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ABSTRACT 

Wings of the Morning is a contemporary investigation of 

the age-old relationship between faith and reason. It is a 

novel of philosophical development which traces the 

metaphysical journey of a south Texas country boy from the 

faith of his childhood, through a rationalistic adolescence 

in which he abandons and disparages faith, to his resumption 

of faith within the hyper-rational setting of a New England 

university. 

Chronologically, the novel spans the mid-fifties 

through the early seventies of the twentieth century and 

offers some inevitable commentary on that socio-politically 

turbulent time-period. On the anthropological level, the 

novel explores the inadequacy of reason as a guide for life, 

and how that inadequacy can lay a foundation for the return 

of a life of faith. On the theological level, the novel is 

a story of the reclamation of a life by God, hence the title 

taken from Psalm 139:8-10. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

A quiet settled over the kitchen once his breakfast was 

before him and his mother had left the house. She was 

outside, he could have said for sure, although he had not 

noticed her leaving; for the house had just two rooms and 

his chair projected into the doorway that connected them. 

His attention, however, was absorbed in the plate that was 

before him. 

The biscuits were brown and still hot. The grease from 

the bacon which had been poured on the pool of Delta syrup 

had cooled into a thin blue crust just the way he liked it. 

He pressed his biscuit through and savored the interplay of 

taste and textures as he chewed. At the right moment, he 

swallowed a drink of milk. 

This had been a lucky morning. The milkman had come in 

his white and orange truck. His mother had given him the 

empty milk bottles and scooted him toward the door. 

"Can we get orange drink today?" 

"No, just milk." 

The screen door sprang shut behind him. He raced 

through the yard to the head of the bridge. With a giant 

step, he got up into the truck with the driver. While the 

man took the coins, made his notes, and disappeared into the 
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cool insides of the truck, Garrett's eyes rested on an 

orange and white model of the truck. It was made of metal. 

He dared not touch it, nor even to want it too much. When 

he had lugged the bottles, heavy and wet, into the house, 

his food was ready. 
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His appetite was slaked now, but he continued to sit 

just the same in his ladderback chair projecting into the 

doorway. The kitchen wallpaper was yellow, patterned with a 

green farm scene. An arched bridge ran to the front of the 

house. Billowy trees towered beside it. To the right of 

the trees was a silo. 

Every day he studied the images. As the table was set 

into a corner of the papered walls, he could no more escape 

the images than the cows of Laban could the striped rods 

Jacob placed before them. Immediarely to the left and 

straight ahead of him was the yellow wallpaper and the green 

silhouettes of the farm. He often wondered who lived there. 

How nice it must be to live there! 

A rooster crowed in the far distance from a farm up the 

road. It was answered shortly by another across the fields 

to his right. Now one far to his rear took up the 

challenge. Startling in intensity, one from their own 

backyard joined in. This cycle of crowing would go on, he 

knew, at least for a while. It always did. 

The boy's own farm had a bridge; it was flat, not 
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arched. Here too, there were trees beside the house, but 

there was no silo. There was one, however, at the end of 

the road where they turned left to go into town. It stood a 

solitary cylinder in the back corner of a vacant field. Its 

unique roundness, its height on the flat land, made it 

inescapable, unforgettable. What was it for? How wonderful 

it would be to get near it, to go in it .... 

The silo was a landmark pointing out the road home. It 

was part of his world, property of his imagination. He 

looked excitedly at the iterated images of the farm on the 

wall. Perhaps the farm was his, when certain slight 

adjustments were made. Perhaps, even, it could have been 

his farm exactly in another life! Had he lived a previous 

life? Was this possible? He would see. 

Closing his eyes, he turned his mind inward, and 

pressed it into the darkness, toward the beginning. 

Suddenly as if coming out of night into an evening, he saw 

spread out before him like the ridges of mountains world 

upon world. He opened his eyes with a shudder. He felt he 

had discovered a treasure, which, though he would never 

forget, it would not do to look too closely into. 

He swung out of his chair and ran through the open 

backdoor into the bright sunshine. 

"Through eating, huh?" 

"Yep." He picked up a yard-long branch of a tree 
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almost as tall as he and jabbed it into the ground as he 

approached the shade of the cottonwood where his mother 

worked. He sat down on the turned up bottom of a foot tub, 

continuing to press his stick into the grass. 

On other days, he had gone past the cottonwood, walked 

beneath the mulberry that shaded the pigs wallowing in the 

mudhole, and come out into the short grass of the pasture. 

On all-fours he stalked the tiny brown butterflies that lit 

on the brown pods. They were too fast for him. He could 

catch grasshoppers. One hand cupped and poised in air, he 

would bring it down suddenly on the insects, only to cringe 

as he felt them struggle and scratch beneath his palm. 

Slightly tipping his hand he would fish them out, trying not 

to break their graceful legs. He shook them away when the 

"snuff" oozed from their mouths. Lady Gretchen up the road 

used snuff. It was brown in the mouth. His brother Marcus 

had said, "Watch out, or she'll try to kiss you with that 

snuffy mouth of hers." 

Mrs. Edmonds looked down wordlessly at the baby of the 

family. He would remain the baby. He had come himself, as 

it were, as a child born out of time, four years after what 

she had thought (Had she hoped it?} would be her last. He 

had come in her forty-third year, the eleventh child she had 

brought into the world. She had had a hard time of it with 

him too, especially afterward. She thanked God for her 
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older girls. 

Now he was four. Whom did he resemble? It was hard to 

t el l. He would not have an easy life, although he seemed 

happy enough digging in the grass with a stick. She would 

get him the truck when she could. No, his life was not as 

easy as even hers had been at his age, even given the flood 

of 1913 which had wiped them out. 

It was her first memory. Word of an impending flood 

had spread downriver from Austin where heavy rains had 

necessitated opening the dam there. One of brothers had 

tried to get their father to prepare for it. 

"I looked in Caney, boy!" Caney was a seasonal creek. 

"It don't look like no flood coming!" 

"But, Daddy, that's not the place to look!" 

Her mother sat immovably at her Singer sewing machine, 

pushing at the foot-pedal. "Clackety-clack, clackety

clack!" She kept it up as if to sew away the danger. 

When the danger had at last sunk in, there was only 

time to pack a very few goods into the wagon. With evening, 

the rains came. The water from the Colorado sounded through 

the woods like a locomotive. 

All at once it had become a race for life. She rode in 

the wagon. "Keep that baby covered up! Keep that baby 

covered up!" she could hear her father saying as rode back 

and forth on his horse. She could see the sheets of rain. 



She could see the mules, struggling, sloshing, slipping to 

their knees in the muddy road. 
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They had headed north toward the high ground of the 

prairie across Pear Creek, where the turbid waters sluiced 

near the level of the bridge. The wagon was guided onto the 

bridge. Just as it got across, the timbers of the bridge 

lifted up as with a sigh, then broke apart and tumbled 

downstream in the night. 

When the storm had passed, and the moon emerged,'. an 

eery voice could be heard across the sliding plain of water. 

It was the cry of her uncle Gabriel who had holed up in a 

tree, careful to take along his just-cooked peach cobbler. 

The family had returned to a scene of desolation. 

Bloated cattle hung from trees by their horns. All their 

clothes were ruined. They had started over. By 1925, they 

were driving a new Model T Ford. 

Mrs. Edmonds raised her eyes to look at the house. It 

was part of her father's house, which she had had moved to 

this spot when he had died in 1946, ten years before. What 

a godsend that was. They were able then to move from the 

second floor of Lady Gretchen ... and the rat poison she kept 

open around the place .... 

The boy sat now on the remnants of the woodpile. He 

was still fiddling with his stick. 

"I thought you said you were going to start going to 
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play with Troy," said Mrs. Edmonds. Garrett looked up as if 

he himself had been poked by the stick. 

"I am ... whenever I get the chance!" He did not notice 

his mother's silent chuckle. He was only aware that his 

words had not settled the uneasiness that hers had stirred 

up within him. 

Certainly he had said that he would go. He had gone to 

Troy's house before as part of a night pilgrimage to a 

television set, but had played with him mostly after night 

services at church. While the grownups talked or cleared 

away the communion vessels, he, Troy, and the other children 

had scampered across the illumined ground in front of the 

church trying to get the last tag. 

Crossing and uncrossing their fingers, making them now 

invulnerable, now vulnerable to the tag, they kept at the 

game when the adults clustered for the farewell beneath the 

light of the single light bulb shining down from its 

goosenecked fixture on the front of the church. 

"Tick tag!" 

"No, my fingers crossed!" While the two boys swung 

this way and that clinging to their mothers' dresses, Troy's 

mother had said, "Garrett, Jr., why don't you come over to 

play with Troy in the week?" 

This was not the first time she had asked that 

question. It was not fair that Troy was always keeping his 
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fingers crossed when he was in reach and uncrossed them when 

he was behind his mother. While a galaxy of candleflies 

r evolved about the porchlight above, he had said, "I will," 

and continued paying until a deacon hooked a hand into the 

doorway and flicked off the light. 

The tip of the branch was motionless in the grass now. 

"Whenever I get the chance,"--that was the part that 

wouldn't stay put. His mind kept saying, "Why not now?" 

"I think I'll go today!" 

"Well, which way are you going? Around the road or 

'cross the field?" 

"I think I'll try the road today." 

She fit his strawhat on him, drawing the string snug 

beneath the chin. Taking his stick, he set off alone on the 

red rock road the quarter-mile toward the church, which 

though friendly when occupied, took on a forbidding aspect 

when vacant. 

When he had successfully rounded the meetinghouse and 

got into the white shale road that came up by it, he could 

see the tall pecans of the graveyard ahead and to his left. 

How would he handle it? The best way was not to be there at 

all. The next best was to be there as little as possible. 

Keeping his eyes straight ahead, he shut down all 

consciousness except that of breathing and walking. When 

the graveyard was behind him, he felt like skipping. A 
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quarter-mile ahead to the left, he could see the green roof 

of Troy's house! 

He passed the Peterson's house on the right, then 

turned left on the dirt road eighty yards beyond. As he 

emerged from the tree covered road into the corner of Troy's 

yard, a squat brown dog confronted him, guarding the way, 

barking. Out beyond him came Troy, his mother, Cray, and 

little sister Clarenda. 

"Come back, Flip?" they called. The squat dog moved 

off to the side. The little traveler went forward, 

triumphantly received from his maiden voyage to a new world. 



CHAPTER TWO 

There was a new preacher at the church. Pastor 

Burnsides and his children had ended their weekend visits 

from Houston. The change was as quietly and naturally 

effected as a change of the seasons. Gone was the pigtailed 

daughter who had one time sat near the aisle on the women's 

side of the church while Garrett had sat opposite directing 

a dreamy stare onto the traffic-polished aisle between them. 

The dreaminess in his stare (Had he prayed also?) was from 

his love of her. She had not noticed. 

Gone also was the son who had been, at least, 

accidentally cruel. On a sunshiny Sunday in front of the 

barn, they had held the opposite ends of a fifteen foot 

portion of a cow chain, taking turns, sending ripples 

through it. Sammy had let go of his end. It traveled an 

arc toward Garrett's left chin. He felt the impact, at once 

sharp and dull. There was blood. Inside the house, it 

became plain, the chain had gone through his cheek just 

above the chin. 

Pastor Brown hailed from Canaan, some eleven miles 

away. He was tall and tan. He wore his hair parted in the 

middle. The longer front part of his hair above the 

cowlicks were laid to the sides so that they resembled 
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wings ... even the shoulders of the wings on the paper planes 

the boys made at school. 

What was truly amazing about the new preacher was that 

he had a brother that looked just like him. They were 

twins. The difference was that the brother sat at the piano 

and sang. He also leaned cross-legged on the side of the 

church and smoked. 

Garrett's brother Marcus could already imitate the new 

preacher. The old preacher used to end his sermons pointing 

a finger to the ceiling and saying, "There is one way to 

God!'' That was all that was remembered of him. The new one 

ended his sermons in a colorful way each time. He rocked 

back on his heels then rocked forward shooting out an 

emphatic index finger at the start of every line: 

You're gonna need God 
Early one morning! 
You're gonna need God 
Late in the midnight hour! 
Stars 'gonna fall, 
Fall from their silvery sockets. 
The moon, the moon, 
Moon's 'gonna run down in blood 
The watchman on the wall's 'gonna cry out 
'Time has been 
Won't be no more. 
Certainly, certainly, it'll all be over after a while. 

A change took place in the church. Garrett had always 

regarded himself as part of the church, inasmuch as he was 

part of everything that went on there. He often went early 

with his father to open the doors for Sunday school. He 
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took part in hiss class. He sang along with the other kids 

in the church. He even provided fun for the older children. 

"The song goes like this, Jr." The boy, John Allen, 

primed him on the words to "What a Fellowship." The words 

had a fine sound to Garrett. When the church sang it, there 

he was in the midst of the boys singing with new-found 

confidence: 

"What a fellowship 

"Cornbread and buttermilk--!" 

When they had specials in the BTU, he had waited in 

line with the rest for the sweet pink Kool-Aid swimming with 

lemon pulp. He had gotten breathlessly onto the trailer for 

the hayride as it started out into the country darkness. 

Sparks flew out from the exhaust pipe of the tractor, 

complementing the lightning bugs above the fields. At his 

mother's sister's home on the prairie, ha had slid wieners 

onto the hangers and burned them like the rest. Now his 

mother called him a sinner. He had not thought she could 

mean it. 

"Yes, you are a sinner, as much Po Boy, Robert, and 

Chut." 

The words struck him like blows. These were men, 

distant kin though they were, who never came to church ... to 

say he was like them! He looked up at his mother's face. 

She meant what she was saying, but how could that be true? 
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Teetering on their horses, they had ridden in from 

town. 

"Three Musketeers! Three Musketeers." It was funny 

and frightening at the same time. Their eyes were wild, 

distended with intoxication. They talked loud. 

"Mookaaay!" one had called to his father. He had never 

heard his father called that before. 

Two had ridden on, turning up into the hayfield beside 

the house, sliding from one side to the other of their 

saddles. 

"Two musketeers! Two musketeers!" 

One had tumbled from his horse beneath the pecan in the 

front yard. It was Po Boy. He reached up to them from the 

ground like a man desperately in need of help. His eyes 

were glazed, crazed. 

"I'm a Po Boy," he whimpered, "a long way from home." 

Now Garrett was hearing his mother say, without 

jesting, that he was not a Christian any more than the 

musketeers. Seldom it was that she said hurting words. He 

recalled the only other time he had been stung by them. 

Out beside the house across thirty rows of intervening 

field, there was once a thicket, a vine-draped green island 

rising amid the furrows. He had loved it from the 

beginning. His first memory of it dated to a time of 

ratkilling. Pitchforks turned up the trampled down hay 
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floor of the barn. Hot water was poured into the holes 

around its edges. The rats that escaped the scalding water, 

the hoes, and the sticks vigorously wielded by Garrett and 

his brothers, scurried helter skelter across the rows toward 

the thicket. The dogs had slashed among them with festive 

barking. 

First with others, then alone, he had made his way to 

the thicket. He loved the grapeleaves, glossy green on the 

back, silver gray beneath. He enjoyed their tangy taste in 

his mouth. The vines hung down on the backside of the 

thicket like the nets of rope ladders from a ship. One 

could actually climb up the outside of the thicket, but 

everyone had told him that turkeys only laid their eggs on 

the ground. 

What he loved most about the thicket was its 

deceptiveness. It looked solid from the outside. The 

branches of the trees hung down to meet the bushes that grew 

beneath so that the thicket looked like a dense and 

impenetrable green mass. Once one had passed through the 

exterior, however, the interior was clear, airy. Grapevines 

snaked down from the canopy here and there. One could see 

from side to side. The ground was grassless, carpeted with 

leaves. Inside he could be concealed yet look out upon the 

world, could observe unobserved. Sitting alone on the crook 

of a vine, he could look at the passing traffic with 
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leisure. Even when cars lined the road by the hundreds for 

funerals, he did not need to run into the house as he did 

when he was in the front yard. 

One evening as he awoke from a late nap, he had heard 

s omeone out back saying, "There're some men around the 

thicket!" Ambling groggily to the kitchen doorway he looked 

out and saw two men walking about the thicket looking up at 

its sides. They were the new men, Bohemians, who were 

farming Lady Gretchen's land now that his father no longer 

did it. 

After they had walked and looked, they began casting a 

wh i te liquid up the sides of the thicket. Mildly puzzled, 

Garrett had left for the front room. 

"They're burning the thicket! They're burning the 

thicket!" 

Garrett ran back to the door. Red flames leapt up the 

sides of the thicket turning the night red. He burst into 

tears. Why are they burning the thicket down? His mother 

stood beside him. A red glow tinged the outline of Marcus 

and Grayson as they stood watching. 

"Why wasn't anyone stopping them," he wondered. 

He cried more loudly. "Why are they burning the 

thicket down? Why are they burning the thicket down?" 

"Hush, Jr." It was his mother. He continued to cry. 

All the thicket was now aflame, kindling the night like day. 
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The men in the field stood back, their forms almost one with 

the crimson glow they had just begun. 

Garrett continued to cry. This was his first 

experience with the sharp pain of loss, his first feeling of 

"wrongness" in the world. 

"They can't burn the thicket down! They can't burn the 

thicket down!" 

From above him, he heard his mother's voice, an edge in 

it this time, "Shut up! They can do what they want to do 

with it; it's theirs!" 

He knew better now than to cry out, but his breast 

heaved with grief and hurt just the same. "Why did they 

have to burn down the thicket? Didn't they know? Didn't 

they know?" 

When she included him with the worse men of the 

community, again she used that imperious tone that shut him 

a way from a security he had thought he had a right to. It 

brought him to the verge of even questioning her love. Yet, 

she had spoken, and that was that. 

He could escape that vile company, he came to learn, 

only by joining the church. In August a revival was held to 

provide just such an opportunity. 

The new preacher preached. Garrett, his brothers, and 

most of the children in the community sat on the front 

bench. There would be no joking with the singing now. His 
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mind was on the fire of the endtime which only the Christian 

could escape. 

On the first two nights, they had sat on edge. On the 

third night when he had finished rocking, pointing, and 

painting a picture of a world running out of time, the 

preacher had as usual extended a whole hand toward the 

bench. "Come give me your hand, and God your heart," he 

said. Marcus had gotten up, but before he could reach the 

rush bottomed chairs that faced th~ church, Garrett was up 

as well. Troy had followed. 

"Thank the Lord! Thank the Lord!" Garrett's Aunt Took 

was jumping round in a circle in the aisle. After a 

spirited song, the new preacher came and took their hands 

one by one. 

"Would you like to express your wishes to the church?" 

Garrett knew what he wanted to say. Others had come on 

Sundays and merely said they wanted to join the church and 

sing in the choir. He wanted to sing, but more than that he 

no longer wanted to be in the same category with sinners. 

It was his turn now. He stood and took the preacher's hand. 

"I want to join church to become a Christian and sing 

in the choir." 

"Amen!" said the congregation. 

Garrett stood with his brothers out in the dark road 

before his house, lighthearted now that he had crossed over 
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again into Christendom. A neighbor passing on the way home 

had some words for him. 

"Garrett, Jr., you spoke like a little preacher!" 

The baptism was set for a week later. His sisters had 

been baptized in the creek. John Allen's older brother had 

chased away a snake when they first got to the water. 

Garrett and the others would be baptized in the clean-banked 

body of water up the road. The water was warm. The church 

sang on the bank. He was taken under and brought up. 

That afternoon, as the children of the community got 

ready to play baseball in the field near where the thicket 

had been, a big boy asked Garrett if baptism made him feel 

any different. 

"Yes, I felt cleaner on the inside." 

"No, it doesn't make you feel any different." 

Garrett practiced sliding into base. It was h~rd to be 

sure, but he still thought he felt a little different. 



CHAPTER THREE 

"Where's your brother Thaddeus?" 

Garrett stood by his third grade teacher's desk 

speechless with surprise. The school was a green horseshoe 

cast down around a flagpole and the sandlot that surrounded 

it. He room shared the center cf the horseshoe with the 

cafeteria. Ceiling-high doors at the back of the room 

could, it seemed, be folded together to make one large room 

with the cafeteria, although Garrett had never seen this 

done. 

He was feeling that surprise certain students always 

feel at any indication that teachers are people too. She 

was smiling slightly at him. 

"I went to school with him." 

"Oh, he's in Fort Worth," Garrett stammered. 

She was still smiling slightly. "Well, tell him Miss 

Congdon says hello." 

When the eight yearold sat, his head was swimming with 

wild surmises. 

"She knows my brother!" 

"Since she mentioned him, maybe she likes him!" 

"Thaddeus could marry a teacher! What an amazing and 

wonderful thing that would be!" 
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Thaddeus had last been home that previous spring. He 

had only recently returned from France. He had left his big 

trunk home. Inside its lid was the picture of a beautiful 

brown woman. She lay on her side resting her head in her 

left hand. He saw the picture the first time when his 

mother had opened the trunk to store away clothes there. 

When he saw the picture, he looked up at his mother. She 

said nothing, only continued to put away clothes. He had 

opened the lid of the trunk alone from time to time. Who 

was the woman? Did Thaddeus know her? Why was she lying 

like that with no clothes on? 

Something strange had happened while Thaddeus had been 

home. It was raining when Garrett went to town with Marcus 

and his mother to pick up Mr. Edmonds from the cafe where 

the truck let him off from the construction work he did on 

the coast. Garrett had gone on these trips since he had 

been small enough to slip between his mother and door for 

fear of the monster he had seen in the movie: This Island 

Earth. 

When they had returned, the house was strangely dark. 

Something was certainly wrong. The dark rainwater was ankle 

deep as the waded toward the porch. Only when they were 

upon the house did the problem become clear. The house 

which had stood on the concrete pillars now sat flat on the 

ground! Inside the house, two of the pillars jutted through 
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the floor. Smokey and Koonyow, their dogs, whimpered 

beneath the floor. 

