld splay and relax, but net bend
" and tahé/held; ’Their clumeiness was' like that of e ﬁang,
numb with sleep fﬁmbling for ‘a switch. It sometimes
happened when she slept on her arms.. STe waved the hand
/ shook’ it to make the sensitivity come Qack Then she tried
to bite it. Oh. Hair. And big blunt nafls. And pads. 1In

kY
brieq. a paw. The brakes of the vah screamed in.the dark,

the dpg complained, ‘he even piddled, and she let the paw’éo
to steady herself A'paw, Vern, now of all'the rum things,
that takes the cake, or words to that effect. She recalled
the earlier feelinq of, her*mouth .being different the teeth
for 1nstan€e S0 big and the lenth of the jaw, so lonq,

clothed in massive guscles. ‘Between the jaw and the,ear,l
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that sengitive spot, where'thé glands are, where the ache
comes. Thut seemed, bigger. Saliva in .floods. It wasn't as
i .,Pou know, I hadn‘'t eaten supper, you";aw'me wolf down my
IdClbéni. you knowf~Vern. ' '
: 'Qut‘the chain, she Qust get rid of it. She ;eached
up again, pawved at it, lowered her hg;d and tried to Slide'-
it off.. P caught on her ears. Shafe shake. shake went the
head. ‘It was only a slip ch&in: The'pawlﬁruth 1t, lopsed

it, she was free. The chain crashed to the floor. Tangled

> in the wire of the cage. Glinted briefly in a flare of

) o ~ .
light f{ron the window, went out like a candle as dkezyan

took a corﬁérl Surely, surely they must beﬁneariy there and

!

v
she could call!  Everyone was allowed one call, and moreover
' v ¢

‘'she wanted her hands back {(whatever drﬁg\was in that 1liver,

they’'d pay for this, the crazfcbastards, by god they would!)
’ . . “p ‘

H

86 she could dial the numbers. ’ Lt

They slowed and stopped gently s the handbrake °
N < .

. rasping, the van rocking with the doors thrawn open, the men
v »

jumping out. The dog stranglipng on fear, piddling, maybe it,

too had-been tricked, ah poor thing. If I could comfort it,

say(;Tpa}e there, fellah’ I always talked to dogs I met on

e 2
the .street I always thought, how nice to have atﬂog;,someday

when Vern is working and Nicky biqéer'and we have a house of"’

our own somewhere a good smart loyal dog.
‘ﬁiqht fell on her eyes like a sledgehammer. A °,
torch the man had. ‘ '

The dog was uncaged and 'led away.

&
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‘Hey, Joe, 1 might need help with the big one, eh?’
- ‘I'11 be back in a mo’
| It was a gravelly night The sweaty\man jumped up,
and shone his torch at the chain in a heap on the floor:
While she had him alone, she s#ié: "Perhaps you’d cgre to
exélain juSt what . . .* ‘ _ L\ -
' "Take it easy, Boy."‘
"0o qpoo oowpoo—oopl"

'

"“Everything's gonna be alright now." He had big

yellow gloves on. The ledther, a funny kind. Foreign. An:

exotic sm?gl nearly vegetal beside the odours_of dog and.

cat. Oiled yellow leather.  Lanolin, like she‘'d smeared on

"her nipples when.

“"He slipped his\chain,“ the man said, as the truck
rocked with the second man's weight. Once again she tried

to speak. A singing.giggling giddy outburst; it made her

‘blush, 1t(made her nearly weep with' shame. “Gawd, what an

.

ugly mutt,"” as the cage door opened and the chain dropped
over her head, they were too quick, it wasn’t fair, they
must do this all the time, what a racket,'innocent people-

abducted and made asses of and the chain back how

’

ﬁumiliating. .
' 'The chain tightened on hef throat. She jumped down
on the”grayel and then Qtood‘ber gréﬁndl y
‘“b'mon, Boy," said tﬂe man impatiently, and the |,
other scratched her neck with thick 'qloyocLJ‘inqers. “C’mon,ﬂ

\//

Boy, atta Boy." Chain pinched her throat, while the voice

v

. o - - r :
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.cdmpelled,‘hypnotic and syrupy., stilling her rage and

seeming to promise; so she went. The three of them crunched

) across the dark yard and into a building. A sense of

helplessness l{ke in an airplane, when you’'re- just a
passenger, what could you do but ride it out maybe the'
engine would fail, but you couldﬁ'f help it, you knew
nothing of engines, and meanwhile the view from the windows.

The; men were a bit nervous of her.'especially the
one in the lgather-jacket smelling of beer, perfume, sex,
you name it; he kept looking at hér, &lf-scared and finally
said, "That’s the weirdest damn qQé! I'm not sure it's a
dog at all, Joe." ’ ‘

She recognized the place at once. They'd got
Fossil the}e when she was a kitten. "The silly-looking
one," she’'d said pointing it out in :‘knot of kittens, Vern
assenting, and their naming it ‘Fossil’ because of her
markings and serious wise eye3}y Th€re was the long lino
hall and off it the rooms where the dogs and cats were held
until claimed or. Her brain choked on the “or.’ Because
you scent the ‘or.’ The dustbane, the leather jacket, the
living breathing terrified stink of.animals\in cages didn’t
quite cover it up, that soft rotten fragfance bfAdying. “You
could die here as easj as; and moﬁp'did, to judge by the
posters pinned up on the walls. Posterg péging the
neutéring of pets (buF she wasn’'t a petk). Begéing
contributions (she‘d contributed 515 one year). Sﬁe peered

\upf The dustbane hurt her nose, but the deathsmell pinched
@ -

-

]
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her’heart. Oh Verﬁ,QShe phougﬁe, Oﬁ Nicky! And sheé pleeded
with thHe men, but again the terrible unwordl}ke sounds,
indecently loud indoors, like a bad joke, making the walls
throp. And Joe said, "Probably one\of them fancy foreign
breeds, kid. Probably belongs to some rich type over on the
Crescent Guy there kept a leopard once, befo(e your time,
"drove around 1n his car with {t. We 11 put him in number
ﬂlf Don't forget to fill the water dish." ‘
She was led 1nte a room filled with cqges‘;n ;
range of sizes. The occupants bl;nked at the sudaen iiqht.
Puppies nosed the wire and begged for aﬁtention in ﬁigh
plain%}ve.yoices: But mos;‘df the dogs were, like the dog
in the van, sick with terror, piq}né for the homes they'd
lbstl She had never kﬁown a place so melancholy and ’
forlorn. Even the man fumbling wieh the- lock on cage 11 was
not immune: his demeanor softened: his head';jlfeduinv
apology: What could he do, he seemed to say, he couldn’t -
adopt every homeless dog.ﬁ The world should be different
maybe, he was sorry, yes, very sorry, yes Still he shc‘aed
her into cage 11, muttering comforts, reassurances,
expressions of'hope, asiif suc; spelis cbuld work in her '
case, when she was a woman,-whe had no owner, who had
somehow been tricked (she reverted to that theory) into
assuming‘a different shape, a not-quite dog shape. She(
lapped at the water in her bowl,'bashinq the dustbaﬁelout off‘
hep throat. She read the headlines‘on the newspaper beneath

her feet. Then the lightqywent‘out and the door shut and

Al
L]
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tﬁe g%otésts beéah. The dogs knew she wasn’'t one of them,
'she,was a non-dﬁg:‘ Worse, she was a scary nén-doq. The17
bowels loosed A_stench of fear and misery. Feet clawed and
toré at hebspaperv low menaqinq'groéls ticocheted from one
to another until 6ne voice louder than the 6thers began to
bay long brassy notes of objection She felt accused by the
swellinq cacaphony, she talked back, in giggles and shouts, ~

she whooped her 1nnocence in accents that made them cower

. and flinch. She heard them giving grpundﬂ But they were

' many of a kind: they soon rallied andjthere was a crescendo

of barks and howls and growls as thq\]taunted her, the
non dog . Until the door was flung open and the man framed
in the 1it doorway said: “You quig‘that racket, the lot of
you,.zﬁis miﬁhte."\ There was authé?i%y and tﬁreat in his.
tones,’thglpromise of kicks, beatings; death. The dogs owed
him obedience. One-after another, they lay down in their
‘narrow cages, mutte;ing arguments under their breath. And
she lay down hérself suddenly weary, her head on her
brand -new forepaws, thinking of her husband and hopipg .the
nightmare would end. And Vern, that he. should have success,
and Nicky grow healthy and'happy to adulthood, and those
dogs, and my dear sister, she thought, a litany of 1it£1e '
prayers, and myself awaken ghole once hore, my hands, my own
* face and home and and qnd. In her d}eams'she was home, she
was herselg‘ana Vern was pleased about something,/some di§§
she had cookqd“perhaps.'.rhéy were of'oné mind in.the dreanm,

\al; the tensions gone between them: . his evasions and her
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misgivings, all was healed. It was a long mixed -up dream,
Phyllis and some pedple she didn’'t know and a messenqer boy
with a parcel and even a nurse. The nurse she hated was .
part of the,pa;?el, which Vern took, saying in a hoarse

voice, “I'11 take care of all that for you". He pitched it

in the river at the spot where there were whirlpools and she

‘felt a great burden lifted from her and wakened in a happy

frame of mind, secure in Vern s love.

Then it was morning. A dull light fell from a row
of windows high in the room and the dogs were stirring in
the‘dirt& faint light in their separate cages, and she
thought, so I am here still in this place. Tﬁe daylight
made everything more real. It didn't feel like a dream. .
With the light moving along the wall of cages; she reasoned
clearly. ©She began to examine herself.. Her paws tasted
peculiar between thé toes. She cleaned all her.feet
thdroughly with her tongue and teeth. Her fur was dapplgd,
irreqular brown spots on a yellow ground, and smelling still

of the river. She had a long skinny brush-like tail, black

for the most part and quite mobile. Most astonishing,

however, were her privates. Had she changed sex as well as .

kind? For there was something small and black and

pendulous. She cleaned it scrupulously, and the scrotal sac

behind it, and her anus, and noted the calming, even
tranquillizing effect of this part of the grooming exercise.
In the strengthening light she ohserved a corpulent beagle

in the cage across from her, similarly ehgaged. and she
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thought of how Vern rushed in the morning when he shaved, »
Aand'when :he b‘rushéd. his teeth, while she herself dealt
ceéemonibusly with her long dark hair, brushing it with long °
graceful stgokes, enjoying the .feel of the br&sh on her

scalp, the contentment.

%
[ There were burrs caught in the.stiff black hairs of
o her tail. She picked them out with her teeth. Her toilet
A , ) .
0 ' complete, she got to her feet and, by turning her head,,

tried to'glimpée herself ovér her shoulder. To figure a
pattern in the spots. What shé might resemble. Nothing so
~ much as a crude drawing in crayon by‘d"small'phild. ‘She

wiqéléd the ears she could not see. She clapbed her tail

hetgeén her legs in a gesture that was both humble and’
:‘ comforting. ‘ L
| f%e beagle began to\pace to and fro, his legs boded'
with his own weight. In the next caqe'a‘terrier bitch -
leaned against her empty water dish and yipped fretfully.
Tﬁey ignored the non-dog‘in cage. 11. Like them, she was
behind bars. ‘The hunger in her eye was some;hing they
understood at this time of the day. They waited. Food
would come; they were used to waiting, their lives consisted’
of waiting, all that was worthwhile - <bones, &alks, praise,
love - had to be waited for. ,

The non-dog nurQed her hunger on fantasieslof
goose, not scraps but whole geese, enormoué geese As big as
bedsteads, dripping with fat. It made her teeth chatter and
her nostrils flare. Her nostrils opened up to inhale the

'
» ~
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relish and savour, oh Vern she said inside herself;, in her

world, a world of giant geese, tender lambs, fatted calves.
Puppies, she’ thoyghts nting the milky aroma of puppies
and puppy turdi;\_gﬁi;zzﬁflooded and dripped as she parted

her not quité lips to taste the sweet stink of turd, to

whiépering &ay, oh Vern, turds, who would have thought,
piquant and smooth as sour cream, and in a brté% revulsion
{shé coaxed herself in her own voice with visions of hot
buttered toast, but was not convinced.

. " The door creqked open. A trolley was wheeled ;n.
A boy'in overalls scooped chow from a big red and blue bag’
igfo éﬁee} bowls. She crunched thé vaque‘tasting fooﬁ in
haste and found her hunéer aggravated. She stqréd hard at
the boy’s back and made a low cajoling sound; the labial ‘m’
w?s beyond ger but she managed ‘ore’. 'Qrer' she growled,
and ‘ore’ again unti} the boy'tutned tQ\ébe what the rumpus
‘'was about. He was a kind-looking chap with tousled hair and
sleep in his eyes. He peered through the wi;e at the
growler, he' furrowed his brows in genuine buzzlement, and
then, oh miracle of miracles, threw two hore scoops in the
empty ‘bpwl . |

| She loved him suddenly.

She chattered as he unhitched the water bowls,

carefully moderatipg the sounds, trying to impress them with

the shape of English syllables, to convey without haste or

. rage, her plight: that she was a woman, that some quirk of

chance, that her real -self, and could he, gnd would he, she

. .
7
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implored, snout pressed hard between the squares of wire.
The .fed and watered dogs pa;ed expectantly, in a sort;of
dagce step or sideways shuffle, pivoting 1n(£feir narrow
cages and~constaﬁt1y.watchfd1.‘

The boy dragged the trolley out. Eyes swivelled
doorways. Dogs whimpered, pleaded. Then baék he came with

a leash ahd lead out a big scruffy shepherd. Then another.

.And another. Three-dogs lead away, and willingly, by the

kind boy.

She pressed her body to.the back of the cage. Only
nose reached out, alert for the smell of death. And how
could he, that kind boy! And the dogs, were they so stupid
that they went willingly to the gas chamber?. She would not
go. Shé would fight and bite, and tear him limb from 1limb
if need be. Her }ove for him had evapordted. He had become
the enemy. She skulked and plotted and fumed. There was
Nicky,‘his,eyes brown and bright like hers, his golden skin,
his'small body curved into hers in, satisfaction, his little
sticky grasping fingers. Yes, she would kill. She clamped
per jaws and listened to the crash of her own teeth, like
bulldozers. | ) » \

But after a time the three doés returned, smelling
of the outdoors, of Sunday morning, of church bélls and
withered grass aﬁd damp cement. She §9oked at them hard.
They were the same dogs. They were alive. o

| Perhaps on Sundays? Perhaps on Sundays they'were

all let live?
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But those dogs had known. That meant y.cles'terday,
possibly thelday before yesterday. o

The boy opene.d her cage. He h&d a‘cne: big red
pustulés around his mouth reeking of adolgsc‘ence,‘of greasy.
french fries and furtive masturbation. She went willingly.

Both curious and determined. She whispered inside herself,

Nicky, this is my chance. Don't cfy, Sweetie, she said: — —————

L4

Mummy'’s coming.



Chaﬁter 16

‘ ‘ ?he boy lead her -across the gravelled area, through
a paif of highfmééh gates and into a small yard ;bout the
‘slze of a pa}king space. -

She made é circuit of the tiﬁy yard, nosing along

— e

the footinés,.paw;?g gate and wall and floor. The packed
earthen floor sloped gently to a drain in one cornér. The
concrete block walls were higher than a man. The gate was
'heavy steel mesh in a steel f;ame. Pacing out figures of
eight she tried to work out how to escape,.whfle a flock of
starlings wheeled overhead and a distant trgin whistle
soﬁnded;

. There was a jaqged break in the wa;l, where mortar
had yielded tq the extremes of climate. She explored the
fissure then leapt up and pushed at the blocks that looked
as if they might have been loosened. Not a one of tﬁem',

\ : budged; nor was the crack wide enough to offer any toehold.
She made springs of her ‘muscles the way cats do,
and repeatédly leapt towards the top of the wall. Her best
efforts earned her no more than scraped pads, a bruised shin
and an occasional glimpse of‘uﬁtidy backyards. She sniffed
at the drain. It could not be enlarged without rémoving'the
metal pipe. Not a job to be attempted without tools! Oh
- Vern, éﬁé sighed. Oh Nicky! Unseen pigeons murmured and

cooed:, the dog in. the adjacent‘pen whined and barked in
alternation. She licked her bruised shin and thought about
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the gate. Any small -child could have cli'mbed it in a trice.
-Standing on her hind legs she studied the fastenings. There
was a simple ‘latch on {:he outside, and no padlock. If she~
- could get her paw through the slit and 1ift that latch . . .
oh, how easy for a creature with harids! The dog rext door
yelped in fre;lzy, hearing the gate rattle. She eased her
paw through the narrow opening. She bent paw towards latch.
The effort was intense. Her l;lunt nails clicked uselessly
upon, the .gate post. She strained the f'oreleg in an fattempt:
to achieve the necessary angle. Pain in the abused 1limb
brought tea—rs to‘her eyes. She growled in frustration at
the gate, the howling dog, the sky, the too-solid wall..

The 'dog had discovered how to pitch his barks so
that ~they~ eéhoed.; She whooped ét it, briefly drowning its
hectic noise. Then tried with the oth'e'r forepaw to loose
the hateful latch. :
It was hopeless. '
The angles were wrong.
But could she not correct the angle?
Wideﬁ the mesh? l

She stood on-three legs and flexed the right
foreleg, plotting an’ intuitive geometry against the latch.
Her t:.arget was the mesh threée or four inches to the right‘of
the slit. B8he used her snout first, hopir;g to pry the
opening wider, then seized the mesh between her teeth,

pulling, twisting, grinding. The steel yielded a little.

The diamond-shaped opening became rounder. What was needed
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was to break the wire at some -one point. She strugqléd to

get hgr large grinding teeEh arbund it. She worried away at
iﬁ. Her gums bled and her teéth.sanq and the dog pext door
clamoured for its pmaster. '

She lowered herself to the ground, to rest. Vern,
she said, Vern, I am trying to bite through steel, éan that
be done? She visualized the-qld wire“cutterg in the shoebox’
under the sink. | -

Running her to;gue ovér the mesh she found the
roughened spot her teeth had ‘made. It ﬁiéht have scratched
§kih; caught t?reads. She triea tofslip the paw through the
rodnﬁer opening, knoﬁing it would not go, needing however to
delay the moment of grinding: Damn steel, she Ehoqght, her
jaws straining, the shiver-making noise hideous in her
skull, worse than a dental drill. The muscles tautened in
her neck as she twisted her head, to twist her jaws, to
twist the mesh, to break the steel which would not bréak.

If the opening were a mite bigger, Qﬁe would get a better
grip; but if she could gét a better grip, she could make the
opening bigger. Her legs braced like\gilons, she thought of“

her child and tried harder. She chipped a tooth. The

Jdamage to the steel was in§i§n1f1cant. A microscopic knick'f

with a jagged edge her tongue cou;d feel but her eye not
see. Sﬁe lay panting on the ground and explored the damaged
tooth, the bleedihg gum and her wounded vanity. Foiled by a
simple latch! Caged in a place from which any three year

old could have escaped! She clapped her tail between her
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*legd, humiliated. The dogAIét out a'lonq thih mournful . "
" howl. She tried tor think |

Her tail. o \\

Her tail! More bii§n£ than a paw!

She backed up to the gate. She raised a hind legA
cocked a toe in the,ﬁesh. Inched backwards on her forepaws:
wh?le'her hind paws grOpea. Blood, rushed to hgr hqu.. She
stiffened her tail, probed tgeJmesh, reared her buﬁtécks to
briﬁﬁ,the tail cléser to its object. Overbalghced and

9’

somersaulted to the ground. : s

. The theory- was sound; the tail had brpshea the mesh
if not the latch. She prepared for p second attempt. She
concentrated on her breathing, her balance trying to |
picture herself in that queer upside -down SACR to- front
Aposition. Only by a great effort of will did she succeed in
inserling the tai]_thro%gh the mesh, like thrieading a neédle
in the dark. When she tried to’ curve it sidqyays. the tail
,slipped out. Once more she inserted it pgi;stakingly
throuqh the meah arched her forepaws, pressed her
hind gyarters back, briefly fost one Xoothold, swung the
tail desperately this way and that She strained her gars
for the sound of the latch but the tail had not moved gith
precision enough to engaqe it _ s . .

Oh, unmerciful gate! dh, unmerciful shipe!' She’
lowered herself ungracefully in pear despairf That‘io

simple ‘a thing should be beyong her! ‘
' She heard the footsteps of the ptmply,boy’crunch}nq‘
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along the gravel‘Snd the wheeze and squeek of AM® hinges of

L

the first gate. The boy was whistling a pop tune. He had

=~ v 5 |
code for the noisy’dog, What was the tun€, then, Vern’

LS

whistled &, "Wi{ll you still need me, will you still feed

yo y ! me, when I'mJﬁga\

% ' S =?£}' She'@oulg always knock the boy down before.he got
‘“j;“ ‘ the iea§h on her.- but there b%uld still bq the other gate.
". . " And }{/%é didn’'t return, Gouldn't someone come? There‘éere
L ‘ f"other men. ﬁTﬁe boy would cry for help. Much better to

. " write down her message! o )

Coa
\ S Shegretreateq to the depths of the yard. She made
Vo . A . -
Cﬂv’*~ : "a long shall scratch on the hard earth, then another and
\ . : - ) !
T T . anothcr and apother: I AM. It was a slow business, ' Could
] " . , N .
~ ‘ .7 he read .1t? Would he see {t? So little time! A door opened
o ’ " - '
>, ' ', and shut. .The footsteps tramp-tramped decisively acrogs the
- ! * » v ' . .
. gravel. : . : ~
— . . , ) . . / o Y
R ‘ . - e . R i
o (‘) - S - : - A i ‘
| IR “ - ’, :
c , " . The first gate opened and- shut.
> o . R ¢ f\ - \ ' s
L : . (N s : '
“ ' / ’ * \ / \: + N . [

. ' "‘" T Would she have time to scratch her phohé\nunber?
. v, \ ¢ B ' r\/ . 4
S ."\ | /A\ !/ 3 ) O
. ', ° < PR .

’ _ i ’S0 they could phone Vern and tell him to come and
T take her home? - ¢ " .o
‘ ; . N
’_\ + . . -
{/ LR Yol s . \ - & .
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The boy pushed through the gate. “"Time's up,

v fellah,” he said, reaching, [or the end of the slip chain.

#

Fellah ‘%ellah How would Vern . . . even Vern e know
——

o who she was? And for the first time it struck her that her
) ;;ison was not this tiny yard or cage 11\ or the short lead

?o swift}y clipped on the chain collar: her prison was her

unmercifully strange sgapo, the 2ré§§ rhairy body she had

‘ somehow sllpped into be‘ng \ _ - . A
v‘&
She walked witheher head down and her tail between
¢
her lpqs, saw hey huge paws 1ift and fall, 1ift and fall.

Those paws that hmd»failed with & simple latch. Joan

» Fischeg did po/many things £%pt those paws could never

-
manage !
- - J

They couldn‘t make coffee. . !
Carryicky.

-‘Wash the dishes.
Buy the groceries.
Mend Vern's socks.

~Not like this could she fold diapers, chop onions,

A sleep Wwith Vern, . . , 0
Shame\ove(caggwggr: beneath her crude spotted coat
A

her skin flushed. ‘6;; only half-héard when a man’s voice

~

-

‘w said to the pimply boy: "That's no dog you’'ve got there,

Y 4 son. ", . o )

The boy stopped, pulling the l'eash up shert to halt
: ) Voo
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.~ The legend engraved on it read:

~ o
»the non-dog. Which glanced up hopefully at the man who had

recognized her non-doqness. . v

-~

"Look at its massive head, look how its back

518pes, " said the man. "I think," he went on, "it's what

»
'they call a hyena. I'm going to rimg the zo00 and see 1if

‘they want him."

’ So the pimply boy.lead her out aqain and up into
vt

the van\ A small metal plate glinted in the meagre sun.
Body by Fisher. She

crouched in the cagv and the words reverberated in her head

all~the ‘wqy to the zoo: Body by Fisher, Body by F‘isher,

Body by Fisher. % was, after all, very funny.

I
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Chapter 17
. |
Fear began to writhe in her gut and work its way up
into her head.” She was no longer Joan Fische;;J She was no
/ longer the wife of Werner Fische{, the mother of Nicholas
John. Had she finisheg scratching her message, it would
have been a lie. ies‘was lost. Jéan Fischer née Hale had
é lost herself.' Imprisoned now in a battered cage in the back.
of an SPCA van, she‘rode towards a new and terrifying
imprisonment. /
She remembered zoo visits as a child,’hér-father

hanging on to her tightly as she peeped through the stout

iron railings into the bear pita. The bear pits had been

>

replaced since by attractive terraces. 'She and Vern had
g?ne,.yhen she was first pregnant. An enjoyable outing, ;
though Vern was gently scornful, and carried on about
Hagenbeck, his childhood zoo. But Winnigeq,or Hamburg,‘it
was all the same: z00S were plﬁces to be visited, not to be *
. 1£§ed in. You admired the hugeness of the moose and the
antics of the monkeys. You wondered ff the animals iinded,
remarked on the 6feanlinessiftheir glossy coats, their
apparent alir of yell-beinq,éag:;4z;~the whole amused, and
went home again. | ' .
She knew né@rl nothing abiut hyenas. She didn’'t
even know whether thL zoo had any. "They were said to be
ugly. She’'d never been a knock-out like Phyllis, but she

wasn‘t ugfpPeither. Surely she’'d wake up soon and find she

-
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¥
was really safe at home in bed, with Schiller and Fossil
curled up besidg her, purring like engines!

She shut her eyes and let herself drift. She
prepgred for that longed-for awakening.‘ She prepared to sce
motes of dust hanging in strips of sun while the , ‘
refrigerator éroaned to life. She would waken and make

EY

herself a sandwich. She would have a sandwich and a glass

of cold milk. All would be well. It was the “weekend.