"Get the crowbar, Grayson," Mr. Edmonds said. 

This was quickly done. When a big enough opening was 

made, their father delivered the dogs. It was strange to 

see them inside, stranger to see them muddy and slicked like 

pigs. 

In the clear light of day, there sat the house on the 

ground. No more could dogs, chickens, or little boys, for 

that matter, get beneath it. When the bus came by that 

morning, all heads turned. 

Over the summer months they had lived with the house on 

the ground and with the stone pillar jutting through the 

floor. Mrs. Edmonds insisted on a new house while Garrett 

senior had been doubtful. She had even gotten him to talk 

with the Jim Walter's house builders. He was still not 

convinced the $55.00 a month could be afforded. Mrs. 

Edmonds devised a plan that the four Edmonds children out of 

the house each give $10.00 a month to help meet the 

mortgage. Mr. Edmonds had still not been enthusiastic. So 

the matter stood as Garrett sat in his chair wondering how 

it would feel to have a teacher in the family. 

Garrett and his friend, Toby Silver, were walking down 

the steps near the back exit of the classroom. They were 

discussing the Nixon-Kennedy election. 
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"If Nixon gets elected, he's gonna cut the water off." 

"What water?" asked Garrett. 

"The water in the pipes!" 

"You mean the running water?" 

"Yeah." 

Although Garrett had no similar inside news about the 

election, he was dubious and puzzled over what the point of 

cutting off the water might be. At any rate, Nixon would 

miss persons like the Edmondses who had no running water. 

At the beginning of the schoolyear, a freckled-face boy 

named Pete was brought into the class by his father. While 

the man talked with Miss Congdon, Pete stood with his bottom 

lip poked out. His arms were crossed. one of his legs 

jutted out to the side. He was unhappy to be returning to 

the third grade. He had succeeded for a while in staying in 

class with his fourth grade friends. Now he stood directing 

a malevolent glare across the class. 

It was something of a spectacle to see a student glower 

so openly in the presence of both a parent and a teacher, 

but other than that, Pete's arrival meant little to Garrett. 

In the days to come, however, Pete's arrival in class would 

be almost all he thought of in times when no teacher was 

about. 

Garrett had never had a fight in school, or anywhere 

else for that matter. He lived in the respect of his 



classmates as the smartest kid in class. In addition, his 

size and ability 

23 

were considerable deterrents to those who might think of 

trying him. He had bristled up with students on the 

playground after an accidental collision, or having tripped 

down someone too hard, but nothing had come of this. 

"Look at those fists," those who had circled round 

would say of Garrett. "Those big fists will tear you upl" 

"The boy who had bristled back, even if he knew from 

experience that he had more strength than Garrett would 

quail a bit from that propaganda. Forgetting everything, 

they started again dashing like wildebeests around the 

playground. 

A single push sent Toby bounding to the ground. "If he 

sits on you," the playground wisdom went this time, "that's 

it for you!" It was Garrett's feeling, however, that Toby 

would have to do quite a bit before he would be able to sit. 

One evening the year before, while Garrett waited for 

his bus and Toby for his mother to finish work in class, 

their play escalated to roughness and the unthinkable 

happened. Through some mistake of Garrett's or inspired 

move of Toby's, Toby got onto Garrett's back and began 

jamming his face into the grass. 

"Eat the dirt! Eat the dirt!" he squealed. 

The keenness of Toby's delight to have him down for 



24 

once, galvanized Garrett. When he squirmed free, he took 

out after Toby, amazed the chase should last so long, but he 

could not let him get away. When he ran him down, at last, 

Toby turned to face him. Things were back to normal. 

Garrett gave him a strategic push, toppling him ~ike a stack 

of blocks. Following Toby's lead, Garrett got onto his back 

and gave him a diet such as he had received, only in 

proportion to the diner's greater size. 

Again he had wrestled himself into friendship with 

Linden Parker beneath the trees above the ditch. Linden had 

been kept back a year also, but he was not bitter about it. 

Mrs. Edmonds had at least arranged everything for the 

house. While Mr. Edmonds was at work, the Jim Walter's men 

had laid out new blocks and beams about eighteen inches from 

the old house. In a short while, the walls were up like a 

pine stud thicket, the whole looking like the Alamo. 

Now every evening Garrett looked out of the bus window 

with anticipation and pride instead of shame. One evening, 

Marcus, Grayson, and he had taken an obligatory crawl around 

the top of the house-frame. 

The carpenters were finished when they had painted the 

outside white with a pleasing green trim. A man named Homer 

Wafer did the wiring. The husband of the aunt who lived on 

the prairie watched over them as they put up the sheetrock. 

Garrett's two sisters slept over first. The next day 
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all moved in feeling themselves to be fortunate. 

The matter with Pete began at noon on a Friday in 

winter when Garrett stood with Linden and two other boys in 

a back corner of the room waiting for class to resume. 

Garrett stood at the very end of the row of boys, near where 

the wire-screened windows looked out toward the flagpole. 

After sauntering in, Pete punched the boy at the other 

end of the row in the chest. "Stop Pete!" 

He moved down a boy and threw another booming punch. 

When the boy moved forward, Pete jumped back wagging one 

fist, giving a deadly glance from above the other. "Come 

on! Come on!" The boy settled back. 

He hit Linden. A scowl on the face but no action. As 

the victims were from Pete's neighborhood, Garrett hoped 

against hope that Pete would only be so cruel against those 

he in some way knew. 

Now as Pete stood in front of him, Garrett's last bit 

of hope faded away. Drawing back, Pete punched him in the 

chest. 

A flurry of blows erupted between them. Garrett 

battled Pete around the big table into the open space near 

the door to the courtyard, his confidence building with 

every blow he landed. He could see the arrogance in Pete's 

face turn into concern. Garrett was driving him back toward 

the window now, completing the long arc around the table. 



He knew now that he would win. 

Spotting the fifteen-inch stick that propped up the 

window, Pete gabbed it and cracked Garrett with it on the 

cheekbone under the left eye. It swelled instantaneously. 
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In that moment, the teacher from next door came through 

and took them to her room in the eastern corner of the 

horseshoe. She asked some questions about what had 

happened. That Pete had hit him in the face with a stick 

seemed to Garrett reason enough for separate treatments, not 

to mention that Pete had started it. That notwithstanding, 

it seemed to her that the better part of wisdom was to dish 

punishment equally. She strapped them both. Pete was 

happy. What hurt Garrett was not the licks but the 

blindness of the justice. 

Class resumed normally. Garrett put on his cap, 

pulling the left earflap forward a bit to hide the knot. He 

even managed to trade smiles with a few admiring girls. 

On the bus that evening, his countrymen from high 

school did not like it, Garrett was happy to find, but they 

were far from showing sympathy. 

you. " 

"How did you let him do that to you?" asked John Allen. 

"I was winning until he stopped fighting fair." 

"Naaa, Garrett, Jr., you don't let anyone do that to 

Garrett's parents took word of the fight in stride. 
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Mercifully, the swelling subsided over the weekend, but 

somehow an unshakable dread settled over him as if he 

himself no longer believed that he had done well until Pete 

had fought dirty. The knot seemed to others to be the only 

thing about the fight that mattered; and he had suffered it 

while Pete had given it. 

Beginning that Monday, Garrett became the special 

object of Pete's taunts. Pete would slap himself under the 

left eye with a finger, then horribly grimace. After 

laughing, he would point a finger at Garrett and lip the 

words, "I'll get the right eye next time." 

Garrett stood alone. Although Pete never went so far 

as to touch him, he nevertheless, directed every conceivable 

tactic of terror against him. Garrett lived out in 

miniature the fears of nations when aggressive empires are 

on the move. He tried prayer but had little reliance upon 

it. He tried to talk others of the boys into a defensive 

alliance, but no one was willing. 

Although not a full ally, Joe Douglas was sometimes a 

buffer. Garrett, who seldom had money to eat in the 

cafeteria, often begged Joe to hurry back from lunch, but 

Joe was never as conscientious about the situation as 

Garrett felt he should be. Garrett remained exposed; naked 

to his enemy. He knew fear and dread as the reign of terror 

continued for day after day, week after week, for a month 
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and more. 

The green school had no library. On a bookshelf at the 

back of the class, Miss Congdon kept a set of classical 

comics. From them he had gone home talking of Jason and the 

Golden Fleece, proudly pronouncing "Jason" with a short "a." 

Under the tutelage of the centaurs, it was said of him: Of 

the fleet, he was the fleetest. Of the strong, he was the 

strongest. Of the clever, he was the cleverest." Thus 

Garrett became impressed with the Greek heroic ideal. 

When Jason had sown the dragon teeth, giant warriors 

sprouted from the soil. "Big tough warriors," Garrett told 

Marcus, again using short "a." 

"Those are 'wawyuhs,' boy!" his brother had corrected 

him. So he had not discovered something entirely new, but 

the bearded soldiers with the helmets crested with horsehair 

looked as though they deserved a special name. 

The inevitable crisis came one morning before school, 

as the third graders waited for class to begin. All the 

weeks since the previous fight sufficing for preliminaries, 

Pete merely said, "Let's fight!" 

Garrett was determined that there would be no stick

wielding this time. He positioned himself between Pete and 

the window. 

The boys came together punching like the pistons in an 

engine, Garrett's pent-up fear translating itself into power 
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as he hammered hard at Pete's chest and stomach with 

uppercuts. 

"Here comes the teacher! Here comes the teacher!" 

There was a scramble. Garrett was happy to see that 

Pete was among the first to break for a seat. Garrett felt 

again that he had done well, even won; but as he had given 

Pete no knots or bruises, he knew that what he felt meant 

little. 

After the completion of the morning assignment, Garrett 

arose to go around to the back of the class to get a 

classical comic. He had to pass Pete's seat on the way. 

When he did, Pete stuck out a hand ... to be shaken! Garrett 

took it. "Good fight," Pete said through a crooked smile. 

Garrett almost floated to the shelves. Pete had 

acknowledged he had been bested! The fear went away as 

mysteriously as it had come. Garrett had purchased his 

freedom with bravery! 



CHAPTER FOUR 

The Moores' dog had puppies, something wondrous enough 

in any circumstances, but especially exciting to Garrett and 

Marcus as the Edmondses kept female dogs no more than they 

kept red or black roosters. The brothers' heavy reading of 

dog books from the public library invested all canine 

affairs with a great mystique. In addition, the putative 

sire of the pups was the hated Pharaoh, archenemy of their 

dog Smokey. Naturally they wanted to appraise the 

offspring. 

Garrett and Marcus were conducted under the house to 

see the blind pups squirming in the tire turned inside out 

that Queenie had chosen for a nursery. When they left, 

crawling back toward the edge of the house, Marcus jerked 

Garrett back so that he could not get out first. Alarmed by 

the scuffle, Queenie pounced on him, then moved back to her 

tire. 

Garrett emerged into the daylight spattered with blood. 

He knew the dog had sunk her fangs into his left arm from 

the dull aches he felt there, but something in the way the 

boys looked at him made him know that that was not all. He 

put a hand to the left side of his face. It was wet and 

warm with blood. Issuing a rebuke, he wheeled in anger from 
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his brother and headed home in tears. 

The dog had fanged him on the left side of his chin and 

just beneath the back edge of his lower jaw. All the 

throat-seeking fight scenes staged by Jack London did not 

prepare them to see in this the near tragedy it was. The 

dog was going for the boy's throat and had missed by less 

than an inch sinking a fang into his jugular vein. 

Drawing from an apothecary wisdom immemorial, Garrett's 

mother powdered the wounds with parched flour. The deep 

gash on the chin healed slowly. He carried the scab of the 

dogbite to school. 

School was turned out as soon as it had begun, however, 

by the advent of Hurricane Carla. Mr. and Mrs. Edmonds were 

apprehensive. Garrett was ecstatic. Many Bartonites had to 

go to the school gymnasium. They were happy that their 

house was new and so could stand. Garrett's sister, Janice, 

and her family came in with them. 

Then the storm came. The wind and rain. Grayson bent 

like a ski jumper in the wind when he went out back for 

something. Torn loose pieces of tin hurtled through the 

rain. Garrett played throughout the tempest with his nephew 

Kingston ... like a dog, of course. 

School resumed after the storm. The fourth grade was a 

year of love, of sweet glances directed back at him from the 

pretty girls in the front of the class. Even Pete was 
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smitten by cupid, but he proved as cruel in love as in hate. 

Pete kept Glenda's jacket from her until she nearly 

distracted, then swung it at her, cutting open her pretty 

forehead with a button. It was this year as well when the 

boys played football at recess, that Garrett came down with 

his knee in Pete's face. Pete had gotten up and continued 

playing. 

Garrett's seat was next to Toby's. One day Toby 

brought an erector set to school. He brought it so that he 

and Garrett could play with it. Garrett was happy to see 

such a fine toy, and that Toby wanted to share it only with 

him. 

In middle of the year, the students of the green 

schoolhouse moved to the new high school that had been built 

between the gymnasium and the school. There were rumors 

that the seats in some classes looked like airplanes. What 

a fun school this could prove to be! As it turned out, the 

"planes" were desks at which two students could sit. 

Frantic attention was given to keeping the school 

pristine. 

"You know they say we tear up anything we get," said a 

teacher. Going to the bathrooms was no longer the fun it 

used to be. Now the students always went in a line. 

Students like Garrett, who had no lunch money, could no 

longer go outside to play until classes resume! They had to 
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sit in the cafeteria and watch the other students eat. It 

was then that Janice started giving him $1.25 a week, so 

that he could eat lunch like the other children. 

After school, Garrett and Linden searched with fear and 

trembling through the abandoned treasures of the green 

schoolhouse, bringing away a few sticks of modeling clay. 

In the old candy room, Garrett had found a knife. The two 

sat on the big cement porch of the music room, looking over 

their take. Garrett was having second thoughts. 

"I don't know if it's right for us to take this, 

Linden. Christians aren't supposed to take stuff. Even 

though, maybe, nobody is coming back for this stuff. It 

just doesn't feel right." When the young moralist had 

concluded, the two boys got up and returned the things. 

Now, for the first time, there was a school library. 

Garrett and Toby shared dreams of spending nights inside so 

they might have time to look in all the books they wanted, 

without the teachers saying, "Now it's time to go to class!" 

The class read a story about a kingdom in which the 

shields of the knights reflected the honor of their bearers. 

If a knight was young and untested, his shield was cloudy. 

In a new departure, Miss McKean required that everyone in 

class stand and retell the story. 

When it was Garrett's turn, he told of how the young 

hero was denied a place in a campaign against the giants. 
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He was left behind to defend the castle. The knight was 

downcast and despairing. He felt he would never clear away 

the clouds on his shield. As events had it, however, the 

giants came upon the castle when the seasoned knights were 

away. Though virtually alone, the young knight defeated the 

giants. On the morning after the return of the other 

knights, the star on the shield of the hero shined like gold 

in a sky of silver. 

The problem with telling the story was that Garrett 

could never finish. He wanted to be finished but the 

details kept coming. He lived a paradox of Zeno such as 

that in which Achilles, chasing a tortoise, kept halving the 

distance between himself and the shelled creature but could 

never catch him because any positive distance successively 

halved only approaches zero, but never reaches it. Time 

stretched on for Garrett. His embarrassment grew, yet he 

could not seem to make any headway. The teacher was 

beginning to sympathize with him, and when he had finished, 

one way or the other, she said, "One day your memory will 

stand you in good stead." 

In another story, they read of a young student who 

traveled a long way to get into a school. 

His name was Booker T. Washington. When he became a 

teacher, he was often confronted with masses of illiterate 

freedmen approaching him, holding beneath their arms volumes 
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of higher learning in various subjects. He would promptly 

tell them to take the books home. Among the proscribed 

subjects was one called, "Philosophy." It was the first 

time Garrett had seen it. An instinctive Duboisian, he felt 

that that was a subject with which he should become 

acquainted as soon as he was able, for the viewpoints of 

this Booker T. Washington were not to his liking. 



CHAPTER FIVE 

All the desks in Mrs. Cowan's room were empty. Near 

the doorway, by the walls, in the big aisle that parted the 

desks, boys and girls alike sat on the floor playing 

"Jacks." Up onto the back of the hands went the jackstones 

in as tight a pattern as the players could manage. Up they 

went again to be caught in the palm. Then came the 

"onesies," "twosies," "threesies," on up to the ultimate 

"tensies." The red ball was tossed. With the same hand the 

children picked or swept up the appropriate number of jacks 

without disturbing the rest, then tried to catch the ball 

before it bounced the second time, taking care not to let 

the jacks spill out of the hand when it opened for the ball. 

Jacks was a girl's game like hopscotch and double 

jumprope; but Mrs. Cowan had said it was for everyone, had 

provided the kits, so without complaint all got down on the 

floor and played jacks. 

Mrs. Cowan had spent the summer at a college in 

Florida. While talking of it, she had written on the board, 

"bas relief." With her hands on her hips and her head 

outstretched for projection, she had said that the "b-a-s" 

was pronounced "bah" like the sound a sheep makes. "This is 

when a picture is slightly raised from its background," she 
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said. 

This year school had been relaxed, and fifth graders 

could go to the bathrooms alone. While many of the students 

went, Garrett and a few stayed behind. 

This year, also, they had begun to change classes like 

the high school kids. They left Mrs. Cowan's for 

arithmetic, English, science, and sometimes music. Report 

cards were passed from teacher to teacher to fill in the 

appropriate grade and were passed out at last by Mrs. Cowan. 

Mrs. Cowan sat at her desk, her head tilted back to 

peer at the right angle through the bifocals that sat on her 

nose. She was looking at the grades on the report cards. 

"Is that really her business, what the other teachers 

gave?" thought Garrett. 

"Garrett Edmonds!" She lowered her head and stared 

across the top of her glasses at the boy. She dropped her 

lower lip and blinked. "Why are these two 'C's' on your 

card?" 

The one in English had resulted from his refusal to 

memorize certain conjunctions. That much he knew. While 

his classmates were whispering the words in a desperate 

attempt to make them stick in memory just long enough for 

the test, he had said in defiant and disdainful calm, "It's 

stupid to be memorizing all that. I'm not going to do it." 

The others had nodded, had even sympathized but they 



went on murmuring: 

I have gone 

You have gone 

He, she, it has gone 

He had taken the test and put it quite behind 

him ... until now when it stared incarnate over the bifocals 

at the front desk. In a tremulous and quintessentially 

sincere voice, "I'll do better," the boy said. 
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That same October, the Houston Post began to carry 

pictures of missile installations in Cuba. There were rings 

ranging out from the appendix-shaped island, marking off the 

time it would take missiles from there to hit various 

regions in the United States. Barton was inside a ring. 

Mr. Walton, the busdriver, was a history teacher. 

Garrett could hear him say to someone as he boarded, "This 

could be war." 

Planes from Houston began to shatter the nights and 

days with sonic booms. Talk mushroomed about fallout 

shelters. 

A line had been drawn in the sea which the Russians 

were warned not to cross. It was a called a quarantine. A 

Russian ship was steaming toward it. This was a showdown 

any boy could understand. His notions of judgement fire now 

mingled with those of atomic fire. He was that he had 

joined church. 
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The Russian ship turned around but there was no turning 

around for years from the thoughts surrounding the potential 

for nuclear war. The bomb shelter craze burgeoned. 

Everyone knew how thick the concrete roof should be, how the 

water should be stored. Those who could afford them bought 

them; those who could not talked about them. That summer 

Garrett began to dig one in the pasture. Even "Chester" on 

the Gunsmoke TV show could dig a dugout. The first day, the 

earthworms made him think of fishing. After the dirt in the 

hole dried out the next day, he lost interest. 

The sonic booms continued with ferocity almost daily. 

One of the things Garrett enjoyed most was the bomb drill 

during which they swiftly got under the front part of their 

desks and turned their faces from the window. The light 

would be blinding. The glass might fly. He daydreamed of 

mushroom clouds. He felt like he would like to see one, 

placidly arising on the landscape far outside the 

schoolhouse. That would be across the river. He knew 

however they would most likely fall the other way, toward 

Houston, but the cafeteria blocked that view. 

Mrs. Robinson had retired by now, but Mrs. Cowan seemed 

to Garrett all the disciplinarian that Mrs. Robinson could 

ever be. She was stern and good. 

"Whose sheet of paper is that on the floor?" 

Too eagerly, it seemed to Garrett, Samantha had piped 
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up, "That's Garrett Edmonds's paper!" Garrett looked. It 

was true. His graded handwriting paper had floated onto the 

floor. 

"Garrett Jenkins Edmonds!" His classmates laughed at 

the name. At this time, he had begun himself to remedy his 

lack of a middle name and had used it on his school papers. 

There was certainly nothing he could do if she elected to 

mispronounce the distinguished "Jenson" as "Jenkins." 

"Come up here!" She seized her paddle. Her eyes were 

blinking. 

"Will she really whip me?" he wondered as he walked to 

the front. No one had ever gotten whipped for something so 

slight before. Pete and the other holdovers were the ones 

who got the paddlings. They were the ones he was used to 

watching slide their hands up so miserably from their knees 

to rub their hips a little before they bent back down to 

receive some more. 

She stood up. "Yes." he thought, "she is going to whip 

me." 

"Want me to bend down and catch my knees?" That was 

the way he had seen her do it. 

"Yes." 

He bent over as he had seen the bad eggs do. She dealt 

out five honest whacks. He returned to his seat without 

resentment. Perhaps she did not think it fit that any 



41 

student should get by without having a spanking, even as 

some teachers whom he later encountered did not believe in 

giving out hundreds. Then again, her presence was a 

restraint, her glance a rebuke, her words a lashing ... to 

receive the wood was only a minor variation. 

From the moldy books she had at the back of the class, 

Garrett read about a grizzly bear named Waub, who was able 

to smash the skull of a bull and a stallion with a single 

swipe of the paw. He knew that feat would take phenomenal 

strength. 