‘"The van braked suddenly. Assailed by nausea, she

heaved and brought up a thin stream of vomit. Car sickness.

-1t had plagued her as a child. She heard the driver yell an
f "

obscenity out his window, and the van shot forward again.
Finally they arrived.
. She was lead out idto the plangent air. She
cleaved to the jean- clad leg\Pf the pimply boy who idly
scratched her neck. She sniffed cautiously. The scents

were many and pleasing: the sweet flesh of grain eaters and

.grasseaters, the réunchy smell of eaters of flesh. She

became aware of hunger, like ‘a presence within hér. -

‘Glimpsing A flock of goat-l1ike animals behind a distant

fence Qhe longed to hunt them, to bring one down with swift\
sharp bites to the groin.\

Two men if green uniforms were,talking to the boy.
She lgstened without looking up at them, as if looking men
in the face wére no longer permitted. One of them said, "I
don‘t know of an& pet hyenas, but it seems so tame it mdst

have belonged to someone." He’had an accent like Vern‘s,
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fhe pimply boy replied that the‘SPCA had no facilitieé for
hthat sorQ of thing and would refer any calls they got.

The men in green led the way.towfhe side entrance
of . a house.; She knew the front of the house had been
converted into a big cage, but she couldn’'t recall what
lived there. Whatever it was, it madé the back of her neck
prickle. Inside it smelt of danger. They mounted the
stairs®and the danger came closer and closer. All her
newly-acquired iﬂstincts urged her to flee while there was
still time, and at her first gliﬁpse of the lion, she bolted
wighout théught. The boy was thrown off balance and lost
his grip on the leash. The lion roared as she barrelled ail
the way down the stairs. She found herself in the basement.
A heqxz pink-faced man was scooping feed into a pail. “Easy
therq,"\ﬁé said, not breaking his rhythm. She crouched
behind a row of feed bins, her hair bristling, her tail l;w.
The lion was bellowing, but was not coming after her - he
was caged, of course, but that knowledge did little to
\assuaqe her fear. ?

Suddenly she caught alwhiff of something - m?atl
NGood red meat! Hunger began to vie'with her fe&r, and she
was just beginning to edge towards the smell when the
keepers and the SPCA boy clumped down the itairs in full
pursuit. Backing away from‘them, she gave an ear-splitting
~ chuckle. They froze in their tracks.- The pimply boy wgnt
\ dead white. "Just bg still," cautioned the keeper with the

German accent. "Don't provoke him." Impressed by her own
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power, she shrieked 1nd gipyered and the men shrank back,
scarcely daring to breatgeu In a flat qu%et voice the
pink-faced man saLQ: "There’s half a side of beef in' the
cooler, '‘mates. Let her find her Qay to it and shut the door
after. It’'s not cold enough'to do her any harm, and she’'ll
. calm down by and by."

She waited for her three pursuers to digest thié
wise advice. She was in no doubt about the location of the
cooler - apart. from the heavenly meat smell, there wag a
decided draft on her left hip. Keeping watch out of the
corner of herleye, she turned cautiously, nosed through the
door, and tore the beef from its hq?k. ‘She heard a voice
'sco%q: "You’'re not supposed to leave the blooming. thing
ogé;, Kai,"” followed by the retort: "Bloody good job I did
this time, isn’t it?" .Then there was a solid-soundipg click
and the cooler door was shut tight. ‘zf

She was plunged in darkness; but she had the meat;
nothing else mattered. She covered it with her body. It
was hers. She sank her teeth into’'it. She bolted it chunk
by chuﬁk. Her cells sang anthems of praise to it; she
talked to the meat as she ate, aware of its life; not the
life of the old milk coﬁ,it had been’, but the suspended life’
of the cells, that very low frequency hum, the holding
phtt;rn‘of organic matter. The proteins thch constituted
and reconstituted, making new flesh, new energy, brightness
of eye, keen-ness of ears, speed and stealth and dreams and
the flaring of nostriif. She bolted great gobbets of raw
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cold buzzing flesh.

The ribs of the old cow poked her in the belly.
Her own belly swelled. It spread sideways like a pool. It
laved the meat she swallowed in warm busy juices. She heard
the cooler’s motor begin and murmur and then fall silent.
She ate her fill. She ate the death of the milk cow and the
life of the cells and her belly filled and spre;d and took
on weight. There was more  meat and she would have liked to
eat all of it. When she cguldn’t swallow another bite, she
lay there enjoying the smells: damp wood, old burlap; milk
and meat, carrots and onions, Sﬁe was sated, she could only"
inhale now and she breathed in deeply, in the ripe cold.
She was full, her ﬁelly drooped, ¥€ restedfbn the remains of
‘the old cow whose death she had eaten. She waé sated as -
never before. Her ear drums pulsed with contentmegt. We
are mortal, she thought as her belly churned awaﬁ doing 1its
work and her heart pumped not only 'for itself but for the
vanishe&'cow; the world was one cow less, the cow had
surrendered her cow-ness. She sank back, pillowed against
the r}bs w%ich would be eaten by and by in the cool aromatic
dark. She dozeq; She had defeated the lion. She had eaten
his kill, made it her own. She was safe in a dark den, with
her treasure. Her hind fegt pressed hard against sacks of
carrots and onions. While her belly worked she rested and
dozed and dreamt, not of Werner Fischer, but of vast gold'~‘
and green spéces and the touch of grass and. the songs of
stars and the general endlessness of everything.

i

>
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" Chapter 18

* Later she remembered a moment of stern alertness, a fl¥b6od of

light and’sometz;nq stinging her hip. Darkness and oblivion
followed. A sensé of helplessness merged with her grandiose
feelings of satiation; then nothing.

She woke with burning thirst in a place stinking of
wildcats. Oh Ve(n, will I never see you ggainl she said.
Yearning, however improbably, for a strong hot coffee, like
a drunkard coming to, her head immense, a cavern of echoing’
pain. She stagg;red through straw, tﬂrough an opening,.into
an open yard, and found the water at once. It was sweet and
cool. She drank. She dunked her whole head in 1it, she
snorted bubbles into it. -She sank back. She was weak. Her
legs folded. She held up her head, she sniffed. Ca : And
something else, not far off. A smell like the taste between
her own toes. .

“Whoo-ooo:ooo-éop!“ came afross.a gréat)distance.

The moon danced on the surface of thé water dish.
That was like something. It looked like a full moon. She
lapped at it. She drank the moon. Bless the mooYr, clean
sweet cool as it floatedﬁgown her throat. 8She hunched her
shoulders, eased tﬁem again, in.a kind of shrug, and slept.

The next time she wakened; it was to the piercing
cries of peacocks. She liéteﬁed to their different voices:

“n

to assure herself they were indeed outside her head. She

,had used to-like watching birds. She'd not been very good

*

’
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at identifying their Ealls,'but listening now she heard/a
jay, and crows, and the soft drawn out song of‘yarblers.
And much louder.than the rest, peacocks.
She got to her feet. Her tongque was still thick.

" She lapped at the water. It tasted rubbery, having ;tooq in
its big rubber dish soilong. She became aware of being
watched. Across A stretch‘of yellow withered gfass, beyond
a double fence'of heavy wire, two creatures. Not very
prebosseééing. ©One had a raggy ear, the other a bloated,
sagging-belly. Their broad dark snouts were sligh£1y

raiged, to éatch scent of her. Their tails, similar to her
own, were arched up over their backs and looked like old
feather dusters. The two approached their side of the wire,
walking shoulder to shoulder, their gait matched, as if they
were prétending to be twin§. It unnerved her. She found
"she was frightened, despite the(gigh double fence. ’As if

she didn’'t believe in the power og\the fence, as she had
somehow not believed in the bars of the lion’s cage. ‘She

A
lowered her head, and curved her own tail between her legs.

r

Back and forth along the wire went the two strange animals,
always keeping pace ;1th each other and always fixing her
with black sinister looks. At last she could stand it no
longer; she scampered around to the far side of the small
wooden “house where she could not be seen. She heard their
.growls of annoyance, but made no reply. She had stumbled on

the latrine of the former occupants. It gave her

cénsiderable satisfaction and relief to cover the nasty
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smell of cat with something of her own.
“: The yard was not a bad size. She made the rounds
several times, taking\care to avert her gaze from the old
busybodies next door. There appeared to be no way”but. -The
wire was a heavier gauge than that of the gaté at the SPCA,
and was everywhere in perfect conditién. At the rear of the
property there was a gate which was‘not only latched, but

chained and padlocked. A small wooden house stood on a slab

of concrete. Fresh straw covered the floor and it was there

that she’d slept. She noted the narrow littIe paths the

cats had made through the grass, and deduced that they had
been small cats. A section of tree lay some few paces frgm
the house; it showed signs of\havinq been used as a
scratching post and a perch. €he marked the long grass with
her own scent, a clean odour like Sunlight soap, and settled
down ;on tﬁe far ‘side of the log. She was not unaware of the
others. Eyen though they were out of sight, their
restiessness was compelling, almost contagious.. She had to
force herself to think of the world beyond the wire, the
world of Joan Fischer, of Vern, of Nicky. There was a long
dirt road; there was a stretch of rough grass; there was a
gravelled path. ‘At what appeared to be the end of the road
there were houses arid yards, an certain amount &f
uovenent_and stirring, thesoun:\i?\breatgres pursuing their
nornin§ toilet. At the far side of this ro&d lived some

A .
large animals with hoofed feet; she heard one snort and

stamp. She tried to figure out just where she was. The
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rogd. she realized, must curve to the right, and lead pa;t
the deer, the moose and the bison. Then around through the
park and out the gate' at the north end; or fou could take a
turn baci and go out by the éast gate which was very near
her uncle;s house. : .

| On her left was. the river, which she could' smell -
and hear but not see. -

The sun broke through the trees, and at almost tg;
same moment an old Ylue Studebaker sped along the road
followed by a grey Volvo, followed by a black Ford. ' The
cars all halted somewhere behind her to the right; and then

she heard the lion roar. i -

‘Now there,’ she said to herself, ‘is another

) miésing piece, for yesterday I was there where the lion is

~and today I am here in this old cat garden.'’

- She searched, her memory but it contained nothing
that explained her translation from the lion house to her
present abode.

Except the sting. _

She licked her lips. VYes, her stool had had a
¢chemical taint. So she had been drugged! Well, that was
just dandy! Maybe that explained everythingf When the drug"

was all worn off, perhaps she'd be Joan Fischer again;
1

wouldn‘t that give all thqég bossy men something to puzzle
about ! ' ‘
She fell into a doze with the sun warming her.

mottled flanks. And dreamt of the milk cow.
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- “They were standing on a bright green hill cut out
of cardboard, she in a'blhe dress with puff sleeves and a
A frilled pinafore, the milk cow in flat black and‘glcssyu
' white. “Hurry, hurry!" she said to the.éow. “If my father
catches,ﬁou he’'lk turn you into a race horsel"

“Not with my figure, honey," said the milk cow, ™

&

moving over the brow of thé hill at a leisurely pace. y

‘;// “If my husband catches you, he’'ll cut up your {
 bratnt® ' :
“"Nonsense," said the cow. *;I'm dead'and gone

already. You worry about yourself, dear. Just look at you,
now!*

" At that moment tﬁe pretty blue dress and the erfgx\\\

] L ——

pinafore fell off and blew away down the green hill; they
were only cut out of p&per, after all,'&nd had been held on
by folded paper tabs. She was very rélieved to see she -7
wasn’'t naked underneathf She was clothed in pretty spotted.

s fur, just like the people next door.

- ' )
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Chapter 19
’ ‘
When she wakens again, it is to see that tuo‘-en
stand outside Fhe wire ua?chinq \er and ;peaking {n German.
One is rubbing/hia hands as . if ::gihq to wash them. She

tries to follow tpeir conversation, but can’t; her own

Ky
German is too bookish for their casual shoptalk. But she

&oea recognize the young keeper, Rolfi and Dr. Helmut

Feder, the Director of the ioo. Feder she kgdwa only by
sight; he was Harf's customer at the bookstore, and Mary
always served hﬂn herself. Now he has given her a nale;

that much she can make out. “Brehm!" he calls to her.

L} o nrgb! "!! g:bg l!?ll

Now that she has recovered from the drug she taels

obliged to do sonethinq about her aituation Pbor_Vern\ v

\.

must be frantic! However is he lanaqinqg And how {s
Nicky? At the bookstore they’'ll be wondérlng why she’'s not

at work helping to unpack the pre-Christmas orders. Her

soon. ‘So why has her bddy played this absurd trick on her?

And how can she undo it? She’s never heard of such a thing .

and second-hand. She'd always meant to read it. . In any

!
case, she’'s a hyena, not an ass; rather, she’'s not-a hyena,

she lerely looks like one. In inct. she reainds harleit.
she’'s really a human being trapped in a hyena shape.

She paces along the tonce nnd lets the voices nt
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;esuqy on Holderlin lies half-written on her desk. It's due .

M
% T,

happening. Her memories of Apuleius’'s Golden fap are vague
K O b *

.« L

—

- -y



h ) - 2
- : Vo . . o s
. . - ’ ) ~
A

s

the back of her head argue about\how 1t happenea and how?
- gndo it. Perhaps if she reverted to walking on two legs?
Shg tries this. It's awkward aidd tiring; she keeps it up
while her inner voice chants: you are human! You are
humani Thp'creatures next door'g;owl at\hgr. They do .
"their terrifying liétle togetherness walk. She/iqnores
them oniy with effort, by telling herself that theré is a
" fence, that she’'s safe. In the meantime her hind~legs
smart from the~strai%. "Her grandmother 1in a similar ‘ 1?
situation would pray Had she but faith! At least éraying /
wpuld be easier than this parading about on hind legs!

She sinks to the ground. She examines herself. V\\_'

Not a single foe has reverted to human form, not a whisker.

What next®._ . _

l ¥

" Who' can. help? Oh, Mummy, hélp ne! It’s years
since Mummy helped with anything, but her 1nner voice 1in

anguish turns to Mummy all the same.

\

' Not that her state is without advantages. She’'s

very strong. Her senses are keen, the world is vivid and
intriguing. She's given up smoking perforce. Her mind

ranges over all the sources of possiblé help. She thinks
about Howgli the wolf boy, Merlin the great magician, Dr. o
Jekyl and Mr. Hyde..- None of these cases is quite lzlke.."n her
own, none gquite fits. She composes an znaginary letter to
Dear Abby: "Dear Abby, The other night 1 was somehow °

changed into a hyena. Now I‘m an exhibitf at the zoo. - My

husband and son need me, my sister -1s§e6 me, I want to

~ k 187 o | .
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e chbnge babk. What can I do? ‘éigned:, De{pérate in
". Winnipeg."

She begins to laugh hysterically, and bet apirits

plgnmet. Who can ghare the joke?. Silly gs it is it wants

" to be shared, ‘like all jokes. Her busybody neighbours

giggle as if they have understood, but ghe ignores them.' \\\

They don’t yet counb | ' S s ~\',\\ .>>\;

- , -
x 4 . =

¥
- c . r ¢ -

h B ffesb wbter 1sjbrouqbggb}/a b;n'ib hiéh rubber
boota.with rgd toes. He dumps out the old w&ter and fills -
the big rufber dish ftom'two pails. Brehm cowera behind j
the log. . Nhe; bbé‘ n padlocks the double gates and
retreats down . the gighotowards the lion house, ;%e sneaks

- Up on the big rubber dish and takes a.long drink. Later

y meat is brought. A truck drives right up to the &ire, and

a keeper tosses the meat over the fence.: The keeper calls

each by name as hs)pﬁrows their portions: ° ‘ ‘ - ¢
- Henry! : . ' -
Windy! = . .. S

Brehm!
¥ N : -

RS Henry is the one with the sagging belly, Windy

. sports a rdgged ear. 8he, Joan, is Brehn. The meat is ’
‘more of the old cow.she ate yesterday. The three hyenas

' bolt their portions near the double fence that keeps then

' ; apart, They hold their growls until the meat is ‘gone. \

‘First things first. c e e ,
188 . |
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- ' % Brehm decides to ask for help, despite hotjﬂ.

believing that_ahy of the men can really he1§ her. She
must sat@ny heg conscience{' She must make an effort to

return to the real world. She is needed there.

- " She explores the cat(garden with an eye to finding
“a place where a message will be noticed. It has not taken .

her long éo'get,td know every ant-hill -and every blade of

. grass. ?he‘smell,of cat is already fading and being
° . N ’

. replaced by her own. She is making herself at home.

There is.a spot of bare earthiuqder the log, and

)\
. another near, thé\gate. Since nothing will be noticed under

the logs, She opts for_fhe:gate. The keeper may see it
while he fiddles with.h;s’keys. Windy and Henry stare *
while she labours. .As she puts the fipalhstroke on'ﬁhe-'ﬂ'
for 'HELP’, Windy begins to scratch frantically at the -
ground near thg dividing fence;‘ Then ﬂenry joins 16. They:
_scratch_ahd snlff, as excited as treasure seekersy They
bump headg, they whoop! Brehm approaches fhe fence with
caution. It smells lovely,.wﬁatever it ié..nShe scfabblés
at the ground on her side. What is this treasuré? Their
scents mingle, hers and the others’, but ther; is‘nothing
to see, no bone is dug up, no tunnel is created.

- " .Impulsively they scratch the yellow earth, whuffle ét it,
° . whuffle at each other. She offers her face close to the

wire and sniffs bravely; the others reciprocate. They are

not so bad after all, whgﬁ they‘'re not wglking side by side

3 -
" in that awful collusion. The game goes ah for a time,

. : 189 ..
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Then she returns to the ‘task of writing 'HELP‘J One
}oreleg tires and she tries the other with the result that
*Ehe“é’ comes ouq baciqards: She doesn’t care. She feels
‘ virtuousf\\She'hes taken steps. She has doﬁe wh;t sﬁe )

o

. could.,

i . Towards evening there is a storm.: It rains hard
and cold. ' She feels the coldness on her nose, but nowhere
else.” Her ooat is heavy'epd baom; inside it she remains.
dry. Odours_intehsify. She lies in the weeds near the
dividing fence, nose reaching up to the’Magic,‘drinkiﬁb it

in: _the fragrance of mud and decay, of old birds’ nests,

of pitted rock, of manure. She follows one melody, then
another. Windy and Henry amble over,:woof,at her. They
hear the shouts of men above the dinning ;ain and the
clatter of downed tools. Shovels ‘and pitchforks thrown
together,  their 5harp metallic tang muted by distance.
Trying to catch the wqxds of the men, she hears another
"voice. 8She turns qhérply. Then it’'s ‘'gone. An old female

t .
voice. Perhaps she just imagined it? All she hears now

are scurryings in the underbrush and the mew of gulls

overhead.

= ' ¢
_ Suddenly there’'s lightning over the river and a

"smell of sulphur and nitrogen explosive as a btass band.
She crawls into the little house and lets the Beat of the'
~rain on shinqleh bring her memories of other stornms.

\ . . ' .
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There came a crisp cold day of briiliant'aun;‘
Late migrant ducks plodded across the sky. A thin frost
furred the ground. She approacheq,the common fence and
performed the'sniffing ritual with:WinaY and Henry,
wondering if they, too, had been human in an earlier phase '
f life All three lay down in the sun and in the chill of
the morning she could feel the warm rays emanating from
Henry's body. They spent more and more time lying near
each other; sometimes she heard a voice in her head which

was not her own inner voice nor yet the voice of a keeper.

'In time, she accepted it as Henry s voice. '

After the arrival of cars, the appearance of the
Z00 truckband the burmning off of the hoarfrost, people.
began to céme. There had been few visitors until row. But
with the sun so bright many came. . '

Thoughts of rescue teemed in her brain; she paced
back.and forth along the fence, strutinizing the visitora.
Was Vern among them with Nicky in the stroller? Or, if not
Vern, then possibly Phyllis,vdr Esther come to take
pictures, or Theresa and her kids, or Uncle Herb or Hary
and her friend Flo? She paused to catch what Henry was
telling her. Why, Henry asked, was she 80 excited by’ that
handful of apectators? This is nothing, Henry assured her,
the big crowd: comes’ when the sun is higher, we‘re used to

» —
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1t Besides, she added, pebple don’'t:1like us. They used to
come to see the lynxes and not us at ‘all. nWe are despised: |
said’ Henry, and Windy confirmed her statement. Qo Brehm
‘lay -down aqain beside the common fence, but retained her
view of the concourse and watched the little knots of
Z00- goers making Qheir way from exhibit to exhibit. She
2. hadn t mastered the queer half—gestural half- telepathic

mode of spgech at which Henry was so adept and responded to |,

c

her questions with a sort of stubborn Bhfug, the equivalent
| LD - _

~of ‘just because.‘ . ,

M She saw couples with children qathered around the '

picnic tables. They unscrewed thermos bottles, distributed‘

444A~L*wﬁv;4~4sandwieheslandf££uit—oﬁ—boughe—het—degs—&b—%he—%effeahycrt
stand; The aroma of popcorn floated-on the*air. "Henry and
Windy dozed and dreamt, but Brehm by force of will kept her -
eyes 6pen and studied each human form, her heart .leaping

“with hope when there was soneone who stooped, or a balding S

nan wearinq glasses. . She was amazed, as the hours

twittered a&ay, that there could be such quantities oé
people who were non Vern. | ‘ | '
'Sometimes people did come and sfand ciose éo thé
’ wire discussing the ugliness of hyenns in slangy tones.
They- made phony lﬁughing noises, trying to incite, them to
g laugh b;ck. Brehm:?nervous fxom her long vigil, whoo-ooped
o and giggled while running to and fro. Two teenagers with
their girl-friends hooted. and sla;ped each other on the
- ‘back; they said, ‘Whaddid I tell ya?‘ and ‘Whaddya knowi"
‘ - . 192 ‘
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Brehm felt embarrassed at having made such a

.

Bpectacle of herself® The sharp edge of Henry’ J

disapproval was like a nause-_ghpmell. Clappgng\her tail

a‘g&%{There was phis side of

between her, legs, she'retr-

i

the wire and that side of th‘ ”ire and that/side was best

ignored if dignity were to be p;eserved. /ﬁindy flicked a

tail, Windy conveyed that he didn‘'t hold such clowning
/

"against her. He,-too, liked people. He had belonged to a

man once. The man had healed his woundg Apart from,the‘

torn ear there were scars beneath his/fur which sometines

twinged depending on the weather. //

, : //
. - R ' / / |
One‘morning the t;uck yépve along the rough track
behind their enclosures.' Wian and Henry on their side and
Brehm on hers rush back behinﬁ the‘ﬁittle houses to see 1it.

The truck is’ loaded with baies of hay ‘and straw, and '

buckets of pellet food foﬂ/the hoofstock Two keepers jump

down. They 1ift a big biack box Off the\z;GEk\ _Ken

, unlocks the gate of Bnehm 8 enclosure and the long black

~box is carried in an /left there, with one end open. It's

empty, but it reekgﬁ most recently of goat. Brehm circles
it warily. Why h;@ she been given a narrow box, stinking

of goat, cat, ané even stiangef things she can’‘t identify?

She squats byﬁﬁ%e box and sprays some of her scent on it,

.ndt'becauée sﬁe.wanfs it for herself, but‘éo smother those

/ ¢ .193 - il
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alien smells. Thent she lies at a safe distance and watches'
.it, as if half-expecting a creature to materializg from.the '
darkness within. ;

When Ken brings the meat that afternoon he comes
rLght into the yard and’ throws it deep into the box, to
feed the invisible creature that lurks thgre. ‘Breﬁm grow1s
at him. Where is her portion? It isn’t fairl hnd.fresh
~rabbit, too, prgctically her favou;itel Ken says, "Sorry,
old boy.° You'll have to go in and-get it, that's al?." He
gtands safely.behind the gate aﬁd waits.'\"Go on, Brehm," -

, . he ufges. "Go in the box. it’s moving day." Brehm feels
- Henry looging at her. She and Windy have alféady’éoﬁbled
dqwq their meat and are sucking the taste off their teeth. i

Brehm skulks around the box. She cocks an ear. vShe ‘
sniffs. The rabbit is still there, it hasn t been eaten.
It’'s freshly killed, too, she can scent its warmth.. *

“Go on," Ken repeats soothipgly. "You won’t be

sorry. No one’'s going fo hurt you."

She puts her head in and tries to reach the rabbit

"with an extended forepaw. What a 1on? box! And so dark!.
Only a little 1light coming through narrow slits.
Backing out.shejlies down near the ope; end, where
she can best smell the delicious rabbit. Her st;mach
‘rumbles in protest. Sa}iva drips from her half-open mouth.
“"Good fellah, ndaone's éoing to‘hgrt you,J Ken
- says again. 'I'henf in &n urgent tone: "Better get that:
rabbit before it runs away on yal"
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Casually she turns her head and reata her chin on

\the box floor. - ' .

_dropped shut. .

..onto the woodén floor She realizes keenly the irony of

. the situation. The rabbit, a young buck, is now juat a

- Then she walks right in. The space ‘is too narrow
to{ turn around by the time she recognizes the fact tha.t:
he‘ll have to back out with her dinner, the door has been

R She howls piteously.

1

She hears Ken-locking the gate, whistling to

himeélf, tramping off down the path. - Lt

It isn’t fairl she screams. 'She eats the rabbit
and"croucpes'tO'lick the place where its blood has oozed N

‘lump‘in her gut and well beyond screaming. 8o she howls

for them bdth:"It isn't.fairl' It isn't fdirl It isn‘t
fairl‘

Henry and Windy giggle mournfuily'in response.
' |

&

. L. , : . o . -
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e Men éoug after a while and hoist the box high in
f-the atr. They bear it along slowly like a coffin. She can
see noﬁhing but thin stripes oflzinking light. .