When the red bulls in the field across from Garrett's 

house began to fight, they rammed their bowed heads into 

each other with hundreds of pounds of force. They bloodied 

the curly white hair of their foreheads while the objects of 

their combat placidly chewed the grass about them. Finally 

one of the combatants would think better of the matter and 

amble away. 

Waub also fought bears, being unbeatable until he 

became stiff with age. It was then that he sought out a 

cave in which there was a natural seepage of gas and snuffed 

out his own life. 

Garrett regarded science as the authentically new 

class. Mr. Lunt, the only male teacher he had ever had, 

staged competitions over science terms between the fifth and 

sixth graders. 
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These terms were long and important sounding words like 

"photosynthesis," "chlorophyll," and "heliotropism." The 

students had both to spell and define them. Mr. Lunt 

provided the first class atmosphere in which everyone felt 

free to ask questions. 

"Mr. Lunt, if the earth is really traveling at 18,000 

miles per hour, why, when we jump up, don't we crash right 

through the walls while the world goes on?" This was a 

magnificent question, Garrett thought, a grand refutation of 

the weird talk of a speeding earth. He had looked at the 

pop-ball carts with little interest. They did not seem to 

him to prove the point, but he did like the dry cell 

batteries and the electrical experiments. 

Mrs. Cowan used Garrett to count the lunch money and 

the tickets from the lunch sales, then ferry them down in a 

little metal box to the high school. This privilege allowed 

him to see his sister Lola who had gotten the job as high 

school secretary. 

When she had gotten the job, it was something of a 

family wonder. Garrett thought she was famous. She bought 

herself a shiny black Falcon, then, most memorably, a Philco 

console television. Garrett found that this purchase meant 

that he could now stay at home and miss the shows he wanted 

to see because the older children wanted to see other 

things. 
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The same year the high school team had gone beyond 

district play. Lola sent a ticket down to him when he was 

in English class. This was for the regional game in Conroe, 

Texas. They saw the wolves to victory there. The team went 

on to win the championship in Lubbuck and purchased for 

themselves imperishable fame. 

This success was a long way from the earlier times when 

the most thrilling actions the Wolves could muster were the 

kickoff runbacks, when, for a few scintillating seconds the 

team produced the illusion of moving the ball down the 

field. 

The boys were playing football on the sides of the 

grassy ditch between the elementary and the high school. 

Garrett's team was winning. Solomon, a player on Garrett's 

team, had the ball. He scampered, stopped, cut ... making his 

tacklers trip and fall. He ran in circles. None on the 

other team could stop him. 

"Why can't they tackle him?" wondered Garrett. 

"I'm on the other side now!" He ran after Solomon and 

brought him to the ground. 

"Man, we're on the same team." Solomon was angry. 

"Yeah," said the others. 

"We'll never have a game if no one tackles you. It'd 

be time to go in." Garrett said to defend his treachery. 

The game was over. The boys walked up on the hill 
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beneath the shade trees, beneath which Garrett had wrestled 

his way to friendship with Linden. 

''I can't wait until we get to be on the real football 

team," someone said. 

"Yeah." 

"What positions will we play?" 

"Big Toby will be fullback." 

"Yeah, Toby'll be fullback. Fullbacks are always big 

and fast." 

"Solomon will be half-back." 

"Yeah, and Garrett will be quarterback 'cause a 

quarterback has to be smart." 

"I don't know," said Kevin, "Poppa's uncle is 

quarterback, and he's on the team now. I think Poppa should 

be quarterback." 

"Aw, you're just talking 'cause he's your friend!" 

"Naw, Poppa's good, really good!" 

Garrett did not like to have his role debated in this 

way, but he had been the first choice, and most of the guys 

had clearly gone along. 



CHAPTER SIX 

"Teresa, take the verb, 'act. ' 11 

As a spelling exercise, the sixth grade class were 

converting verbs to nouns. Standing in the corner of the 

room near her desk, Mrs. Ambrose was giving one word 

alternately to a girl and a boy on their respective sides of 

the room. Looking in vain for some clue on the lips of 

f riends, the girl took a chance. 

"Action?" 

"That is correct," said Mrs. Ambrose. Jimbo would be 

the next boy. His verb was, "invite." 

"Garrett ; " he had whispered over his shoulder, "What's 

the answer? What's the answer?" 

Garrett wondered why Jimbo couldn't figure out the 

a nswer himself. Many of the nouns were formed by adding 

"tion," many by adding "ing." Garrett decided to give Jimbo 

a dose of both. 

"Invitionting," Garrett whispered back. 

"What?" Jimbo seemed a bit unsure. 

"David Charles?" Mrs. Ambrose turned from the window 

toward the boys' section. 

"Would Jimbo say it?" the unkind friend wondered. 

"Uh ... ' inv i tionting. ' " 
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The class erupted in laughter. The false friend 

laughed too, and very loudly, although a bit ashamedly. 
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Mrs. Ambrose could also be seen to crack a smile. Although 

she quickly raised a hand to hide it, her body continued to 

shake unmistakably with mirth. Garrett thought she was very 

pleasant to look at then. Ordinarily, she was sour. She 

was as stern as Mrs. Cowan had been, but lacked the justice 

that alone could make the sternness a virtue. 

In the library Garrett loved so well, he found a book 

that happened to contain the human male and female 

anatomies, using terms, however, that made it unclear to him 

for a long while what was actually being pictured. As a 

classroom service, he undertook to translate the alien words 

into those that would communicate to the other boys what the 

astounding pictures were representing. 

Somehow the girls, in their separate part of the class, 

having caught wind of the operation, spirited away the book 

during a break and gave it to Mrs. Ambrose. When he stood 

at the head of the class, palms red and burning from the 

paddling, Garrett swore eternal enmity to the female kind. 

The math teacher was the short-haired, shapely, and 

gum-snapping Miss Simpson. In addition to the math for 

which she was paid, she also, albeit inadvertently, taught 

an introductory course in female geometry. 

While Garrett's class was in her room on Friday, 
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November 22, 1963, the intercom crackled to life. It was 

the principal. 

"We have received a report that President Kennedy has 

been shot and wounded in Dallas. He has been rushed to 

Parkland Hospital. We will let you know more as soon as we 

learn anything further." 

Miss Simpson was out of the room. It was left to the 

children to decide how to react. When one girl began to 

cry, the class felt that she had gone to far. The president 

wasn't exactly family was he? 

There followed a somber weekend in which Garrett, 

Marcus, and Grayson walked into the bottom to pick up 

p e cans. They flung branches into the tops of the trees to 

knock down pecans, but that was not exciting. The whole 

wo r ld seemed funereal. Had the Russians been behind the 

as s a ssination? Had Cuba? 

A few days later, Garrett watched on live TV as Lee 

Harvey Oswald was being escorted through the basement of a 

Dallas jail. A man named Jack Ruby stepped out in front of 

Oswald and shot him dead. 

Garrett had written his first letters to his sister Dee 

in Los Angeles. At first, he had requested nothing other 

than a description of what it was like to live among 

skyscrapers. He received things like a letter from the 

daughter of her friend. Later, he asked for a ten-speed 
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bike. For Christmas, he received a three-speed English 

racer. 

It had the straight middle bar like a ten-speed, but it 

had fenders on the front and back. It rode like a dream. 

Garrett had to fight to keep his brothers off. One day in 

the spring, Marcus took the bike without asking and got his 

big toe caught between the fork and the turning spokes. He 

received the slice Garrett felt he deserved, but cracked the 

front hub. Garrett began looking through the Sears catalog 

and dreaming of a new front rim. 

Grayson ran track that year. It was as much a surprise 

to the family as when John Allen joined the football team. 

Everyone was surprised at John because he wore his hair 

pressed like a woman. The district meet was in Victoria. 

The Edmonds drove in the black Falcon. 

They spent most of the day right on the field with the 

athletes. Garrett watched Freddie Amy pole vault fourteen 

feet. He watched Nathan Clay grease down his magnificent 

legs for hurdling. After lunch, they returned to the field. 

Grayson ran the 880. He had to go twice around the 

track. When the gun fired, Grayson took off. He was far 

ahead of the pack ... too far ahead. Soon he could hardly 

lift his legs. One by one the other runners passed him. 

When the passed him, Grayson didn't seemed to notice. As 

the saying went, he was "shot," as expended as a shotgun 
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casing. He came in dead last. 

In the math room the year before, Garrett had overheard 

Miss Simpson relate with pride to the lady from the 

administration who had shadowed the class down through the 

years, "Did you hear about it?" She was beaming. 

Holt made a 9.4 on his achievement test!" 

"Isaac 

The lady made some reserved acknowledgment, but to be 

remarked of in that way by a teacher was, to Garrett, an 

unspeakable honor. Garrett resolved to try to do as well 

himself the next year. 

Garrett approached the test with an athlete's 

eagerness. He even shared with Toby the word "aborigine," 

which he had learned from Marcus, just in case that showed 

up again on the test. 

When the results were back, he found he had scored a 

9.9. He was not to hear Miss Simpson snap her gum as she 

beamed over it to the district official, but neither could 

that be expected. 

One day a while after, Mrs. Ambrose did undertake to 

speak personally to him, while he stood in line to leave 

class. He was startled and had a hard time understanding. 

Garrett knew she was talking about the test but heard 

something about "rust." 

"Ma'am?" 

"I said, 'you've got a good mind. Don't let it rust." 
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"I won't." 

"They do, you know." 

Garrett disliked such kindnesses that came accompanied 

by unkindness, that smothered a present victory by a sour 

assessment of an unknown future. At best, such wounds to 

the vanity were memorable and worked to keep one from ever 

letting such a person say, "See, I told you so." 

School was ended each year with a school-closing 

program. Garrett had a custom of bypassing all things 

extracurricular because he did not want to saddle his 

parents with any unnecessary expense or trouble. 

In the first grade when he handed his father a play 

announcement, at the mention of the new shorts and shirt 

required, Garrett had told his father it was okay ... and so 

i t was. He felt no real regret. In fourth grade Garrett 

was to play Abe Lincoln, but gave that up because the girl 

he adored was to play his wife. He was assigned to taking 

out the scene cards instead, feeling doubly wretched with a 

button missing on his felt shirt. 

At the last period of each day, the sixth graders who 

had vol unteere.d form the program left the room to practice. 

Garrett 

remained behind. After a week, however, the teachers came 

to the class and conscripted him and several other students. 

"We must have more dancers," Mr. Lunt said. 
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Garrett shook when he realized that the boys had to 

touch the girls. He did not have time to think for the 

girls were coming after him. 

"Dance with me, Garrett! Dance with me!" It was a new 

feeling to be in demand this way, but of dancing Garrett 

knew nothing ... not to mention a waltz to the "Blue Danube." 

Glenda, his cousin-in-law, placed his left hand a 

little above her waist, and took the other in her left. As 

they started, the little anatomist felt with wonder the 

taut layers of muscle moving against each other in her side. 

"Garrett dances like a little Arthur Murray, doesn't 

he," Mr. Lunt said. Miss Simpson nodded her head in 

agreement. She popped her gum. Garrett believed them, 

although he did not feel there was much of a future in 

dancing, especially, a waltz. 

Now that he was regarded as Arthur Murray, Garrett 

f ound himself being given the Queen to dance with. Solomon 

had to dance with someone else. 

When Mrs. Edmonds heard of his coronation as king, she 

set about making the requisite white jacket. Although she 

made quilts against which nothing could be objected, she 

usually had her own clothes sewn by seamstresses. Unable to 

secure one at the right price, she had bought the pattern 

and the cloth and had begun. 

As the jacket took shape on his mother's closet door, 
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Garrett could tell by the puffiness of the seams that the 

jacket would not look exactly like the one on the pattern 

case. He swallowed his disappointment. The jacket did have 

the strong point, however, of being white--the whitest by 

far of all the tailored jackets worn by his classmates when 

they mustered back-stage for the performance. 

Barton Training Elementary was staging a unified 

school-closing program. The sixth grade King, Queen, and 

nobility sat in state upon the stage while the underclassmen 

presented their entertainments in succession. For the 

finale, the sixth graders descended and arrayed themselves 

on the court. Now that he was standing, Garrett was less 

concerned that his blue socks would show. 

The boys held high the girls' left hands. The 

scratches on the record echoed loudly over the gymnasium. 

Then the violins! They were off! Their elation from being 

about through with the program passed into their dancing. 

Garrett remained in high spirits when he got home. 

Dee, who had come from California for Garrett's graduation 

from elementary and Grayson's from the high school, was 

saying how tall Garrett was. Still wearing his white 

jacket, Garrett reached up and touched the ceiling flat

footed. 

In the school-closing ceremonies, it was Garrett's part 

to give the valedictory address. For his speech, he read 
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something Mrs. Ambrose had given him. Thus a farewell was 

given to the elementary experience. Although Garrett had 

heard Mr. Mckeon, the principal, and a teacher deploring the 

fact, the sixth graders would cross the ditch to the high 

school the next year and take their places with all the 

students in grades eight through twelve. 

Thaddeus invited Garrett to return with his family to 

Fort Worth that summer. Since the plan was for two weeks, 

Garrett took with him a book of electronic projects that he 

had checked out from the public library. In the city, a 

totally mysterious entity to him, he felt he might easily 

find the means to construct one. 

In Lake Como, Garrett had his first experience in a 

swimming pool. The public pool in Barton was not open to 

Negroes. Garrett and the boys of the community had learned 

to swim in what remained of Caney Creek, now that it had 

been dammed in several spots. Garrett was ecstatic 

splashing in the crystalline water, trying to open his eyes 

beneath the water now that there was a possibility of seeing 

something. 

His happiest find of all, however, was a stack of old 

Boy's Life magazines he found in Thaddeus' house. The 

constant emphasis on camping made Garrett relive his sole 

but sweet camping outing on the hill-high bank of Pear 

Creek. He imbibed the whole Boy Scout ambience. He copied 
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down the addresses of the electronic and model rocket 

companies that offered free catalogs. 

In eight weeks, Garrett was returned home in the dark 

of morning as to an alien world. He brought with him a few 

more inches ir. height, a sun-darkening, a list of addresses, 

and a six-week overdue library book. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 

Short stools and black-topped tables were a fascinating 

new feature of the science class in the portion of the high 

school relegated to seventh graders. Outside the window 

Garrett could see the big pecan that shaded the western bank 

of the ditch that separated Barton Training High from the 

e lementary. Toby sat at the table beside him. Garrett 

c ould not get out of his mind what had happened beneath the 

tree at noon. 

"That was some fight, wasn't it?" 

"Yeah, Linden stopped Gator cold." 

"He was an eighth grader too! He didn't touch Linden! 

Whoom! Whoom! Right on the head! Linden stunned him!" 

In the implicit rivalry between the grades, their 

class, through the fists of Linden, had achieved a heady 

public victory. It was a victory Garrett knew would have to 

be sustained and secured in some way, on some date. For 

now, Garrett was content to glory in the sensation. 

A portion of the eighth graders called themselves the 

"In" crowd, after a hit song on the radio. The boys hugged 

their girlfriends. They wore the latest fashions. When the 

boys walked, they walked with a rhythm. They leaned forward 

on one step, back on the other, swinging a hand behind them 
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when they leaned forward. Now Linden had totally handled 

one of them, and the "In" crowd had done nothing right away. 

The diminutive science teacher started the year talking 

of the shortcomings of Aristotle. That was a funny name to 

Garrett, calling to his mind the only words he knew that 

sounded like it. Those words were "throttle" and "axolotl." 

An axolotl was a type of salamander. 

"I am going to demonstrate to you that water is made of 

the two gases hydrogen and oxygen," the teacher said. 

"This I have got to see," Garrett said to Toby. 

The teacher inverted two test tubes over electrodes in 

an aquarium. The tubes filled with gas. The teacher stuck 

a glowing splint into one; it glowed brightly. 

"This is oxygen. Now hydrogen is lighter than air. 

We'll keep the test tube inverted when we take it out. It 

also explodes." 

The boys moved their stools back with a clatter. 

"No, it's not going to explode that much," the teacher 

said. He introduced the glowing splint to the mouth of the 

inverted test tube. There was a high-pitched funny little 

explosion. 

"There's nothing like science," thought Garrett. He 

and Toby were already dreaming of building shortwave radios 

with which to listen in on the entire globe. They had also 

ordered books that sold rockets that used real solid fuel. 
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Perhaps they could put a transmitter in a rocket that could 

radio back the temperature of the upper air. 

"There was a ninth grade girl that wanted to kiss me 

this summer," said Garrett. 

"Did you?" 

"No." 

"You fool!" 

"You're right What a fool!" Garrett struck the desk 

in anger at himself. "What a big fool!" 

Another fascinating feature of the high school 

experience was P.E. Garrett and his classmates had to 

undress every morning. They put on green shorts and green 

T-shirts with the head of a wolf on the front. It was 

thrilling to Garrett to climb the thick rope that suspended 

from a corner of the gym. He could climb it with his feet 

hanging free. He could climb it with his feet sticking up. 

Coach Greer gave licks with a baseball bat that was 

shaved down on one side. He used it not only when a boy did 

not bring his gym clothes, but also when the teams on which 

he played did not win the game. The doom on the faces of 

the queued up losers, marching forward to the man with the 

bat, reminded Garrett (when he was so fortunate as to be on 

a winning team) of the Philistines marching toward Samson 

with his jawbone of an ass. The boys' shorts stuck to their 

behinds when Coach Greer hit them. In the shower, the 
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losers looked branded with the red imprints on their brown 

behinds. 

There were rumors of holes in the wall where boys who 

knew could look into the girls' showers. Garrett doubted 

it. Certainly he never spotted any. 

At noon on the football practice field across the 

street from the school, Garrett played football in a group 

of mostly eighth graders. Whoever picked up the paperwad 

football ran with it. Everyone else tried to tackle. When 

an eighth grader named Simon picked up the wad three times 

in a row, Garrett decked him each time. On the third 

tackle, Simon cast the foil-wrapped wad at Garrett and flew 

into him. Garrett pushed him off. 

"Why you keep tackling me?" said Simon when both had 

come to their feet. 

"You keep running." 

"Why don't you run?" 

"Nobody made you run!" 

They exchanged shoves. Simon's friends came up behind 

and beside him. After two years in Houston, Pete had 

returned to school in the eighth grade, but less as a 

terror, now, than as a jackal. Garrett could see him 

grimming excitedly behind the gathering "In" crowd. 

"Why you keep tackling me, nigger, huh?" An aggrieved 

look on his face, simon began walking slowly toward Garrett. 
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Talk was useless now, Garrett knew. He began to back 

up. Simon and the "In" crowd kept advancing. One of Simon 

friends put two fingers to the top of his pocket and started 

easing up the tip of a flat razor. Linden came up and took 

his place on Garrett's left. All movement stopped. In that 

silence, the sound of the bell came shrill across the field, 

breaking up the confrontation. 

After school, Garrett went toward the bustop to wait 

for his bus to come back after it had loaded the elementary 

kids. He joined a crowd of students likewise awaiting the 

return of their respective buses. 

Suddenly a crowd of eighth graders filed out of the 

building and came toward the stop. Simon was in front. 

"Could they be coming out for me?" Garrett wondered. 

Simon had a chain wrapped around his fist, a ten-inch 

length of it swinging free. Garrett looked incredulously at 

the procession. As unreal as it was to entertain the idea, 

he decided that Simon and the "In" crowd had to be coming 

out for him. When Simon stopped in front of Garrett, his 

cohorts stopped behind him, less menacing in their demeanor, 

it seemed, now that Simon had a sufficient ally hanging from 

his hand. 

"Why you keep messing with me, man, huh?" Simon began. 

He was shifting his weight rapidly from one foot to the 

other. 
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Garrett had hopes that some one or other of the 

upperclassmen in the crowd would intervene and stop the 

assault. Some of them, he knew, were friends of Marcus and 

knew he was Marcus's brother. The upperclassmen gathered 

close behind Garrett, but only to see better. Garrett 

filled with rage. Again he was alone. 

Simon began moving closer mumbling his accusations and 

rattling the chain. Simon would not hear. The crowd would 

not help. Garrett would not allow himself to be hit with a 

chain. 

Without warning, Garrett brought his open hand down 

hard into Simon's face. Frantically batting his eyes, Simon 

staggered backward. Garrett moved around the crowd so that 

he would not be hemmed in when Simon came after him with the 

chain. In that moment, the bus pulled up with open door and 

whisked Garrett away. 

It seemed to Garrett that all his crises fell on 

Friday. He was now given all weekend to think upon the. 

following Monday when he might well be drawn and quartered 

upon the high school floor. Amazingly, he did not tell his 

parents that it was dangerous for him to return to school, 

nor did he ask them to consult the principal. Instead, 

Monday morning found him on the bus riding toward his fate, 

mournfully confiding his troubles to Troy, and saying a 

prayer. 
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The test did not delay. While Garrett stood at his 

locker dialing in his combination, he saw out of the corner 

of his right eye Simon coming into the hallway. Without 

looking directly at Simon, Garrett kept aware of his 

approach. Simon carried his books in his hands. He walked 

past as if he had not seen Garrett. Garrett looked after 

Simon in elation as he walked on into the eighth grade 

section of the hall. Apparently, the weekend had been a 

long one for Simon as well. 

In the spring, Coach Greer sat the seventh graders 

together on the gymnasium floor. 

"All right, Hams, for the next few days we'll be 

conducting a physical fitness contest to see which one of 

you is in the best overall condition." 

Kermit won at situps. His lean body kept going up and 

down as if it would never stop. Garrett was not having a 

good time. Out on the track, he had been paired with Toby 

in the 440 yard dash. He was sure he would win, but Toby 

came in first. 

"Oooh, Garrett, you let fat Toby beat you!" the boys 

said. They laughed from the small set of bleachers from 

which they watched the races. 

"He wouldn't have won if he hadn't jumped the gun," 

said Garrett. 