They don‘t go. farsh The box is lowefed and opened '
at the head é;d' The men depart, except for Ken and Feder
who 1inger near the fence to watch what will happen. Brehm
has not yet managed to get any message to Feder. The rain

oA washed out her first effort. Two later efforts were
a" unnoticed by the keeper. Then she forgot. There has been
" 80 much else to do; or 8o it seems. u

o .
Her confinement in the box and the. disruption of b4

routine jolt her into th#ught She now remembers haVing
heard the move disquseed. What was Feder’s word?
iﬂcclimatizationl He talked it over with the keeper,
- debating whethen'the time had come. Ken had been concerned
to move the lynxes back. Still, she is surprised, even

outraged, as if their

rds had registered in her brain

without the‘neanings./ Oh Vern, she whispers, I get

- stupider every day!

Henry and 'ndy survey the box with understand&ble

Suspicion. Everywhere is their scént,” which she had found —_—

‘80 pleasing from her own.side of the wire. ‘Now it

terrifies her. She has learned to believe in fences.
- ™~
Perhapa she will stay forever in this long narrow

- box. Even as she toys with the idea, one paw with ideas of
. ° a ] Ny, ¢
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its own pushes out and touches the alien goil. gpe keeps

her head low,.sp she cannot see phe‘others’skulking by

their little house. It is a bigger house than her own next

door. Hyenas, after all, are bigger than lynxes.
She scratches the earth and sniffs. 1It‘s a ruse,

a gesture, 5 pretence.l It announces that ghe is perfectly
confident aﬁ&'eager'to play. in fact ahé is exhausted and i
woaden from fear. o R ‘ |
’ Windy and Henry walk awny,.;houlder to sﬁouldei,
in gérfect concert. They hold their tails up like flags as
they walk. They pace a wide circié argund the box and its

ole inhabitant, pausing downwind to sépple_the scent of

-

this curious intrusion. An amalgam of éoat, wood, hyena.

~
A fantasy creature. Windy snorts and groans. They resume

their walk, look\at the half-hyena half-ﬁox, and turn away.

. )
"'Brehm is compelled by something in Henry‘'s stance. As the

newcomer, she senses she will have to.make the?first
approach. Miraculously her wooden feet take step after
slow step. Her tail relaxes; she is not, after all, such a
poor épecimen. Henry stands siaéways and appears to be
looking af somethiﬁg a long way off; in the bushes pefhaps,

down near the river. Suddenly Windy wheels around, anorté,

"and gives Brehm'a savage nip in the shoulder. She doesn’'t

‘react to the bain. She doesn’; take her eyes from Henry.

She sniffs Henry’'s face: -her open mouth, the side of her

head, her flank. She makes lowing sounds expressive of her
( - »

- admiration. This is no sham; she realizes she does‘adnire
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Henfy,_despite or even because of her sagging -belly. Heﬁry
remains as motionfess as a woman at a dressmaker’'s fitting.
When.at last she lifts her leg, Brehm sniffs and 11ck5
beneath ié{c the distended member and the flaccid éouch,
even the loose\dry dugs. Then she 1ifts her own legq.
Henry'’s atﬁgntions are perfﬁnctory, but Brehm is grateful }
nonetpgless. Her body has not lead her astray, it has

-

known'the exact degree of deference necessary for this

dance. Windy follows suit and the ceremony is repeated.

_.For the first time Brehm is-with her own kind.

¢

! s
- - ¢
. [}
N

The lives of the three hyenas soon fall into an
agreeable routine. Brehm and Henry vie for dominance, but
only as a matter of‘form. Heﬁry is s0 much older and
wiser; and Brehm btiil has so much to legrn about being a
hyena: so there’'s no real contest. Hours are spent just
lying about together. The Area in front of the house is
their fabourite spot. Bu% if there’s a wind from the east
or pounds of activity from down by the river they pick
their way around tb the back and stretch out near the big
:gate. 'fhe long box was taken away shortly after the
successful introduction of Brehm. The only reminder of‘it—
is a faint flattened 6£iong in the withered grass.

Several times each day they play and tumble,
puppy-fashion, but with convincing snarls and giggles.
| Windy is the ?Jhal instigator. Low on ;he totem pole, he

! '198

4 -~




{ ' . ' i
- ) Id

often finds himself left out. Henry }s';enaitive to his
Vulnerabi;ity..&§he will raise her ﬁead sudden}y,'seek him
out,‘bound/pver and greet him warmly, sniffing his parts
witg teaésutinq enthusiasm. \ETcouiaged, he Qill scratch
the~gtoﬁnd to start a new game of scratch and sniff. Brehm
is, puzzled bf fhis game.untilwshe realizes it‘s just that:
a game. They never tire of it. .And.&lways at its height
there is that lovely Iéeiing that anything might happen,
and that afteé all the universe is néariy perf;ct.

Lo Brehm has managed to convey that her interest in
weekend visitors stems from her attachment to a lost mate
Henry tries in vain to comprehend. How could Brehm have/#
deigned to mate with a human? Hbv do such spindly awkward
‘creatures perform the act?’

Each takes some interest 1n the'world beyond the

'fence. Henry and Windy will race around the house to
confront a flock of waxwings settled in a bush. The birds
are soén\wi§e to the fact that they are quite safe, though
not four feet from three voracious carnivores. They stay
éeveral days in the vicinity, fattening up for the journey
south, hopping and twittering and teasing their
bloodthirsﬁy admirers b; occaﬁibnally perching on thq upper -
levels of the wire, just beyond feach.(, '

' [

.

Snow came one night. Sharp wef specks pinged
their noses and flecked their coats. ' By morning when the
& ' 199 . L -
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" under a ?raasy sun. They heard the beat of hooves, S

wind fell, it began to snow in earnest. Large soft flakes

t

wafted down to melt upon reaching the ground or .a hyena’s

warm black bose. Flakes'nestled between blades of .

o -

crabqraas,‘brief jewels in a drear landscape. The hyenas

;}2Y with their mouths ag;ée. smniling like shepherd dogs,:
catching the snow on thetr. tgngues. Best of all were the
flakes that floated to the back of the throat and burst
adainst the palate Ifkwas like eating Btars. From all "

‘over the zoo and from the hidden river they heard the

8
@

rﬂstlingi and whisperings of other snow-bewitched

creatures, the éiick of hqoves and snap of pinions as-they".

danced and pranced and flew.
In very 1nc1ement weather the hyenas took refuge‘
1nythe hbuse, curlinq in straw like lambs. They slept nuc?
and had fitful or gratifying dreans. The dreams,. trappéq
sonehéw'by the rafters and the snow-laden roof, lingered
upon.ynking:” Then fnstead'of;u gnowbound;yorld théy 1o§ked

-

out at golden vistas of aéayinghfpagrant grass pulshtind«

hundreds 6f hooves, thousands of hooves. They were warmed
by*this dféau. They drowsed and lingerediin it, noses
pressed randomly . in each other‘s-flesh. . By and by,
ovgrcome by restleaani;h they rose\as one from their straw
bed, shook off the fetters of the dream, and atared
resentfully at,the bittet blistered snowacape and the high
steel fenc¥® that held phen there. Their leg muscles
twitched and that urge to run fil{ed théir‘braing like

2oof
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* drunkenness. They careened in circles, making the snow fly

" and crunch and churn. They'leapt up on the roof 6: the
: s .

house, accessiblecnow that ‘the snow was banked hard up
against the wnlls, and with quick restive eyes measured. the’

distance between roof ‘and fence- -top. It was everywhere too
b

‘far. No one attempted the leap. Hdt in their thickened
. coats, the&;dug holGS through snow to the frozen ground &nd

» ' I

hid from each other.

»

P v

Brehm scratched no message for Feder. It wasnjt
possible, despite,the snow: scratching was an invitation

to play, never refused. Feder came nearly every day, but

they ignored him. He never brought meat, or strew, or

'.fresh'water. His tone was patronizing. He inspired no .

respect, even when he wore ‘the big qreen coveralls and
parka of the ké€epers, and the high rubber boots with red

toes. ” He didn‘t smell like , keeper He perpetually

'rubbed his hands together and cooed "1ike one of the

ubiquitous pigeons that hung about in hopes of a free meal.
One day Henry caught a squirrel, fhazed by sleep
and cold. Brehn ang Rindy were thrown toqether in the

. 'isery of envy Food naAEered no thel all. There never

seemed to be enough. A little each dax, a brief
exhiliration when Ken or the other keeper came with the
bucket, a Hurrahi in each belly. The belly never learnt.
that so little was all - until tonorrow Every day it

hoped {gr a’ real gorge; every day it shrank in

disappqintment. ‘Brehm tried to remember the magnificent
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feeling of s 1ation she experienfed eating the milk: cow.
It was gones like the menory of a pa . She only knew it'
‘was posaibLe. Like gther’ possible thinqs, it was made ‘
1lposaih1e by the hi h overhung fence. In easy range were
hordes Qa delicioua creatures to be tantalized by: goats,
ceneis, deer, kanqarooe, zebras. The air carried their'
delectable scents through the “windows“ the hyenas

deliberately left 1n their sphce‘qhenever they narked’their
A | L

.ground: unscented stretches td admit the zoo news. In the i

.bitterest cold it was-occasionally the news of death. They

‘heard the harsh eerie cry of a wild deer that broke a leg

Q:ln a far pasture. They followed its dying through a long

bitter night. It made then restlese, they ren back and

}orth longing to eat 1it. They felt- its agony and

recognized he precise nought when its pain ceased, as it
yielded to/cold and entrapment and drifted: into the w{nter

~—

sleep from which it would never awaken.
. The next day a truck ggrove off to find the dead

deer,. The whine of a machine was followed by the

unenpected fragrance of‘a bleeding tree. Then the wind

changed and brought them the stink of bird droppings and

. ' ¢

_bears instead.. - - ,

Pd

vy
re

The dead deer was fed to them over a_synber of

'daysl Brehm alone deduced what must have heppened; how a -

tree fell in the dreadful wind, how it broke a fence, how '

the deer stumbled in the fallen fence and was unable to get

up again. The@keepera found him frozen and broken. They
202 ‘ ‘
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cut up the tree, to move it; they repaired the fence; then y
they cup up the deer. It had brittle Kones, the\gtringy
flesh of hhe olg and undernourished. But it-taate& of
freedom! | |

5 Brehm made a etudy of the trees near their
"enclosure. She was unable to explain to Henry this sudden "
+ preoccupation. Trees cannot be eaten by us,- Henry~
indicated, and was itritdiEd when Brehm agreed. There ;ereﬂ
f&equent failures of commuhication, gapsPln their . . \
understanding of each other: Brehm was sometimes tempted J o,
to l;t’che unhyena;like part’ of hefself bevfoigotfeg in the
interests,of‘dcmestic peace; Then she saw, one.visitdru' ' .4
daj, the fanmiliar figure of her sister. Phyllis waq _‘ : S

» N
wearing a purple hat and walking beside agpolder man-. She

\

whooped and chuckled. giggled and whined. Henry and Nindy . .
rushed about whoooping too;ﬂeven“ﬁhe'lions roaqed, (;F -

‘demanding that the hyenae’arumpus be explained. ‘#

-

Phyllis and the man hastened towards the lions, A
delighted by the majesty of their roaring. They were deep
in conversation They didn t eyen glance a;\the hyenas.
Brehm, straining to catch what‘they were saying, was
'rewarded only by the dulcet chitp of Phyllis s laughter.
The man had doubtless said a funny thing. She gulped and
lowed and ‘made her lonqest most 1nv1ting sound; but the two
‘passed from view.\ - con ' o X

- Henry 1nporthned\her withqafqueationz was that .
’her mate who didn’t so much as glance? Brehk snarled a .

. e ~
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. of whisky in a hip flask. -

" respected 1t.

£y

negative. She was in no mood for Henry now.- She‘d rather

, be lett alone. 8She whimpered to herself, she mourned. She

observed the purple‘hat turn and walk up the far side of

thé’conéourse. The: older man had linked her sister’s arm.

‘ Surely he was. too old for' her, surely he was old enough to .

be their father? Brehm yielded to a sisterly indignation.

She lay 'by the fence staring fixedly as.darkness

fell. _The concourse was quite empty; the keepers cars had * -

driven away, leaving only the night watchmah with his bit

.
1)
Brehm would have been glad of the comfort of tears

lbut tears were not in her repertoire. Instead she emitted

a thin sound, half-hunm, half sigh. Henry and Windy

It was the song of loss, familiar from their
earlieet days. They stretched out side by side, sombre and'
stolid. Nhen Brehn heavy ~-footed and with drooping tail
finally sought them out they greeted her gently and
offered the ,8olace ;of their hot smelly bodies.

‘8 w ot 4
7
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Chapter 21

After sighting Phyilis, Brehm beeade more vigilant

than ever. Walking up and down beside the fence she wore a
path in the hard qreyQBnoﬁ; Where she was accustomed to
;1e”and stare across the concourse intdb the diatance,\a
hollow fermeq. Few visitors came because of the cold;
fewer still bothered to look at the h}enas. She watched, ~
tense in etpectatioﬁ, longing espes}ally for a glimpse of
Vern. ‘ ‘ N

\ Windy approached her one day as darkness was
.falling. His step was hesitant his ears flattened back,
his tail between his ‘legs. He pawed the ground and dashed»
off, like one who was startled or afraid. He wasn't

ordinarily afraid of her, and she wasn’ t doing anything .

_‘aggressive. Once more he approached, diffidently, even

shyly: and retreated in haste when she turned her head.

o

She qwdke later because he was nuzzling her. She

‘growled.at him‘to leave off, but he soon wo e~ﬁer again.
Annoyed,.she etoﬁped out of the cozy -house /and bedded down
~‘”3n one of the hidey holes they had dug in /the snow. Her
body ached. 8She fell asleep and dréamt of Vern and of
-being Joan. Mu | _. '
Windy pestered her all tﬁe next day, and the day
ed; it béecame more

\

after thatlﬁ,The ache in her body chan
{nd of warm twitching-along, er flanks, a

local, %,k
,swollen, pot, shivery feeling. Thereﬁuus no mistaking it.
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She was in heat. Feder epent hours- observing them. If one
the k/ppers -came with. him, Feder addressed him only in |
whispers.f_He kept his hands deep in his pockets instead of
rubbing them together. Wheén Feder was . there, Brehm ,
e R 1nvar1ab1y rebuffed her suitor, unwilling that their amours
) fﬁ | should be seen by that absurd little man. o '

- For amours they had‘eecome and for once it was

~

Henry who was left out. She n%,longer had heats, she
a4
confided in her mute and inimitable fashion.. Her ovaries

had been eaten away by a beast within. There was no pain,

but her strength qunﬁone. She dool&?never again bear
young. ' | ’ ) o

' Young, Brehm whispered as she washed herself
foliowtng one\of their amourous episodes. .-Young. When i /

Windy bounded over, refreshed from a nap, she howled and ./

snarled and chnckled crossly and flung at him with snapping /

jaws. Young, she whoowupped, -1 don’t want your younq. ﬁ/

* ’
7

] .
/

She tried to picture Nicky. She’'raged. She ; N ‘
rolled over and over i:/jhe‘snow; she dug a frenzied hole

and hid in it.

3

A}

‘ Nindy, guzzled attacked Henry. Look, he seemed
to sey. She’'s your friend. Make her see sense. '
T Henry snapped back to put the young ‘fellow in his.
place. Then she lay across the doorway perfectly serene.

. It was not her heat; she wasn‘t lovesick. Age did confer
' | Some advantagee. She dozed and indulged hef\?axourite - ' -

dream. of the golden grass and the thpndering’hooves; which




Pl

/

/

&~

. had been bequeaphgd to her by a wild-borh aunt in hgf

cubhood. | e
. Rindy circled the hidey hole where his beloved
pined vainly for her son and husband. He saw her

twitching, he saw how she could not stand to look at him.

He registered with joy'her whimpers of desire, and with all

'ﬂen}y dozed on the porch, luxuriating 1n'her'

the cunning he could managé he crept up behind qn& nipped

her fiercely on the hape of the neck.

1

She shot out of the hole like a ball fio%'a

cannon, shivered with passion from his bite. Her scent had .

reached its full bloom. Round and round they chased while

-

non?inyolvement, only.the teensiest bit regretful.

Windy fell upon Brehm. That inner vqice<that' A\

cried ‘Resist!’ was choked off ag she received his weight

‘and thrust. Her whole bod§ hummed and rejoiced. She and

hg dodged and pérried,.flirted and teased. ?hey sailed
through ihe air like a multitude; their feet drymming the
grouﬁd became.the feet of a vast clan of their kind-,,Hif
seed sang in her womb like a’'trumpet, and her blood sﬁng
back in gelden nbﬁes of welcome. Their eyes, 1lit by the
sun pf their passibn, glowed like coa135 They laiq the
world wéste; t6 have the fun of makiﬁg it all anew.~

It began to snow. - .

Clouds ¢1$pgrsed. ' o
. The moon'gieamed, a golden hqu danéling from the

égy."

\
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She had conceived. She became demure, the

guardian of an embryonic new age. Well, she said to

herself. Well after all, why not? e

After her heat Brehm became Brehma, for Feder

' knew now that .she was female. That was the. way 1t was with

«
hyenas; even so had Henry become Henrietta, though no one

much bothered with saying it. ®

Snow dissolved into mud. As the buds swelled up,

so did Brehma, while from many‘ﬁuérters in the zoo came theﬁ

ripe odours of birth.
. The hyenas wallowed in the mud and had daydreams

about the mild flesh o6f lambs and their slim unfinished

‘bones.

Birds returned, and’ also those creatures that had
slept the winter through. Skunks and ’coons were on the
prowl, thieving eggs from nests by the river or succulent
bites from a camel’'s afterbirth. |

Brehma'’'s yearnings for the shapes of her human

“past were tempered by the feel of the tWwo cubs growing ¢

inside her. Henry became mellow, remembering her own
children. She liked to lay her head agaihst the belly of
her friend and hear the music of tiny hearts\Beating. She

and Windy made a point of licking Brehma as often as

' possible, so they could enjoy the taste of her hormone-

. - 208 .
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rich secrétions. If they took ﬁotice of her extra‘large
poréions of meat, they didn’t make any. serious attempt to
deprive‘her of them. |
Spring Brouqht more people‘to the zoo. Brehma
tried to keep up Qer vigil. éhe saw a girl,(rom her German
poetry Fl&ss; she recognized a judge.who had been her
customer at Mary’'s book shop. But quite often,she drifted
into sleep despite the visitors.
— Feder came often. He was tickled pink, he told R
péople, that'phgy had succeeded in bfeeding the spotted
P hyena. He rubbed his hands together, his face split into a
. hapless grin. Sometimes he toured paities of school

children around the zoo. Down the path they .came in long -

crocodiles, lunch pail% by their sides, wearing vivid

raincoats in case of rain.‘ Feder hovered near their . N

teacher and whispered tﬂings to her that the childrén were
too young to hear. Brehma didn:t take offense. Bhe was.
too pleased by thpfgoggly-eyed kids to care whAt.Feder
said. For older groups he ggve a mini—lectu:qﬁfull of
facts and oil; insinuation: Hyenas Qere'nét cowards and

séavengers, as long believed: liéns; in fact, were more

y

likely to scavenge hyena kills than vice-versa. That beige

one was pregnant; he had been able to note the dates of

mating, so ra;ely observed by humans. There were -

' disagreements about the gestation ‘period. It was between

qvpﬁelve and nineteen weeks. FheY'wogld see. 55;nalig,,had

they noticed that the pregnanq-one appearea to have male
209 |
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ofgaﬁs?~ 80, 'too, with old Henrietta, the larger female
lying beaide her. Hyenas had been suspected of being

) hermaphroditid aince the time of Aristotle. They wefen‘t,
o he assured his audience. Science had proven otperwise.
Stiii the}t‘sexualﬁmimicry,des unique, and so far

~unexplained. .Intriguing, wasn’‘t it?\ Inevitably he rubbed

v

—

'/.h}s hands at this junctdre, and noted with satisfaction all’
the blushes on the Qholesome faces ;f his listeners.:
Brehma had grown 80 accustomed to her organs that
ahe . § forgotten her initial bewilderment on discovering

what passed for male appendages. Gender wasn'’t terribly.

1mportant in day-to-day life. Didn’'t everyone have to eat,

drink, sleep, dream? Why, she’d not spetulate& even once
> on the sex of her unbernl ‘How unlike a human mother! She

.began to lick her belly. Within, the cubs wriggled and

squirmed in tesponse,a;utting tender pressure on the

bladder, gut and muscle of their dame.

L : ---‘ ' Feder and Ken held long d}scussions“on whether to
separate the hyenas for' the birth. They were afraid that
HWindy or Henry might eat the babies. On tﬁe other hand,
Hentiettd had reared her own cubs in the past and might be
able to give the 1ﬁeiper1enced mother some enéouragenent.
Knowing precisely when to expect the birth would have been
a big help, but thia was precisely what they didn‘t know
Then there was the problem of where to put the others. Few
210 ‘
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enclosures were high enough or sturdy enough to withatand

the. gye{ of a hyena s‘ij'a/wsl." True, they could nove the
lynxes, but since they, too, appeared to be expecting

' babies, that was not a good solution. 1In the end Ken’'s
" view 'pz‘:evailed; thé three were left together,.but-

1ngtructions were given to all keepers: and nit‘;ht staff that
they be closely watched. '

¢ 2 . ’
f

The days grew warmer; trees burst into leaf. 'Tbe
voices of the newly-hatched and recen\t\:ly-torn sounded in
every quarter: bleat of lambs and bray of babY camels;
peep- peep of pheasant chicks; tin-whistle calls of .
ducklings. There was rarely a day now that visitors didn‘t.
come. Since word had spread that a hyena was pregnant,

more and more people followed the path to their enclosure.

-

-

The grbundsmen even placed a bench in'front of it. An old
lady began to come there regular}y to eat her funch. She
always wore lavender cologne and talked to herself. Brehma
couldn’t take her eyes off her. Whether it was her
perfume, or the scent of tea fz:om her thermos, or the fact
that she chattered to herself she could not have said. The
bench lady had white wispy hair, 'sometines/hidden Qnder a
paieley,kerch:lef. ‘When she bad. eaten, ;Jxer sandwich she-
folded the wax paper carefuliy and put it b;tk in the ['mper ‘
~bag. Then she licked her fingers. ) . -

14
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Btehma began to get 1deas‘ about this woman. Had
she some special interest in hyenas, and.in her
particularly? . Ras she a kind of witch? Did she know
Brehma’s true identi.ty? Perhaps she would uqically
transform Brehma into Joan at some appropriate moment. How
otherwise explqin the creatut‘e’s faithfulness?' .There was
neit}{er shade nor shelter near the bénch, nor anything to .
see but the hyenas and the lynxes., '

_ On those: rare days when the bench lady failed to
. materialize, Breﬁxjna worried ab?:ut her. Had she had a heart
" -attack? Been knocked down in traff.ic? Windy was curious
about her, too. He’'d lie down near .his one-time mate and
they'd both gaze at the mystery woman for hours.

They decided she oﬁght to mate with the
nightwatchman. iHe looked as olq as she, and the ~lave'nder
scent she always wore didn’t quite conceal the smell of
s‘pit'iths they assoc'iated with lolcl Bob. The ohly problem was:
getting the two togethei‘- she came 'only by day; he came
oniy by night. Brehma conveyed that even if those two old
.bodies were to mate, they’'d do it in ptivate and none would
ever know. Moreover, the-sold woman, like Henry, was past\
bearing young. _ ' o
| The cubs were born ‘one morning just before the sun
rose. 'Hindy and Henry were warned off by growls -from the
mother, who had had the fore‘sight‘ fo give birth in the
h'duse. She devoured the: afterbirth and licked the tv;o
babies squeaky clean. They c;'awled about i,r‘x their dark
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.wrinkled skins nuzzling and making little chuckly squeals .

until she let them nurse. Kneadiﬁg her belly with their
tiny but powerful fo:ep%gs, they tugged at her nipples Z
until sated. As soon as ﬁhef'were asleep she disengaged
hersélf and stood in the doorway. She was parched. Feder,
Ken an& old Bob Qére watching outside the fence, 1it from .

behind by the rising sun. She had heard the cars arrive, .

. 4
so their presence was no surprise, merely an annoyance.

Henry and Windy, who had been lying down when.she stuck her
.

head out, jumped up and approached her. Her tail rose '
stiffly over her bac¢ky she bared her teeth; the hairs of

her mane bristled.

The other two stopped in their tracks and squealed

in a placatorJyLanner. Brehma grunted back 1n§f1erce )

negatives. Keeping them in view, she dtfmkT gﬂunting ffbm
time to time to remind them to keep their distJnce.

Then she rushed back to. the bouse whélﬁrher babies
were stretched out across the doorway, and q}ept*untill'

roused by a cub trying to climb on-top of her.
L . , -~

©
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In the heat of nidsbn-e;, dl} the zoo smells were ",

amplified; a mighty chorua~of olfactory throﬁs, bédté and
aiqﬂs and a“baseline of steamy dung. . v K ‘
) l 2 Thelkeepers went with barrows 1dpp évery'pgn. .
scooping up the dung. The hyenas’ latrine was‘cleqned once
a day._ HWhen they had.had bones to eat, tﬁéir drpppin@s
w;re white and gldwed ih the‘dark: TQF cqﬁs gomgtimeé
played with thé bones, dragging theﬁ 1nportdﬁt1y from: one |
spot to anothQ{K\ Brehma had lost track of their age; the A
days slid into one another like raindropa 1nto a puddle-
Their’qpats were lightening,\they now scrabbfbd up and ddyd
.the glep with ed!e They SCraped holed in the groundJF
Beaides the z00 smells, there was the smell of the
river. That‘s where they would have headed first if the -- °
fence had disappeared straight throuqh the bushes, down
the bank and into the cool ‘Brown wet. Sonetimes they lay

on their bﬁcks and stared up at the gulls, white and

silver, with pink feet. . )

a

R Whenever they scratched,‘flufﬁ came awa}. Thef

< all had fleas. The fleas'tasted bitter. BAs a child,” she

» _§ -had once bitten &‘grasahoppet on a dare. Th; cubs pounced

A3

on grasshoppers, bees, anything Orange—winged
butherfliea. iridescent dragonfliea &nd qnatg in clouda “ e
passed easily through the wire and souetines drank fron the
big rubber:wnter diah - 1if the con;enif hadn‘t been spilt
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first. }he ohbs waded in it. Even Henry, to eose rhe
. pains which had started o;'again, sometimes sat in it, or
overturned it and rolled in the bf; of nud she was able to
stir ap: . | | DR

In the liddle of tﬁe dey there was conpetition for
‘the meagre shade - a atrip by the side of the house and the
' cenent porch. The cubs might settle 1n the ahade of
l\Henri tta and their mother or ‘dig down to the danp earth ‘
-where ‘&t was cooler. 80metines-it rained. That wasipest.,
They made wallows. They let the mud soak into their pelts
and soothe their 1tchy fleabitten skins

Dr. Cooper came regularly, carryinq a black bag,
accomp$nied by Feder, rubbing his pink hands. They
nistrusted Dr: Cooper at first, on account of the omells in
his clothes. Brehma recognized the smells of aterilizing

aléohol, gelatin suppositories and ether; she~knew he was a

vet. It crossed her mind he might help He ho was

dying, albeit slowgly. But he had .
cubs. He weighed each.cub by.pic ng it up°by the scruff
hmna

and dropping it in a box. Br ytched the needle jump
‘) -

on .the dial; she’ d had a scale like that for Nicky which
soneone had loaned her. One cub as bigger than the other,
but she didn‘t need a scale toltell hér that. The bigger |
:on;,'aaid‘Feder, his fat cheeks glowing, .was grobably
fe-&ge. Dr. Cooper wrote the weigooa.down'inya little
book, asked a.few quesoions of Ken, and went away aqnin.”
. One ‘day he did look at u;n;y.. She’'d lost weight;

O 215
]



\

her eyes were dull; she’'d shed so much that little patches
. of.scrufff skin could be seen.
", "Probably Qldvage,“ said Feder. And added, “She
- hasn’t bre&laince con£n9 hére f;on Krefeld four years ago."
| . “We know Windy’'s a fertile maile, so that shouldn’t
happen unless there's something wiong internally."
“8he’s nearly twelve yéars old," said F;der. .
“Still. She looks vefy poorly. Get me a q}ool

sanple and next time I come, have her sedated if yoh can,
and ‘isolated from the others. She looks like she’'s in-
"pain,“ EOncluded Dr. Cooper; and Feder, who’'d beeq about to
protest, shut his mouth and nodded in agreemeﬁt, ﬁ?ﬁﬁ
already written Henry off. He had Brehma now, apd'Henry .
had never bred‘fbr him. When the cubs grew up, the
enclosure would‘heeQ to be enlarged if thef were to keep
them both and that' was Qn'eibense. Brehma attended closely
to eyerytging that was said: She was fond of Windy; éﬁe |
adored éhe cﬁba, of course; but Henry was special. She
could practically talk to Hénry. . . " ¢

A :The stool sample was coilected;.and one day Kgn "
brought a small’ freshly-killed guinea éig and threw it over
the fence for Henry. It nust hﬁde been drugged, for it
yade her very growsy: Men were &bleAgg pushﬁher into a
'}ong box with bars in both sides. When Dr. Cooper caﬁe he
reached through the bars and felt her all over. ‘He took
. blood sqpples~w1th a long bright needle. He looked in her

- mouth. ' Bleary-eyed, she submitted, barely able to stand.
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If éaly he could smell, thought Brehma. She could

q'enell Henry"s sickness without difficuity. It was a bloesy .

<

dark-toothed dour, ‘'weedy and tough. She watched ehxiouely
through the fence, while the cubs leapt at her flanks and

lnipped at her legs wanting to nurse.

"It might be an infection," Dr. Cooper said at

last; he was startled when Brehma lowed suddenly. She

J Y
groaned; she whooped, she pawed‘the ground Feder and the

vet- stared at her and made sopthinq noises which only

exasperated, ‘and finally she screamed, “It's cancer,:can’t

you tell?" But it came out as a hideous giqqle. 'Henry
shot -her a sad bewildered look. Brehnma walked away.
Unthinkingly she flopped on her side and the cubs fought

greedily over her leathery tits
If only I could speak properly, she whispered

‘{nside herself. Then surrendered to the'lovely‘feel of
nilk pumping out while her womb and all her private places
\ . 3 .

pulsed in secret blissful fervodr.

LN

The cubs did everything the grown ups did. They

'lifted‘their legs to be greeted; they squatted and tried to

spray scent, though they couldn”“t actually make any yet.
They rolled and tussled and chased. They shared the dream
of the golden grass, their mother’'s dreams of people, and

Henry's dreame of her death. Henry was looking better; the

medicines the keeper hid in her food were Telping. But she®

’ . i
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dreamt often.of a Wuge grey beast with a large horn. The

. beast was as big as thé sky, her 1égs_vast as treeé. Her

horn poked Henry and caused n&aty twisting pains. Trgpped

in the dream, Hehry shrank from the probing hOﬁg})growiﬁg
'smaller and smaller until, she was no bigger than an ant.

Then she woke up and realized she was not yet dead. Brehma

woke up, Windy woke up, the cubs woke up.’ Tﬁey\ﬁl} took
note éf the fact that Henry was not yet dead; they whooped
and giggled and called, as if calling others of, their claQ
to a feast or a celebration. "

At niqht, olad ﬁéb would come round to investigate
ﬁhe racket. “"You lot," he said. "Stirrin’' everyone ip
};ke_that. We’'ll have complaintg, mark you. 'N’ not.just
from Tuxedo, from over the fiéer even, from Fort éarry
even. ‘From Charleswood."” He’'d take a swig from his flask
And saunter off. .

The nights were best. Bats chittered, night hawks

screéched, apd\the grasses swnyed\to the tpud of little

.

--feet. They‘could hear fish jump in the river.

The cubs started to dig a ‘tunnel to the land of

.the golden grass. -But they hit rock. - 2.
Feder gave them names: Diamon&ég:f Goldstar.

' Diamond was the leader.' They liked to peer through the

wire at the lynx kittens. When the Q?ther lynx screwed up
her face at them and spat, they ran away.

One day they saw young dromedaries being taken

from their herd on the .other sidé of the concourse. Three.
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keepers ;truggled-with each baby. The babies were already

taller fhan men. The hyena cubs were fascinated by it all.

They ran at the fence and ahoved their noses at the wite, - ':,

Too young ‘to hunt; they could at least dteaﬁ. \ . .
\ The dromedaries put up a ‘real fight. Their

mothers screamed at them to come back; the bahiee‘bawled

.and wailed. Each had a rope around its neck; one keeper . N

‘pulied the rope, two pushed the hihdquattereh The cubsm
wanted to know why they couldn‘t geh out and chage the. .
dromedaries? Why was the fence there? There ﬁas no fenee
;h the land of the golden grass, why here? 'Wogldn't they
all like a_nice feast of baby camel? The drohedaries

. defecated. Their manure'smelt of‘milk and ha§ and fibwers.

, . . 3

The“cuhs,badgered'their elders, nipping at their_legs,

- convinced the growﬁups had the.means to make the' fence .

vanish. What gohdj@ere growpups if they touldn't do;thaﬁ?

They began te dig another tunnel, not to the iand of'the

golden grass this time, but to the fringe of weed outside .‘, -

the fence. They-dug apd dug. The dry hard earth flewﬂback;

between their legs. The yellow dust clengg‘their ‘
nosﬁrils mouths and coats. -The grownups slumbered.
Diamond scraped at something hard and un}ielding. ft
wasn't reock, it was toe smooth. It was too narrow.

She jumped§down in the hole and wrestled with it.

She qot 1t“™ her tiny jaws, while Goldstar circled the

’ mouth of the hole and pleaded 3i be allowed to try, too.

Whining, Goldstar woke her mother. Brehma looked down at

’
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Diamond

‘ polished brass on the bandstand weaving a dance.

0 - o '

/and roared at het.'

Diamond clambered o;.u/:. .- )

Brehma circled /the /holev and saAwW aometh:lng - "
qlinting, shining. somethinq 1ong, what vias it? A snake?
She pawed it and knew. " L , )

It ‘was fence. - '

» There ;'as fence under.the ground.
'y“Ma'ke it go awayl“ ahrieked the cubs.

Brehma lay on het @ def eated. She ‘waé'angty.
Who had put fence under the: ground? It was indecent! It
was *unfairl . How could her cubs legarn to hunt? They would
bigme her. forever for failing them in this. She sulked
ovgr it for days, ldncj a:fter the dt'omedary bql}ies sto;;ped :
bawling,ulong after. the cubs had fotgotteﬁ.

Henry ‘comforted her now, be(':a'use. her own pains had
subsided. The gist of it was, sald Henry, that mothers all
fail 11"\ some way. Remembering ‘he; bonny little bof, Breh;na
coﬁld dhly agree. They pressed their b‘ig smelly backs

together and were somehow soothed. ‘ oo .

h . One evening tt}ere w,armusi‘c-:. Br:éhda é¢ocked an
ear. Real musicl It must be from the bandstand in the
middle of the park. She pictured the people spread out on’
tjhe qrasd in the green 1light of: evenihg. Couples lédninq

against each. other, families swaying gently in time, the
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) She d forgotten about music. It was one of the
things that had drawn her to Vern: that he had had a
mus‘ical. education and cbuld tea’ch her. She had had
fantasies of 1ea.m1ng an instrument. Her childhood had
slipped away uhgtaced by music 1easohs. Her mother h_ad had
to take piano herse‘lf and hated it. . Besides there was
_ never an‘y money for. ;Lessoné or instruments. A?Ll the noney
was needed by their father, for beté;lng on the horses.

She listened to the ‘lovel‘y measured notes ri&ing
the air like ynseen birds. She lowed softly in time. What
music was it? Names had \].ost' the{r !lmportance. The
, question 'who?’ required ‘a ‘pictuz'e for an.&nséer,' or a : /
chorus of sx-nellsj. Important things weré felt, not named.
Lt But': slqce names had had such significance whén she
ha& loved music, she made a pdr£icu1ar effort to recall
composers'’ rigme's, to decide hc;w Vern would have identified
the music shé, was‘heating'. They were all men, she v

remembered that. \iivaldi‘ and Chopin and Wagner and Verdli.

Oh Vern! Wouldn‘t he ever come to see her? HWhy

’
! .

didn‘t he come?, . -
Then she z;emembered: Vern didn’'t know she wa;s
there. T .
No one kﬁew.-
How eould she evér have ‘forgott‘en that?

P

1 , /
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e o Chapter 23
‘ _ ' Brehma had learned from Henrietta the aft of
telling stories without ﬁotds. You did it\by lying in a
cozy huddle. You took a big breath, like a sigh, and let
all your muscles slacken as for sleep. Then the inner
voices began their wérk of pict;fe-making. 1The cubs never
tired of it; again and againxtﬁey wanted to be téld about
their little two-legged brother ého_had no coat; about
, théir mother’s cubhood as a human béing; ;bout the milk~
cow. From Windy they learned how lions roamed the land of
*Fhe golden grass, and how they had hurt him-when he strayed
¥rom h%s mother’'s den, They came to love the man who had
? rescued him and tended his wounds. They accomp&nied him as

he retraced the journey that had brought him to the other

end of the world where even the stars were different.

Windy had travelled in a cagé in a machine that made a
noise like thunder anﬁ smelt like the brackish water that
caused belly ache. , : .

JEenry remembered stories hep wild-born aunt ﬂﬁd
passed‘on. These were the best of all. * There was a time{
'said Henry, when there vas no'qrey beasf, and no babies,
either. All the creatupes that were simply were and went
on being, day after day, season after season. There was
wind, of course: - the wind that is the elder brother of the
grey beast. When the wind gréw coid, trees sh%d thgir
leaves_and fruits, flowers crumbled, and nearly}al; the
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‘ green things withered pﬁd alept.‘ In- spring they aéoke; and
"+ what a tfedﬁ their ftésﬂ new colours always were, and how’
marvellous the aroma of tﬁéir growth! Stretching .
themselves up 6ut of the ground, they paid homage to the .
sun and the makers. One day an animal. - it is said to-have
been Fisi, the'hyeﬁa - #pproached a tree that was encircled.
by tender }ogﬁé,offspf ng. How, Fisi wanted to know, did
-”-»there$§ohé to be young trees? What. did the tree do? ‘And’
the tree Feplied: "I make seed, and the seeds grow and
. become baby trees which willlone day make seed in their
“turn.” But how did it make seed? asked Fisi. For Fisi had
'ha& a little quarre} wigp her‘kind and was feglipg Ionely.
The tree was un;bie tq'gxplain\how to make ‘seed.. "How do
you breathe?" it demanded. "I just’ do," ;aid Fisi. “So do
I j&st'make seed, " teélied‘thé tree. - - .
_ Fisi returned to.the other:hyen@é/ind said: “Tree
-knows how to make seed, it’'s just like’breaﬁhing. So tree
gefs_young'trees in th;~§pripg. Wﬁy shog}d we not makg.
seed and get young?" ‘ .
'"Nhy not?"“ . . -
_ "Why not?" . !
‘"Lebfs ask buzzard, who has travelled far and
knows nearly everythingi? ‘ .
| 8o fhéy sought QPt bu;zard, but buzzard could not
" tell thém how to maké.ﬁeed. The hyenas and puzzgrd went
and asked kudu; but.even kudu didn‘'t know how to mzke seed.

The hyenas, buzza;d and kudu ali went down to the river to
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ask crocoh;le. Crocodile yawned gnd thought ab&ut the
. - {

‘question and the others waited iently, for indeed they
had all the time in the world. /But crocodile finally
.concluded that the question was beyond him, even though he
gave'it‘long thought. .He suggested that they go together
with all the ‘other animéis and ask the makers. Ip wvas a
long journey to;ﬁhe top of a very‘high mountain, but that
didn'f worry them siﬁce thefe was no'gréy beast then and

they really did have all the time -in the world. .

A
\

N

Fisi the hyena was chosen to speak, since it was

she who had thought up the question. “Makers," sheusaid,
“pleasp tg}l us how to make geed, so that in springtime we
-can all have éretéy'children, like tree."

The makers mumbled and jumbled for a week and a
half, while everyéne‘wqited patiently. "Do you all want
. children?" tﬁey asked at last. And nearly all the
creatures cried out that they did,.though a few said they
didn’t really care, one way or the other - turtle, cuckoo
‘bird, and quite a few fishes.

“If you wish to make seed and have children," said
the ﬁakers, “there are two fhings you must dq. First of
all, ydu ﬂust divide into male and female. Second, you
must welcome into your iidat.thc'grey beast who is sister
"to the wind." . ,

For a éeek and a half the animals conferred. _The
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truth is, they could all imagine hevinglchildren,’even‘
. those Qho didn’‘t care, because children were just like
. themselves, only prettier, littler and cuter. But they -
couldn’t figure out male and fe;qle, and they couldn’t v s
. begin.to figure out tﬁe grey beaétt. "ﬁelea and'fengleg ‘
mate, " eaid the makers.- "That 1s how yqunéaare iade. Go
to eleep - we'll send you. a dreaﬁ aboutoitf“ So all the.
"~ creatures slept endldreamt about mating ah& woke up feeling
vety.enttusidst;d. "We liked 1it,* they told the makers.
"We want to be abi:-to do that again and make young;"

Fisi protested. What about the grey beast?
Didn‘t they need to know about her before they made a final
decision? Some-of the animals listened to Fisi but most
were‘teo eager to try mat1n§ again. However, the makers
.agreed to send a'grey beast dream'to_any ereature who
'51ept. ‘Fisi slept, and a few of the‘othets - buzzard, bat,
jackal, rat, catfish - and the grey beast.visited ai} their
dreams. Thoee who stayed awake worried, because the
" dreamers squirmed and yelped pnd shrank and writhed and
groaned, and a1 few of the dreamers woke themselves up
before the dream was over; but not Fisi: she slept bravely,
on until her body was stiff and coid. "Le;ve her in
peace, " said the makers. "She will waken by and by." And
she did. , Then all the aniqals wanted to know if the grey
beast was too d?enQEgl. Fisi theugyt.for a long tiie. She ’ C
thought about ‘the pleasures of mating, and of the terror

she’'d §elt when the érey beast poked with her horn. It was
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the londfﬁg for young that decidea her,'houevgr. " “The grey .

" beast is only as terrible as children are wonderful," she

said. "I think we should take a vote.on it.* So a vote

was taken and an overwhelming number voted in favour of the
‘change. : o,

: “Very well," said the makers. "Now some of you

must volunteer to be malei;“ And they explained that' the )\\
seed of the tree came to life in the earth, and that each - (J

- young tree had a tieg for aafather and the earth for a
mother. And so it would be with us, too.

' This was confue;ipg to think about, and at first
all the animals voluﬁteered to be males, s£::e'£hey'wanted ;
to idke seed. So the makers explained once more that it' |
was ffom the bodies of fhe females that the young would™
spring forth, as the trees spring forth from the grouﬁd.‘
Tﬁen, of course, all the creatures wanted to be females.
"Take your time," said the mqkers.‘ “You still have all the
“time in the world. But each kihd must choose.some to be B
male and some to be female, before the change can happen."”

In some cases, agreements were made to share the
babies between the sexes. It was so with wolves and
ostriches and seahorses, and numerous other creatures. In
other cases, the voluntary males were to be compensated

with brilliant plumage, or great manes, or beautiful horns.

Anoqé the deer, the camels and the horses, the males were

\f\\\\v//?"“fs/be served by the females as if they were king;, while in

yet other groups the members simply dreb straws, and those
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with the short straws had to be males. It was so with us:
and poor Fisi, who had started it all with her question,
drew a short straw. She was so disappointed that her best
{riend agteed'to be a male in her stead. The makers were
impressed by this generous act, and that is why our kiﬁd
was rewarded by having males and females that look exactly
alike. After ma;y‘days,df discussion, each group had
reached-somq kind of"resolut;on of the 1;sue of who would
be males and whqrﬁbuld own thg'babieé. Then the makers —j\
decreed the males to be male and the rest to-be fénalé, and
everyone walked, flew or swam down the mountain and
returned home. | )

"The first to have babies were the mice. All the
other animals went to‘have—g lobk, and oh! What a -
disappointment! The mouse babies were naked and pink and
looked ere like grubs than babies: they had none of the
charm of young shoots and leaves in the spring. The proud
;pther thought they were beautiful, however, and was
. shocked whenva fog offered to eat éhem up and get rid of
them. There were many births aféer that, and it seemed
that everyone was delighted with her own offspring. In the
eipitemént 6f ﬁating and birth, they.all forgot about the
grey beast. e ' |
) She came first to a family of rabbits, and the
unhappy survivors called an assembly. They said the grey
beait*was.inQOIQrablé and must be stopped. -
| . "Well," said Fisi, whose children were big inside ' -
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" her and due any day, “we could go _t:oﬁ'th; inkers and ask .
) v thea t‘q ‘put everything backl tixe_ way it was." At this,
there was a terrible outcry: . For so many creatures had or
To. - were expectinq young that they could not bear the thought
» of qoing back to the old” ways. And qecretly, each- one
: thouqht: that peph_aps‘she and hef i%ind could find.a waii to
.be,saté‘ from the grey beast. Of- course, no one was safe .
from the grey beaat and in tine she visited. every kind,

fro- the tinia%t bug to the bygqeat vhale. “‘Many of the

aniuia blned her v:lsit.s on the hyenas, because they

.

o thought she had escaped from Fisi’s dream. They{believed
J:.hab if Fisi had taken care to ‘stay awake, the grey Beagt
1 ’ ' . ‘»l oo »,

" could never. have made a homé on earth. Only a few {

creuturea like  the buz:j;ard remembered how it really was. - .

’ All the o/thers, to this day, regard hyenas with special

loathinq '

- " " "And now,“‘y;nr,y concluded, “youdrmust .let me ‘ha‘ye

- - P
-

‘ my ljnlpr.‘_‘ o ' i o .
o ' - R ‘ s .
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- - Chapter 28 . = .

Dianond pounced on Brehna s portion of meat.
Snerling and snapping. Brehna chased her, off The cubs
were 1eft with half a bone to gﬁiw at; until Hindy crunched
- .it up. Next day, Ken. who . had noticed braught meat for

. the cubs, too, The feeding was always ‘in order: Henry,

- Brehma, Windy. Now Dianond and Goldstar were added to the,

routine. They each got a guinea pig. \But continued to

» o
-

nurse.

’ ) ﬁen}y‘s health inpreved stea&ilx. ‘You could smell
the sickness but-it was no 1onger putrid just a slunhering

presence. The big grey beast visited her dreanms less

©

often. . \ e

- -

One day the bench lady wore flowers.“There';he}
xwer;:‘pinned on her dress front. White daisies. The wfbng'
flpwers, Bfehna needed red ones. Why? Well, because. It

:] - wasxdust something she knew. BStretched out in the snade of

the house she dreant about red flowers. The land of the
qolden g<<:8 was filled with them, from horizon to horizga .

a.waving, singing red sea.. .,

-~ 7 7 " - PBeyond the zoo in gsrdens everywhere things grew

-

(\; T —big and full and ready to be harvested. The .air was

* streaked and dotted with the fragrance of it all. - Cabbages
“wnelling like pepper. Sweet apples and squeshes, pumpkins

3
,

and tangy onions. &
1[ - The leaves turned. ?he days shortened .— There
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were big storms, the sky riven by lightning, the river

aweiling{dnd leaping between its banks. Forsaken nests

' wére blown from trees.

The Bengh lady wqré a camel hair:coat and carried
an umbrella with a broken spoke. She came on all but the
worst days; but she never hogb flowers again._ gbnatantly
she talked to ﬁ;rself, QQ if someone was really there ¥ 4

—beside her. She would droop her head and give a sidelong
‘qlancé at her ian;I;I;\SInpanibn. Brehma sniffed deep,
.the fine, hafﬁonies of.lﬁﬁ nder, tuna fish, tea, ginh, mud
and camel wool. And, she fancied, aonethinq else - the
smell of Werner Fischer’'s mother, whoée coqt‘ahe-inqdined

it had once been. And even the smell of herself, of Joan,

seemed to be linéering.iq the matted wool.

L ) \

The cubs nurisd all through the winter, and
- Brehma began to feel used. ‘if lotiers failed cubs, 1t'was
equally true that cubs failed mothers. It was not fai}hre
precisely. It'was the illusion o} sufficiency which
cohld?‘t be sustained. - There wﬁre tineé wﬁen other things
:;kke;;a more. All k;pda of things did matter. It was the
most ordinary things which gave 1qht:to life. |
b The smells %n the air. |

Theaeasing of ‘the bowels.

&

. _Eating. - B
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! Dreaming. ‘
Camel hair co&% nofwithstanding. tbe'bench lady
disappeated with the cold weather.
S0 did the fleas. o :

All of one winter afternoon Brehma dreams of red
flowers. They are brilliant as blood and dark as hidey ;
holesswon a moonless night.-'Henry shares and d;es not share
this gream. She wutches it, as she night watch sonethinq
beyond the fence. It makes her uneasy; she noses Brehma to
wake her up. .

Rindy imaqines the red flower 1is like the man who

rescued him. Henry says: No, it’s.1like the grey beast'’'s

horn. Btehn&:shakes herielf a&ake and qoes‘}n search of /,

the cubs; she knows somehow that the red flowers are 1ike_
her dugs; they nurture. The cubs are handsome and nearly

]
old enough to wean.

Spriné comes again. .The year is.round, the.ye&r ‘
égfns, time is no,endlesb ribbon or track, bearing space
along it endlesslf; it's an eqg. .In the egg are all the
clana without distinction. the clan Henry made, the clanq
of Diamond and Goldstar as yet unborn, and the clans of
zebtas, lions, canela, each like a nist of gnats, or atars,
or ;ain drops. ‘
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Feder wears a bandage on\ﬁis arm. He fell one day
and sprained his wrist. He smells of liniment. He kicks

o

at the_édqe of a patch of‘porops spring snow; he‘s, |
impatient for the warm weather. It cénes at last. The
first dragonfly skims the surface ofethe waterdish.
Kinglets flirt and peep 1ﬂlthe‘tree tops. Goldstar,
digging, finds a fat worm which pulls itself deeper intp
the ground to escape heé gigantic tongue. o

. The groups return, Feder’'s lectures resume, and
there 1s’the Pench lady, wearing the camel hair coat and
cqrryinq.hgr old net bags. -

On a sunny afternoon irg?oupe‘of girls cones-dowﬁ

fﬁlhe path. They.ate‘all Qearing grey skiris and navy

blazers and rubbers over their'shoes; they are big girls,

big enough to carry purses fuli of make-up and contraband

'ciqaréttes. gnong them' is Hilary Hale. ,

. She has filled out. Her dafk bobbed hair curves
aboﬁtlher ears, her dark eyes flash in cohapiracy with her
friend. Her new breasts strain aqainst'éhe straight lines
of the’blazer. The tallest of the troupe, she wears a red
carnation on her lapel. ’

N Brehma goes to the fence w;Zh mincing steps, her
head held high. She cannot feel her heart pounding. She
is floating so;ewhere above her’own head, she is the
invisible wntcher; the gilded dragonfly on wipgs of nerve.
The smell of Hilary is like a fine net flung over her. She

crouéhes near the fence énd tries to catch her cousin’s

L
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eye. She licks at the tallrgrabérass."