On the following day, the class gathered for the 100 
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yard dash in the road in front of the gym. Garrett and Toby 

were together again. Coach Greer shot the gun. Garrett 

raced with all his speed. He seemed to be running high in 

the air, not coming solidly enough in contact with the road 

beneath him. Toby kept abreast of him. "How can a fat boy 

run so fast?" wondered Garrett. The race was a tie. They 

ran it in 11.6 seconds. 

The physical fitness contest was over. Who would the 

winner be? The boys sat again on the gymnasium floor. 

"Well, Hams, the honor of being most physically fit goes 

to ... Garrett Edmonds," said the coach. Garrett felt much 

better. 

At the school closing program, Garrett sat in the 

bleachers of the gymnasium with Diana Shelby. He had not 

wanted to play the Lincoln to her Mary Todd in the fourth 

grade, but now he leaned back with her against the bleacher 

behind them. Leaning back showed everyone that they were 

together and loved each other. 

"Come walk me home," she said to Garrett as the program 

was drawing to a close. 

Garrett left with her. She lived just across the 

street from the gymnasium. Garrett stopped at the edge of 

the street. Margaret went on. She stopped and beckoned him 

across. He went to her and met her kiss. She looked at him 

a moment, then disappeared into her yard. 



When the program was over, Garrett and Toby stood 

together outside the gym. They looked at the scattering 

crowd. 
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"I have a strange feeling, Toby," said Garrett. 

really in love with Diana." 

"I am 

"Yeah, I'm in love with Linda." 

Garrett did not feel that Toby was as much in love as 

he was in love, for how could anyone really love Linda, as 

mean as she was? And when had he kissed her? But they were 

friends. Garrett looked up at the darkened hulk of the 

gymnasium. What was he feeling? It was more than his 

feeling for Diana. It was more than the end of school. He 

felt on the verge of ... life? He sucked in a deep breath of 

air. 

"It's really good to be alive," Garrett said. 

"Yeah," said Toby, "and this summer, maybe we can shoot 

some rockets together." 

"That would be good." 

The next day, as the seventh graders mustered for 

calisthenics east of the gym where the green schoolhouse had 

been, Garrett overheard Coach Greer joking with the some of 

the "bad eggs" about going to the "white" school the next 

year. Although all was in play, something in the way the 

coach spoke of it, the very fact that he spoke of it, made 

Garrett know there was some truth in it. It was a shock to 
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Garrett, however, that integration should be joked about. 

The class lined up and began calisthenics near the site 

where the green schoolhouse had stood before giving way to 

the future. Now through dim adumbrations, another future 

loomed and another building, an invisible one, was being 

torn down ... and because invisible, not nearly so neatly as 

the other, and because so old, not so soon. 

Throughout the rest of the day, Coach Greer's talk had 

yeasted into rumors of whipping machines at the other 

school, in which one was strapped and strapped. All the 

pencil sharpeners were electric, some said. Garrett 

listened to the talk with disdain. These were the same 

people who had said the desks in the new elementary had 

wings like airplanes. Although he did not buy any of this, 

it was nevertheless hard to be exactly sure. Why were 

Negroes so rigorously separated if the other schools had 

nothing different? And who could know what secrets the 

others had in their separate world? 



CHAPTER EIGHT 

In the middle of the summer, Garrett lay in the middle 

of the floor with the local paper open to a full page of 

official-looking print heralding a new school policy called, 

"Freedom of Choice." It meant that any student in town 

could attend any school he chose. "Freedom of Choice" was 

working in him the burden of choice. 

In the deepest sense, the choice was already made. The 

rumors above the ruins of the little green schoolhouse were 

like the premonitory wisps of smoke from the civil rights 

revolution which was overspreading the country. It was a 

movement in which Garrett implicitly believed. It was 

unthinkable to him that rights which were being purchased by 

the toils and sufferings of black leaders could be rejected. 

The burden came in counting the cost in sundered 

relationships. He had already been rudely made aware that 

everyone did not see integration as he did. His brother, 

Marcus, for one, did not. Although Garrett had some little 

appreciation for the fact that this was to be Marcus's 

senior year, what bothered Garrett was that Marcus had 

voiced no regrets. 

For Garrett, there was no happy way out. Either a 

principle he had imbibed or relationships he had sustained 
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would have to be sacrificed. As it was, the choice for him 

was a foregone conclusion. 

No doubt from the paper as well, Garrett learned he had 

to pre-register for football, and so rode his nephew's 

undersized bike to his new school, fortifying himself with 

the fact that his father had helped in the construction of 

the building. He merely had to ride straight along the road 

to town past the exit at Hamilton's store and on to highway 

59. After crossing he jogged right a block, then went down 

two or three to where the three story school stood like a 

white-stone cathedral. The magnolia-lined streets of the 

neighborhood about it bore names like Sunny and lazy Lanes. 

There had been times in the past when his sisters had driven 

them through just to admire the houses. 

There he met with a few of his future classmates 

working out with a football. They were already veterans of 

a year or two of the sport and knew their positions already. 

He ran a few pass patterns, then cycled back home. 

Garrett had missed the group physical and had to 

arrange one himself. It was then that the doctors 

discovered he could not urinate at will. All the water 

drank and all the faucet running in the world could not 

induce him to go before the time. He was constrained to 

take the bottle home and secret it back to the clinic. 



CHAPTER NINE 

Upon Garrett's passage to high school now for the 

second time, old classmates from Training joined him in 

spying out the academic promised land into which their 

leaders and the forces of history were sending them. Among 

them were Troy and Toby. The girl he had left behind, alas, 

was not. 

In football, Garrett switched from fullback to 

quarterback, not owing to any prepossessing talents in that 

direction but because that was the way they had always said 

it would be. So it was he now made the move to fulfill his 

part of that boyhood pact. He found himself immediately 

only second-string quarterback, for those with whom they had 

meshed worlds were carrying out boyhood pacts and dreams of 

their own. In a nutshell, this was the challenge of the 

era; to preserve dreams when two worlds became one. 

The dominant structure in the foyer of Barton High was 

a sixty foot stone prism, the leading edge of which was 

beveled into steps which doubled as the primary gathering 

place before school and as entrance to the auditorium. Set 

into the face of the auditorium was a showcase displaying 

photographs of the National Merit Scholars the school had 

produced. 
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The students from Training congregated on the end of 

the steps nearest the main entrance, which though, perhaps, 

accurately reflecting their tenuous foothold on an academic 

new world, seemed to Garrett to fall far short of their full 

entitlement. It would have better pleased him to sit more 

at the heart of the school to show it was as much theirs as 

anyone's. As he could prevail upon one to go with him; and 

as it seemed much too singular a thing to attempt alone, he 

perched there with the rest, unhappily, and when the weather 

was fair, took to sitting outside on the benches along the 

front wing of the school. 

His English teacher was Mr. Swain. One day at the 

start of the year, when Mr. Swain had given the class 

liberty to talk quietly or do whatever else they pleased, he 

walked down the aisles exchanging words with first one 

student, then another. Stopping at Garrett's desk, he asked 

the single question, "Do you like English?" 

"I make pretty good grades in it," said Garrett. 

"I didn't ask you that. Do you like English?" 

Since Mr. swain would be exacting, Garrett would be 

abrupt, "No." 

"Well, I intend to make you like it." Making a 

clicking sound in his jaw, to underscore his intent, he 

moved on, clutching the hand of his withered left arm firmly 

beneath his right. 
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Algebra was a clash by night of mind and mathematical 

symbols. What times there was an emergence into a clearing 

of understanding, he was still most impressed by what he did 

not know. The instructor sometimes ended his blackboard 

arguments, which very few could follow, by lofting his chalk 

across his desk into a trash can he could not see, thus 

climaxing one mystery with another. 

Except for the teacher's initial remark that the Romans 

were ancestors of almost everyone in the room, he enjoyed 

Latin immensely. Had the teacher herself not joined in with 

the "Deadness of Latin Gang" and asserted its utility only 

to pharmacology and medical students, Garrett might have 

taken it a second year. As it was, he traded on the 

tongue's paternity to Spanish and studied the language of 

Mexico the next year. 

General Science, where his major interest could be said 

at that time to lie, was only generally interesting. Too 

much time was spent on pulleys, inclined planes, and screws. 

In the spring of the year, however, the students were 

assigned an electronic project. This was "down his alley" 

but required money that he did not have. 

For the first days of the assignment, Garrett looked on 

as Toby began to piece together the deluxe "Star Roamer" 

shortwave radio kit from Allied Electronics, the top of the 

line kit that Garrett had never dared dream about. As it 
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turned out, he was not the only one unable or unwilling to 

invest in a kit. He overheard some students ask Mr. Benson 

if they could use a kit from Bell Labs that he kept in the 

back cabinet. It was entitled From Sun to Sound. He had 

willingly let them have it. 

When they returned it a few days later complaining it 

was too difficult, Garrett saw his chance. Although the 

teacher seemed none too happy to allow another valuable 

student to waste time on a project that might not prove 

suitable, he gave Garrett a shot at it. 

The aim of the kit was to teach, and to this end came 

with a paperback-sized manual. Everything in it, of course, 

was not strictly necessary for the construction of the kit; 

but knowing what was necessary and what was not was, 

perhaps, what had proved so daunting to the others. 

The opening discussion of the theory of a solar cell 

was review to him, but the connection of the oscillation of 

a hacksaw blade caught in a vise with an oscillating current 

was entirely new to him and almost fanciful. Were such 

diverse physical phenomena that related? Nevertheless, and 

this the exciting thing about the book, there in the breaks 

of the text were the equations that showed the similarity. 

The book did not talk down to him, but created the delicious 

illusion instead that he was already in the fraternity of 

scientists talking the mathematical language of the physical 
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mysteries. 

Drawing upon the algebra that he knew, Garrett was able 

to choose the frequency at which he wanted the device to 

oscillate and determine the related values of the 

components. Everything was progressing wonderfully. The 

depth of his electronic understanding was extended greatly. 

It was then, as the kit grew close to completion, that 

Garrett turned a page and discovered that the author 

intended him to construct a capacitor himself! He detested 

all artsy-craftsy-workshopsy things, for they confronted him 

with his abiding privations. Their household tool kit 

consisted of little other than pliers, screwdriver, and 

hammer. Why couldn't the writer have been content with the 

conceptual difficulties? Why now copper foil, wax-paper, 

paraffin, and a host of things he did not have and had no 

way of getting? 

Garrett averted his mind from the inevitable. The 

capacitor would not be built ... that was certain. Still he 

would not let the project go. What would he do in its place 

at this late date? Town had no electronic stores. Ordering 

a project would take a week just to arrive. He had no money 

in any event. 

He kept the sad conclusion separated from its premises 

as long as he could. He fumbled disconsolately through the 

wooden box in which he kept a few electronic parts. There, 
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like a big black bug, was a .01 mfd. capacitor, the same 

value as the one he was to construct. Would it work as 

well? 

He clipped it into the circuit and put the device in 

the trapezoid of sunlight the window let through upon his 

bed. He put the earphone to his ear and heard a shrill 

little whine. Was that simply interference? Putting it in 

his ear again, he flooded with Archimedean delight. He had 

found it! ... had found a way! 

Back at school, Mr. Nelson took the device to the edge 

of the porch so the sun could strike it and put the earphone 

in his ear. 

"Is that it? You sure this is working?" 

Garrett remembered his own misgivings when he had first 

heard the puny little sound. He waited. When he observed 

the teacher coming around to the correct opinion, he said, 

"That's it," and reentered the classroom to watch Toby 

continue his labor on the "Star Roamer." 

In track, Garrett broke four freshman records though he 

never had the satisfaction of seeing his name up on the 

record board. He put the shot fifty-three feet and eight 

inches. At the district meet, he was escorted from the 

center of the track out to the shot ring. His first throw 

sailed beyond all the little flagged markers. Heaving two 

more for good measure, he pulled on his warmups and returned 
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to the track without so much as a glance at those he had 

vanquished. Oh, the vanity of youth! 

At home a quiet but consequential revolution took 

place. In the BTU, which convened at church every Sunday 

evening, Garrett asked the question, "How do we know that 

the Bible is the word of God and not of men?" What set him 

on to such a question at that time was his burgeoning 

recognition that the world was filled with contradictory 

religions and philosophies, not all of which could be 

correct. How was he to be sure the one he had been born to 

was the right one? 

Between the flower-strewn covers of the Rubaiyat, 

Garrett had found crystallizations of ideas he had thought 

original with himself. His wonder about the Bible was only 

intensified when he read: 

Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss'd 
Of the Two Worlds so wisely--they are thrust 

Like foolish Prophets forth; their Words to Scorn 
Are scatter'd, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust. 

Why should he be fenced in by the teachings of the Bible if 

its saints and prophets had suffered such a fate? 

It fell to his sister Janice, as director, to answer. 

"When you read the Bible you know no men could have written 

it," she said. 

"But men are capable of writing some amazing things," 

replied her baby brother. 
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He had in mind specifically the books he had been drawn 

to one noon when he had chosen the library over student 

society. The set of books had names on the spine like 

Brecht, Camus, and Hesse as well as those like Frost, Blake, 

and Melville. Whether the name was foreign or familiar, he 

could hardly read a sentence through. Garrett had returned 

the books thoroughly impressed and intimidated. 

"When you read the Bible," Janice continued, "you know 

that it is not the writing of man." 

It would not do for Garrett to have said anything more. 

His sister had no such respect as he for the ability of 

men ... but, then again, Garrett was sure Janice had not seen 

such books as he. 

Garrett sat alone on the porch one Sunday afternoon. 

Janice's husband had driven up just to talk to him to talk 

to him. 

"Jr., you know you ought to be going to church," he 

said. 

"There are just some questions I need to have 

answered." 

"What questions?" 

"You know. About the Bible." 

"Well, I don't want to get into that; Jr., but I do 

want to tell you one thing: You're 'gonna learn your 

lesson!" 
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With that imprecation, he drove off in the direction of the 

church, leaving Garrett alone in the windy evening, sad, but 

sad only that others had been saddened. 

Mr. Swain had carried out well his intent to make 

Garrett like English. One evening soon after the porch 

encounter, did something he had been thinking of for months. 

With a feeling of destiny, he put looseleaf paper into a 

folder and began to write, "AAAAAHHHH, the larva has 

sprouted wings, the drops have worn away the rock, the 

sinner has come to preach!" 

Ironically, he knew no better way to express the new 

venture he was setting out upon than by a metaphor drawn 

from the religion he was departing. Although he was 

embarking on a path that would empty his thinking of 

religious content, the forms from which that content would 

be poured remained behind. His first entries carried 

religious complaints for which he could find no 

understanding or sympathetic audience. How would those who 

died after suffering declining mental powers be resurrected? 

As they had died? If so, what was the benefit of 

resurrection? Garrett was thinking of his father. It hurt 

to see him no longer courageous enough to take the cow out 

to eat the roadside grass. 



CHAPTER TEN 

Garrett fully intended not to report for football his 

sophomore year for two reasons. First it was striking him 

with extreme distaste to be risking life and limb to 

entertain a stadium-full of persons who felt his kind could 

do little else. Secondly, through the instrumentality of 

his journal, he was feeling the strength of the idea that, 

as far as he knew, no one existed besides himself. 

The former was his way of taking further action in the 

name of civil rights. It was an "anti-exploitationary" 

move. Once their white neighbor Doodie had sent for Garrett 

to help him load some salvage as Mr. Edmonds and the boys of 

the f a mily occasionally did. 

"Tell Doodie to load it himself," he had said. 

Garrett's niece took off on her tricycle with the speed of 

a ny bearer of saucy news. 

"Doodie said you're gonna need him some day." 

Such were the sordid and unsavory burdens of 

liberation. 

The second matter bore the charm and power of an 

original idea. It was a mighty sword that cut the ties of 

obligations to any or all things external to himself. It 

was, perhaps, a function of the increasing loneliness he 
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faced as a result of integration, and of brother's entry 

into the Army a year after that. Still, it was incomparable 

for steeling oneself against the unwelcome expectations of 

others. 

He would be done with sports and take more intellectual 

subjects. He registered accordingly, but afterwards he met 

with yet more arrivals from Training coming in a troupe from 

the gym, where they had signed up for "ball." 

"Hey, Garrett," said solomon, "I · ·hear you've been 

playing some mean quarterback over here," said Solomon. 

Garrett gave the speedster a power handshake. 

"I won't be playing this year," said Garrett. 

"Why not, man?" That was Jordan. 

"I registered for something else." 

"Aw. Change it, man," said Strobe. 

Garrett sat down with his friend Craig on the benches 

on the front wing of the school and reasoned with himself. 

Craig was always sympathetic to Garrett's philosophizing. 

"Though I believe in this viewpoint," Garrett was 

saying, "I cannot allow even it to hinder me from doing 

anything. I owe the viewpoint no obligation." That done, 

Garrett returned to the library to register for football. 

In the varsity tryouts that year, Garrett tackled a 

fireplug of a senior from his position in the secondary and 

had his memory reset from that moment. Just before the 
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opposing squad snapped the ball, he counseled with himself, 

"You're supposed to jog your feet now." He mechanically 

moved legs. 

"The play is over now." He stopped moving his legs. 

Luckily no more action came his way. 

When the team switched to offensive drills, Garrett had 

a strange message for the coach, "Coach Redman, I have 

amnesia and can't remember the plays." 

"Yeah, sure." The coach gave a look that he had now 

heard it all. As he stood in line, he could gather the 

count from the quarterback before him. It was, "Down! Set! 

Hike!" When it came Garrett's time to run the dive play, in 

which it was only necessary to turn right or left and left 

and hand off the ball, the coach at last recognized that at 

least something was wrong. In the forest of the ranks drawn 

up for closing calisthenics, he felt the comfort of numbers. 

By shower time, he was able to recall who he was and where 

he lived. 

Garrett did not make the cut, but when he reported the 

first day for "B"-team quarterback, after the first snap or 

two, the coach said, "You got it." 

That year Garrett ran a quarterback sneak sixty-four 

yards for a touchdown and performed many other exploits. ~ 

When the team returned home from the last game, someone had 

put a banner on the auditorium, "Welcome 'B'-Team District 
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Champs!" 

Garrett again had Mr. Swain for English, who was 

proving to be extraordinarily abstemious with his "A's" for 

compositions. No one was getting any. He had characterized 

a paragraph effort of Garrett's as "stilted," but made his 

fairness unmistakable by saying he had shown it to another 

English teacher who had agreed. Garrett gradually resolved 

to make an "A" on a composition. 

One day Mr. Swain he called Vance Gretsky and Garrett 

from class to the foyer. He sat them on the bench across 

from the prism. "There they are!" he said. He passed his 

hand toward the showcase above the auditorium steps, 

indicating the pictures of the National Merit and National 

Achievement Scholars. 

"You are the two to do it!" He pointed at each of them 

in turn. There was much to be read in this election, all of 

it extremely flattering. "You take the test your Junior 

year. There's no way to study for it. You'll need to read 

broadly." 

Some of the best moments in Mr. Swain's class were when 

he read to them. He read Loren Eiseley's "The Judgment of 

the Birds," Poe's "The Cask of Amontillado," and "The Tell

Tale Heart." He shocked them by claiming to find poetry in 

the popular songs of the day--in Bobbie Gentry's 

"Tallahassee Bridge" and simon and Garfunkle's "The Boxer." 
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By these and all means he inculcated within them a certain 

sense of style and thought. 

When Mr. Swain assigned a long essay, Garrett decided 

it was time to make an all-out assault on an "A". He based 

his essay upon a walk straight across the Road-to-Town into 

the terra incognita beyond and on across to the Colorado 

River which had at some point to cross the land. 

The journey afforded opportunities for creative 

expression, which he duly took advantage of. When Mr. Swain 

gave them a day in class to write out the final copy, 

Garrett wrote steadily all period but fell far short of 

being able to finish. He worked on in the patio at lunch, 

vitally interested in what he was writing, excited at what 

he was able to say. 

When the paper was returned, in addition to an "A" for 

content, Garrett found written above, "This is an 

exceptionally good essay!" Mr. Swain requested a yet more 

correct copy which Garrett later found was read to the upper 

classes. His "Of crows, Alfalfa, and a River," made him 

quite proud. 

"You heard Mr. Swain read my paper?" Garrett asked the 

senior dressing beside him. 

"Yeah, and all the time I thought you were a bonehead 

like all the rest!" 

If English had that spectacular highpoint, biology and 
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geometry had their spectacular lows. Garrett rebelled 

against having to memorize the classifications of animals as 

he had years earlier the classification of verbs and 

received the usual consequence in grades. 

In geometry he neglected out of spite to learn three 

equations and received a test on which nothing could be 

solved without them. Try though he did to regard the zero 

as a mere consequence of his clear choice, having no 

relation to his abilities, the result of all his tension was 

to make the highest grade in class next week as a sort of 

vindication. 

The growing population from Training plus a certain 

sympathetic portion of the Hispanics already at the school 

made the time seem ripe to put up a minority candidate for 

Student Council. Garrett broached the matter to Toby, 

asking if he would run if he managed his campaign. He 

agreed. After more thought, Garrett decided to run himself, 

Toby, instead, becoming campaign manager. 

For campaign gimmick, they borrowed the General Mills 

slogan (spoken best by Bullwinkle the Moose): "The Big G 

Stands for Goodness." Some posters they just put up with 

the "Big G." Others they spelled out. After he judged that 

the signs had done their best work, he advised they be taken 

down. On the appointed day he gave a little speech. They 

won the election. He was gratified when, on reflection, 
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Toby agreed that it had been wise to pull the signs before 

the time. 

The current year was slated as the final one of the 

existence of Barton Training High School. Garrett was upset 

that those who were coming over the next year would not be 

allowed to have their own representatives to the Student 

Council, or at least to vote on the presidents as the eighth 

graders from the Junior High always have. The fact that the 

green and white had to die as well as the school name and 

mascot rankled with him, but he merely murmured in rage, 

having not the courage to go before the school Pharaohs. 

The influx from Training had again brought no suitable 

helpmeet, but a morning past his old school had left him 

murmuring, "My African Queen. My African Queen." 

She stood at the bus stop looking not so much at the 

bus as impatient for the bus to be gone and out of her view. 

She was sturdily built. 

Garrett asked Dennis who she was. He said he was 

Penelope Beam. "She has a boyfriend from Bay City." Did he 

and Dennis have the same girl in mind? He didn't know. 

At the true school closing program at Barton Training 

that year, Garrett saw the African Queen (Was Penelope her 

name?) dance with a group to Miriam McKeeba's "Pata Pata." 

She wore fishnet stockings. The band some of the students 

there had formed played a Motown swansong for an experience 
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the town would know no more. 

When Garrett walked out, or was rather carried out with 

the crowd, it was with a sadness that such an assembly would 

be no more. He had left them for the future. Now the past 

was being abolished. It was sad that he knew what the 

future held in it, that at least for now it held nothing so 

wonderful as this thing from the past. 

Garrett applied with the Upward Bounder convening at 

Prairie View A&M. While the application seemed languish, 

Mr. Swain asked Garrett if he wanted him to put in some good 

words for him. Garrett respectfully declined. Let come 

what may. He was accepted and found himself on a college 

campus in June. He received free room, board, laundry, and 

a ten-dollar per week stipend. 

Garrett joined The Upward Bounder and was named Junior 

Editor. He wrote several articles including the big one on 

a trip to the San Antonio Hemisfair and one for the college 

paper based on a story his father had told the family. It 

was about the murderous Baptiste Brothers who became 

invisible by sucking black cat bones. 

Garrett had his first data when he took Marsha Stokes 

to the library. He kissed her on the forehead when they 

parted, the summer sun still high in the evening sky. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Garrett's Junior year dawned strangely given his first 

successful repudiation of football. He was herded, 

nonetheless, into the pep rallies along with all the other 

students, but spent his time scribbling poetry like: 

Wombs expand, 
constrict, 
expel 
a crying thing 
to earth and air. 

It was the sabbatarianism of the Radio Church of God that 

led to this break, although there was much disaffection with 

the sport as well, or else he would not have written his 

Junior English satire on the mentality of coaches. 

Mr. Swain had become Dr. swain. Garrett tried without 

success to return to his class. 

He worked after school in the Neighborhood Youth Corp 

cleaning out the classrooms. In his new English teacher's 

permit pad, he wrote about midway through, "The classroom is 

no place for the senile." As it happened, the fatal slip 

was issued while he was in class. Zoe Manson, a doctor's 

daughter who sat in front of Garrett, came toward her desk, 

stopped before she got there, then returned to Mrs. 

Coppleston. She read the words, "The classroom is no place 

for the senile." 
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''I don't know to whom they could be referring. I'm 

certainly not senile." Another slip was issued, and the 

matter was past. 

The Vice-Principal declared war on hair beyond the ears 

and below the sideburns. Garrett got his haircut, but 

disliking it, decided to carry out a project he had been 

some time thinking of. 

When he was in elementary, he watched the big boys 

walking in the road toward the high school. They went 

through a phase of shaving their heads. It always seemed to 

Garrett a part of his heritage to do the same when he was of 

age. Yes, the world had changed. That was before the Big 
\ 

Mix, but why couldn't he still keep faith with that world? 

In front of his parents' mirror on a Sunday evening 

while they were at church, Garrett scissored off his 

remaining hair. When the scissors had done their best, he 

applied the depilatory with which he shaved his face. With 

a butter knife, he scraped off all the hair. But why was 

his scalp so white? No, there was nothing heroic about a 

two-toned head. Perhaps the hair would not return, the 

depilatory being made only for the face! But now it was 

done. 

He thought of staying home a few days, maybe many days; 

but upon awaking on Monday, he went to school as usual. 

"Gladden told you to cut your hair so you showed him, 
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ha! ha!," said Craig the ever-understanding friend. Garrett 

felt the joke was on himself. When the Vice-Principal did 

encounter Garrett in the locker area and circled him like a 

shark, it was only to say at last, "The head is alright, but 

you need to get rid of the mustache." 

Garrett took to sitting alone on the rear wing of the 

school during lunch and was allowed to do so by his friends. 

An underclass girl became his frequent companion. After 

twenty-one days, he felt that his hair was within the pale 

of normalcy. The ordeal was over and forgotten. 

The African Queen had now arrived of necessity, and 

Garrett began to steep his heart with the love of her. When 

he came out of trigonometry, she came out of English. Just 

to be near her in the halls was numinous. He sat in 

chemistry class percolating with a more marvelous chemistry 

within than anything the book had to tell of. 

The Queen responded to Garrett's attentions with 

absolute sneers of disdain and so persistently that at last 

Garrett felt he had to write her a letter. In the Study 

Hall, which he had in place of athletics, he expressed 

regrets that he caused her such revulsion and concluded, 

"Farewell sweet Queen, I will trouble you no more." 

Although her disdain now grew more profound, Garrett 

had disengaged himself, and became resigned to solitariness. 

Garrett had begun the year with plans to build a 
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submarine in shop, in which he would hug the coast of 

Central and South America and from Brazil make a drive for 

Africa; but on the first day in shop, the teacher had 

disabused them of such notions. 

"No boats or the like!" the shop teacher emphatically 

said. There Garrett sat with shining head in a class whose 

teacher had just destroyed his reason for being there. He 

did not, however, give up the idea. Although denied the 

tools, he could do the work at home. If a motorcycle engine 

could drive a motorcycle 200 miles per gallon, could it not 

drive a submarine, especially one with hydroplanes, a great 

distance. If he used rubber bladders to hold extra 

gasoline, wouldn't his craft have an immense range? 

While beneath the water, a tube-snorkel such as the 

Ge rmans had used to drive their tanks across river bottoms 

in their invasion of Russia could come into play. An 

electric motor could be used for greater depths. In Latin 

American sunsets, coastal inhabitants would see him moving 

on in the spray cast up by his hydroplanes. From his vessel 

poised at a rakish angle beneath the waves, he would observe 

like Cousteau and Dumas the silent world of fishes. 

Not one to merely dream, he began to lay out the ribs 

of the vessel in his bedroom. From that came the family 

rumor that he tried to build the whole thing in his room 

without giving thought to how he would get it out. The real 
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problem, however, was getting it built with virtually 

nothing more than a handsaw and a hammer. It was not long 

before the ribs ended in the fire. 

In the assembly called for the National Honor Society 

inductions, Garrett received a tap on the head by a paper 

hand tied to the end of a cane. On the appointed evening he 

arrived at school to be blindfolded, have peanut butter and 

eggs pasted into his hair and be otherwise spectacularly 

abused. 

At the close of the year, he returned to Prairie View 

where he was elected paper editor. The girl he had kissed 

on the forehead the year before informed him that she had a 

boyfriend now but found she could not stay away. He learned 

to kiss on the mouth. 

He read Phillip Burke's copy of Catcher in the Rye and 

began to dream of Ivy. Phillip would soon graduate 

Cranbrook Prep. He took college courses. Phillip sang 

s ongs from Broadway musicals. He introduced Garrett to Mad 

Magazine. Garrett jogged with him of evenings under 

gloriously clouded skies. When they parted at the bus 

station on the last day of the session, Garrett looked at 

the figure staring absently through the bus station window 

and fancied it could be the last time he saw Phillip. It 

was. Phillip died that winter. 

Garrett had talked his way into taking the SAT with two 
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more than on his PSAT the spring before. The myth of 

immutable scores being shattered, he planned to make yet a 

higher score in the fall; but when at the beginning of 

school, the counselors said he could get into any school 

with what he had, he desisted from any such plans. 
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In dormitory talk, Garrett was overtaken by an 

enthusiasm for football. He took imaginary snaps, handed it 

off, threw passes. Why was he missing football? He could 

go back. So he would. 

He read 1984, learning that the term for the idea that 

one alone exists was "solipsism." He was as intimidated as 

Wilson by the intelligence of O'Brien and deeply impressed 

by the first novel he had ever read in which the good did 

not win. 



CHAPTER TWELVE 

Although the middle of August found Garrett once again 

in pads and plastic whirling like a dervish on the playing 

field in the dew of the morning, the blaze of midday, and 

the fire of evening, it did not find him changed in his 

basic nonconformity. He had found much that was congenial 

in the spirit of the sixties. 

Some years before, Garrett had pointed out to him the 

irony of nonconformity idolized in the land. It merely 

replaced, he was told, conformity of one kind with 

conformity of another. One ceased to wear one's hair short 

like some, only to wear it long like others. Though the 

point was made well, it did not negate the fact that certain 

truths could be attained only on one side or the other. 

To his refusal to order a senior ring the previous 

spring, he now added his refusal to take senior pictures. 

He took his place instead with the underclassmen where 

purchase of pictures was optional. While collegians battled 

MIC, or the Military-Industrial-Complex, he tilted with, the 

ECC, or Educational- Commercial-Complex. 

The greatest nonconformity Garrett entertained was to 

have no plans for college. Though he had weaseled his way 

into having Upward Bound send him along with the' graduates 
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to take the SAT that summer and had flushed to hear a 

counselor at registration say that with his scores he could 

get into any school, his fondest intent was to go away to 

Acapulco to write and self-rely. His plan was to let the 

year and the application deadlines quietly pass, then when 

the die was cast to slip away south. 

This plan was upset by a phenomenon transpiring at his 

mailbox that fall. Beginning with Michigan State, colleges 

across the country deluged the box with catalogs and 

communications inviting him to apply, promising even to 

waive application fees if that proved to be a burden. Among 

them, eventually, were Stanford and Brown, two schools which 

seemed the academic equivalent of exotic Acapulco. Stanford 

was an engineering powerhouse, the home of Jim Plunkett, the 

Indian quarterback, and, most importantly, of Paul Erlich, 

author of the celebrated Population Time Bomb. Brown 

brandished its 1764 origin and rank as seventh oldest 

university in the hemisphere. To these only he would apply, 

feeling he might not thereby reduce his chances of having 

only Acapulco before him, come next September. 

In Student Council, he proposed an after-home-game

get-together patterned on the "socials" he had known in 

Training when the jukebox garishly glowed in the darkened 

gym and the players, fresh from their gridiron glories, 

strolled through the admiring crowds with their girls on 
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their arms. The idea was adopted. 

After the appointed game, he emerged from the dressing 

room pleased to see a small crowd milling in the gym and the 

cafeteria. "Hey, Garrett, Penelope wants you to pick her up 

at her house." 

"What?" He could not comprehend it, would not believe 

or comprehend this. "I don't even know where she stays!" 

Jimbo, her cousin of "invitionting" fame, came with the same 

message. Garrett could not comprehend this. Those who 

brought him the unreal, he asked to deal with the unreal. 

"Listen, man. Do me a favor, will you, since you say this 

is true. Go and get her for me. Will you do that?" Fat 

Nat said he would. 

At the door of the cafeteria, he paid his fare, noticed 

a novel look in the eye of a teacher, and made his entry. A 

stereo had been brought instead of a jukebox rented. With 

this miscarriage of his plan, the musical democracy of the 

"social" was destroyed. Gretsky played his music. It was 

not multi-cultural. The whites gathered around the stereo. 

The brothers lined the wall to the right. Lamentably, the 

music was not danceable. Garrett took a seat by the wall 

with them. He was confronted again with the fact that one 

had to have part in the implementation of one's ideas if one 

wanted them to work as conceived. 

on the other hand, Garrett was not a dancer and was not 
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deeply concerned. Then he saw her coming toward him in a 

black dress with a white broach. It was true. He went to 

get her now. She sat beside him. 

Some attempted to dance. Toby threatened to dance with 

Schachter's girl. Schachter took it seriously. "You want 

to? Go ahead." And there it was, Toby and the girl doing 

the jerk six feet apart. Garrett looked. Everyone looked. 

Here was the thing most emotionally charged in the South, in 

the nation, acted out before their eyes. In an instant it 

was over. Toby laughed himself out of the dance before the 

song was through. 

After assuring him that the car he drove did not matter 

to her, Penelope left with Garrett. The year was 1969. The 

car was a 1954. It was green and hubcapless. The right 

door was held shut by a rope. He felt he had to tell her 

this before they went outside. 

She entered the car happily enough. As he curved 

toward the exit of the parking lot, her door flew open. She 

was not now so nonchalant. After tying her door shut, 

Garrett drove across town toward her house. He drove slowly 

around the back of Training, along the road by the practice 

field where he had found it hard to recognize the face of 

Marcus in his football helmet and where he had tackled Simon 

to the breaking point. The park came up behind the practice 

field. He turned left past the REC, where once he had seen 
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the splendor of masks behind the windows. 

"What if I turned off here?" When she said nothing, he 

turned off the road and killed the engine. They kissed. 

She pivoted around and lay her head in his lap. They kissed 

more. A cricket caught beneath the dash dinned in their 

ears. 

The hopes of the Barton Bengals for a football 

championship played themselves out beneath the lights of 

Bulldog Stadium in Brenham, Texas. Led by a running back 

named Roosevelt Leaks, Brenham eked out a 12-9 lead. In a 

desperate attempt to break the grip of the Bulldogs, Garrett 

was put in for a crucial series. There was the talent to do 

it. After two downs, Garrett called a screen pass right to 

Jordan, the only classmate who had ever bested him in a 

contest of strength. The snap was sure. Good. It had been 

two bad snaps and a fumbled handoff that had scuttled his 

bid for starting QB. The field to the right was open. 

Garrett lofted the ball to Jordan. It was in his hands. It 

bounced away. 

The business of electing Homecoming Queen fell to the 

team. As elections neared, Garrett's mind turned again to 

rectifying inequities. 

"It seems to me that we brothers ought to vote together 

as a block so as not to waste our vote," he said. 

"Whom should we vote for? Penelope?" 
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"No, I'm not doing this for myself. Let's vote for 

Silver's girl, Dana Brown 

The voting was conducted in the portable drawn up to 

the rear of the gym in which they studied films. It was a 

light practice day of the sort on which the boys wore T

shirts, shorts, shoes, and helmets. They huddled on the 

floor of the portable in sock feet. 

"We have a runoff between Suzy Mankof and Dana Brown," 

said the coach. This, though unpleasant and unforeseen, was 

not intolerable to Garrett; for there was still a fighting 

chance, especially if the small Hispanic swing-vote went 

their way. 

As they began to poll again, Garrett noticed a trainer 

submitting a piece of paper. "The trainers are voting!" 

Garrett whispered to someone near him. Perhaps he was not 

the only one to see it, or to say it, for the word traveled 

like wildfire through the room breaking out with astounding 

force in unseen places. 

"The winner is Suzy Mankof." Jordan went out grumbling 

unfairness, loudly banging the door behind him. Garrett did 

not want this sort of irresponsibility. He remembered 

Jordan dropping his stick behind the door in a crunch at 

Prairie View. When Garrett walked out of the room, Coach 

Redman came after him. Garrett turned back to face him and 

looked down into the cold brown eyes. 
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"Garrett Edmonds, son, what is this trouble you've been 

stirring up." 

"All I said was that I did not see the trainers voting 

the first time." 

As Garrett faced the coach in the stillness, he could 

see, as if printed on the on the sky, the rumors of the next 

day: "Garrett Edmonds kicked off the football team." This 

would be public news, the most public affair he had ever 

been involved in. 

"Well, I want you to know that the trainers . have just 

as much right to vote on this team as anyone, and in some 

cases more!" 

Garrett had said all he had to say. He could not say 

for sure the trainers had not voted the first time. The 

coach had not said that they had. Garrett turned and walked 

out to the field. No coaches came out that day. In a 

somber shower, Garrett heard with disbelief that someone had 

made a trainer cry. After that, he heard nothing more of 

the event. 

It had somehow escaped their attention that whereas 

they had failed to elect the Queen of their choice, they had 

selected her Lady in waiting. During the halftime 

festivities that put the two young ladies on display, 

Garrett and the team rested out of seeing and out of sight 

in a chamber beneath the stadium. 
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The matter of securing faculty recommendations for his 

applications to Stanford and Brown brought Garrett face to 

face with the unpleasant fact of his dependence on others. 

It was now that he felt most keenly a drawback of 

integration. He felt severely limited in those whom he 

could call upon with implicit trust, especially as his 

school choices were not a little ambitious. 

When he had done for those two, he had expended his 

cheek. When a tardy invitation came from Harvard, after 

even the date that had been handwritten on the form, Garrett 

could not muster the hubris for this most Olympian of 

undertakings. 

With the spring, there was track. Their successes of 

the past years had netted them funds to wear blue nylon 

sheers and knee-length socks. They went up against the best 

teams in Houston and came out in the winners' column. 

Garrett won second in district in the 880, coming in dead 

last in the regional in Conroe. They were surprised to see 

Coach Greer there. The mile relay team went on to state. 

Although Garrett had run it most, he was bumped from the 

state team on some pretext of cost-efficiency. Protesting 

it was far from his mood. Much more important things were 

happening. 

He had won a $1000. scholarship as a result of the 

NMSQT. In early April, a thick letter came from Stanford, 
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granting him acceptance. It offered a fully paid first year 

with work arrangements for subsequent years. 

On April 15, he received a fat letter from Providence. 

Here was a rose without a single thorn. Spring was at its 

height. The sky was filled with white clouds. Doodie's 

pear trees were flocked with blossoms. Somewhere among 

them, a mockingbird sang relentlessly. Garrett let it sing 

for him. 

In health class, Mr. Cook, who loved a joke, said, 

"Garrett, you applied to Brown, didn't you?" 

"Yes." 

Mr. Cook rocked on his heels as his eyes scanned the 

class. "Even the bellringer at Brown has a PhD." He rocked 

on his heels some more, then looked back suddenly at 

Garrett. "Think you'll get in?" 

"I already did." 

"I guess that answers your question," laughed Max 

Duerning. 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

A solitary figure emerged from the gates of the West 

Quad, walked across the cobblestone skirt between the walk 

and the vending outpost the students called "Machine City," 

and moved in a long diagonal across Brown Street toward 

Wayland Arch. Within the hollow of the arch, he felt his 

customary wonder that the green should slope so much that 

his level gaze should fall upon the refectory roof. 

The billboard potential of the roof had not been lost 

on campus activists, who had painted there a huge peace sign 

in pepto-bismol pink. Beside it they had spelled out, "P

I-E-C-E," a mere play, Garrett had thought at first, on 

peace, the pie-like shape of the encircled dove's foot, and 

a collegian's immaculate spelling. When he learned the 

building was a refectory, he thought it additionally a 

reference to the denominations in which food was served 

beneath. Last of all, he understood that the activists had 

found a one-word expression for their foreign and domestic 

policies, as implied in the slogan: Make love not war." 

The sign was faded now. Garrett had seen it his first 

hour on campus. After locating his room in the warren of 

mainly freshman apartments that constituted the West Quad, 

he had begun to unpack until, thinking better of the matter, 
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he had departed from the iron gates, much as he had this 

night, cut across a leaf-sprinkled Brown Street, and 

gravitated into the arch. 

It was a Sunday afternoon. Once through the arch, he 

had looked back to see a purple-leafed vine fanning out 

about the opening. Was this ivy? Certainly he had read 

somewhere in senior English how the Ivies had gotten their 

na mes ... that it was not owing to any botanical similarity. 

But was this ivy? 

Conversing students swarmed the near end of the green. 

Garrett had been somewhat relieved to see in the recruitment 

materials that the traditional jacket and tie had given way 

to shorts and sandals, although formal dressing might have 

had a quaint appeal to him. He had not been prepared, 

however, for what he saw. 

all the finikiness of pigs. 

The students were dressed with 

All jeans had holes in the 

knees. T-shirts were tie-died and torn. There was the 

unmistakable ambience of a hippie colony or a refugee camp. 

The sunlight streaming across the rooms above the arch 

seemed to kindle the air toward some optical dewpoint. 

Garrett found a pleasant resonance in that. He had spent 

his last few weeks in Texas trying to capture in words how 

the dragonflies, floating on wings so fuzzy with light that 

they looked like things engendered by the sun, darted and 

swooped above the pasture. When he had turned from the 
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unknown faces and the sun-tumid air, the swatches of ivy 

looked strangely dark. 

In the middle of the arch, a student stepped out to 

him. 

"Hello." the student said. 

"What's happening?" Garrett replied. 

The stranger was tall and very slim. His natural was 

combed to the side. He wore the wire-framed glasses that 

ever seemed the choice of intellectuals and had made Garrett 

sometimes covet their ocular debility. His hands were 

stuffed in his front pockets as if he were chilly. 

"What's your name?" 

"Garrett Edmonds, Jr. Yours? 

"Blake Wilson. Are you a freshman?" 

"Yeah. Yourself?" 

"Yes. What are you majoring in?" 

Garrett caught his breath. "Philosophy and Creative 

Writing." The student did not wince. Garrett began to 

think well of him. "What will you major be?" 

"History." 

They emerged from the shadow of the arch to the 

sunlight-dappled walk as friends. Sophomore year they had 

roomed together. Garrett having found that too confining, 

they had asked for separate quarters for junior year. Blake 

had found a single back in the freshman compound. It was 
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from there the solitary figure was returning in the early 

morning dark. 

The walk wishboned around the green feeding the 

entrances of fraternities before coming together again 

between an armless Augustus Caesar and the front of the 

refectory. Garrett walked leftward toward his room in the 

roof. 

Halfway through the curve in the walk, he stopped 

before a tree. Ten feet before his face, a gallery of birds 

of several varieties strained upward from their perches, 

beaks open, breasts heaving with song. Garrett left the 

walk for a better look. The birds sang on, beaks open and 

effusive, oblivious of his approach, singing impetuously 

toward the east. This strange unity and vivacity in the 

dead of night when he was almost dead with sleepiness, 

struck Garrett with the force of a vision. 