The flower is loose an&waf, thé‘pin‘has alipped.“
When Hilary reaches up to push back her hair the carnation
"falls to the ground.  She lowers heself modestly on bended
knee ,as girls are taught to do and‘retr;eves it; but its
frayed pierced stem cannot be repinned. Sniffing it once
she _tosses 1£ at the fence towards the strange-beast
nibbling théﬁérass. She and her friend stifle giggles
ﬁhile their teaqher glances severely. The teacher cannot
. see what was thrown: only‘ghe taii of ﬁer eye spied a
movement. She thinks?ﬂ Perhaps it was an insect whizzing
b§, Hilary is normally so well-behave?. In any case,
Brehma has eaten the evidence and now stares at Hilary
willing her to notice; to thfﬁk of Joan: to thiﬁk.

When the troupe turns away, Hilary does meet
Breﬁma's eye. She smiles suddenly, for no reason, and for

no reason, remembers her vanished cousin. '

Goldstar bunts at her mother’'s flank, rootles for
the tit and is refused. She wrinkles up her noﬁe, whoéps
and chuckles despairingly, throws a flendish tantrum.
Windy and Diamond watch\with interest. Will Brehma yield?
. Goldstar dances about in circles, Qaking attacks. on her
nother from several diréétions; but nothing avails.

’ Shortly afterwar@s Ken brings their meat. The
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first portion goes, as usual, to Henry. Brehma plants a

ifqot on her own meat and sniffs it without eating. ‘As soon

as Ken leaves, she abandons it. Windy and the cubs ﬁave a

! \

tug of war with it.
‘Brehma finds Henry dozing in the long grdss et the

back. She lies beside her and they sleep uritil sundown.

They waken in a wreath of dreams and perform the greeting
ceremony by way of farewell No one knows for sure what
willyhappen, but something is bound to.

| It begins as a §r1ck11ng in the nose. Brehma
thinks of the feel of a man’s bristly ghin. Her father 12/{
her childhood used to threaten her wi h whisker rubs. He
blood races. She wOnders if she will shrink, like Henry in”
her ‘dreams of the grey beast, and an like simply crawl
under the fence. But no. When the prickling starts in her
hindqudrters, she rises on her hind legs.\ Her-r&nds grasp
at the stout wire. ,Too tough to be bitten through, it
eisiiy supports her weight. She climbs at the back, near
the double gate. At the top she parts the barbed wire
carefully and eases her way between the strands. -She ’
doesn’'t even notice when one of the barbs gouges her left |
shin, so intoxicatingiielthe wide fenceless view: clear to

the river; a dark tarnished silver under the pale evening

haky. RS

She swings down, jumps the last few feet, lands on:

all fours. But rises. Two?iegged. Not' quite aware yet of

“her nakedness. Uncertain where to go - home? How? Her
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unprotected skin is vulnerable. The heat of trangfonmqéion

has left her shivering and chilled. )

She takes the path around the enclosures. ‘She ",1 .
' ‘ .( : ' . \\.
will miss Henry. She will miss the others. A sharp stick g

*

- prickg.hef foot. Freedom is perilous, and thiahfraiiet,
fééblgr bodf fills her with doubt. The path turns b&:tﬁé
old‘toéd. The river gieams: And fhere} sud&enly, wi%léss
" with disbelief and haloed with whligkey,. is old Bob: -

Lt
/

-

\
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X Chaptet 25
Ui . Py
!
‘ Werner Fischer waited. The woman who was his wife
sat ofi the edge of his tweed jacket, hugging one knee and

staring into the middi\e distance. She looked too young to

' be anybody’'s wife or mother. She peeked across her knee at

him, then jumpetf to her feet. He got up himself, somewhat
s:tiffly and cautiously. He.shoo_l'c the jacket and brushed
away crumbs of leaf and._ shreds of ‘grass. He caught a_
ladybeetle and let 1t4w:rawl along his finger. When Joan
.blew on it it flew away. ‘

"Do you know who Brehm was?" Fischer asked. "He

wrote a.- huge book on the lives of animals: Brehm's

Tierleben. We had it at home. :'Sometines I was allowed to
sit and look at the pictures."
“Allowed?" _

‘ “All the bool‘tcases< were képt locked. I couldn’t
just take it out whenever I pleased." He'd had to scrub
his hands first and then sxt ‘Iin the big armchair with the
scratches in the plush, mat'le by 'Uncle‘ Otto. Uncle Otto
came every Thursdaf to.talk with Papa, an'd always his
fingers.curled and uncurled aqainstt. the plush, until 1t was
quite worn away in those places. f |

He‘'d admired Uncle Otto. ,

"I didn’t have the freedom of kids today.," he
expl‘ained, putting a protgct_ive arnm hround Joan. He longed
to kiss her dirty bare feet. They made s0 little sound on
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the hard paving, and kissing was easier than talking. His.
' mind was a useless blank. There ;Lre sb many things he .
) ,.Hf ahould be saying. Thi}lgs Joan must be waitil;xq to hear. |
Reassurances. He winced. 1In the flux of his thought
details surfaced only to slip Awuy aggih becauSe*hg - .
couldn’t find the words for them. |
Drawing away, Joan reached ?kfwards in-a long and
~ satisfying stretch,' Shg yavnmed with evident pleas%re. '
”You;d better go straight home," said Fischer. "You must

be awfully tiréd. You can have a little rest while I get

- Nicky from the sittér’s.“ He held out the keys. Joan

looked as if she were going to protest. Thén she took them
and grinned. “See you," she flung out, stalking off, fists
«buried in the pockets' of her cords, shoulders slightly
hunched. Fischer felt doubtful and humiliated, as if he’‘d
just éailed in some very basic and’unexpgcted way. It was
such an unprecedented situation. His wife had disappearedm;
for a year and half and come back mad. Maybe if.she were
large and fiamboyant and mysterious like Louise it would be
;understandable . e e byt calm, retiring Joan? Whenever
]they had a fight she didh't usually scream and yell, she
just crept away to have a good cry. Did she know she wué
mad? Did she have any idea how sick she really was?

‘He rang the sitter’'s bell.

"My, my," Mrs. Woods said, peéringlabout. "Af ter
what Nick told us, I thought Mrs. Fischer might be with __
you. * . ' ' '
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- "She’s- resting. She's very tired."

“"She’s well, I hope?" *

“"Yes, thanks."

"I’ll never forgetl the day Mr. Woods came honf
from the war - he was in the navy, you lmovg. I hadn’t seen
h{im' in four years, Mr. Fischer. It was 'a‘ shock, ] can telf
youl . Not ‘that we weren’t pleased with each other, but it

was somewhat strange all the same."

Joan let herself in with the key. It was queer
'that the kitch:en seemed so much smaller than she’d
remembered. The corridors were darker and narrower, too.
She lay down on the bed in Fischer’s room and Schiller, the
cat, jumped up and began to 'sniff at her. A flowery scent
rose from the bedclothes, and shé wondered if Vern had
taken up using‘cologne. A long hair spiralléd out from
under the pillow. She took it between thumb and forefinger
and held it to the light. It had a definite reddish ca'st.
She flicked it and watched as it drifted slowly vdowpwatds
through the 'a:lr. Schille d his head against her -as

)

if to console her for s methiw, and began to purr.

“Push, Dad! Push faster!"”

Fischer planted a foot on the molded plastic ,
bumper of Nicky’'s pedal car and pushed. How would they éet;
into the apartment if Joan had run off again? He'd qiven
her' his only key. Ny, why should she run off? Barefoot,
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'/ to?l " 0f course s}xeywouldn"t. . Hg gave the car'another
/ push. Although Nicky was impatient to see 'his Mum, he
chac}n’t asked Fischer to carry him. N doul;t his true
- feelings were 'nixeds a compound of 1 .patience and dread.
Fischer thought of his own mother, wh \I he certainly had
bgt_h loved a‘nd fear;d. Nicky hadn‘t s*:en Joan since he was
© o .ten no;aths old.; h{ had no ;:onscious len\ory of her at all.
Even so he would have feelingﬁ. Some lélind of feelings,.all ,
mixed up with his feelings about hinselfx.&‘ Fischer's mother
had seemed like a queen: she’d 1n's'p1ted\\ homage as much as ~
- love. That was why his\,fathet fooled arc\)\und with the

maids. They were all round, meek, mischi‘pvous girls from

the country, clothed in homely fabrics thz\u: were soft to

|

. touch. They didn‘’t require homage. 1In njrryi‘ng Joan,

-~

Fischer’'d gone his father one better. JOJn was clever, but
i

e o

At the fntersection Nicky clambetl d out of the

just as unsophisticated as those country

pedal car and took his father’'s hand.
Such_ trust!
Fischer wished he‘d thought to warn Joan to say R

nothing to the child about; vhere she’‘d been (where she

. ‘ |
thought she’d been). He hoped she had enough sense. In

fact, she shouldn‘’t tell anyone else at all about that
crazy hyena bgusinetm'. Fiachgr squeezed th‘e boy’'s hand.
"Nearly there," he said chee-r.fully.

"I hope she’'s like Maggie’'s Mum," Nicky c.’ fided.

)
um‘y?u
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"Her hair’'s.all gold and curly. She's:got pink
shoes with pointy toes." .
" “Your Huh has smooth dark hair and bare feet.
Ne 11°have to buy her some’ shoes tomorrow."

, : "Pink pointers," said the child solemnly.

~ \
As soon as Joan heard the grindinq of - the elevator

gears and the clang of the gates, she dashed out to.the
catwalk. A moment later the opposixe door opened and, with
a thump, Nicky negotiated h%svoodal'cgr over the step.
7 i1, Nicky.* | Lo .
; o £ “Beep, beep!" "‘Beep, beepl" - _" ) -
"de 'ﬁi; ro your\Momm%, Nicky.f

4 Joan oelpéd‘him'up the next step.. How ‘big he d

grownl His\fair hair had been clipped short and he no :

longer look d like the haby she d pictured for ninetee?

N uonths. She sensedhe was wary of her. He zoomed around ~

the corner into the apartment. ‘ -
e . . . “Are you really my Mummy?" .
"Yes, Nicky.

t.

" He looked up sceptically He furrpwed his small
.+ brow. "This is Johnny," he said, aﬁrokinq the hood of the

!

‘pedal car. “You can give him a kiss if you‘&ikz " '
Joan hent tc kiss the pedal car. “You don’ t need
-fto kiss ne,“ Nicky said anticipating her next move. Thon:

"Are you sure you' re my real Hun-y?"

.
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ST The boy pedaled of £ down the hall, then atogee

N

"Yes, Nick, perfectly aure. TR o C‘

L
g

o

abruptly. Thc wvay was blocked by a pile of boxea. “"How _
~ can'I get past all this ‘junk?" he holléred. o
* *Nicky, that’s no way~t0‘ta1k' Come hgg?\g\\\fiss

your Hu-‘f I'11 put that stuff away in a little while. S
f ' Fischer. plagted his handa on Joan'’s shoulders, nodded at
the boxes,: and said: "You should have rested. "

* - . ) N
~

my shoes." o : .

He gazed into her eyes. H® wanted to convey

without wqrdaléhat his love would heal her if she‘d only
let it. Sh; sqﬁirqed;free.( Nibky was‘?ptching qrosslyi
Fischer swept the child up in his arnQ and aaid:‘o“This’is
yodr Mum, Nicky. Give hen.a ndce kiss.

e mw

IR The child qlared
| ‘ "Don’t,” said Joan.
S o “Don‘t what?" ' | - /(,
) B . . Make kisaing me a:chore." |

3

‘ ) 'It s qoo& manners, that‘'s all. He ffelly wants

G

-, _ to 'kiss you. He's juat putting ‘on an act. Right?"

\ uns forqotten and Fiacher put the boxes and stuff back in
. "the hall cupboard. .

-—~ﬁ! . :ﬁ ‘ . _No mention of Joan’'s long absence was made ;£ >
\ﬁﬂw . ‘ ';Opper. When she expressed a wish to contact her fanily in
o 'Hontrénl. Fischer urged her to wait until Nicky went to N

N 22 o

Lo

N Toowy tried, but 1 was too excited. So I hunted for

s lPlscher poked the little tummy. The boy giggled. The kiss -

\
S




bed. He put his son through all hia paces and invited her
adniration. Already Nicky could read a few worda, add
sinple sums in his head, 'and do comic inpreaaiona of
‘mgigarious friends. He giggled like Raji; then draping a f '
small blanket around his ahoulders he minced about on . |
,Jtiptoe being Louise Huddenafield. Hia rendition of . Unclé
Herb was the funniest: he tucked down his dimindtive chin,
~huncheq his shoulders, puffed hia belly out and; in the
deepest voice he cogld manage, said: :“Weel, Vern, how are
Eh{ngs‘gg}hg, eh?“' At last his energies began io flag: he
buried his face 1n'Fiaéherus iap, stifIing a yagn.and '
.protesting that he wasn’t a bit sleepy yet. HWhen Joan bent
. ‘over the crib to say goodnight he gazed uncertainly up at
"her, rubbing at his eyes with ‘his fists. How nany
questions, she thought, must lurk in his heart | She . B
pressed'a kivs to his forehead and smelt the sweetness and ’
sunshineiin his hair.
The telephone was in the kitchen, and Fischer
. motioned her to wait just a little longer, until the child
was wellﬂasleep, before making. her calls. He offered her a
ﬁggr. .Sﬁe shook- her.-head. In the living room they curled
ﬁ—hp at oppos{te ends of the chestetfield.' Fischer 1it a
.cigarette. '“hheﬁ did you quit?* he asked in-a falsely

. casual tone.
1

o

- “Hyenas don't smokée, Vern. 1 didn’t even miss

.
.
\
*

> R . ~
“I've been wondering)%f I drearmt this afternocon.”
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. knew that any minute he’'d start to peel the label. "Why?"

. she said artlessly

. positive you realize just how unbeltevable this hyena

-d
L

Y

'He ran his finger around the iip of the beer bottle. Joan

AN
'

“Why? I should have thought that would’'ve been

* gquite obviocus., You must realize, Joan In fact, I'm

1

business is. People don't turn intqlﬁninals. They just
don’t." Shq.didn‘t contradict him, and, reassured, he
continued. - "Think of a simple little thing 1ike the

,chronoqa-cq for instance. We have one chromosome number,

_'hyenas.have another. Our genetic codes are different.

»~

Think of the natgrial'baais of memory: we know there is

something like an engram or memory trace, even if we can‘t

. describe it exactly yet. A physical pathway right in the

tissde of .the brain: that's what memory is. No hyena
could ever have your nenory, nor you his." He shifted
closer and took hold of her ‘hand. “You do see it's
1‘Fos§ible; don‘'t you? You're a hunan'being; dear. You
always'were; Younalwgys will Dbe." ’ .

“I didn’'t think you believed ﬁe." Absently, she

rubbed her nose. “I'm not sure where we go from here.

-Suppose I could give you some evidence, some proof? . . .

3
saved a hair, you know, Vern. A genuine hyena ha{r. If I
give it to you, you can have it examined at the zoology

!

department.”
"Oh; Joan! Joan!* |
“You could phone the zoo, too, and ask if there's.
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a hyena named Brehma nissing‘since last night."

"Jéan, you don'’t geem to understaﬂd. ?hat )
wouldn'‘t prqve'anfth{n?l' Anyone iiqht\ﬁave got hold of a
hai:g Just as anyone miqht.hgve léarned there waa.a hyena
missing: or wqrse, artagged'for it to be qissiﬁqb“‘

_'You could even talk to Hilary about her red

carnation." ; | \

\ y “ghgg; dear Joan, .that takes the cakel To claim ,
that yb6bu’ve been tﬁrned into an animal is one thing,xbut
then! To go on to say you got your human shape back by
eating a red flowerl! I mean, really, it’'s too luch " He
shook his head'. “You weren’'t born yesterday, Joan. . You

Bamn you weren’'t sure where to go ftom here Well I've

givgn that considerable thought.. I can see ‘hat you really

"do bélieve you were a hyeria. So that’'s my starting point:
your belief. Ehgg,'l want\tp knby, has calsed you, a -
normal, sane young woman living in Hinnipeg'in the
twentieth century, to suppose such a bizarre thing about
.herselfé That's my first question. My second question,
naturally enough, is ashere were you really for the past
nineteeh months? Finaily I'd like to know who's tp blame. ™
f‘n‘convinced somebody must be, and it doesn't seem to.be

‘me or you.“p He paused to assess the effeét of his words.

fPersoﬁally, I thtnk you were drugged,” he,aaid. " Probably

LSD or aomething." , - :

"I thouqht I was drugqed when ;I was being taken to

\

the S.P.C.A.“
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"Did the hospital detect anythinq odd in your.
vital signs? Traces in your blood?“
"I don’'t think so." T
' He seized her hana‘and began to search her arm for
,needle marks. In vain.. “Looks like they didn’'t éveﬁ takg
a blood sample!"” he announced. "What about your ufiné?
Did they Ehgck that?"

'”i don‘t remember. I wasn't sick, you see. I

'th;nk the police just took me there because I had no

clothes and wouldn‘t talk to them. It was purely a)naggﬁr

of convenience, I‘'m sure." ‘

"Idiots," he muttered crossly. "Well, it can‘t be
helpédl\ But I want yoﬁ to geé checked first thing
tomorrow. A complete medical: blood, urine, feflexesr.the
works. Will you do that for me, Joan?" ,

' "It can’t do any harm that I can see,” she said
doubtfully '

“Then, a neurological examination would be in
order, I think. And maybe a'péyéhiatriat:“‘ '

. I thought you.didn’'t believe in psychiatry."

Fischer aniled.patiently. “Don’t get me wrong,*
he said. *I don’'t think you’'re crazy. But there are
nineteen months to -account for. d an elaborate fantasy.
Psychiatrists do gort of apeciaiize in helping peopie to
remember what they've forgoﬁten.“ . . ‘

J “S0 I'll have this check-up, and a neurological “
examinaticn, and see a psychiatrist. But Vern, I do hope
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you ;ealize nothing’s likely to come of it?"

"Don't be so sure, sweetie."

"Can I phonehmy parenfs.ndw?; - _

"It's after midnight in Montreal. Don*t you think
you should ﬁaitf You know théy always go to ped at half.
past ten.. And theréfs another point we have to straighfén
out. That is: what do we tell people? That's really why
I &1dn’t want'fau ringiné everyone eariier,’bécauée they're
all going to want to4know'where‘you were,. I’ve.taken youf
crazy story pretty well, I think - but can yéu imaéine your
parents’ reaction?" ' ' ‘

“I have to tell them spmething, Vern. I can‘t
just say I'm Sack." ‘

"You could te}l them you can't remember what
happened exactly, or where you were. They’d accept that
for the time being. It‘1l be enough for them that you're
alive. You know, we all had about given up hoég."

"Thatfs one more reason why I wigh I‘d callza Mum
and Dad this evening." '

“One more day won't make much of a diffe}ence.”

*Bué I haté.the idea of iying, Vern. 1 was never
a good liar. And they'll be hurt, too, if they find out I
didn’t call them first thing." |

“My poor dear."” He tipped up her face and kissed
her .on the moufﬁ. “You don't want everyone thinking you’'re
a'lunatic, do you?" he said qentiy. Jogn didn’t answer.
She stared at the pideous yellow carpet and sighed. She
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'gﬁ' was exhausted.. She‘dlgone viré}ally the ‘'whole day'without
any of the little naps to whic hyenas. are accustomed. |

" Fischer tore off the last'shrif of label and began to rub
his thunh over the glue lines “Come,“ he said. "Let'’s go
. to bed and sleep on 1t."

, “Would you very muchmind if I.used the spare room
for now?" Joan said plaintivgly. Fischer tt&éed her chggk
with his fin&ér.- "No da;iing,‘no. I don't ping,"‘hg said.

"You must take all the time you need."

v
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Chapter 26
Fischer lay in the dark with only Fossil for

company and thought over the events of the day. Why had
Jéan imagined she was a hyena, 1hstead_of sqmethinq iore
attractive, more domestic? - Hyenas were so léathso e and.
vicious! He couldn’t bear to think of Joan that way.\ on
the other h&nd, she might easily have been a dog or ; cat:
loving, 1loyal and familia;. It would have been a ﬁuch
easier fantasy to have, too. Everyone knew what dogs and
cats were like, but most people had énly vaéue and '
unpleasant notions of hyenas. . He scratched Fossil's neck a

;certain way, which made her arch up into,the cufve of his’
‘hand, purring like mad. He played with the 1idea o{ Joan as
a cat, leaping and scampering hither and thither, climbing
at a run all the way up the drapes. He thought she’d be
like Fossil and hide when visitors camé, instead of
shamelessly paying court to every new person, like

' Schiller. Nothing, he resolved, would ever convince him
that she‘d been a hyena. ' And to think she‘d actually‘
talked about ‘proof’, as if sucﬁ a- thing could be 'proved’l
All it could ever be was disproved . . . .

gi_s_gg'_gygg, he thought when he wakened next

nerning. Maybe he should take that hair she claimed vas a
hyena hair. Maybe he should call the zoo, talk to her
cousin about the carnation . . . Joan might be mad, bht she

didn’t actually seem to be irrational. After he’d dropped
' 249 ‘
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Nicky off at the sitter’s, he ducked into a phone booth.

. “Assiniboine Park Zoo," bleated a bright female voice.

“Can I help you?"

"Someone told me that a hfena escaped from the zo0
the other night;J

“Yes, sir. Hold the line please, Dr. Feder will

speak to you himself." In the kind of oily German voice’

that made Fischer cringe, the director of the zoo inquired
whether- he had been troubled by strange noises or by a
beast qétting into the garbage. Or had he actually sighted

LN

.Brehma?

"So there rgally is a hyena Eissing?"

“Jda, but do not worry, this Brehma is a very tanme
one. If‘you could provide your name, sir;'and your address
« « " Fischer repiaced the receiver and fled. He was '
trembling badly. It took him several moments of deep
breathing to calm himself. When he arrived at Raji‘s
building he stared at it in wonder, no longer able to
remember why he'd come. He racked his brain, his finger
hove;inq by the doorbell. Of coursel Raji was going to
lend him money so Joan could get some shoes: she couldn’t
gd off to the doctor with nothing on her feet.

4 .

Raji put the kettle on for tea. "My preferred _
time for being at home is when my wife has gone to her work
and all my children are gone to gheir school. Then it is
so peacefull* Raji gestured at the couch which was strewn-

~
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‘with exam books, texts, class lists and hewspapers. |
.“That,ﬂ he declared, "is the only.probléﬂ. To hqvé aﬁl“”
this peace, and to have to pe épgndihqcit markinqup&pqrs.
Instehd’of just reading and reflecting." He poured oqp the

tea. He was wéaf{pq a shabby dress;ﬁg gown over thermal

-underwear and he hadn’'t shaved. “Now that Joan’s back," he’

Pai@ coyly, "what will you be doing abodtyéarbline?“
.Fischer shrugged. ’ - '
‘ ! ~"You are going to have to choose, old man.  Only
people like me can keep .more thah'gne‘?oman at a %imel“ He
giggied'ﬁnd Fisbher)smiled woodeniy.  “"How is Joan, anyway?

Where was she?" .

NS

- "I don’'t know. She dqesn;t know perself."
Fischer looked away quickly and felt guilty, as if he’d
told a lie.- Raji made'a~’hmmf noice through his nose.
Fischer longed to confide in someane, but he couldﬁ't béiﬁg
himse}f to speak the damning words. Iﬂstead he said: "A
hyena is missing from the zoo." ’~“ ..
“Oh, really? ;.hadn'é heard. Is it in the
paper?" ‘,
“Someoné toldgme. It may ;:ell be in th; paper, I
just haven‘t read it."
Raji rubbed his unshaven‘chin; closed his eyes and
"tilted his head back. "That 1is very curious,“ he a&i& at
last. “About this hyelna.. I had not heard --qs you can see,
I'm quite fa; behind with the newspapers, I'm saving them
‘ill till I've got my gradea in. But I do recall thaé quité

\
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a lohq time ago now a hyena turned up. Mysteriously. No
one claimed it. Jhat was in thg“paper at th,e time."

~ “How odd," gaid Fi"scher in a dry littlie voice.
Excusiing h:‘l.'gsel'f . he tbok the money Raji was lending hi}n

and issued Raji an ivitation for dinner ‘soon’, when Joan

was more settled in.:

“I just might be giving Caroline a call," Raji
‘teased. “Just in casg she is looking for a new boyf riend. "

He giggled melodiously and waved goodbye. . -

' )
‘
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- Chapter 27

Joan was nervous about her first,appointpent with
the psychiatrist. Vernhad wanted her to ape a hypnotist
th was a friend of Norman Onyschuk'’s - he thought

hypnotism would be quicker than therapy. When she chose

N
~
7\‘\.-

instead to go to Dr. Crospy, whom her uncle knew by

reputatién, Vern was quite annoyed. Now:she wﬁsn‘t sure it

had beén wofth-making a fuss'about. Pe}hgpa she should

‘have given in to Vern sinceAit seemed to matter so much to

him. She was sitting in the clinic waiting room beside a

woman.with a:little'bby. By the watch on the woman'’'s wrist “ °

she saw that it was not yet three oxclock. She could still

" leave. There w&s st1ll time.: But gﬁe:knew"she wouldh't.

To‘change‘her mind now-would only annoy Vern fu;tﬁert
Shé-liﬁtened to the mother and son chattering

‘ amiably &bout'going to a cottgge for the summer. The boy

wofe giqsses andrg patch'ovér one eye. He wgs only a year

or two older thAn Nicky. Thé mother’'s face glowed with a

soft, absorbed fondness, and little darts of joy flashed ..