He asked if this retold the primal state of man, when 

one in heart and mind, man's language was a song; or did it 

yet foretell when that state would be attained ... or 

regained. He stared at the birds that sang on unflaggingly, 

and tried to imagine the curve of transformation that would 

change the featherless biped into the feathered variety. 

The great mystery of his high school studies was that 

it was thought noteworthy that Samuel Taylor Coleridge was 

brilliant in conversation. Talk was to Garrett then, "mere 
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talk." After three years at Brown, talk had taken on a 

metaphysical tinge. He could frequently be heard to sat 

that the amazement of some future truly enlightened age 

would be that men of Garrett's day rode together on buses, 

subways, planes, and trains and did not speak! Man's 

conspiracy of self-repression insured the world's misery. 

This, to Garrett was the message of the birds ... if not a 

sure prophecy of things to come, nevertheless a certain 

measure of how far man had to go. 

His vigil before the birds opened him to the beauty of 

predawn. He raised his eyes to the dark windows of the frat 

above which he had his room, glad to be out in the dawning 

entertaining a vision. He turned in the direction the birds 

were singing. The eastern sky was emerald, glimmering with 

the morning star. 

Taking leave of the tree and its aviary choir, Garrett 

walked to the entrance of Alpha Nu Alpha, glancing again 

toward the east. The morning star gamboled like an angel 

dressed in green waving a spiked wand that traced out broken 

light upon the sky. The more intensely Garrett looked, the 

closer the apparition seemed to come, promising that should 

he reach some ultimate pitch of belief, it would come down 

and ferry him away. 

Garrett trod across the green to the eastern face of 

the refectory. The star still moved, still waved its wand, 
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still promised. Garrett wondered why he had been vouchsafed 

this vision; but then again, he did not wonder. The sight 

was no more strange or wonderful than the fact that through 

his steadfast investigations of the world, he had arrived at 

the very frontier of the human spirit. He had painfully 

devolved through all conventional definitions of himself and 

now stood in the very first light of a brave new world of 

spirit with a whole new world of possibilities. 

He returned to his frat, ascended the three flights of 

stairs to the fourth ~loor and entered his room. Paul, his 

roommate was out as usual. Garrett undressed, opened the 

bay-roof window to the western stars, and went to sleep. 

The next day he told Blake and Anson that he had seen 

an angel in the night sky, but neither they nor he wanted to 

belabor much the claim. As they walked down Thayer 

homeward, Garrett spied a small white stone beside the walk. 

It was of the type that he had only seen before in Barton on 

the heads of bridges. When scanning the drive for rubber

shooter ammo, it was this type of stone that, because of its 

greater perfection, the boys would put in a special pocket 

in the bootless hope that it might be as much more accurate 

as it was more regular in color and shape. Garrett swiftly 

reached down and put it in his pocket ... familiar things were 

so rare . When he reached his room, he put the stone into 

the back of his desk drawer. 
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The English department sponsored a colloquium with a 

nervous young editor from Horton-Smith. Garrett and Blake, 

who had since shifted from history to literature attended. 

Her nervousness made them feel for her. 

"Is she always this shy, do you think, Blake, or is it 

because she is facing an 'Ivy' audience that she can hardly 

stand up straight?" 

"I don't know; it got to Billy Paul. He could hardly 

sing for toadying up to the crowd." 

"Yeah, and Ralph David Abernathy tried to 

shoot too high. Peculiar. It's like Wormley says, 'Brown 

is a concept. 111 

She got their attention when she said that authors 

typically received only 5% of a book's purchase price. 

"In our offices .... " She waved an arm and gulped. "We 

have a room ... piled high with unsolicited manuscripts. So 

don't try to make it without an agent or some contact within 

the publisher's. You now have me!" 

There was scattered applause. Garrett himself was a 

little impressed at this. "Lacey Irving, huh?" He would 

remember the name. 

She mentioned their annual prize awarded for a 

manuscript-in-progress. Garrett was thinking that fifty 

pages wouldn't be too hard to come by when Blake handed him 

a sketch. It read, "Posea on the High Way." 
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"Very clever," said Garrett appreciating the robed 

figure walking an ascending road. Posea was a creation of 

Garrett's. His name sounded like the name of the Hebrew 

prophet Hosea, after whom a fellow-worker of Martin Luther 

King was named. That side of the name signified, 

earnestness, spirituality, and fullness of life. Spelled 

backward, the name was "Aesop," signifying Greek balance and 

rationality. Posea was an attempt at a harmony of the two. 

At the close of the colloquium, all were invited to 

wine and cheese at an apocryphal little museum across the 

street beneath Garrett's window. Inside the little room 

with its low ceiling, and very colonial look, was a table 

loaded with cheese and libations. They ate and drank with 

relish. 

Garrett carried books like articles of dress. This day 

he carried a volume of Anais Nin. He stood next to a white

maned lion of the English department. "What did he think of 

her?" 

"She's a little strange, isn't she?" he said 

"Who in literature isn't?" thought Garrett. 

A non-student writer of about thirty clutched his 

boxed-up manuscript of poetry. He did not seem fated or 

particularly desirous of parting with it. 

Blake who had been drifting about socializing, came to 
' 

Garrett's side. "This little denouement of the colloquium 
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with access to the lettered and the means of becoming 

lettered is one of the nice things about this place," he 

said. 

"You betcha," Garrett agreed. 

The get together was short and sweet. Blake and 

Garrett were among the last to go, relishing to the last 

moment the ambience cast by this emissary from the writer's 

holy of holies. Ms. Irving stepped outside the door under 

the blue evening sky and became incensed by the glances 

directed at her by two elderly inhabitants of a room that 

looked down across the museum opening. Lacey stepped back 

inside to share her consternation. 

"Come look at these two old b ___ _ staring at me!" 

As she turned in an effort to lead out the curious to 

behold this travesty upon her person, she tripped and fell 

heavily on her rear. Being nearest, and as no one else 

rushed to her aid, Blake and Garrett had the distinct honor 

of helping her to her feet again. Now they were certain 

they had an editor at H.S.: 

Ms. Irving, 
At a Brown colloquium in the spring of '73, a 

friend and I were able to be of service to you 
following your discomfiture by the glances of two old 
ladies. It was a privilege we'll never for~et .... Now 
we are hoping you'll help us get onto our literary 
feet .... 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

On St. Patrick's day, Garrett, Blake, and Anson "drank" 

lunch in the dim back area of the Graduate Center pub. 

Garrett went to Existentialist Ontology immediately after 

and sat as gamely as possible at his place around the table. 

He nodded when Professor Koethe tried hard to get it over to 

the ten or so students that Kierkegaard's Christianity was 

not based on evidence ... but was freely taken up. Garrett 

wondered why he was taking such pains to belabor the point. 

To his thinking, no one in the class was interested in 

Kierkegaard or Christianity. Garrett certainly thought the 

Great Dane a supreme irrelevance. What had faith to do with 

philosophy? Kierkegaard represented an adulteration of the 

discipline. Philosophy had to begin with its own 

certainties and them complete its structure by the iteration 

of its principles throughout all situations. The lesson was 

just another instance of the muddled nature of academic 

philosophy. 

After class, Anita Cohen fell into step and 

conversation with him as the descended the stairwell. Where 

the sidewalk between Wilson and Sayles branched across the 

major green, they halted and talked on. 

Someone was hawking a cartful of Jack Daniel green. 
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The green-labeled bottles of whiskey were strewn like fish 

beneath a glittering cover of ice. He was apparently have a 

successful time vending his wares to the students thickly 

scattered on the green. 

Garrett felt the exposure of standing there with Anita 

in the sight of so many eyes, but for once he felt equal to 

the openness and gave himself into it. It was a lovely day. 

His philosophical confidence was Olympian. 

He had first met Anita in another class of Koethe's. 

They were discussing Nietzsche's Zarathustra. Koethe, a 

youthful-looking refugee from Hitler's depredations in 

Holland, wore the wire-framed glasses that were ever the 

choice of certain thinkers. 

"What is the primary motivation of the character 

Zarathustra?" he asked. 

"Implicit in the uebermensch or superman concept is the 

notion of power. Elsewhere Nietzsche writes of the will to 

power. Power is the motivation," one student said. Other 

students gave other answers. Garrett wondered if they had 

all been reading the same book. He raised his hand. 

"Garrett?" 

"I don't know if I'm getting ahead of the reading 

schedule or not, but it would seem that the motivation force 

and goal of Zarathustra is joy." 

After yet another student offered yet another answer, 
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Koethe responded to it, then concluded, "I think if one were 

to ask Nietzsche, one would have to agree with Garrett." 

Garrett had been pleased with that exquisite little 

classroom success. He could savor it all semester. 

After class, he had gravitated toward the twosome of 

Jonathan Schnurr and Anita Cohen, who had carried embers of 

the classroom discussion to the street corner. Schnurr had 

been converted from medicine to philosophy by Plato. 

Garrett remembered him from their days in the West Quad 

where Schnurr when not seeking a comic roll was off in the 

rarefied regions of calculus. Anita was attempting to 

explain to him her understanding of Nietzsche. 

"Know what I mean?" she asked. They didn't, for the 

answers they gave made no impression upon her. She tried 

again and concluded, "Know what I mean?" 

She wore a sibilance in her speech the way it was once 

the habit of women to wear a streak of color in their hair. 

Garrett had thought that she was incurably 

unphilosophical ... and female. As he stood on the corner of 

the block attempting in vain to understand or be understood 

by her, and yes, being charmed by her despairing refrains, 

he wondered what she would think of the eloquent piece of 

misogyny that lay ahead in the book ... to the effect that 

women were not yet ready for friendship. The peevish 

thought had occurred to him whether this one was yet ready 
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for philosophy. 

In the March 17 breeze, Anita's hair curved behind her 

ears like the hood of an Egyptian Pharaoh. They had talked 

philosophy, but more was being communicated. She stood 

facing Garrett squarely, legs bent back at the knee. Her 

stance reminded him of someone, brought to mind some warm 

once-familiar feeling, but he tried to think only of what he 

was saying--something of the cogito, of absurdity, of joy. 

The night sessions at Blake's continued, Garrett 

indefatigably reviewing his existential stance, endlessly 

fighting against the idea that he was wasting his time. 

Looking at the big dispassionate blue eye that gazed from 

the mausoleum through the branches outside Blake's window, 

Garrett wondered where it all would end. 

Upon returning to his room, Garrett did not feel like 

sleep. The thoughts, the basic affirmations that quivered 

in the firmament of his spirit, hung close to him. For 

their presence, he forget sleep. He showered instead. 

As close as his thoughts were to him were the thinkers 

whom he admired most. He felt he needed to talk to them. 

Why should he revolve again and again through all the 

existential and philosophical data and continually return to 

the same spot? wasn't it time to do something decisive? 

Why not call Princeton and talk to Kauffmann ... call Paris 

and get Jean-Paul ... if that was what was needed? French 
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operators might hesitate ringing their premier intellectual, 

Garrett thought. There might even be some delay with 

Princeton. He relaxed hold on making those momentous calls 

just then, and walked out through the quiet halls into the 

night. 

He walked slowly leftward between the frat and the 

refectory. At the gate that opened onto George Street, he 

stopped. He looked up George where it passed beneath his 

window and created where Brown Street gave way to the main 

green. A streetlight shined vacuously upon that 

intersection. He would not go that way. He turned his head 

to the right. No it wouldn't do to go up Thayer ... too much 

light revealing nothingness. Down George was dark and 

unappealing. 

He turned about and walked along the many-widowed front 

of the refectory, passing behind Augustus Caesar, surrounded 

by phalanx of hedge, looking eyelessly up at Wayland Arch. 

He threaded between the corner of the refectory and another 

frat and trod silently across the grassless green that 

issued out on the intersection of Thayer and Charles-Field. 

No one was out. The world was left to him and his dream 

walk. 

At the corner, he looked to his left down Thayer ... but 

that he had rejected at the George Street gate. He looked 

north down Charles Field. No. 
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Across the street, castle-like in aspect with its four 

towers about a mezzanine, was the Graduate center. It was 

surrounded by a red brick wall topped with white capstone. 

The dark tops of weeping willows peeped above the wall, 

suggestive to Garrett on sunny days of Nebuchadnezzar's 

hanging gardens, in the sunny and fragrant mesopotamian 

world. He crossed over to the walk that led up Charles

Field by the wall. Through an iron bar interstice, Garrett 

looked through to see if the pub was occupied. Too late, he 

supposed. 

Perhaps there is something inherently soothing about a 

walk at night without a destination. Perhaps it is the 

body's natural attempt to pacify a soul that does not know 

where it wants to be except in negation--not here, not in 

this condition, not with these prospects, these limitations, 

this sadness, this sorrow. To appease that overwhelming 

desire to be elsewhere and otherwise, the body went walking 

slowly up the pavement, substituting this physical motion 

for that unknown motion by which a man might become another 

man in another world. The eyes watched the slowly passing 

trees, the darkened windows, every crack in the night-white 

walk. The mind was made a passenger, tongue-tied at the 

intersections, listening for the drift of the cosmos before 

influencing the course of the walking legs. 

The wall terminated at a wooden ramp that extended 
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across a hundred feet of air from the sidewalk to the 

outdoor court of the mezzanine. He turned onto the ramp 

listening to the echoing thuds of his boots. 

His friend Anson lived in the tower on the far side of 

the court, but he would not go there. He turned onto the 

court watching the steam from the boiler room effloresce 

into the night. He walked straight toward the double glass 

doors that opened into the lobby, and entered. 

All was quiet and vacant. He went down the broad 

stairway that went to the lounge. No one was at the pool or 

ping pong tables. He descended the right leg of the stair 

that brought on down to a little vending machine city. He 

turned to the left, walked around a circular concrete column 

and faced a scene of incredible debris. All about the 

couches before the television were pop cans, candy and 

pastry wrappers, and coffee cups. He had never seen the 

lounge look this way. It was disgustingly reminiscent, but 

only in a pale way, of two freshmen who had kept their room 

ankle-deep in trash. On an end table by the couches on the 

far side, he saw a large book in a glossy orange cover. He 

walked through the debris past one line of couches and a TV. 

It was a Bible, one of the newer translations. It said, 

"New American Standard Bible." 

He smiled as intimations of a Divine encounter 

insinuated themselves into his mind. He sat on the end of 
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the couch and took up the book. He would open and read 

something in it ... but he would be sure to turn to the Old 

Testament. It was larger and, he believed, somehow safer. 

He put a thumb to the appropriate spot on the pages and 

opened to page 107 of the New Testament. He read: 

And as they were going along the road, someone said to 
Him, "I will follow You wherever You go." And Jesus 
said to him, "The foxes have holes, and the birds of 
the air have nests, but the Son of Man has nowhere to 
lay his head." And He said to another, "Follow me." 
But he said, "Permit me first to go and bury my 
father." But he said to him, "Allow the dead to bury 
their own dead; but as for you, go and proclaim 
everywhere the kingdom of God." And another also said, 
"I will follow You, Lord; but first permit me to say 
goodbye to those at home." But Jesus said to him, "No 
one, after putting his hand to the plow and looking 
back, is fit for the kingdom of God." 

The radical homelessness of which the scripture spoke, that 

r ather called forth resignation or life-as-usual, called 

f orth radical commitment touched the penetralia of his 

s pirit. The cosmic dislocation that he felt and chattered 

disconsolately about, the others either did not understand 

or regarded as a passing phase, this supposedly antique and 

antiquated volume was totally at home with. He had bought 

books with less resonance than this. He closed the book and 

s miled with satisfaction. For what that little passage had 

s poken to him, he would take the whole to heart. No, he did 

not understand even the whole of the little passage, but he 

understood that the passage indicated a consciousness of 

cosmic homelessness, which alone made it worth whole floors 
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of library volumes that knew nothing of it, and made him put 

aside any distaste because the passage just happened to be 

found in the Bible. That change in attitude was itself a 

miracle. 



CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

It was a different Blake, Garrett found the next time 

he dropped by. Where he had expected the usual 

accommodating friend, the good listener that Nietzsche said 

went together with the man who had much to say to make good 

conversation a possibility, he found a demanding, determined 

(demented?), dictator. 

"What's gotten into you?" Garrett got up again and 

turned on the stereo and retook his seat on his friend's 

bed. Again the friend, staring straight at him, smartly 

turned it off. 

"Come on. We're going to see Lavinia." Garrett had to 

sit and study the man behind the lenses held together by 

brass wire. It was at once fascinating and alarming to 

watch a person gripped in the throes of a complete 

personality change. It was fascinating because it proffered 

a similar possibility in the beholder. Perhaps he too could 

change himself. It was alarming because, all the old, the 

familiar, and the comfortable had been called into question. 

Little could be taken for granted. 

Lavinia was the girl of his dreams, the Beatrice to his 

Dante, the Juliet to his Romeo, the Dulcinea del Tobosa to 

his Quixote. "I read philosophy and make reflections on 
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you." "The cosmos tilts in your direction, you are so 

lovely," he had written. 

"Get up. Let's go see her!" 

"Are you out of your mind?" 

Let's go!" Garrett looked desperately for an 
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twitch that could foretell a smile that would signal an 

end to this long-running act and restore things to normal. 

They could laugh it off and get on with the night's 

conversation. But wasn't it terrific to be able to playact 

so long? Blake was a tremendous fellow." 

"You can quit, Blake. You've already earned your Tony 

Award." His friend looked at hjm, lips pressed, eyes still 

staring a determination. 

"Hey! Did she say something to you? Is that what's at 

the back of this?" A smile overspread the philosopher's 

face. That could explain everything. She had put him up to 

do this. Oh how devoutly to be wished! She had noticed the 

way he looked at her, or better, liked the way he looked, or 

had heard as his roommate had that he was "the best d 

writer on campus." That would be a dream come true. 

"Come on. You did eat with her and Deana the other 

day. Did this come out of that?" 

His taskmaster stared at him wordlessly, implacably. 

No such hope. Perhaps the worst was true. His friend was 

determined to make him assault an aspiration, to do 



something that he wanted to do but was afraid to. 

"Look man, I can't do that ... go shambling in 

unannounced like livestock for inspection ... or the 

slaughter." 

"Why not?" It would not do to say he was afraid. 

"Let me think about this. You just can't throw this 
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sort of ultimatum on a person in a moment's notice. 

i t some other time." 

I'll do 

"No, tonight." 

He was left to the inexorable working of the logic 

within him. Once he conceded this desire, logic ate away 

a ll impediments like the acid ate away the flesh of the 

original Godzilla. It was a foregone conclusion. He might 

a s well give up the ghost. Soon there would only be the 

r a diant naked imperative. 

"Well this Rene Crevel that Henry Miller is always 

talking about says, 'Do that which you are afraid to do.'" 

After that utterance, e settled back more comfortably 

a gainst the wall. 

"That's the spirit!" 

"Although Hegel > says commonsense is the garbagecan of 

a ll the foolish notions of an age, I can draw strength 

tonight from the nonsense that says, 'If a woman doesn't 

want you, she doesn't deserve you.'" He flinched to apply 

that crudity to Lavinia, for how could she not be worthy of 
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everything, but as Hegel said again, 'In the march of 

history, many an innocent flower must be crushed.' 

"Let's hear a song before we go, Grand Imperator! 

'Pali Gap.'" 

"'Pali Gap' it is." Though Garrett was not 

sophisticated about such things, this was, he felt, Jimi 

Hendrix's most geometric song. He stood in his army surplus 

Great Coat playing the great musician's music after him. 

"This be my love song. This be my warsong." 

Out in the windy night, he wrangled a concession from 

the Imperator to first down a quantity of beer. They set 

out around the Wriston Quad along George Street, turned 

right on Thayer to get the Schlitz. No time for the 

subtlety of Piel's this night. They walked on quaffing it 

down as they headed down Thayer to the Graduate Center, 

where Dulcinea resided. 

Inside, on the half-stair that led up to the entrance 

of her suite, they leaned against the untreated concrete 

walls for parting words. Footsteps rang out from above. 

The philosopher fled to the floor beneath. 

"Come back here! That's nobody at all!" 

The philosopher obeyed. This was getting too 

ridiculous even for him. Why was Blake doing this? He 

shambled back up the stairs, saluted his taskmaster, then 

went on up to the entrance of her suite. The mere motion of 
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raising his arm to knock pumped courage into him. He would 

master this o~casion. He would be good and sparkling. How 

he would sculpt the silence while telling of it to Blake and 

Anson later. Lavinia was not in. 

An unknown suitemate opened the door, but Lavinia's 

good friend was right behind. 

"Hello, Garrett." 

He would talk cool. "Hello, ah, is Lavinia in?" 

"No she's no-ot," the friend answered in sing-song. 

He would still talk cool. "Well, ah, when she returns, 

tell her that Garrett dropped by ... and he was as scared as 

hell." 

"Oka-ay. Bye. Bye-eye," she said still singing. 

Garrett emerged from the suite like Daniel from the 

lion's den. What a compression of soul it had taken to 

ferry him from his usual state of mind to an actual storming 

of a dream, an impossible dream! 

As he suspected, he found Blake in Anson's suite in the 

tower across the mezzanine. Anson had the luxury of an old

fashioned arm chair. Garrett went right to it and buried 

himself in it. 

"Do you know what this guy just put me through 

tonight?" 

"Was she there?" 

"No, she was out. Her roommate was in and I told her 



to tell Lavinia I dropped by and that I was as scared as 

hell. Hot damn!" 

"What?" 
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"Blake look what you got me into. Now her roommate is 

going to tell her and I'll have to ... " 

"Have to what?" 

"To hell with this mess Blake has gotten me into. Give 

me that bottle .... " He reached for the cuffed-down paper 

bag exposing the brown neck. "' ... and I'll sing you a real 

song.' Whaddaya call that, do you think, when one takes off 

on a normal expression and heads off into a song that 

completes it? Is that just a tangent? Should be some 

better word .... 



CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

In his room, Garrett had done away for good with the 

Bible cover. It was enough to have the Bible, he felt; 

there was no need to trumpet the fact. He kept the book 

sometimes on his desk, sometimes in the drawer. 

escape the notice of his roommate for long. 

It did not 

"I decided to read the Bible through one summer; you 

should have seen the people getting away from me." Amber, 

Paul's girlfriend, cast back her long back hair. Garrett 

was not a little relieved that the Bible was held in some 

respect by the pair. 

"Do you know Elihu, that sandal-wearing old guy who 

hangs around campus?" she continued." 

"Oh, is that what his name is?" said Garrett. "I saw 

him riding around in a BMW with some student the other day." 

"That's him. He knows the Bible backward and forward." 

"Well I don't know it that well for sure, my new 

involvement with it being so recent, not to mention sudden." 

Garrett wanted to talk not of what was in the book but of 

what his new acceptance of it meant. 

"My 1 i fe is really changing rapidly," he began. "I 

have achieved such a detachment from school and life, and 

such an attunement to the spiritual things in life that if 
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someone, sometime, on some corner perhaps, or in the back of 

some passing open truck, were to give me a knowing look and 

beckon to me; I would go with them him without hesitation, 

and without looking back. 

"This tentativeness must be part of the character of 

the authentic man, for where could he, well, 'lay his head,' 

since all the operations of reason give him no reason to do 

one thing rather than another, and the chief concern of his 

heart must be to achieve a reality of wonder? This 

exquisite detachment, though extreme, might be seen a the 

prerequisite for a worthy reality, which the whole 

intellectual world seems to be united in denying. Despair, 

Sartrean and otherwise, is wrongheaded, prejudiced, and 

premature. Human finitude is a preconception! Who has or 

can have proof of it?" 

The lovebirds sat close together at the foot of Paul's 

b e d. The black panes of the handsome bay window that 

extruded into the roof loomed to the right of them. They 

held hands and looked at Garrett. He moved from the chair 

of his desk onto his own bed, leaning his back against the 

wall. Since they listened, he continued. 

"I am not modest? The testimony of the centuries do 

not dissuade me. Their failure need not predict my own. I 

have read the greatest thinkers of them all, but never have 

I seen one deal so elementally with truth and with truth and 
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yet emerge with hope. The present age and many previous 

ages seemed to think prosecution of truth either impossible 

or trivial in result. But what sustains me in the face of 

history and the present age is that somewhere things have 

their answers ... somewhere though where I don't know, might 

never know, the 'why's' that agitate me have their answers 

in fact. Since they are 'there,' isn't it amiss to call 

off the search as vain, or seize upon some lie with which to 

dazzle the dull ... and even despite the age-old chorus of 

disclaimer, might not the path be just 'there,' around some 

turn or fold of spirit, waiting for one just so audacious 

and tenacious as never to end the quest? It's these 

thoughts that always revive me when my dint of thinking 

leaves me dry. Embattled? Yesl Tattered? Yesl 

Ridiculous? Yesl Pointless? Nol All signs are go! This 

mystery must have an end! 

"Now both of you have listened to my diatribe. One 

must get to the point where he or she shows no allegiance to 

anything or anyone but the search for the way or truth." 

Paul and Amber shook their heads in unison. Garrett 

was grateful that they understood. 

"These conventional attachments are philosophically 

unwarranted and stand in the way of the cosmic sensitivity 

one has to achieve in order to respond to the minute signals 

and indications from reality." 
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They were adamant and unanimous. "I could never give 

up my allegiance to my people." It was clear to Garrett 

that Paul had spoken for Amber. It seemed to Garrett that 

they were never more close than now. 

Their attachments could be pared down to one, to the 

Jewish people, but beyond this they were not about to go. 

In the settling pause, Garrett looked at them holding hands, 

feeling disappointment, pity, and a sort of voyeuristic 

thrill that by their rock-like declaration, he knew 

them ... knew them because they had disclosed themselves. out 

beyond the window was a human organism to which they were 

connected, indissolubly, and come what may. To Garrett's 

provisional gospel of non-attachment, there was their 

stumbling block like Sinai, more massive than anything he 

had ever imagined or suspected. This then was what defined 

them; this then was the unchanging substance beneath their 

many appearances--their unshakable solidarity with their 

race. 

Garrett too had his race with congeries of crimes 

stacked against them, equally surrounded with outrageous 

hostility and threats of annihilation; but even that tie to 

his people, he would not allow to stand in the way of truth. 

It was painful to relinquish ideas tha~ he, like Ellison's 

invisible man, might himself be a Washington, Dubois, or 

King ... but the pathway of truth seemed to lead away from 
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such allegiances and enthusiasms, at least for the present. 

As the conversation resumed after the discouraging 

epiphany, Amber mentioned a poetic interest, something about 

the window. Garrett leaped up for his Norton Anthology and 

looked up a poem by Frost. 

"You see, this mountain bride was frightened of the 

branches that motioned outside her window at night. One day 

she simply left. Of the man left behind, Frost says, he 

learned of 'finalities besides the grave.' What an 

expressive line, 'finalities besides the grave,'" said 

Garrett. 

On a nightly peregrination, Garrett noticed a familiar 

fi gure headed westward beneath the Faunce arch. He moved 

into step with the back-packed student wearing hiking boots. 

Hey Schnurr, where's Schnipp, and Schnapp?" 

"The joking is usually my line." 

"I think I'll leave it to you after that lame etude. 

Where are you heading?" 

"Home." 

"Where do you stay, Pembroke?" 

"No, off campus." 

"Great, I suppose. Do you like it? 

"It's okay." 

They walked along, the philosopher and proselyte to 
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philosophy, chatting of their continued mutual regard for 

Dostoevsky's underground man. Schnurr talked some of Marx, 

for whom Garrett had little sympathy. 

"Listen, Schnurr, Marx speaks, 'Philosophers have only 

interpreted history: the object, however is to change it.' 

Fine! But in accord with what interpretation?" 

On the western fringe of the campus, Schnurr entered a 

hole in the fence of a highschool playing field. Garrett 

followed. They took seats on the ground. Garrett talked as 

usual of his refusal to admit any limitations to the 

potential of the human spirit, but only this time he had a 

novel conclusion. 

"Einstein sought the Unified Field Theory, the one set 

of formulations that could explain both gravitation and 

electromagnetism. But how can one neglect consciousness? 

As a chemo-electro-magnetic epiphenomenon, might it not 

itself be the link and be a passageway from one realm to the 

other? The upshot of this is, don't be surprised if some 

night you should see me hanging upside down outside your 

window." 

The two had a little laugh as they arose. Schnurr 

headed across the field, Garrett toward the hole in the 

fence. A voice from the darkness came behind him, "I'll be 

looking for you outside my window!" 

As he rounded the stairway up to his room on the floor 
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that, he felt, overlay the frat below as cortex does the 

brain, he heard someone else call his name. The one calling 

him looked up at him from the landing below. He wore a new 

stetson hat and sneakers. It was Sean flashing a toothy and 

mischievous grin. 

Garrett looked down at him from the railing. "Where've 

you been?" 

"I've been home to Vermont." 

"Not Texas?" 

"Been hitchhiking. A lot happened. I'd like to talk 

to you about it." 

"I'd like to hear it too. We'll get together, huh?" 

"Okay. " 

"Your frat boys partying tonight?" Garrett did not 

want to seem too peremptory. He simply did not care to 

enter into another dialogue this night. 

"Yeah." 

"I'll check you later." Garrett went on up to his 

room. He had the room to himself again. He turned on his 

lamp. He noticed the blue linen of the Bible. He would 

read some. What would it say this night? 

He began to read in the last book of the Bible. The 

stars caught his attention. He had noticed that the Big 

Dipper had seven stars. He continued to read until he came 



to Rev. 2:17, where he read, " ... and I will give him a 

white stone, and a new name written on the stone which no 

one knows but he who receives it." 
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Garrett stopped reading. He pushed back his chair. He slid 

his desk drawer toward him. He reached in the back of the 

drawer. Out came the little white stone. Garrett looked at 

it along while, the returned it to his place. 

Anson was the most level-headed of the three of them. 

Not an artist or philosopher, but a historian, he was indeed 

interested only in seeing the world as it was. He had no 

plans to alter or transform it, nor would he let the world 

a lter him for that matter. Garrett had always been amazed 

when Anson walked out of the refectory with glass openly in 

hand. Garrett had not thought Anson capable of standing 

down as Boston token-master when he had referred to him as 

"Boy. " 

"What boy? Do you see a boy?" 

When he needed to talk from the heart talk, there was 

no one better for him than Anson. 

"Want some wine?" 

"The Khayyam in me says yes, I guess." 

Anson got down some silver goblet he had won for some 

high school success, filled it with the chilled liquid and 

gave it to the philosopher. He sipped from one of pilfered 

glasses. 



"I told you about the dancing stars, right?" 

Anson covered himself with a blanket from home. It 

reminded Garrett of something far away, something 

comforting. 

"You wrote something about that, didn't you?" 

"Yeah, 'Angels caparisoned red/Frolic in the blue.' 

That was one thing." 

"Want to hear some music?" 

"Yeah." 
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"Santana?" With an arch smile, he shook the particular 

album cover at Garrett. 

"Oh, no! I still can't handle dinosaur music." 

Anson put on the'· soothing sounds of the seashore 

instead. Garrett talked of angels, the Bible, stars, and 

the little white stone. Then he talked of logic, 

rationality, and commonsense. Garrett was having trouble 

putting these things together. 

"Emerson said, 'A foolish consistency is the hobgoblin 

of little minds.'" 

"He said that did he? Learned that at Exeter, didn't 

you?" Garrett had gone home with a temporarily unworried 

mind. 

His good spirits continued until the next evening. He 

had gone to Blake's and found him out. He continued around 

to Anson's. 
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"What's happening?" 

"Where's your Bible?" said Blake. 

"Hey, we're not going in for any of that close-minded 

stuff are we?'' 

"What mind can be more closed than the one that no 

longer thinks but swallows Biblical dogma." Garrett looked 

swiftly from one to the other. 

"You can both go to hell!" The heavy door slammed 

loudly behind him as he left the suite and went out into the 

twilight. He went across the wooden walk. He turned left 

on Charles-Field, turned right on Brown. 

He had known for a while that Tony was coming after 

him, but after that display, he would have to catch him. He 

did just across from the entry to West Quad. 

"You're willing to listen now?" 

"Yeah, I'm willing to listen." 

"Accept it on this ground. If there is a book around 

which the western World into which we've been thrust 

revolves, it is the Bible is it not?" 

"Yes." 

"Then how can one truly understand that world if one 

does not understand that book? You know that is a goal of 

mine. How can I be withheld then from studying the book. 

Ok?" 

"Ok." 
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"Finally, advanced thinking allows no prejudices 

against any method of seeking truth once it has acknowledged 

that reason itself has shown itself to be bankrupt." 

The conciliation made, Blake crossed the street to his 

dorm while Garrett walked the fifty feet or more to the 

arch, and turned right to his room. 

Garrett's nightly quest to achieve a sneak encounter 

with Truth, by the nature oft he effort always ended in 

failure. In this way, his investigations, conducted 

sometimes in Anson's room most times in Tony's, 

recapitulated the voyages of the nautical explorers as they 

sailed the New World in search of a passageway to the 

Orient. There were happy failures like the discovery of 

Tenochtitlan and Machu Picchu. Then there were just 

failures, like the sailing of the St. Lawrence Seaway only 

to find after hundreds of miles that the seaway was a dead 

end. Possible also was the Columbian error, the double irony 

of having thought to have found the Orient, although he had 

not, and to have actually discovered more than what he 

sought. Garrett was a sailor of the shores of the Absolute, 

tirelessly seeking within it some port, some haven. 

After a night in which the failures had nothing other 

than the odor and taste of failure, Garrett had gone up to 

his floor that lay like a cerebral cortex over the rooms of 

the frat below. He found his roommate in and, surprisingly, 



in a mood to talk. 

"Coming from Tony's?" asked Paul. 

"Yes." 
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"You look unhappy. The more you search for what you're 

searching for, the unhappier you get. Haven't you thought 

that you might be better off if you gave it up ... since 

you're not having any success?" 

Garrett stood leaning the backs of his thighs on his 

des k, astonished to be accosted with such deep-reaching 

questions right off the cuff. The cupola windows framed 

black darkness and night. Paul made one criticism after 

another. Garrett rallied to defend his position, but 

whichever tack his mind took, Paul's was already there, 

preternaturally forcing his mind to wing on to other 

defenses. Garrett ceased answering. Paul got his towel and 

toothbrush. Garrett was undermined, cast adrift in hostile 

space. He got his own toiletry and accompanied Paul to the 

bath. 

catching the crashing clear water in his hands, Garrett 

closed his eyes to wash his face and saw a flash of red. 

The bottom of his heart fell out. What was he to do now? A 

sickening fear rose like a scream in his mind. What would 

he do now? Now that his erstwhile defenses and subterfuges 

had been swept away, how could he survive an encounter with 

that great dread? 
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Back in the room, Garrett could not wait for Paul to 

leave. The darkness seemed to press against the window 

panes. Where could he go? Who would share with him the 

Maelstrom of dread that was engulfing him? No one. He was 

lost. 

Paul made his departure. In all the gaping universe, 

there was no resort for Garrett except the book that least 

belonged in his world. He grabbed it from his desk, opened 

it on the bed before him, and began to read hungrily. He 

had opened to the ninth chapter of Romans. He was surprised 

at once by the intelligence and intelligibility of what he 

read. Fully engaged, his mind let go of all anxiety. 

The writer was explaining the right of God to have 

mercy on whom he would, and compassion on whom he wanted 

regardless of what a person did, and that as a result, those 

left out and ruled out by men, God could count in, as was 

said before by Posea's namesake, Hosea: 

I will call those who were not My people, 
"My people," and her who was not beloved, 
"Beloved," And it shall be that in the place 
where it was said to them, "You are not My 
people," there they shall be called sons 
of the living God. 

Certainly he was an outsider and no part of a people in that 

high sense. He read on, the words shining brightly beneath 

his gaze. As he marveled at the glowing and at the book 

engaging him in dialogue at his greatest depth, he was taken 
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deeper by the verse, 

I was found by those who sought Me not, 
I became manifest to those who did not ask for Me. 

How right that was! He certainly was not looking for God, 

but here he was caught up in a mysterious embrace, unlike 

anything he could have imagined. Garrett thought of the 

persons down the hall and how they could not imagine the 

wonderful thing going on with him either, but before the 

thought to go tell them could utter itself, he prayed to God 

in panic, "Please do not command that I go down these halls 

telling these people of what is happening!" Satisfied He 

wouldn't, Garrett read on. 

When he reached the eleventh chapter, Garrett counted 

himself as somehow among the chosen when he read, "That 

which Israel is seeking for, it has not obtained, but those 

who were chosen obtained it, and the rest were hardened .... 

The writer cautioned the chosen to humility in regard to the 

failed Israelites through the image of a holy olive tree 

into which wild olive branches, the chosen, were grafted. 

Wild olive branch! What an engaging figure for him, 

but what did the ancient world know of grafting? Didn't 

Mendel discover that? He guessed not. 

His ears raised when he found the verse that concluded 

the message of the olive trees: Behold then the kindness and 

severity of God; to those who fell severity, but to you 
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God's kindness if you continue in his kindness; otherwise 

you also will be cut off." He braced up under the warning. 

The writer continued to discourage any sort of arrogance 

toward errant Jews. 

The words continued to burn up brightly at him from the 

page. In chapter fourteen, he was amazed to see one of his 

cardinal beliefs referred to, for the writer said, "I know 

and am convinced in the Lord Jesus that nothing is unclean 

of itself; but to him that thinks anything to be unclean, to 

him it is unclean." What was this but the relativity of 

morals? And even this was antique? Here it was as if the 

writer had nodded to this one dearly bought tenet of 

Garrett's philosophy. 

The writer went on to say that he aspired to preach the 

gospel, "not where Christ was already named, that I might 

not build upon another man's foundation; but as it is 

written, 'They who had no news of Him shall see, and they 

who have not heard shall understand."' Garrett felt that 

category of men also included him. 

The next verse was mysterious to Garrett; the next few 

portentous; 

For this reason I have often been hindered from coming 
to you; but now, with no further place in these regions 
and since I have had for many years a longing to come 
to you whenever I go to Spain--for I hope to see you 
in passing, and to be helped on my way there by you, 
when I have first enjoyed your company for awhile. 
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Garrett reread the words slowly. He phrased them to 

himself: The divine speaker has had certain hindrances in 

getting to me; but now, when he goes to Spain, he hopes to 

see me there, and be helped on his way, when he has enjoyed 

my company awhile." How he would enjoy the company of this 

heavenly emissary, now that he appreciated company so well! 

The agreeableness of a divine assignment prevailed over 

anything that could be uttered in words. Even as the text 

had spoken to his inmost person at the outset, now it had 

climaxed in a direqtive to go to Spain. It said again, 
~ 

''Therefore when I rihve finished this, and have put my seal 

on this fruit of theirs, I will go by way of you to 

Spain." He flooded with the realization that he had been 

contacted and commissioned ... he who had been so alone, so 

forlorn. Now he was found by One who had long sought him. 



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

All morning she had noticed the paper half-rolled out 

of the typewriter perched on the end of the table but had 

not time to look at it. She had spent time in the garden 

picking up the ripe tomatoes, a few green fingers of okra, 

and a cantaloupe or two. She was glad she had moved the 

garden from the back half of the acre up to where the barn 

and the lot had been. It was good as well that the 

generation of livestock that had lived their lives there had 

left the ground rich and fertile. 

Inside, she had sat on the sofa and sliced the okra for 

cooking. From where she sat, she could see the typewriter. 

What had her strange son written now? In the Spring, he had 

called her in the middle of the day saying that the Bible 

was sending him somewhere over in the Old World. Spain, she 

thought it was. Now without announcement he had come out of 

the sky into Houston as if nothing had happened. She was 

pleased to see that. 

She delivered the pan of okra to the table. Now she 

stood wiping her hand in her apron as she leaned toward the 

typewritten page to see what was there. The tiny print was 

saying: 

I have never felt at home on earth. Tracing the 
congenial glimmers I found wi thin books, I came to the 
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smoke and ash of the modern university. Bitter beyond 
my age, I fled my country, perhaps never to return, and 
landed at one of my country's Air Force Bases. Reeling 
in that ersatz waste for three days, I was only to get 
a plane out on the fourth. For me, as it is said of 
God, "A day was as a thousand years .... " 

Gloria Edmonds gave a good chuckle. Her son's writing was 

a l wa y s good for a laugh. 

Garrett heard the chuckle. The sheet was draped only 

across his midsection for decency and to appreciate the 

morning coolness. He was almost sure what had produced the 

laughter, but what kind of laughter was it? 

"What are you finding so funny?" He did not have to 

speak loudly. He had not readjusted to the country quiet. 

"What you wrote here." The laughter was ingenuous. He 

re turne d to sleep. 

She s a t on the porch once the sun had gone behind the 

house. Garrett sat in a folding chair in the yard. His 

mother c a rried a fan to swat the flies. Thankfully she did 

not have to use it much because a strong southern breeze 

came across the honeysuckle-mantled hedge and wafted along 

the front of the house. 

Garrett sat sprawled with his neck resting on the back 

of the chair. He watched the clouds come up triumphantly 

from the south casting tendrils of vapor against the blue. 

He felt he was depressurizing, ventilating himself. 

"My sister's in the hospital. Diabetes. They're going 



to have to amputate her toes." 

"Umm," said Garrett, "how truly awful." 

"You should go see her; she's your aunt." 

"I will when I get the chance." 
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That evening the moon came up full and bright over the 

bridge, over the telephone wire, over the dark distant line 

of trees. Garrett looked at it through the hanging leaves 

of the pecan. The breeze brought a residual fragrance from 

the honeysuckle. "How this beauty drives me crazy! Anita!" 

Sitting with her on her bed, he had said, "Come away to 

Spain with me." 

"I can't do that. I'm so tired of you men wanting to 

fit someone into your system." 

"What men? What system? I am innocent, Anita. You 

cannot categorize me with others." 

What had begun like a pyrotechnic burst had drifted 

into cascading ribbons of light, then darkness. 

Later that night Isaac Holt drove up and parked on the 

bridge. He had brought a friend from college with him. 

"Garrett, this is Jerome. He's from New York." 

Garrett felt something of the tops-turviness of the world. 

He had just come from those far regions, and here was 

someone from there. But why come here? This mastery of 

distance was a lot to grasp. 

Garrett leaned against the back of the car, one foot on 
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the bumper, one planted in the rocks. "What's your major?" 

"Oceanography." 

"Oh, a fish farmer. Something Athelstan Spilhous would 

love." Garrett was remembering the gorgeous science strip 

pictures in the comic section of the paper from years ago 

when he had been enamored of science. 

"No." Garrett was disappointed. 

school?" 

"Brown." 

"The Brown?n 

"You scuba?" 

"Where do you go to 

"Yeah, man, he goes up there from where you come!" said 

Isaac. 

"I once thought about becoming acute." 

"Oh, is that what I've become, acute?" On the surface 

the word seemed to have some applicable meaning. Would it 

mean he'd become as narrow as a needle, sharp as a tack? 

The bright dust of stars drew Garrett's eyes upward. 

He smiled. 

astronaut." 

"Now I can see again why I once wanted to be an 

Garrett slept most days. Some nights he went out to 

Wormwood Club with his friends. He had gone there first the 

night after his father's funeral. That was in the middle of 

his sophomore year. 

with a night life. 

He felt a bit like Hud connecting grief 

once on a slow night there, Dennis had prevailed upon 
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him to take Cora Manson to find her husband. She had had a 

crush on Garrett years ago; but long before he had gotten 

out of high school, she had taken to the imponderables of 

children and adult life like a duck to water. 