”

from the boy’'s one good eye as they spoke. (
4‘ ' When pregnant with Nicky Joan had prayed:  let
fhere be nothing seriously wrong. A harelip, a club foot -
but nothing that couldn’t be fixed, iived with, loved.
Convinced, then, that love was a consquénce of perfection.
Nicky had been a perfect baby. They had counted
his fingers and toes when he was born and she had been
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impatient to see his genitals and embarrassed to'sa§. S
. Two days later ahghunwrapped him during a feediné.
His soft tummy ﬁad nushroonéd over pis sides like :iseﬁ '
dough. The nurse got~cross when she saw, and said the bahy :
would get pneumonia and die if she weren't.careful. '

They had anaesthetized her and cut her and
\ﬁeprived her of seeing him born. That hadn’t béén
necessary. She knew even then that she would have
stretched. l i

To come to and hear a baby c;ying and be angry;

thinking it was someone else’s baby in her delivery rooml
- And then not seeing him naked! .

It bad certainly been different with the cubs.
She'd felt huge and powerful dur1n§ their birth; she felt
_she could have tackled lions if need be. Or flown clear
over the fence. Black and wobbly and tasting of salt,
their dark skins had moved overrtheir bones when she licked
them. |

Nicky had ha& a bandage over his navel. \Qnd a
helpless neck. - | ' ’

A man said: "Mrs. Fischer?" in a cool,
Suainéss—like voiée, and she leapt to her.feet. He nodded
to her to follow and strode éurpéaefully down a lon§
oéorridor. Once the office door was ahutl Dr. Crosby
indicated a couch cévered in iiqht brown leather. The head
end rose at.an angle and there was a pillow on it in a
cléan striped casé.u There was also a brown leather bucket

'
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chair . that stood opposite the big orangg chair near the
desk. . | L - '

“"Must I lie-down?" she asked.

' ,‘»./' ] “It'a up éo you.u . " S v, .~

' Joan 'sat in the bucket chair. Crosby stretched

. pu# his lgqs and crossed his ankles.: He was a n#ce-lookinq
‘man.. He had a black beard and thick black hair, dullish
;séft blaék} not glossy He -held éggen poised over a filinq

.;’cgrd.' The beginninq was easy. - He wanted her full name,

L he? address and phone -number, and ‘her date of birth.

Har};a& status. Children. o .
Hﬁve you any children, Hra. Fischer??

"Nicholas i3 two and a half " -Croaby jotﬁed-this-;
down,quickly and looked up. "There'g*tdb others,“ she went
. on.. "I'm noé‘sgre whether to qo%pt thea." She‘wéiteg for -

- Crosby ;6 challenge this curious statement, but he was

silent. So after a vhile she said: “The two others’
They re not hunan children. They're hyenas.”
Crosby made nore notes and turned to her agaly.

He was thickly built, but nuacular and stocky, not soft,

and his black beard was neatly tti-ned. “You want‘QO count

them?" He raised an eyegrow “ .
“qu. But I'm not sufe if I should.”
*It's up to you." ‘ |
. “Then count thes for-nowu“_ She felt a twinqg of‘.
guilﬁ, as if her decision was somehow disloyal to Vern. -
But Vern was not there. It was between herself and her
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doctori Studyinq/é;osby aéain her eye travelled upwnrdg
from his stylish loafers. He was wearing a coloured shirt
with short’ igebes and his.arms, hatched with curly black
' hairs, Here quite tanned though it was only May. Did he go
‘south 1n¢the winter? Did he perhaps have Indian blood?
"Why have you co-e?“ Crosby’ aaked “ﬁou do you
‘think I can help yog?” . ] ‘ .
"My husband believes I've had an amnesic fuque.
He thouqht I should see a psychiatrist, and my uncle,

4
L. Herbert Hnle. suqqested you." - -7

"What uakes your husband think you’ve had a fuque?l\\/zhk
And more important, what do you think?" o e
. “1 disappeared,* Joan satd. "At lepst, that's how |
. 1q’puaq.hnve aeéned,to Vern." Cfbéby listened ;tfyntively
vhile she summarized. He maimtained an expréssion of mild
'1ptereat‘qhiéh'ne§er varied and which. reminded her of het
mother when she was very little. She ionged touequqe his
attention and deapai;ed‘ot‘goiné so. “Vern's sheory is
that I couldn’t have changgd;into a hyenf- because it‘s
impossible. Theréfofe,so-ethinq else hapbened)which I've
torqotten or igppressed. You‘re supposed to help me
rclcjﬁer vhat.” ( . : -
] ‘ "But you don t think I can hecause you really did :
’chnnqe into a hyena and‘you remember all about it.*~
1'He11. I suppose,” ahe said, torn by the

conflicting demands of truth and good manhers. "I mean,

*, there are lots of things that I {ind quite puzzling.. It

. ;ssf




ought to be 1npossib1e. Beférglit happened to me 1 never

." would have believed it, and now I really do wonder about.

‘that tide. Then- there’'s the genes. The Ehronesone”nunbera

S
b

nyself. . W

"You ‘wanted two hyena cubs to be counted anong

<

your children." . )
" *For now. I did say “for now’." L A\
“Sure you did. lvdu were hedging your bets," said

C;osby. He actually laughed and crossed his anklé; the

other way.: 8.

“Do’'you think I'm crazy, Doctor?" y I ‘ -
',q“Itfs a crazy story, isn‘t 1t?" .
. .She made an affirming nod.

“Why do you see it as a éFazy story?"

: - "People just don‘t change\into‘aninnla.“
\ "Why not?" R i
‘ "It defies thg laws of natqre.“
““Be séecifit.:'
. "Well, my brain, for exaupiel My human brain has

- a certain structure. My memories have phygioloqiéal

v
»

correlates - engrams, memory traces. Change that structure .

and the memories’ must bg diffggent. A hyena brain couyldn’t

. have contained my human memories; yet I'kheqﬁyho I was all

are difterent for humans and hyenas. anally( I seem to
rememnber a pretty audden transforlation. Nhtq&e worka
gradually. Change takes time." She ran her tonque acroas )
her perflip to keep from smiling her satiaf&qtion at '
| | 287 R B .
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having learned her ;esaon 80 very well. Crosby demanded
flatly: o | ‘
' . "You believe all that?" .

“Well, I ceftainly used to."

“Sone people believe .in sudden change. Mystics;

some religioéa people. What about the rituhi of the mass?

Qread and wine becoming the body ahd blood of Chri;t?”

“I don't believe ;n that anymore. I‘'m not even a

Christian, let alone a Catholic." ‘

“Were you ever?" ' .'f\
“For a while, as a ¢hild. But it was almost an '

accideﬁt, my being a Catholic, and I gave it up wﬂen I w&s

twelve. My mother was a CAtholic buf my father wasn't,"”

Joﬁn went on. “i‘was sent to the regular public schoo}. 1
| was very eager to start, I wanted to learniﬁo read. Aéro%s

the road from us lived a girl nagéd Kelly. She :Lat'have

been seven or eight. I told her I was to start school, and
she told me it was a terrible place. . If you did anything
wrong there, she said, the principal would cut you into
- pieces and throw you into the furnace. ‘I believed ier. By
the time school started, I was Qery/aéared? I saw no sign
of anything Kelly had described, but I was Quspiqious and
terrified of doing anything wrong. ‘

. “One day we ueré al} herdé{ along the hall to the
auditorium. The whole school was assembling there; we ue>b
;upposed to see cartoons or something, as a treat. I asked
a teacheg if the principal knew, and she said 'I don't‘
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] know, dear.‘’ The auditorium was already full of chfldren

o - . \
and teachers and the lights had been lowered when our class

started to file tﬁrduqh the doors. 'I'thought the whole

thing was a n&nstrous plot. 1 vwas certain something

dreadful would happen to everyone. If the principal thadn't

given his permission, he would punish us all, teachers

1nclqged. So I screamed. I spreahed as loud aé‘I could.

.1 wanted to warn everybody, to save them from the furnace.

A teacher hﬁrried me away and made le‘lie down until my . 4

mother came to fetch me home. After that I was'aenf to

school at the convent, where I did all the usual things

. Catholic girls do." . - ;

t

“Tell me about this principal.”

"1 never saw him, actually, but in my mind he had

total power‘over the school, and liked nothing betfer than

éo get ' his hands on some bad child and chop him up. School

was a place where you were suppﬁsed to work and be good,
not havé fun. Donald Duck and Mickey Mouse were fun; s

they went against the rule.”

~2

“Why did the principal chop people up?" .

“He liked to. He was always glad when someone was

bad .so0 he could do {t."

1

“So you screamed."”

“"Yes."

~

"Did ybu ever scream at the Qonvent?“ ' P

*“I don’'t think so. 1 dﬁsn't afraid there."

"No principal?”
259
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' “She was called .a ‘mother superior’. I didn’t
thinf of her in the‘salg way. In fact I got quite bold at .
© the Corivent and did quite a few bad things.* -

“For instance?*
. "'“Chéwed holes in iy gloves.‘ Talked in clisa; '
Quite often 1'was late. Other girls got to wear pink
'ribbona for being good, I sometimes had to wear a black
veil tied around my arm for-being bad." ’

) "How‘would you describe your present beliefs about

rpeoplg?"

"I'm not sure I know whnt you mean."”

"Do people like that principal really exist?“

_ *There are people who get a kick ‘out of hur;inq'
othérg. It’s a fact, isn’t 1t? I used to feel smug when
my aisier Phyllié got 1nto,troub1e“' When we were'very
little." She paused, geuénbéfinq. "Crosby was silent. He
" went on being silent. It was embarrassing, as if she’d
Rissed a cue. She.blurted outx‘ “So-etilea when Vern does
sonething clunsy or wrong, I teel glad too. You see, he
always pretenda he's ao ‘perfect. But it’'s not very nice,“
ahe added, her voice falling “Not very nice of me to feel
that way." '

“It makes you feel ashamed?"”

-

*Sort of cheap, 1f-§oujknoq what I -e;n.“
“That principal - do you think he ever: felt
‘cheap’ 1like that?* . S
' :Oh good heavens, no. That was the thle point,,
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wasn’'t it?" She supposed he’'d felt perfectly justified,
cutting children up, throwing thenm ;ﬁkthe furnace. |

?f wonder whgt made him different from y;u and
from thé ﬁother superior. "

“I wish I knew," she said, shrugging her shoulders
and begiﬁning to glance around the room. .After a time -
Crosby asked: “"Who do you think changed you into a hyena?"

"Who?" She sucked thoughtfully at her lower 1lip.
It 5§s not a question thap‘made much sense to her. Crosby
was silent and his expression vaguely expectant.

"I don’t think anyone in pafticular," she said
finally. "It just hpppened. It was just one of those
things: at a+certain moment it had to happen. 1If anyone’s
to blame, it‘’s probably me, you see; I probably took some
kind of wrong turn, not meaning to, and biought it on."

"But you didn‘t mind being a hyena."

‘ "I'did to begin with. Then I got used to it. I
used to wish we weren‘t stuck in the zoo, though. He were
" well treated there but it would have been nice to be free.*

"Now you‘fe free." ‘ |

"Yes, tfmt‘z true.\' she said with just a hi;\t of
mockery. o
' “Our tine s up for today, but if you want to try
to work on sone of your ptoblens with ne, I think I can fit
you in." Ctosby waited for her to put her answer‘into
words. ' “Four times a week, then," he-salal "For now."

&
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Chapter 28
"How was the doctor, darling?" . -
X { "Oh, Qp,wus really very niée. What about your
day?" . I
“Much the same as usual."” Fischer smiled - " ’
wistfully. Every morning he wakened with the hope that
something would have occurred in the night to make Joan
remember. Every day it got harder and harder to believe
that she wasﬁ‘t hiding the trﬁth deliberaéely. She was
still sleepihg in the ﬁpare room. This was both a relief
and a sdgrce of pain. It made her seem very renqte'and
virginal. Whenever he caught siqhé of her sweeping a

floor, washing dishes or bouncing Nicky up and down on her

" knee he was always amazed, as if a china doll had suddenly

come to life. As a boy he‘d had%h paralygic great-aunt who
lay all day upon a chaise longue‘witﬁ g'ghawl across het“
shoulders. She could 6n1y move her left arm. She used to
- nibble Leibniz Keks and sip tisanes aﬁd stroke his hair
with her good hand while he sat on a footstool beside the
chaise lonque:. She‘haged.ﬁitler with a passion, but this ' .
sentiment was alwaya;expressed in so phin and whiaéery a
voice and to so limited a circie that it was iriconceivable
that it shbuld ever put the family in any danger. Before
every visit to Tante Minne’'s his mother admonished him
anxiously to be quiet and good. ‘Répenber,’ she said,
‘Tante Minne is fragile as eggs’. Now he felg sonetﬁing of
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the same fragility {in - He heard himself urging her to

sit still, to relax: not to trouble herself. "It's okay,"
he called'oug when the phone rang. "Let me th it." )

. "It'11 be my sister for sure." Joan cradled the
receiver and‘lgnned back against the doorframe. Figcher
hastened to pull over a chair. "Sit, sit," he pleaded.

' ,Joan didn‘'t tell anyongAg}se that she’'d been a
hyena. Vern was adamant that she mustn‘t and it seemed the
least she could do. She just explained to everyone that
she couldn’'t remember. They didn‘t all believe her. Many
peopie seemed to‘suspect she’'d run off with another man andl
was lying now to protect him. Louise Huddersfield accused
he} ougright'of going to California with Archie Conners;
but that was because Louise had-sugﬁ a crush on Archie
- herself. Joan knew Louise loved creatin§ an opportunity
for saying Archie /s name out loud and remarking casually: .
What a gorgeous bod. The one perﬁon Joan did feel badly
about was Phyllis. Phyllis, purely from loyalty, believed
absolutely ih her aﬁneSia. She believed in it so .
‘ thoroughly/that she seemed to think Joan had simply not
existed for those nineteen months. "Don’'t pressure her,"
Phyllis cautioned Fiscﬁer when she thought Joan was out of
earshot. “Thg’nain thing is she’'s alive and well.*“

“I don't pressuéé her," Fischer protested. “I'm
very careful."” - '

"Exactly, Vern. Too careful by farl It makes her
nervous., It‘'d make anybody nervous."
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“Well, it makes me nervous - those nineteen months
like a gaping holel I frankly don’t care anymore what she
did, I just need to know."

Fischer didn’‘'t mean to let on to anyone about
Joan’s hyena de}usion. He only told Louise because he
wanted her opinion; after all, she was a clinician with a
job at the local mental hospital. Louige listened with a
severely professional expression on her face. She remarked
that Alec Crosby had the reputation of being ‘very sound‘.
Joan was ‘in good hands’. 8Still, it could take years and
years to get to the bottom of it: they would all have to
be very pati;nt. A delusion was a bit 1like a tangled
string. Trying to so}t it out might make it worse for a
while. Fiacﬁet must be brave and have faith. Fischer
could not imagine being brave and having faith for years
and years, so he told Raji. He hoped that he might be more
synpatﬁ;tic and und?rstanding. Raji suggested the whole
thing might be a sort of reincarnation, only in the middle
of a life. ‘ ' ,

"But it‘'s a delusion. It can’t have hapéehedl
Don’'t you see?" | .

"Delusion, illusion! What'’s the big differénceb
Do we absolutely know what's possible and what's not?"

“Now Raji, you can’'t for one minute vhink 1it
'really ﬁappenedl“

"Well, no," conceded the Indiaﬂ. pursing his
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. plum-coloured lips. “But it is in the past, yes? What

rgally matters, my dear friend, is NOW. And eternity, of

course, but that is beyond our puny grasp."

~ . .._"The past mattérs_to_meﬁ,l_canL;mhelpﬁipL,Aln_g_‘__ﬂ_wkn_ﬁ‘h_
fact, I'm wbrking on a theory . . ."

“Theoriesi Oh, Werner Fischer! "Fhat is okay in
academia - buﬁ in mgrriage? Listen, instead of dreaming up
theories:about the poor girl you~5hou1d‘be.nak1ng mad love
to hert" Fiséher flushed deeply. How did Raji Know he

wasn'‘'t sleeping with Joan? 'Hg hadn’'t told anyone that.

"Take some advice from me," Raji went on. “Knock her up.
It does a woman good, and Joan looks magnificent when she” s i.
pregnant. "

The only reaction that was in any way gratifying

. . Co

was Caroline’s. She was 1mpresséd by Fischer's courage in

welcoming home a wife who claimed to have been a nasty

s

. carnivore. "If you could only get to know her, I'm sure

you’'d like her,;\Fischer declared. "She's actually Qery
charming. " l

“I'm sure you're right, but I think it wbu;@ be
better if we didn’'t meet. If I were your wife, I wouldn't
waﬁp to kn&@ about me." VThey were in Caroline’s bed. The
afternoon sun trickled through the cracks in Spe window
blind, dappling tﬁeif bodies. “"She could hardly blame us.“'
Fischer began. Caroline touched the damp patch of curly
haig on his btéast and}squirned up Aqainst_hil. “Perhaps

what she told you is true. I mean, there really are
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werewolves, aren’'t there? And there’s lots of stories
" about pebple turning into.animals, so it must happen

sometimes. I remember one about a swan."

——— " "That was the god, Zeus. He turned into a swan Y,
and seduced a woman named Leda. 1It’‘s only a myth,
sweetheart. And werewolves exist only in fairytales."”

“How can you be so sure, Vern? That's what amazes

me about you." She raised her leg and stroked it.. "I
: haven’t shgved for-a week," shé‘renarked. "Feel how
brist1§ it is." He felt. He kissed her calf.
. . "What amazes you?" he prompted.
. "That you‘re always so bloody sure."”
"If yoq'd bother to take a psych course, or even a ..
‘biology course, you'd'bé jus? as sure as I am." - '

“Balls," said Caroline. *“I'd never be 80 sure as

you. I‘m not that-sort." | .

One day he and Caroiine went out to the zoo. They\
found the hyena enclosure and,siared for a time at its
_fours scruffy occupants. It was all as Joan had described
it, even down to the old woman sitting on the bench eating
her “lunch. Fischer reasoned that Joan -usé have been .
somevhere where she was at least able to observe the zoo
hyenﬁs. He approached the old lady. "“Didn‘t there used to
be another one?” he said conversationally.

“Aye,"“ the woman replied. o .

“I wonder what happenedf:; it.*”
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y "I don‘t know, but I kin guess.* She gave Fischer
a dark.look. “T'others et it." . ' |

“The other hyenas? Ate it?" el
“Bones ‘n’ all. What else?" .She shrieked with

1aughter; Fischer backed away, clutching Caroline’s han&T\

o
-

LT -

The 200 was bounded on three sides by acres of
parklgnd and bush and on the fourth by the Assiniboine
River. The only hum;n habitation within the park was the
head gardenet‘g cottage. It was situated in a wooded dell
near the English Gafden and offep;d no viéw of the zoo
area. But from the vicinity of the hyena enclosure tbe'
sketchy outlines of an apartment house could Se glimpsed
through a screen of trees. Fisghér pointed excitedly. 3}
wonder if any of the keepers live.over there?" he said.
"Let’s go and see."

What they found when they crossed the river was an
undistinguished red brick dbuilding, four storeys high an&
c&lled, absurdly, the Cbdte dezur. A notice taped above
the doorbells wusped that the buzzer was out of order. The
inner door was held open by a rubber doorstop.

The building’s layout seemed perfectlj
symmnetrical. A wide staircase bisected it. Between floors
a landing with a big window looked across the lawn towards
the river and fhe 200 beyond. Fischer studied the view
from each landing, making notes hnd drawing rough sketches
as he went along. "“Why don’'t you just ring doorbefls and
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ask ‘people if they recognize Joan‘'s picture?"

“1 qan ‘t want to give thg game away."” ‘When they
reached the fourth .f loor Fischer looked about for a way up
t{b the roof. There was a door', but:' it was locked. He sat
down on thle top step and sketched the faf bank of the
river. “There has to be a gap in those trees," he
‘explained. “That's the only, way anyone could actually see
, the zoo fron' this building. If the building were highe;', i

of course, you could see right over the trees.*™

“Suppose there isn’t any gap?" L o ™,

“There has to be. And in a way, that makes it
easier to zero in on the culprit. You see, we first

R elininate(anyone whose apartment faces Portage Avenue.
m €liminate anyone who has.no view of the 200 through -
a gap in the trees. Chance; are not more than two or three
apartnentd will have such a view: ti\us, you{ave or;ly two
or three suspects<" - )

Caroline foildwed him outside. Tl{ey walked along
the foot of the rear wall. Fischer made a detailed drawirig
of the facade. He paced out the length of the extérnal

‘uallm a‘ndl caregully‘gstin;ed the height of each window.,
“Don‘t you think it would make sense to let the police do
this kind of,thing?" Caroline said gently.

“Not yet. They won’t be needed until Joan’'s got
her memory back and it’'s time to arrest her apductors. My
job 1is to give her el;aouqh details .to jog her memory."- He
made a (aé\lore notes and finally put the notebook away.
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"My eyesight’'s ﬁpt so good," he said. “But I don‘'t think a
face near the hyena enclosure cquld be redbéﬁized by the
naked eye from this distance; do you?" He’ﬁas thinking of
Hilary and her ;z:nation. Hilary, uhen4gsked, ﬁaq

N .
confirmed her-visit to the zoo and even vBlunteered the

. story of phe carnation. "I think," he weht'on, “that Joan

must have had access to field glasses, or even a

<
L

telescope.” . . X
“"You know,* barbline objected, "I just can't s€e’
why anyone would keep a girl locked upnand make her,bglieve
she was a hyena. It‘s too muth. It just doesn't -qye:any/
sense! " - | ,
"Hell thinking she was a hyena might bgrsonethinq
Joan did to heroelf Imagine how it must have been for
her, locked up a prisoner, toqnente?, pgnhaps requir?d to '.
‘commit variou® perverse acts.  She thinks - looking ﬁhéouqh
a ﬁelescope at the hyenas - 'If only I ﬁ?re strong and r
powérful like them! Then I could kill this person who's
térnenting ne ;nd escape!’ So hyenas kind of get to'be
special for her. She'’'s bored, she’'s loqely} maybe she’'s
. been forced to t?ke LSD or something. Stuck in a little
roon&with a telescope and nothing else to look at but the
zool She spends hours each day watching the hyenas and
suddenly she becomes convinced that she’'s really one of

[4

then."”

“Oh my, oh my! You make it sound almost certain,
Vern! But what about that hyena who-diaappeared?' How do
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‘ you‘:;plain that?” ® I
- M. "w\y. I don t have t:o. It's not my pro{len, you
see. . It was probabfy ltolen by someone uho\ f 1dd1_ed\ the -~
lock. Joan may have watched it happen and somehow ¢scaped
j heiaelg And' look!* Fischer pointed towards the river. )

'aee hou ahall@u it 15 here? .See all those urahy little
ialanda? You co,.lld eaf\y wa.lk across! Mt s what Joan

' -ust have done, thenﬁ taken ali her wet clothea off when she

got to t.he other side.

. naked uhen phey gbund her. -

RS

That would explain why she ‘was

"

¢
) \‘ § 3 i
S ) ‘\é ~1 quun you have it all fiqured out w
y & L ' ‘
J?' ) B ¢ only hh‘\'e sto convince Joan,* said Fischer. “If
] \,( Y’J ' i
EXREERE § can do “that, then. the. -ystery s virtually solved. " -
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.what Vern doesn’t like is his own-wife disappgarinq for

<r o -

« ‘ R AR
. s ‘ Chapter 29 -~ ,

. "You see," Joan told Cropby, "Vefn really expects
) .
some 'truth’ to efaerge. I'n tempted sometimes to make

'sOlething up Juat(£e~keep happy He finds it

unthinkahle that I might“go on forever claining 0 have
beg? a hyena. Unthinkable and undesirable."

| ‘Crosby pulled hard at his earlobe.s "Don’t you
think most husbands would have pretty ne&ktive feel;nqd
about the péssibiliﬁy of their‘wivég turning into hyendb%‘
Or into any kind of nhon-human an;;al for that matter?* ¥

“But Vern's field of study is animal behaviour!*®

Joan. declared heatedly “Now‘inagine.that 1t 1s poésibie '
for aﬂﬂunan being to abtually become an aniual for a tilé,
Just think of.thg scientific possibilitiesl No more
quesaing'whe;her;aninals (eel love fo; each othef! See

~. g\\_ L IS
co{gursl Dream! Make plans! Communicate! Don‘'t you see?

‘A whole new mode of studying aﬁinal behaviour! A whole new
,w3y, too,(:f reelating to aninaial Hundreds of mysteries

solved! d he thinks that’'s undesirablei”

_"T'm still not. convinced,“ saidiCrosby. “I think

14

nineteen months. Think of L}p~w6?ry .. .'his sorrow. The

*

pain of loss. He suffered a lot because he didn’t know

L]

L ) o
) “hﬁif you were. Now he still doeqn't know. So he’s upset. *

It's natural- enough.”
“He didn’t suffer that much. He had a girl .
L .2 - | R
l' | ' v ‘ o "
i
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friend. He's still seeing her, too. He -hasn’t told me’
about her, but I found out. She lives right in our
building.” Joan paused to give Crosby a chance éo comment,

f‘ﬁnd forced herself to look him atfzight in the eye. His
qﬁpreéi&oﬁ was neutral; his eyeskqave nothing away. She
wondered if he’'d ever cheated on his wife. There was a

_ picture éf him and a blonde girl in a red sweater walking
arm ‘in arm. She'd often wondered if the girl were Croaby’'s

wife. "I don't feel any jea}ousy,” she said. "I ;ean, I'm
n t jealous ~of the girl. It just seems unfair. He's
lﬁhaged 'to be the . injured party and also to h&ve quite a

t lot of fun."

| "You're angry at him, but you’'re not sure why,"
Crosby suggested. - "Were ;Bu mad at him on the night you
changed into a hyena?"

She thought back. It had annoyed her that Vern
wanted her to ;uy beer,‘and that he didn‘t seem to care
about her hair or her needs: There’d been some remark
about his sister making her own shampoo, with its clear
implication that Joan ahould emulate the sister if
possible. ‘However, her hnnoyance had been short-lived:
z‘e'd.soon risen above it. 'She’d been sweet. It.had been
just one mare little thing that ;inkled, and she knew that

‘she h&d to iearn‘to see thiﬁés in a way that didn’'t rankle. |

8o she’'d written a cheque and set off for the beer outlet.

In memory she saw herself leave the drugstore and turn u%"l

Osborne. Resolved to ;et beer'and car?y it home, thg¢kin§
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o
how her arms would ache and that maybe, just maybe, Vern .’
~would be genuinely pleased with her instead of takin§ he;
effort for granted. It'uas'at thai point that she qotfthe
urge to run . . . and sl;pped. Mad? Oh, yes, tor(aure
she’'d been mad. ~She'd tried‘éo talk herself out of it as
ahe d done hundreds of tin" by thinking of her own mother

‘ and what she’'d had to put up with. She’'d reminded herself
to be qrateful that Vern wasn’t a gambler like her Dad. As
1f he ref&gined from being a gambler purely out of
consideratibn for her! There was a flaw in the loqic
somewhere. ’ ’

| ; "I neﬁfly went home and gave Vern the monéy, so he .

could go and line up for the'beer hinﬁelf," she ébnféssed.
“But fhe thought made me feel petty.. So I just ran downl
the street. Maybe the wind was at my back, pushing. 1
seened to fly. Then i slipped. 1 was fallinq.forward when
sonething in me cried out: NO! Instead of a painful fall
I werit on running - but -on four feet."

Crosby was silen?; he looked almost like ‘'he hadn't
been listening. She didh;t say anything. She was iearninq
to let the silence be; to use it. To iook at pictures of
‘her p;st aelQeS, caught in memory like flies 'in amber. V

| "If you’'d let yourself fall instead,"” said Cr;aby.

"I'd havL been winded. J:'d have gotten muck all l

‘over my coat. It had been Vern's noﬁher‘s coat. He would
have been cross.*

“Hhy?"
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"It would’'ve had to be drycleaned. Apart :rgn the
a expense it still smelled bf his Mum’'s perfume. Drycleaning
would’'ve spoiled thevs-ell."
“He cared a lot about the smell?"

‘ ' "His mother’'s very beautiful. He thinks ¥e '
highly of her." o : )

“Does he think verf ﬁighly of yoq?“ ~

Joan shrugged in exasperation. Crosby pressed his
fingertipe‘together and swivelled his chair until he was
facing the drawn‘curtains. Then he swivelled back. “The
coat’'s lost, of course." h;-said. Joan nodded.

The sessions always eqped tpe same way. Just when

she was on the brink of a discovery, é%osby announced in

'his‘flattest tone: “Very well. Ne'Ii go on next time."

At first four hours a week had seemed so much; now it
seemed so0 littlel Even so there were the silences. Times
when she became tongue-tied. When she stared at the couch
| and wondered how it would feel to be lying there instead of
ditt{nq in the buéket chair. 1In heg imagination she would
B lie down facing the bookcase on which the picture stood, of
Crosby and his wife; ahe.wqyld clasp her hands across her -
stomach; she would press her feet together. When she got
caught up in what she was saying she imagined how. she’'d
forget about her feet, so that her knees parted, ever so
little, and her toes. She couldn’'t do it. If she aid it
she'd naxer be able to get up again. Besides, she needed
to be able to look at Crospy. It was soothing to see ;.lan
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\;
who was ne}hher p;eas;d nor displeased. -

. The walk home gave her a little respite, a
‘Breathe#, time to reflect on the session.“uow it crossed
her nind,thaﬁ Vefn might be relieved if she léft him. It
was true that he thought very highly of his mother. He
used to bury his nose in the folds of that coat.and sigh.
He should find a wife he\thouqht'just as highly of, a wife
who liked to wear perfume and dress stylishly. Thiﬁgs
wereﬁ't right between them: they hadn’'t Veen right before
her hyena days and they weren’‘t right now. He'’'d never
forgive her for being how she was. Blut if she left hin'ahe
wouldn’'t have to worry about that. She could stay in
Winnipeg instead of moving to Calgary. She could go on
seeing Crosby. There was only'one éroblem. She could
hardly bear to think aboyt it, it was too terrible. c

Nickf. i ’ ) .

Vern would never let her have Nicky.. She could.

]

understand that. No man would give custody of his only son -~

to a woman he believed to be crazy.
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Chapter 30

Raji‘s dig about love-making was as effective‘as

‘Cupid‘s arrow. Fischer became obsessed by the idea Qf(

- making love to Joan. He replayed all their old scenes in
his mind: their first time, awkward and inpaasioned;’the
K time they did 'it in & farmer's fie}d and were spotted from

| an airplane which flew back and forth, giving them no
peace. And the time he’'d made her pregnant - éariy one

Sunday morning while waiting fog Norm to)p%ck him up to go

afiahing. | \ L

Now she was back_and‘it wasn‘t a bit like he’d
‘ever imagined it would be. It was almost as if a miracle .
had taken place which' everyone could see - but him. _He bit

~.his lip hard until the skin broke. Wasn’'t Raji riqhté
Wasn’'t he going about e§erything the wrong way? Oh, he
must make love to her! How absurd to have been put off by
a crazy story! He‘nust make love to her without gurther
delay; then they would be truly reunited, one flesh,

. falling in love all over again. ﬂer memory ndgﬁt ;ven-bg
kindled by ecstasy, the dark abyss of her forqetfglneaa
might flood dithAIigﬁt. She would be his wife again."

o He téok her out to dinner; to the Acropolis at the

corner. He liked the steak, ‘generously seasoned with

oregano. He found the moustachioed oﬁher who bartended and
manned the register a synpath%tic character. 'He made small
talk with him about the pace of business in the summer.
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"Is okay," the fellow conceded warily, tearing his

attention away from his ragged fingernails. “Is not very

‘busy. Not many tourist coming here? not much to see, not

/
like Paris, New York, or Greece my country." He shrugged.

"But I getting old, I retire soon, go home maybe." He gave
Joan an 0ld man‘s smile of appreciation. "You want dinner?
And something to drink first? Whisky sour, okay, I fix, .I
bring you. Sit anywhere, anywhere there. " He motioned
cérefully to the booths alonq“the wall. fheré was an area
furnished with tables covered with blue c}oths,‘bqg it was
roped off. ‘
"Nhat’s he saving the tables for, do you know?"

Joan whispered.

]

“Weddings probably." Fischer pulled the menu out’
from behind the regord selector and perused it from force
of habit. “Steak for you,too?" ‘ |

“I think I'1l try the salad."

JDon’t, sweetheart. That doesn’t sound like a
dinner - salad! Pah!" He covered her hand with his.
"You’'re not Qeating the ring," he 'said with tender -
reéroach. On his way home.be‘d‘bouqht her a new wedding
ring} Her o0ld one, like the clothes she’‘d been.wearinq N
that fateful night, had disappeared.

"It’s too big, I was afraid it would fall off."

"Get it adjusted. The jeweller will do it freé.

r
I'd take it in myself, but he needs to measure your
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The waitress Sho came to take their order had a
face the colour of curds and a moustache on her upper 1lip.
Beneath the bib of the apron her vast bosom drooped nearly
to her waist. She was bowed down and slightly humpbacked,
as though the weight of her huge breasts had been too much
for her all her life. When she waddled off to see if there
were any lamb chops left, Fischer said: "She must be his
sister.” .

"Mayﬁe.“
. . s
P “She looks just like him.".

“She could be his wife.” -

"Or both," said Fischer, tittering.

| )

) Three teenagers came in and ordered Lokes and
:fries and playe? Beatles hits on the juke ¥ox. The heads
‘of passersby were just visible above the blue and white
cafe curtain. Occasionally someone paused to read the -
fly-specked giéns. They sipped their drinks to make ﬁhen»
last .and Fischer smoked. He'd Behght himself a pack of
tailor-mades to na;k the ogcasion. After an awkward silence
Joan asked him about the job’which awvaited hiﬁ in Calgary.
Once she got him going pe talked at length.

“Anq(Picasso?“ she said.

“Picasso? 'Oh, that rat, you mean. Hell, you can
guess. He was an experimental, not a control, sd we needed
hs braig. Poor devil. He was a smart rat, all right.
Lots of them are smarter than you’d think." ' '
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. When thefr orders came the old man wandered over
. and took their empty glasses. "You like some wine?" he
asked, staring down at their plates. "Is everything okay?
M ,.Steak very good, I think." v
"Delicious. "
"Aﬁd you, pretty missus?"
“The lamb‘s a bit tough, put'tasti.“ '
“Ah, tas;y; tasty! Good, good!"”
Once the old fellow had shuffled back to his place
Fischer asked Joan how tough the lamb was. "Like shoe
leather." Biting his tongue not to say ‘I told you so’ he
cut off a big chunk of steak and placed it on her plate.
"If you give me some of yours, that’'ll ma it fair," he
- said. It was a shoulder chop, raddled witk grey fat that
puckered up around the edge. "We should refuse to pay for
. that," he said. His fath;; had often made a fuss when food
- and sefvice were not of an acceptable standard. But one
look at Joan’'s horrified expression convinced him that this

was not the tfme for copying his father’s example.

Joan fbrced herself to eat’two more bites of the
awful chob, then the bit of steak Vern had given her. Thg
steak wasn’t really much better than the chop. Perhaps shg“
was lo;ing‘her taste for meat. Dead animals! She could

| live quite haépily on fruit and vegetables, eggs and
cheese. Dead animals - creatures just like herself.

. . v’
A Slaughtered, just to feed her and her kind! It seemed a .

% Sk
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“pointless cruelty if you had the choice.

It was a relief to be outside agai‘n.'

“We could walk to the theatre,* Fischer said.
"There’'s plenty of time before the show starts." Tﬁey
passed their apartne'nt, building on the way and Joan
.remarked on how happy Nicky had been to see Caroline:' for
it was shé Fischer had asked to babysit. "He'’s crazy about
her," explained Fischer. "“She’'s good.at playing with

‘1ittle kids. She makes this fuhny face with her fist,

tying a hanky around it and wiggling her thumb as if the

face is talking."” An enthusiastic trenbr in his voice
warned him to change the. subject. They stopped on the
\bridqq to watch the sun—str(eaked flow of the river. Bats
were already circling in the shad;ws under the trees. “He
should think of* ha(ring another kid soon, " he ventured.
. “I‘'m not sure I want another baby."
"Why not?"
"I'm not sure. ‘They’re a lot of work. "frhey tie
you down."
“They're fun tool"
“I know. I'm just not geady.“.‘
"Don't you like Nicky?"
“"Of course. I love Nicky. I.t‘.s nothing to do
\wim that, " | '

- ) - ! s
All through the movie he ached to make love to
280 e
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- her. He nibbled her ear and whispered love messages into

it. He placed her h#nd in his lap. She patted him
soothingly and took her hand“back. Agaiﬂ and againlhe
captured it, squeezed it *eaningly, drenched it with kisses
and pressed it to himself{ .0n the way home he was dizzy
with apprehension. It mi%ht have been his first tinf.

Joan might have been Roydlty or Wealth or Fame or Another
Man’s Wife. He couldn’'t Jpeak. She made comments about
the movie, but he didn’'t answer, he°had‘nothing to say. As
soon as they were home he put on a record of Flamenco
m&sic. He knew she liked the way the mournful, voice of the

singer challenged the doleful strains of the guitar. The

‘,feeﬁ of the dancers stamped out a song of their own which

was at once heroic and mocking. Clumsily he removed Joan’s
clothes and, as her flesh was bared, he rained frantic
kisses on it. The she‘fellvsilent, and he could no longer
guess what she was|thinking. She became closed and
mysterious, like the temple of an alien tribe. Her soft
tummy was streaked silver with stretch marks. He thoug
they must feel cool to the touvch. like the metallitaelf.
But when he laid his cheek on her belly it was neither cool
nor[warm.f Her navel was a dark deep whorl. Quickly he
covered hér and sought her eyes, saying her name over and
over. BShe stared up with a tiny, vacant, nearly sad smile.
He was gripped by the fever for connection; his flesh
interrogated hers; he married his rhythm to the beat of the
music. Her face told him nothiﬁ&, and he shifted his gaze
281



to her breasts. It was as if the thing whicth was Jo&n had
drained away. It inflamed him, her dqolnessi He‘arched
above her. He spoke words that sounded like stones falling
down a mountainside. He bit her and she emitted a tﬁin,
breathless cry. He kissed her nipple and she héld her
breath, waiting for him Eo bite again. hgain'and again'hia
mouth found her out, biting and carressing by turns. 1In
this way he made her think of ﬁothing but h{g and his body
‘for- the space of one Spanish song. But he could see how it
annoyed her. It shouldn‘t, since 'she was his wife; yet it
did and he couldn’t help kno&inq it. When they finally lay
side by side in the companionable dark listeninq to the
last of the music her resistance was palpable, like a.third
. éerson between them in the bed. He told himself it must be ..

- part of her madness, and would pass.

/ ' -
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- Chﬁpter 31
a % ’ Al .
"It was an hour's journey to get fo the zoo from

rd

the Roslyn Apnftnents. The bus, smelling of piasticu,J

perfume and chewing gum, was crowded with’ahbppera: young v

,bomen in crisp;looking outfits, older ones with blued hair

and light summer coats. Joan had forgotten about that

lovely sense bf anonymity you could have on public

transport. Here she was just one more woman in the crowd.

No one gave her a second look, no one thought she was a

lunatic, no one required that she give an account of\ | '

herself or her, plans for the day. She’'d thought of

bringing Nicky with her, but she was glad she’d sent him

off to ﬂrs. Woods’ as usual. This was a joufgé; she had to

nake alope. She didn’'t know what to expect anymore.

Perhaps the zoo would seem quite ntfanég, nqt at 911 like

the place she thought she‘d lived- in. Perhaps Vern was ' .
ety \

right, and she was the vfctim of a powerful deluaibﬁ. %“')

The sky was a clear washed blue, pale and endless.
The.clean shapes of gqulls dipped and soared overtthé river.
" The chalky yellow path that narked‘tﬁe beginning of
Assiniboine Pa(k was pitted with apthilla: ahe~atepped over
thgm regardful of[the teefaing life within.

Everywhere were eager darting swallows. A family
of mallards drifted on the glassy water, making pe%fpct}y
'syliétrical wakes that knit like feathers behind them.  An

enormous dragonf)y hovered beside her head, throwing
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" rainbows of colour and sound, then glintiné out’ of siqht.‘

~

The humming of insécts was the very sound of the .heat.
There was no breeze. She heerd the-whirr of sﬁelIows in
flight and the varied notes of the gqulls high overhead, the
brassy insistent cry of the herring girlls and the sqqgaky
fihorous\mew of the smaller Franklin's. -

In the woods {t was cooler. She fond}ee the trunk
of aebig oak, her fingertips exploring the fissures Jed :
crests.of the.bark. She was }ees than half a'mile from tﬁe
zo00. Pushing away from the tree she beénn to run, féeIingv
moons of sweat form as she skimmed along éhe path. The -
river was screened by old’ willows that leaned out, traiiiné
their branches 1n the sluggish waters near the'bank. Her
handbag slapped against her side. Her nostri&s flared she
became conscious of her ears and the back of her neck. 'IP
was only the displaced ai[\9n°he? skin. The-woqu ended
abruptly. She had reached the English garden.

. o | She imagined that she had never seen f;owers
b;fore}~bet of course she had. She had seen them in
gprders;*evgp thet morning while waiting for the bus, )
merigolds and salvi& against\tﬂe cream—coloured'base of a
building. 'Those had been mere decbrat;on. The ones she
saw now were lush and final. They swayed and beckoned in
the windless .air; tall lupiné, blue bells, phlox, and the .
sﬁapdregohb that had fascinated her in c%iidhodd. There

were banks of pansies, buttercups and daisies in vivid

abundance. There were bushes\ﬁith gleaming o%l leaves and )

4

o N
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4 tiny star like flowers Thereduere roses of every hue. A
white rose seemed to beckon, ‘and Joan bent towards it and
breathed in its perfume. It brushed her cheek, its texture
-both dry and fluid, like fine powder; it whispered secrets
of birth, sex, death,'and the mad pulsing_of protoplasm.

)

The’éarth was aglow with‘petéls that hgd-fallen;.éurled.at
the edges théy floahed on the black soil like spawn.”

She looked around quickly as thouéh her greedy joy
was.somehow indecent in such a public plece Therxe was no \T\'

one in sight onﬂy a humminqbird ‘flower-like, his ruby

1

throat and satiny- green body poised‘like a Christmas

-

baubIe, his diaphanous wings barely vi;ible She strolled‘!

along the neat cinderrpath. She rubbed a spearmint leaf .

s

between thumb and?forefinger as her mother had taught her

»

and released its enticinéi_cent;. '

< " By and by, she 1€ft The garden behind and followed

the road that joined the main zoo réad'between the moose

» énclosure and the pheasantry. In ;.corner paddock three-
( 'zebras were bulling hay from a hayrack. Their baddopk was

all brown bare earth, beglen hard by their tidy hoofed ‘

feet. The brogn*road made a U past the mouflon sheeb, the

- . one-humped camelk, the two-humped camels, the lion house |
.. - and the, path to the adjoining enclosures where the lynx and
,\\hyenes lived. In the middle of the U were the few benches
f. \ and ﬁicnic tables\she had seen a thousand ti;;s: _?here was

the phone booth that old fellow hqd;used, and the little
refreshment starid with its shutter propped up. Everything
“ . ’ , P ' 2'85 ’ )
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was paiqted a dark foregt—éreen,‘like the zoo bruckg and
the keepers‘ toés. She bought a Coke and some féench‘gries
in a cardbovard cup and sat at oné of the tables and w&tched
the mouflon sheep. Tﬁe friés were very hot.t She ﬁibbied
at them gingerly while ‘the’ mouf lon lambs capered ‘on tbeir
rqgk pile and tried to reach the leaves of an overhanging

bough. The ewe. lay serenely in the shade. A lion roared

half -heartedly ‘from the boftom of the U. A zoo truck

:.cruising up the éervipé lane stopped by the dromedaries-to

deliver clean,strhw She thought how Crosby might have

said she was&putting off the moment of ttuth lingerinq
there, ngrsing her Coke. It didn t matter.i There was no

urgency now. She wf:éd her mouth and fingers carefully on’
a paper ngpkin and disposed~oﬁ:her rubbish in the bin, an
o0il drum painted green gndlwhite with thé word 'zoo’ ‘
stencilled on it. Then she strolled past the camels, tbe'

qﬁeep,-the lions, and came to the hyéna éncloﬁufe thé long

way around. Windy's hindquarters protruded. from the house.,

Henrietta lay asleeb around the side'in a strip of shade.

‘A pair of dragon flies flitted above the big rubber water

. dish. The cubs were-.nowhere to be seen. They must be

indoors, out of the sun. ft was mfd—day; it was hot.

"She walked around the three sides of the enélobute

that were accessible to_the public. The hole the cubs had

bééq.digging was wider\but, ofucourse, no deeper. She

_ smelt the soapy aroma of marking paste and the priékly

stench of urine. - . .
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She watched, she waited. Nothing hapéened.
Nobody stirred. - Theri she licked Her finger, held it up to.

—

test the slight wind, and adjusted her position
accordinglyl"FrOm Windy and the cubs she expected little:
in.the way of recognition. She had alread& thoughf it
through, determined not to feel too disappointed .
Windy 8 tail twitched the way it did when he had

his dream : Ve

Suddenly she felt a stabbing pain, like a

. menstrual cranp. Two or three times this happened. 'She

rubbed the small‘qf her back. Henry sighed, shook her
head, opened her eyes. _Gé%ﬁawk;ardiy to her feet.
Stretched. Drank‘from the rubber dish, slopping the water.
Joan walked along the fence, to be nearer.
Henry’'s belly sagged as mueh as ever,, but'she was thinner,
and still dreaming of the grey beast and her prOdding horn.
She raised her head abruptly from the water and stared at
Joan. Joan ducked.qnder the barrier rail. She squatted
down close to‘the fence. Henrietta advanced tail high,
aniffing'inguiringly Then whoogedl a greeting. Joan, who
had been tense with hope, relaxed and squealed softly.

The others came, curipus and amazed but not/quite

retognizing. The cubs looked magnificent. Joan BCratched
at ‘the weeds on her sidé of the wire. The four hyenas
scratched back, sniffing and ¢huckling. .

‘ When they tired of the old game, Joan spoke -to .
them. At least. she spoke to Henry, and seemed to hear

287 )

4

“*

Ll
‘

o




again in her head' that old female voice. A quizzical tone:
. a ‘how did you do 1£?’ tone. An ‘are you happy?‘fggpe.. L
' "I'1l bring yeu a red flower too," Joan offered.’
i~ For she could think of nothing else.
T henr}eyfa dcdpped her tail, twitchediher ears.
‘éhehwas afraid 'of red flowers. . She was too old éo change
that wey. Better cg give in to the grey beast,‘het own

faniliar. It wouldn’'t be long now. ﬁaybe before the flea -- -
N - t q. - o ,‘, . '%

»

season. ‘

' "Perhaps I’il come age;n with ﬁ& mate," Joan told

“her. Bvou're my only witness. The onlyﬂqne,.Henriettai";f
Her legs were full of pine end needles.'fcom sqdatting.
Still when Henry pressed agafhst the fence, Joan thrust her
fingers through the wire and scratched the dear scruffy '

4 N )

neck where it itched. -
. ‘ i . .

)

|

- .. . . ..
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the’atreet, rubbing togethey-like coins in a pocket. At

" Chapter 32
. ' B Reading aloud to Nicky that night, Joan paused to
savour the quiet. Nicky squirmed closer. "’'S hot finished

yet, " he complained but kindly. "She read on. It was

‘their best time together. Occasionally,_because it was

summer and the window oéen, they could hear voices down  in

storytime Nicky forgot that he wasn t- too sure of - this
mother who had appeared s0 suddenly in his life. He rested

his head against her and allowed her to stroke his fine

“slightly damp hair. His pudgy ‘hand crept up to his face

almost fyrtively like ‘a wild shy creature with its own
skittish life and his thumb slipped into its hiding place

.. _thumb, and his tongue? Ay

between his lips.. He was tremendously grateful that his

mother never scolded him for sucking his thumb The
comfort of it was terriblyznecessary. And wasn’'t it K

“

hand\ smelling the well- 1oved smeil of his skin?

.
¢

“‘Thén the Bear gazed up at the trees,'" read the

Jmother. The doorbell shrilled. The boy'slid. ff the bed

and ran for if, skating his socke over the 1ing. His -

nother-followed,.dismayed to have been interrupted, her

. finger between the pages to mark their place. | C

It yas Phyllis, which made 1t all, right The two

sisters embraced while Nicky danced on tiptoe between them.'

erna‘reaching up. They lifted him together and‘hugged him
289 , S
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. carried down the hall to his liﬁtl}é

. o .
., ‘ /

by turns. Then Joan read the rest of the story and Phyll;s
and Nicky listened It was rather a long story about a /
bear who 1is thought to be not a beag-but just a silly. nan

" who needs a shave and wears a fur coat. Since it was/a

) '3 ,

‘special occasion, there was no urgency about putting/Nﬁcky
'to bed. When the time’ ‘came he was .rfago let himself be

¥
by, e
)

\Sff the kltchen.
/

"How peaceful_ it is w1th Werner away,”/Phyllis

'said “I tried to call you today, and when there was no.

answer I was afraid you’'d decided to’ go w1théhim.
1

. "He didn’t really want me to. I'm ad, - [ don't

" really like fishing, and it gives me a.chance to be alone

_with Nicky. A chance to think." They wefe silent for-a

~

time, curled up on the old g¢ouch. They elished the quiet,

they delighted in the absence of the man. It was his

absence that gave the evening its special value, as the

oasis takes its meaning from the desért They were sisters

together, they were alone; theyégould say what .they liked.
They could talk about ‘him, for e ample, but they need not.
Thé§ could talk about their chi'dhood abo ack and
Barbara, about friends 1eft behind in Montreal but théy

need not. .'At last Joan said/ “If. Nicky's asleep, we ‘could

make -some lemonade." Thzz/galked stealthily down the long

hall“to the kitchen.. Joah took.three firm bright lemons

" . . . o .‘»
‘from the fridge and got/out the old glass juicer. Nicky

was wuffling contentedly in his sleep. = “So where were you
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" to her appointment with Crosby she was in a state bordering.‘

' she said.. "They're like little fish. And the juicer’s a
. . - AR

. told me where you went today. " o N

today?" Phyllis asked.
Giving a final twist to the lemon, Joan drew the
feelinq of the day around her like a cloak She hadn t .

realized, until she.arrived at the zoo, Jjust how close

8she’d come to doubting herself. Whén she went after&ards

‘on-euphoria. She talked easily for the whole of the .

session. Not since telling. Vern about those nineteen, .

«]

months had .she spoken to anyone with such clarﬂmy and

candour: Now the knowledge that she’'d 11€d to Phyllis and «
-that- Phyllis had believed her lie was nearly unbearable.

se
She began spooning seeds out of the lemon juice. "See?“/ .
% ’

castle with a lemonade moat." She laughed .sadly.. Phyllis

laughed too, easy and unsuspecting. "You still haven't:

“The zoo," Joan confessed
"It was nice weather .for it. How'd Nicky like
Y LI T S .