While parked at her house, just across the street, from 

where the green schoolhouse had been, Garrett had leaned out 

the window to look up at the stars. He had said to Dennis, 

"Sometimes it looks to me like the stars are dancing." On a 

long dark colonnade in Spain, he had looked up ahead at the 

stars. They twinkled. Coming from the Aparcamiento Plaza 

de Espana where a bronze Don Quixote stretched a hand and 

lance against a dark and luminous sky, and above a 

reflecting pool surrounded by a million white stones more

perfect than the one he carried in his pocket, he had thrown 

his own away in anger. He had gotten no satisfaction from 

the act. 

When Cora returned, Garrett had half his body out the 

window as he looked upward. 

"What the hell's he 'doin?" 

"Looking up at the stars," said Dennis. "He says they 

dance sometimes." Garrett looked on for a final second 

before he heard her say, "Oooh, look at that one over 

'yonduh! He's really shaking his butt!" 

Laughing heartily, they drove away. 

Garrett stood in the front yard, looking north through 
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the corn field. A point of intense light rolled toward him. 

The dry hanging leaves of the corn began to wave as the 

light approached. As it grew closer 1 brighter, stronger, 

the leaves began to wave wildly like vines in a tornado. 

Bits of the cornleaves flew in all directions. Just when 

the light was upon Garrett, a lightning bolt the size of the 

trunk of the pecan tree struck beside him, smashing all his 

inner resistance. "Okay, I'll go," he said, and walked into 

a building open to the air like a chickenhouse where little 

clothesless children sat. For him to teach? Garrett 

awaked. It was a dream. 

Again his mother sat on the porch at evening. "They're 

going to have to cut off her leg now." Garrett had still 

not gone. He could not take it seriously. 

"We're having a revival at the church. Won't you 

come." 

"I haven't been to anything like that for a long time. 

I think I will." 

Isaac Holt had a little thicket behind his house. He 

had a hammock there .. 

"I won't have much time today," Garrett said. 

to go to a revival tonight." 

"A what!?" 

"You might see it as social archeology, my 

investigation of my past." 

"I have 
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"I don't care what you call it, that's bad news, man." 

"Well, I said I was going and I am." 

His bright plaid shirt stood out in the church where 

some wore suits, others shirts and ties. After the message, 

the preacher asked the Christians to stand. "Now this is 

uncalled for," thought Garrett. The evangelist was in the 

aisle. 

"Will you two come back with me?" He meant Garrett and the 

young man beside him who also had not stood. They went to 

the pastor's study. 

"Why don't y'all believe in God? You believe that if 

you stood on these steps, they'd support you." He pointed 

at the steps in the open door. "Why can't you believe in 

God?" Through the open door, Garrett could see the porch 

light of home. The preacher looked from one to the other. 

The boy was petrified. 

Garrett spoke up. "One can see the steps. One can't 

see God. Simple." 

The preacher concentrated on the youth. 

He sat him in front of the church. There's another 

young man here. He's confused." Garrett fumed. II I want 

you all to pray for him tomorrow at noon. II 

"Amen!" 

"How many of you will do that for me?" All hands went 

up. He looked at Garrett. "Young man, will you come back 
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tomorrow night?" Garrett nodded. 

When on the next night Garrett did not walk the aisle, 

he raised his hand to make a statement. He wanted to say 

that though he did not believe, he was not against 

believing. The preacher ignored him. 

Garrett returned to life as normal. Taking Dennis 

home from the Wormwood one night, he saw a cat lying on the 

side of the road. "What a brave cat," he thought. 

On his way back, he saw the cat in the same position. 

Now he knew. The cat ad been hit with a car. He would try 

to help it. He made a U-turn for the cat stopping far 

enough back, he thought, not to startle it with his lights. 

He opened the door. The cat got up onto its front legs and 

pulled itself to the edge of the road. Garrett went toward 

it. The cat pulled himself out of the road and into the 

darkness. 

"Well, I'm not going to follow you there," said 

Garrett. 

As he followed the road out of town, he kept thinking 

of the cat, running the irony of the thing through his mind 

again and again. He had only wanted to help. 

He turned onto the road home still thinking on the 

matter. As the thoughts accumulated, the complex of 

thoughts turned as a mirror on a pivot and suddenly the cat 

was Garrett fleeing from the dazzling lights and huge 



147 

footfalls of God. 

He had written a letter to Tony saying he would go 

insane, commit suicide, or become a Christian. Tony wrote 

back that in his opinion, Garrett had already done all 

three. 

It was daytime. His mother had not liked his hints 

that he would not be returning to college. 

"Mama, the things I went to college to learn, I have 

already learned. There's no further point in going there. 

I didn't go to college to get a degree; I went to 

investigate my existence." 

She had finally had enough. "You're just like all the 

Edmondses. They never finish anything!" 



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

"Do you think Garrett is corning back this semester?" 

"He's taking his time about isn't he. School starts 

two days from now." 

Blake and Anson were sitting at leisure in their new 

suite. They had taken their choice of rooms. The one in 

the corner had been left for Garrett. 

"When he went to Spain, he didn't plan to come back to 

America at all, you know. He was going to stay forever." 

"The four-day forever!" They chuckled. 

The one of whom the two were speaking did arrive, after 

having torn himself away from a church in Barton just that 

morning. A girl who had heard him mention with amazement 

that he believed in God had mentioned Garrett to her pastor. 

"I have never heard him talk like that," she had said. He 

had received a call to come tall< to the youth of the church 

on Saturday morning. 

"Marna, they want me to talk in their church," Garrett 

had said. 

"When?" 

"Saturday." 

"You need to go back to school on Saturday!" 

"You've been telling me all the time to go to church. 
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Now I'm going and you don't want me to. Which is more 

important, after all, God or school?" Garrett was being 

perverse. When everyone had been late at the church for the 

youth seminar, 

Garrett had finally made up his mind to get back to 

Providence. After a few phone calls, he was airborne. 

Between gates in Atlanta he had snatched and hurriedly 

bought The Late Great Planet Earth from a bookstall. Was it 

the three-dimensional print, the rhythm of the title, or 

something more? The book simply had the appearance of 

something he was looking for. 

He read an extensive portion over the tweeded cloud 

cover that lay like a rug over Appalachia. 

Garrett disliked his room from the moment he stuck his 

head in. The window looked out upon a brick wall. This was 

such a big step backward from the room of light. 

rt was over supper in an IHOP that the question came 

up, "Was Garrett a Christian?" Through much periphrasis, 

Garrett had said nothing, which seemed for the time to 

satisfy his inquisitors. Some days later, however, Blake 

presented him with a sketch. About the eyes were drawn 

wobbly rings conveying a spooked look. 

"Is that the way I appear to you?" Garrett asked. 

"Yes." 

"This is horrible." Garrett folded up the little slap 
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in the face and put it away. 

"Perhaps he is right," Garrett thought. "I want to go 

home, but I won't. I have no desire to study in school, but 

here I am everyday nevertheless. It's no wonder that I 

should look anything but serene." 

The pictorial blow sent Garrett elsewhere for 

understanding. Kathy Chung had given him her address during 

one of the first days of school. She had graduated the year 

before and now worked on campus smoothing the relations 

between parents and the institution. 

She proved to be a good listener. He shared with her 

his journal; something he had never done with anyone. He 

told her about the Bible, about Anita, about Spain, about 

the picture Blake had drawn of him. He came as close to 

absolute honesty as he was capable. 

"I want to say to you, that I have not been so mentally 

challenged in my life. Well, there was an English professor 

once that made me feel this way, but other than that ... this 

is unparalleled." She sat astride a chair in his room while 

he sat on his bed, pressing shut his journal. 

"Kathy, you'll never know how much that means to me," 

he said. 

Kathy was mainstream Brunonia. The economics course 

Garrett had dropped , because of the smattering of calculus 

required, Kathy had taken as a matter of course. Garrett 
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had seen the books on her shelf when she had lived in the 

mansion that had been converted to student housing. She had 

sung with an award-winning campus choir. She was radical in 

nothing, not philosophical in the least. To be 

comprehensible to her meant to be ... comprehensible. 

On an outing to a Persian restaurant, she had taken him 

first by her old choir group to deliver them some music. On 

the way from there, they had waved at Paul. 

In a room of her friends, she was told that someone 

living there had been trying to play a multi-melody virtuoso 

guitar piece. "We told her that you were the only one we 

knew who could do it," they said, handing her the guitar. 

"It's been a while." 

Kathy placed the guitar in her lap. Her nimble fingers 

stretched across the strings and charmed out the music. 

Garrett was himself infinitely charmed. 

On another night, she invited him out to the Graduate 

Center lounge for beer. On the walks she was carefree and 

happy, which in turn made Garrett happy. 

"That's Orion isn't it?" she pointed to the stars. 

"I'm not that versed in constellations." 

"Yes, that's Orion. See his belt!" 

"I think I do, but except for the Dippers, I've always 

failed to see what is supposedly pictured in the heavens." 

"And that's Betelguese." 
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"Beetle Juice? How horrid!" 

"I'm pretty sure that's what it is." 

"Could you mean what I have been euphonizing all these 

years as 'B/te1/gooz'?" 

"Yeah, that's it." 

"Beetle Juice, huh? Ughl ." 

In the pub they sat across from each other in a covey 

of her acquaintances. After introductions, he drank from 

the tall glass of German dark beer that it had become his 

custom to drink. Hegel had written to Schelling requesting 

accommodations where there was "ein gut bier." They turned 

their attentions to each other. Garrett laughed aloud. She 

looked a question at him. 

"I am seeing green. Not the green of envy, of course, 

but a paradisiacal green, a green of happiness." 

"Um. " 

"This image of verdure and space and light just 

blossomed in my head. Right over you." 

"The clamor of the pub made their silence more 

profound. They had gone through a crash course of getting 

to know each other. She was a person of quality. It meant 

much to him that she had, from the start, reflected a 

favorable vision of himself. He had gone to her in 

desperation and had found himself almost giddy with 

contentment. 



153 

The silence intensified. Sipping the beer could not 

quieten its clamor. He felt it, felt that she felt it. It 

was she who spoke. "What are you thinking?" 

He answered with a deep breath and a smile ... a smile 

next to a groan. By these and other gestures of struggle, 

she was given to understand the moment of what he had to 

say. She saw the struggle, divined the consequence, and 

continued to look at him calmly. 

"Well?. 

"Well ... what I have to say is what I'm feeling now, 

and ... " He paused, but there was no deterrence from her, 

just the soft, calm, and alert gaze leading him on to 

reckless disclosures. He tried to push the moment to its 

crisis. 

"I'm feeling that perhaps in another world, in another 

time, we could be lovers." 

"I feel the same." 

Now that it was out, now that the crisis was past, he 

wondered what might her unwillingness be. He dropped the 

thought. At least they had expressed strong affection. 

What should the rest of the conversation be but a counting 

of the ways in which they loved each other, but as he had 

shunted such a consummation even as he led up to it; they 

kept the feelings to themselves. 

Inside her apartment, he took a chair while she 



154 

collapsed on her bed, resting her head on her hand, looking 

back at him. Garrett searched for words, but words had now 

a contemptible lightness,sucked transparent by the emotional 

vortex in which he found himself. Only acts could speak. 

Which? There was only one. 

"May I kiss you?" 

"Yes." 

He got up, walked to the bed, kissed her on the lips, 

and returned to his chair across from the foot of the bed. 

It was a kiss from the innocent heart of him around which 

another part of him cursed him for being so noble. 

He had come to her in the very pitch of desperation. 

He left that night at summit of a charmed sequence of days 

that had lifted him to the stars. The sense of completeness 

he felt as he walked the sleeping streets resulted in his 

never going back to see her. 

It was October 1973. While he luxuriated in the 

afterglow of the recent events, bit by bit the 

precariousness of his predicament, reasserted itself in his 

attention. He had no appetite for study, yet he was in 

school. Before he could concern himself much with the 

issue, however, events in a far quarter of the world brought 

a sharp overarching urgency to his situation. 

On October 6, the media rang with reports that Egypt 

and Syria had launched a joint air and land attack on 
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Israel. As the Biblical combatants locked into electro

mechanical combat, Garrett and his roommates followed the 

developments on the evening news. These wars always had the 

possibility of unspeakable tragedy if the Arabs could prove 

victorious. 

From the "miserable cranny" from which Hegel said all 

non-world-historical individuals were doomed to view the 

major events on the stage of world history, Garrett had 

always felt sure that the United States would not sit by and 

allow the Arabs, as they had threatened in the Six Day war, 

to drive the Israelis into sea. It was not similarly clear 

that the Soviets could be expected for any reason to 

intervene for the Arabs, who did not likewise face 

decimation in case of defeat. 

As the war raged on, the Israelis crossed to the 

Egyptian side of the Suez cutting off supplies to the 

Egyptian army that had surged triumphantly onto the other 

side. This stranglehold resulted first in Soviet protests. 

Then came word that troops in southern Russia, in 

preparation to relieve the pressure on the Egyptians, were 

mobilizing. The U.S. responded with an alert of its own. 

At that moment, Garrett felt the very dormitory room was 

brought into the war zone. 

Garrett went on his own personal alert. In Washington, 

Moscow, Tel Aviv, Cairo, and Damascus, events were running 
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their courses by their own inexorable logic, and his fate 

was being determined as surely as their own. The lines of 

threat had reached out and entwined themselves coldly about 

his heart. Here could be the end. He could not say he had 

not been forewarned. 

He tried to discuss the matter with an acquaintance 

while they walked down Charles-Field toward the Grad 

Center. The friend was calm beneath the shadow of the 

nuclear cloud, although he deplored what was happening. 

"On the basis of very unique and mystical experiences I 

have gone through, Doug, I cannot see myself cooped in a 

university as the world ends." 

"Where will you go?" 

"This type of tragic finale to history is taught by 

many religious groups in my acquaintance. I assume it's 

time for me to make some spiritual decisions. But I just 

can't remain here as if nothing is happening." This said, 

they walked on, Garrett going into the center, while Doug 

walked on. 

On another day, Garrett encountered Amber and a friend 

sitting on a quiet end of the green. He talked in praise of 

conversation, how it awakened the spirits of the 

participants and at the best of times blended their spirits 

into one. 

Becoming animated and happy, Amber invited him down the 
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street to their apartment. She and Paul had been distraught 

about the war. Paul came in soon afterward with a paper in 

hand. 

He and Garrett shared what they knew about the latest 

developments. The full implication of the alert had escaped 

her. Hearing of them brought her close to tears and 

hysteria. 

"Someone should do something about this," she said. 

"Garrett, why don't you tell them?" 

"What do you mean, go down town, demand to get on TV, 

and address the world about this madness?" 

"Yes." 

Garrett felt that he just might be able to do that. 

Discussion about the unlikeliness of any positive response 

took him off the hook of going out the door, down into 

Providence, and attempting to get some TV airtime. 



CHAPTER NINETEEN 

Garrett awoke in the evening sensing that he was alone 

in the suite. Blake and Anson, he felt, must have gone out 

to eat. He walked into the hallway. The door to Anson's 

room was open. The black-and-white television was on. 

Under the disembodied commentary, the scenes of war ghosted 

across the screen. This night he would go for sure, thought 

Garrett. If he could not, then he would give up all 

aspirations for a higher life. 

He would go where men lived in constant expectation of 

the apocalypse. There was nothing that he owned that was 

indispensible to him. He walked out of the suite into the 

evening. On the sidewalk across Charles-field, he decided 

that he might do well to eat something before he left. Half 

of him cried, "Recreant!" The other counseled that a little 

dinner would be no delay at all. 

He wheeled to the right and traced down Charles-Field, 

past where he and Anson had stayed that summer after his 

return from Spain. He rounded the corner and went into the 

Italian restaurant. At the corner, he ordered a veal 

parmesan dinner with a mug of beer and sat at a table. 

This was it. He sat in the middle of the restaurant 

facing the center aisle. In the left corner across from him 
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was the juke box. He was more oblivious of other people 

than he had ever been. 
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He went into the food joylessly, washing down the veal 

and spaghetti with swigs of the beer, hoping with the 

traitorous part of himself that the beer would work in him 

some of the forgetfulness for which it and its liquid ilk 

were famous. 

The music had been playing, but only now did he notice 

it. Amid a swig of beer, he heard: 

Come to the cabaret, old boy 
Come to the cabaret. 

He was chagrined. He felt mocked. Confronted with a 

d e stiny-class action, he drankl He wished he had not come 

in. This was a patent evasion. He knew it now. He picked 

up the pace of his eating to assuage his guilt with haste. 

The next song was not a German drinking song, but the 

blues. The blacker-than-thou blackness of it singled him 

out in the restaurant, though someone else had selected it. 

There were again, no doubt, preliminary words to the song-

some preliminary and some subsequent--but it was the refrain 

which affected him: 

If we can't git along, 
I'll have to go up side 'yo head. 
If we can't git along, 
I'll have to go up side 'yo head. 

Garrett rushed with alarm. What if the cosmic patience with 

him was clean gone? 
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"If I should walk out the restaurant door," he thought, 

"and suffer a maiming accident, who would say, 'No it can't 

be!' It would be, and only I would know why." 

Thoughts crowded back of what the preachers of his 

youth and said of the lengths to which God would go to get 

the attentions of some people. 

If we can't git along, 
I'll have to go up side 'yo head. 

The threat was clear and present. He had to get underway. 

He hastened out of the restaurant, going back the way 

he had come. As he walked, he was relieved he felt no loss 

of control, no tendency to veer into the street. He turned 

right into Charles-Field. 

After twenty paces, he noticed the approach of two 

girls and a young man. They were unmistakable. 

"The God Squad." 

They were 

When the distance between them closed, he blurted out, 

"Are you people Christians?" They stopped. 

slim girl among them that spoke. 

It was the tall 

"Well, you might say that." The quizzical tone of her 

answer, adopted, perhaps to give her the room to see where 

this apparition in the night was "coming from," was nothing 

to Garrett. They were as rumored--CHRISTIANSl 

Garrett went pell-mell into the things that had 

eventuated in his accosting them on the street--including 
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the dread context of the Yam Kippur War. 

"I feel that God has been operating strongly in my life 

for months now, and I'd just like to talk about these things 

to the people who know something about Him," Garrett said. 

"Why don't you come with us? We're going to our 

apartment now." 

Garrett walked with them. Seated at their table, he 

went voluminously into the conditions, situations, and facts 

that had brought him to this pass. Garrett told of his 

study of mysticism, finding the Bible, the trip to Spain, 

his unwillingness to return to school, The Late Great Planet 

Earth, and now the Yam Kippur War and the nuclear alert. 

When the torrent of his words subsided, Garrett was 

asked, "Have you ever asked Christ into your life?" 

"No," he said, wondering an instant at the relevance of 

the question before returning to some points in his 

explanation of what had driven him to his state of 

emergency. After he had again come again to a pause, again 

came the question. 

"Have you ever asked Christ into your life?" 

"No. What is that, some formula or something that 

makes you a Christian?" 

"Yes. It's what you must do to have Christ in your 

life. He won't come in unless you ask." 

They opened the Bible to the book of Romans. It was 
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the tenth chapter. 

"Here." They turned the Bible toward him. "Romans 

10:9 says, 'That if you shall confess the Lord Jesus with 

your tonguer and believe in your heart that God has raised 

Him from the dead, you shall be saved.' Who is speaking 

here?" 

"The Apostle Paul," said Garrett. 

"But he was inspired by __ ?" 

"The orthodox 1 ine is, of course, 'God. '" 

"It is God. Now what does this Scripture say will 

result if a person owns the Lord Jesus with his tongue, and 

believes that God has raised him from the dead?" They 

pointed out the concluding phrase. 

" ... they shall be saved," Garrett read. He sat back 

and looked at those upon whom he had thrust himself. The 

tall girl worked at the local MacDonald's. She had a lisp. 

One night Tony had mimicked her. "Yetthir, may I help you 

thir? Thank you thir," Tony had said. Later it served as a 

laugh that those three were being referred about campus as 

'The God Squad. ' 

"Now, can God lie?" 

"I don't know. By all accepted Western views of God, 

He won't; I'm sure." 

"It's impossible for God to lie." 

"Okay, I accept that. Any God worthy of the name 'God' 



would not, and on that basis, 'could not' lie." 

"So if a person does what the Scripture says ... ?" 

"The person should be saved." 
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"Now are you willing to pray and ask him to come into 

your life?" 

"Oh, is prayer the way you do it?" 

"Yes." 

"I need to think about this a second." 

The Young Orchard campus apartments were the newest 

"dormitories" on campus. Garrett had never liked the name. 

Why should they be called Young Orchard when there weren't 

any trees? Everything in the central living area was 

immaculate. This was Garrett's first occasion being inside. 

The surroundings were as unfamiliar a s his situation . 

Here he had been presented with a virtually objective 

way of being "saved." "Saved"--whatever it entailed, meant 

an end of all anxiety about his relationship to God. If God 

could be trusted, then one who had met the stated 

preconditions, would be saved. 

then God was not "God." 

If He could not be trusted, 

"Will you take God at his word?" the tall girl 

continued. Garrett's lifelong momentum toward Truth 

afforded him no way out but through. All things had come 

down to this, a simple taking God at his word. 

"I have no choice," he said. 
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They gathered close around and led him in prayer. When 

they finished, everyone looked up. Garrett sat still 

looking around at them, looking at the room. No metanoia 

now. No self-recrimination or stress, but some other 

feeling, unsuspected, that he wanted to take time to feel. 

"Would it be okay if I just sat here at the table for 

awhile, alone?" 

Garrett sat at the table alone. Wave after wave of a 

quiet and irenic feeling ... no, more than a feeling, surged 

up invisibly within him, around him, spreading out from him 

into all his world. His urgency to flee to some unknown 

haven had vanished. A profound calm had come. He was 

changed; haven had already been attained. 

The End 