. “Ididn‘t take him.” Joan lowered her eyes and .

ran the tip of her finger quickly over the chip in the
table top that looked like the map of Australia. *1 did

“think. of it,“'she clarified “but in the end I decided to -

go by yself " o ‘ ' 5
(1] Why? " ‘ . R - l '
il | haven t been completely honest with you;" Joantp.f

' said carefully. “It's noa true, you see, that I have

1 . : 4

. S 291 L ot




amnesia. I remember everything.. I m really.sorry about
'the lie, Phyl. It seemed like the best thing at the time,
at least the easiest thing. Please forgive me?"‘ Phyllis
L nodded,\halflfearful_of the revelation she‘knew must
follow. But when Joan told her story, Phyllis didn't thin}:
it was ié terrible. It could so easily have been worse|
Why, Joan might have been raped or murdered, or kidnapped S ‘_ -
. and forced to participate in dastardly acts! Instead she’ d‘ '
"been a\queer "kind of dog- 1ike creature, safe in the zoo. ‘
Phyldis tried to picture it. &he had to laugh at the idea
_ of a four-legged creatyre with Joan's face. ""0h,. poor
,' Vern,"'she sdid. "Did you really tell him everything? Iq
! can see how upset he’ d be, he’'s so proud and possessive,
v but ~oh dearl It does seem so appropriate, somehow!"”
Q "Wny?" Joan snapped. "Why appropriate?"
d, , "Oh, Joan, nothing.- I:wasn’t thinking.;
< | "You‘mgst have neant something, PhYllis."._
?It'e just - oh, damn, you know better than I do
‘hOW Vern is. Always going on about the\way things are done
in Europe, and about wh¥t barbarians defNortﬁ’Amerioans
are,. Exeept for you, of course. Since you're his wife,
; : : You’re an exception. You're the cultired one.. That’'s all.
\/ I didn‘t mean anything nasty." ' , ]
/ Y " "I suppose it must seem kind of funny," Joan
'g' -ooncededu ‘“Looked at ae sometning that happened to Yern.
l But it didn’t really happen to him, you know. It happened
. to me. 1 vas transformed, not Vern." She steepled her
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-fingers toqethei', Her ch‘eeksl were fever-bright, l@er /eyes . .
ahone.l. Sﬁd&enly ‘Pﬁyllis ‘wasn't sure she 'di&rﬁ’t' prefer tc; K {
‘believe in Joan's amnesia, inpa .foan vulner‘a.bie to ;'ra’uma,,
/ o _ She wﬁs Ceitgin that that’s what Vern pre.ferred.

Inét#ﬁ@tively she _recog‘ni-zed‘ that if Fischer hadn’t

believed that her sister’s tfz:&hsf.ormaj::cl,pn was against

.- nature, he would have had to ‘find some other reason for

'

. rejecting it. Thé very knowledge of it seemed to bestow on
* ' Joan a kind of fierce pot‘.e?';cy7 .

. . “Things can‘t just go on as they' are," Joan -

~

d'eclared."o"Vern’g been waiting for the ‘truth’, but the -

t
.

q - .
truth he wants doesn’t exist. Of course, I knew that all
- : .

along, but I wasn't clear about it before today. "

"What will you do?"
' Y ' . .o ‘
\ "I don’t know yet. I,’bm not the person Vern thinks

:'I am. 'I‘m not even the person I-thought I was. 1I‘1l1 have

L]

to wait and see."
¥ ‘.I ~ o.
1 . R ’ L a

"
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Chapter 33

A
14

While cleaning his catch at the kitchen tabl&
Fischer told Joan all about his fishinq trip. He and Norm
had seen lots of moose tracks: mornings they were wakened
early by the tremulous calls of loons on the lake. The
clatter of pelican wings overhead was a sure sign that fish
were plentiful. Norm hooked the first one: a big pike.
Trying to land it theyknearly upset the canoe. As Fischer
talked, his filleting knife.flashed and fish scales flew
like pale sparks. Joanlrinsed the fillets. Fossil and
Schiller twined arounéﬁher feet, mewing,urgently: Fischer
‘"gave them all the fish heads. | | .
) "It's really just as well‘that you didn‘t come
with us, you know, chn. It was a etrenuous trip. ”And, as
you,can see, the mosquitoeé were especially cruel.! His
brow and arms, badly sunburnt, were also lumpy ﬁith insect
bites. < |

ﬁicky leaned aéainst his father’s:knee, fascinated
by the deft strokes of the'kn;{e untilifischer sl}t open a -
wplump bass whose guts writhed with scores of living worms.
Then the child recoiled.-. "Only a few little worms," said
Fischer, scraping them out with his knife. "Nothing.to
worry about." But Nicky'had already taken refuge in his
mother's arms. He cinng to her, his face pressed into her
neck, while she patted and soothed him. It was so rare for

Jhim to pay her any attention when his father was there. It
g 294 '
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.made her heart melt. Fischer, looking with interest’ at
mpbher and son; found his-bréath catch in his throat and
felt his face, so pfnk, swollen and ridiculous with its
three-day bé&rd, assume a rapturous exéression. "My two
_ angels!" he burst out, and began at once to cough )

~

uncontrollably from the force of his own emotion. .

Much later, after-a géod soak 1in the tub.and a
delicious fish.suppef,.Fischer~broached the subject of
Joan;s,disappearance. ‘He’d taken the liberty, he said, of
discussing it wi£h Norm.' He hoped Joan didn’t mind. She
-gave him a bright smile. It was a relief to her that Vern
Qas bringing up the subject himself; she’d worried about
how fp oéen‘disCGSSion. Now it would happen quite
naturally. “Welli" Figcher exclaimed, surprised by her
-equanimity. “Norm told me about a drug which can be qsed
in amnesia cases, It's_calle? sodium pentothal, and
sometimes the ’‘truth serum’. It:stirs up the‘memories.
Naturally, 1t}cap only be éiven under medical supervision,
but &ou could ask Crosby for that.™ Joan opened her mouth
to speak, but Vern wasn’'t finished. "I’'ve been doing some
scouting around on my own,ytoo," he said.

. JNhat sort of scouting?" ‘

“I went to the zoo., . Just to have a léok about.
Obviously you know a lot abéLt hyenas, so it seemed
?easonable:to suppose that wherever you were, you were at

least in a position to observe them. So where could you
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have be?n?" He shrugged dramatically. "I‘'m convinced you

3

were'kepﬁ‘a prisoner;" he went on. “In some narrow, bare
room where you had nothinq to do all day except stare

" through a window. How lonely you must have felt| How you
mﬁ;t have suffere4ﬁ Frightened of your captors! Perhaps
he or they tortured you at night. ﬁhybe you were forced to
do things so unnatural you‘velbloéied out fully all memory
of them.‘ Whoever this evildoer wgs, whatever he did, even
a beast’'s life came to seem'prgferablé to you. Through a
télescope or maybe field glasses, you could'see that one
enclosure through the trees, and‘§pu identified yourself
with the inmates. Ohjy-darling! Oh! Here’s a hanky,

. there, have a good cry, now. Go on, cry,‘yOU'li feel
better soon. There, there, there there." )

’ She blew her nose and wiped repe?tedly at her

l

eyes. "Hpw silly of me," she blubbered.

’

"No, not at all silly, my poor goose.: Fischer
held her; he rocked hér like a-faby; he crooned. Then he
gave her a long gentlémaply’kigs and drew away from her -
for the éontact had made his sunburn smagt. Still he was
much gratified by her tears, and felt certain that they
signified that there was reall} something like truth in his
theory about the .Cote d’'Azur. "Do you femember now? Is it
all beginning to come_ﬁack to you?" he asked in a small and
infinitely hopeful voice. She shopk her hgad vehemently.
" “It‘11 come," he soothed.- "You'll see. The sodium
pentothal will help. It makes éeqse, doesn’t 1t?"fYop, all
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) , \
‘:7“ major euspects.“ He - drew out\his 1ittle notebook and

7

L

alone in that room, probably hunqry, maybe cold. And those

3

/" animalsi ~Looking so warm in their’ thick coats, eating with

gusto the meat their keeper brought for theml How you must

1]

-= have longedlto feel strong and powerfuﬁ; like them. How

you must have longed to live your life without feeling

lonely and afraid I;have~the names, you know, of the

. ) 4
flipped through it. "By suspects I mean, of course, y,.

those people who have apartments from whch the zoo might be
LS

seen. There’s an R. Lifschitz. A Dr and Mrs Santana. A

Hilliam H, Pearl Do any of those names sound familiar at

-

all? Evoke any memories however unclear? No? Are you

quite sure?" w 7

<

; Joan shook her head. On her face was a,little X

half-smile Fiecher.found maddening: to him it looked

(, \\pitying and superior and acornful At home where he’'d beEn“

the youngest child his brother and sister had often looked

at him like that. But suddenly Joan spoke. She told him

oot

.~ she’ d ‘gone scouting at the 200 "herself. ) She even insisted -

IS

‘that theé old hyena had recognized her. So then it'was hie\
turn to feel pity. He took her two hands-'in his and
- stroked. her, knuckles thoughtfully with his thumbe as 1if
-enorizinq their shape. How desperate and unhappy she must
) have been! Because she’d just been weepinq the jagged line
of‘her harelip scar wae flushed a livid pink "My poor’ ‘
poor girl,” he said. "My poor little gooae Nu, whatever'

you d6, don’t worry. 'We®ll get all of it straightened out
i A ‘297 . .
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very soon. Do you go bé%brrow to see Crosby? Yes, of

.
. s

course, it’‘’s Monday."

Joan pulled ﬁer hands' away -and sighed her

.frustration. “Why don;t you ever listen?" she complained.

-

“But I'do’ listen!"

LY

“No, that’'s not true. You never listen. You'jﬁst_

-

dismiss qverythingll séy\as nonsense. Jugt because y%u

took a gqneticg course and I didn'tf you'ré somehow allowed

“to conclude&that eVeE?thing I_sa& is'wrong.' It wouldn’t

matter what I'd done - you’'d find some flaw. If I found
~
qold you’'d be the one to be sure it was only fool'’'s gold

"S;lly Joan!| Gold indeed! All I'm asking you go

do is speak to Dr. Crosby about a drug. Such a simple

thingl It shouldn’'t be too much to ask of youl Crosby

hust know all about” this drug; he‘ll probably wonder why hé

didn’t think of trying it himself." =
"I dog£t it.very much." .

~"Joanie dear, it’'s tﬁe sort of thing any doctor,

»

,and a psychiatrist in particular, is bound to know abopt.u

Here - I've written down the name so you won't foréet
‘tomorrow." Gritting heq teeth Joan took tge scrap of
paper. ;SQ§pose\I take {i and jusf tell tke's&meistory
. about being a hyena in the zoo?w
| "Well, that’'s a chance. No dr‘q wx;rks on
\‘eyeryone." .
fSo,for.this-drug to work on me,\i have to,

remembeér some new and different 'truth’?"
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"of coursé.“ \‘ ' T
"I can’t see why I .should take it, then.

"What do y mean?" ‘ |

"I lose efther way, that‘s.all. Ca;ft you  think
of a test which at legst gives ée‘a chance? Like checkind
with,the zoo to see if their hyena recordé correspond to
what I've }:ol&'you? That sort of thing?"

“Damn it, Joan, don’t, please, don’'t be mulish.

¥It’'s very unbecoming. It makes you look ugly." Fischer
4;‘ e

s

felt his he%rt hardening towards her. He wished he could
feel as loving as he had a ‘few moments before when -she was
weeping and he took hold of her hands. He made a great
efforF to at least look loving, but he could tell that she
Qasn:t takén in, or perhaps sh; was‘just téo annoyeq. Why .
oh th:didn't she have more faith in him? "Whatever you
decide to do about Crosby, which is of course your private
concern and;your right," he said bitterly, "don;t gggg'teil
my son you were a hyena. I would really prefer him tq\grow‘
up to be normal, if possible, with ngrmal_expectations of
females,“ A wave of‘tightgod?yanger coﬂétricted his
.throat. Ih his mind he saw Nicholas John as he might be in
twéivé or fourteen years, steeling himself for that
inevitable initiation into the sexual life: saw him with
sonme fair and gentle‘creature,’; &ognger version of __
Caroline. Fischer had been twenty-oné himself, but
nowadays kids grew up faster, and Nick was precocious as it

was. How marred his future life might be if he had to.
" ¢ 299
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'worry about hyenas hidian}n every bush and behind every

pretty facel Joan suddenly appeared a; a potentia}ly ' ‘.
seriogs liability, a person who miéht do awful damage to’_ /.
his son’s psyche. ‘QF saw that he miéht\eventualiy ha¥q to'

give up on her, for Nicky’'s sake. -He might have to choose

_ between his wife and his son. He sighed deeply, so heavy

7 N
-7 \\\,‘ was the responsibility, and appealed to Joan once again.
9 .. LY \ y . N ©
"Think of the boy," he pleaded. "He'’'s your son, too, and
. . ’ ' . o] 7
—J he needs a normal, loving mother." . . e ‘
“And me?" said Joan. s v » ' ' \
"You?" ’
N sDon’t I need a husband who listens?" ..
. , - . v .
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‘ Chapter 34

-

el . ¢ \
. H

"So then you started to cry. Why?"
L . “Well, it was the idea, }ou know. That picture4
\ Vern had of me .alone, in a narrow bare room, able only to

stare through a telescope at life.- lt was a dreadfully sad

vJyst sad? Not, maybe, true?" -”' , .4//%?.

"True? How could it\be true? .I 've never'even. -

' | pictﬁre."

“been in the Cbte 4’ Azur, or. whatever it s called "

"You have been in bare and narrow rooms, however.

L]

Both real and symbolic." . ‘ . ) .
She qas silent She looked down at. het finqers.

She’ d been biting her nails a lot lately, something she
- ' hadn’'t -done since childhood. They were sore ahd ,ugly. . The

sight of them filled her with shame. Why.shame? Quickly .

she looked up- at Crosby ‘
A '_’ ' "You’'ve told me you often felt lonely," he said.

"Yes." = . o T

. "At{homéh for instance, with your parents and

sister." R !

;) . © . . "Yes." She glanced hurriedly at the framed photo T

® '

‘ of Crosby and his-wife. "I did feel ‘lonely then. L
Everythinga}evolve&véround the hofse réceé%‘you~see but no
one adinitted it. We thought we had no right to criticize.

4

" Why, I recall one year . M - Why am I doinq this? she
wondered. Neepinq againl . Angrily she pulled a bunch of:

ot \ . s of L4
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Kleenex from the box Crosby kept in easy ieacﬁ,'dnd\forced .

herself to continue her story. "My f}ie@d was going to
take ballet lessons. .1 sald I wanted to, too. The lessons

weren’'t very expensive - only a few dollars.". Her sobs

‘made.this sound an utterly tragic statement. How she’'d

loved her bal;eﬁ teacherL\AShe’d looked such a sight ‘
herself, her'bony knees 1in pink tights, hef shoulder blades
stickin§ out, like stunted wings. ‘What on earth do you ’
waﬁt to take ballet for?' her.mother asked, truly puzzled;
‘It doesn‘t seem like your kind of .thing, dear. You know:
you’re really not’the ballet dancer type.’ Oh, but Mum{

Oh! Her tears streamed ﬁnrestrainedly. Fﬁrigusly she
applied wads of Kleenex to her stinging cheeks, but the R
flow would not be stauncﬁed. "You sgq," she blubbered
wretchedly, “I wanted to be. The ballet dancer type. I
might have been, you know." She pau;ed for.a vast and

'sloppy blow of the old nose. "I really was a skinny kid.

But clumsy, and way too short. And most of all, of course,

my scar, my uneven nostrils, That ruined me. I/ mean, Mum
~ .
thought so. , Then the money issue. Money was always a big

Yssue. If I took ballet it meant less for Dad 6r the

e horSes. Better he should go off and lose it on the horses

than that I should have lessons to make me less clumsy."
They.said nothing to each other for long time.
Crogby passed the‘waste bésket and Joan dropped pountainé
o( soggy‘Kleenexes into 1it. \Her eyes conti ued'to ooie,
even though shg;}’sdgden1y~lost interest i all those old
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ghildhood woes. It occurred to her for the first time that = /¢
‘ %t was ngt the beauty of the horses that had held her
Qather n thrall.' You didn’t have to put money on beauty

to appreciate it. “Imagine," she mused,’ "wanting to be a

balllet dancer and ending up a spotted hyena. It really is

a Yit of a joke, that, you have to admit! At least I‘'ve -

q'F

‘been something, though. Not just a wife,an& mother." 8he
grinned at Crosby. He was just qn‘ordipary man. He wasn’'t
especially great or Qise and:he ce%tainly wa§n2t~perfect.
"Just last Wednesday," she said m;schievqusly, "you wore

unmatched socks. One navy, one black." He heard her

~.

without flinching. "Is'your wife colour blind? Qr do|you
just lose your socks?" she demanded. She begaq to tap her
foot, aware that she was being obnoxious”but unable Ko
stop. 'Cnosby didn’t answer tﬁe sock question. :He lapsed
into one of his telling sdlences, so once agaithA;n took
up the burden of herself. It sometimes angered ;;r that //
Crosby Qouldn’t take that burden fro; her, but usually she D /
saw quite clearly that it was not unwillingness or _ K
stubborness that qadé him seem so unhelbful, but only ber |
own~ch11dish_ekpectations. “"I'm going to leave Vefn," sﬁ?
announced. "1 haven't téld him yét. He’'1ll keep Nicky, of ’ ,
course." -She started t8 cry aéain, very quietly. "I'm ‘
sorry," she said. "Everything seeﬁs.sad today. How I wish
. Vern just knew, it'li be so very hard to-tell . him! He
won't understand.‘ He probably won't éven listen. He’ll
think it’a this hyenaybusiness, but I néver should 'have
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marrigd him, I'm probably noéot méaﬂt for marEiage. My
mot ier thought I 5hou1d have been a nun, you know. Imagine
/?gw much more shockihg it would have been for a nun to turn

o

into a hyena." . - .

/ : .
//' o "You mbst_try to get an agreement\on visi;inq )
- // 'r¥ghts: ‘A written, signed agreement." . / v
/S It was her turn to.be silent. She gazed through
//_ - her tears in wonder. She conjured up the 1mggegof'her_}dh. SRS
/// - Her Nicky: the only chiid who still called her ‘Mummy’. ) 1 L
2// ‘ ’ - "Do you think I could?" she whispered. "Do you', |
. .

think I could get Vern to agree to that° Given .;.'.-

everything?" . ’ ' ' | ‘ ‘
"Nicky s your son, too. Yoh need him}"“ ‘ . ‘
"Yes. Oh, yes, I do," she wailed “ﬁut does he._ ... . ___

need me? Does he need a crazy mother who turned into a

\
hyena énd has to see-a shrink?" '
* “gpu don’'t do yourself:justice." ‘ ’
"I doﬁ't'know,"‘she blubbered. "Hyeﬁas are pretty’
térrifrc. My.frgqu died the other day. Hénrietta. They-
° gavé her. a shot to put her opt of her misery, it was in the
) paper." T ]
"Yes, I read.it," said Crosby. "“I'm sorry." )
At thié gxpressionlof sympafhy Joan was once more
congulsed with sobs. She wept for Henrietta; she wept for
Vern and Nicky; she wept for herself, for her loneliness.
' "If only I.godyd have Nicky sdmet;mesl" she said.
"Oh, it would make all the: difference, somehowl"*‘she ’ |
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R e s . ¢ - .I . ) . * ’
' /' - -looked gratefully at Crosby. “How kind you.are,” -she told .- .
' . him. Always-letting me be who I am. - As.if that’s good
- .. enough.® ' o E ’ _ ' R
C T ‘ ’ _‘ X _"It': is good enough," Crosby said with quiet | . ,

.. .finality. . | B
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' ih the bathroom. "Vern! Oh, Vern, come and seel” Wéqrily

-
. . L

C Chapter 35 .
\'\ . -

’ ?riendﬂ.volunteered’to help Fischer pack. He;d_ ) -
rented a U—hnul which Raji was goiny to drive all the Qay
to Calé&ry. Joan haq taken all the”things,she wanfed for
herself: her bookﬁ, desk and bed,” and the kitchen table

with the chip in the ehamel that looked like the map of

K

Australia. Mrs. Theresa on the first floor took the

mpustard coloured caréet and an old dresser of pressed wood:

from—NickY’é room. Then there were a few other things no
. ) *
one wanted or needed; these had been put aside for the

Salvation Army, which would come in the morning. Most of

. the rooms were already alive with echoes. . Fat worms of

dust conferred in corners. ;All at once-laughter rang\out' ’

Fischer lowered a dinner plate into a box and went to -

investigate. "Look," Louise and Cafoline,e;claimed. They

‘both pointed above the sink at the top shelf of the

‘ /7
medicine cupboard. Fisgger looked, but couldn’t imagine

what was so funny. bf éoprse, he was not disposed to find
anything funny anymore. "“Well?" he demanded.l ‘The two
women . looked at each other and shrugged maddeningly. "He

doesn’‘'t see," quoiine remarked. “He's looked at them so

long, he no longer sees."

/

Women, thought Fisghé; crossly. So‘un;eliable,.so

frivolous, so hard! "I don’t know what you're talking

“about," he said. “We're Behind as it is. I, for one,. .

ot - [)
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" haven’t time to stand about here giggling."

"““If’s the pomade tubes,.Vern Yoshi's pomade. A
whole shelf of empty tubes, neatly rolled up, and 1ooﬁl
toothpaste tubes, too, there must be nearly a dozen of
_ each. And he’'s been gone for ever a year, now, hasn't he?"

‘ D "I don’'t see what’s so funny about that,” Fischer
said annoyed " He stomped back to the kitchen wondering
why Yoshi’ d saved all those tubes; the lead content
perhaps, if they contained lead. Some kihd of war effort,

for sure. It ‘'would be just like Yoshi to be doggedly
- making. war éfforts when the war had been over for more than
twenty yeams. Fischer packed the last few dinner plates
and tapéd the.carton shut. Near{x a month had gone- by
" since Joan moved out. She‘d taken a suite with Phyllis in
some mudldinm up on Corydon Avenue, he‘d only been there
once, to drop Ndcky off for a misdt. It was a dark 11tt1e
apartment (”cosy:" Joan claimed) It‘s true it had a real’
"fireplace and a big balcony, but still he couldn‘t fathom
why she would choose 1t over the lovely house he‘'d rented
in Calgar&.‘ The -house was btight and clean, it had a
qarden and a built-in dishwasher. It.must be true, what
his father'd always maintained: women weren'c sensible.
You just couldn’t count on a woman the way yeu could count
.on a man. B ' |

.Anyway, Joan seemed determined to stay in -

Winnipeg., She even wanted a divorce;  she even knew all
\abomt Caroline, heamfn knows how she found that out. She
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had both Sat_s, it had seemed the least he coui‘d agive l’;er.
Fortunate'ly she’'d "realized jt \wduld be useless to put up a
fight for Nicky; she had égﬁérogs visiting r‘ights, \t}\ough.
Well, she wasn't stupid. That’'s what made it all so sad.
There had been a person he’'d loved once, a clever, ) _
affgctio’nate', lively girl, attractive despite a harelip *
scar. There really ha;i been guch a ;Ser;on, there had, oh,
yes, there had. So hé kept telling Himself. Again and

again he récalled'episodes w/henm ‘d‘eino\nstrated her
devotedness ‘and her ac@mfr/aﬁi;)n. - He wished \he\had it all on
f1lm, the way it was in His mind. He wished ﬂéxqguld make

this new crazy Joan sit down in front of the movie of. their:

. marripd life, so she could see how things ought to be. -See

A\
\

all their plans for the future, all their children not yet e
conceived,\j all their holidays together. Just in case she’$

needed re‘rrfjt}ndinq.. He'd tried to point all that out,,he'di' "
tried to show her the cost of her f_oolispness. It hadn’t . ¢
wo‘rked. She was too far gohe. So she'd up and left him

after all, and made him wonder if he’'d really been wrong

about her from the start. Maybe she’d alw«,a.ys'beeri g,ra.zfr

and wilful, only he’d never noticed before. If tl}at were -

]

the case, he had to admit, he was pre_tty stupid. 'He heard

) Lod:ipe and Caroline stifling more laughter. Well, mayﬁe
there was fspeciai virus that attacked women and inade‘ them
crazy. Maybe the ‘gidd'y laughter‘of’ Caroline and Loui .'wag‘

really the first stage of some new fgmp}e illness. He

thought with pity of his small son, growing up in"a world

{ .
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of liberated “harpies and furjes. Poor Nicky, nocked and
hunilia‘ and unmanned! Just thinking of it made )
Fischez;’s eyes burn with gnshed tears®* " Y
S "Vern." '
| He- jdml;ed.' "Sorry," he said\ to Caroline. - "You |

startled me."

. , '.'Vern, the truck’s all loaded now. Rajl wondered
- well - shouldn’'t you get a move on?"
L " Pischer walked through al} the empty rooms for the
last time. The first time he‘d seen it the apartment had
been empty, too, but ph‘l how different everything had been
then! Then, he had Peep f illed with joy and hope. Now the
woman who had 'shared \‘iis joy and hope had jilted him. _Once
i’iis sister had kicked down a lovely sa;ndcastle on wh'ich
he'd workeq an entire aftetrnoon. ‘ Wéll, he thought
:I.,mpatie'ntly, slanming the apartment door for the last time.
He'd do just what his father'd advised him to do then.

He’'d build himself anotNer.

—
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